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      This coffee maker is probably forty years old. I’m surprised Beverly managed to find filters for it. I’ve turned it on and am now listening for the familiar drip, drip, drip. A few years ago, I bought her a Keurig, but I’m pretty sure it’s tucked away in a closet, still in the box. I might have to go digging to find it. Beverly’s house is now mine, so I’m allowed to dig in the closets. Not that I want to.

      I brush my fingers along the old counter top. Not a speck of dust. Considering she’s been gone for almost two weeks, that’s pretty impressive. I’ve been on the property, taking care of her flowers of course, but today is the first time I’ve been in the house. The last few weeks were too raw.

      She left her house and flower farm to me in her will as she promised. I’ve been living with my brother Mark, but now I have a new home and a long-standing business to run. After losing my job last year at the accounting firm, I’ve had to pick up a few consulting jobs, but now I can give those up as well.

      With the unseasonably warm weather predicted for the next few days, it seemed like a good time to move in.

      Green Bank, West Virginia, is technically in the mountains, but our weather is very unpredictable. It’s the end of January, so that usually means snow, but today it’s seventy degrees, which is record-breaking weather. That’s bad for the flower farm. Things outside of the greenhouses will start growing too fast, and we’re bound to have more freezes.

      My family runs the business next door to this property, Whisper Springs, which is mostly camping and retreats. The camping season doesn’t really start until May, although we did a couple of winter retreats this year. The next one isn’t scheduled until the first of March, so my brothers will have plenty of time to help move my stuff. I’m sure they’ll grumble about it.

      The place I live now isn’t quite within walking distance unless I have a good hour, but the four-wheeler gets me through the trees in less than ten minutes. The path has ruts in it because of how often I’ve driven here. That’ll start to heal once I move down. Though, maybe not. My mom and siblings might decide to bug me more often than I want. I have six brothers and one sister—all who live on our family’s resort. Well, except two, but Ethan’s here more often than his place in Staunton, and Abi’s only gone temporarily.

      I miss Abi and Lily. It’s crazy that I should feel so attached to my niece. She’s getting close to two, and I’ve never been crazy about kids, but Lily stole my heart the day she was born. I should find some toys to put in one of the spare rooms so she has things to play with when she comes over. I’ll ask what toys she likes the next time I talk to her.

      I glance around the room. Too many memories. How many mornings did Beverly and I sit together, drinking coffee at her ancient table? She wasn’t a morning talker and preferred her coffee silent. I’m surprised she even let me sit with her.

      For the past four years, it’d been our routine a few days a week. Coffee before going outside to work the fields and put together the bouquets. On other days, I had to do my real job—corporate accounting—but hopefully now, with the flowers all mine, I won’t have to.

      I have her to thank for that. The money won’t be nearly the same, but between that and what I make from managing the books for the resort, it’ll be enough. And it’ll save my sanity.

      Out of habit, I take two coffee mugs from the cupboard—one deeply stained, the other fairly clean. I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to get rid of her mug. In fact, I’m not sure I want to make many changes at all. I’ll have to make some updates to the farm, of course, but I want to keep things here as similar as possible to preserve Beverly’s memory. There’s no real reason to change anything. Especially the furniture, like the dining table with its coffee stains on the white top or the worn chairs. The padding is all but gone, but I don’t know anyone who could easily replace the fabric.

      “What the hell are you doing in my kitchen?”

      I jump, and Beverly’s mug slips out of my hand, shattering on the floor. I stare at it for a moment before I spin around and find myself face-to-face with a woman about my age. She’s wearing a blue tank top and skimpy athletic shorts. Her legs are long and tan. In her hands, she’s holding a baseball bat—the one I gave Beverly—and her dark brown eyes glare at me.

      She is clearly confused. This is my house now.

      Cupcake bounds over to her and licks her bare toes. The girl ignores my dog, who is now looks like an overgrown, fluffy black and tan puppy. I don’t call Cupcake back because I don’t want him to cut up his paws from the scattered shards.

      The girl doesn’t seem overly confident with the baseball bat. I doubt she’d even try to hit me, but I won’t make any sudden moves, just in case. My eyes drop to the broken mug. The deep sense of loss settles in my stomach. I carefully brush away the shards of glass from her and Cupcake with my boot.

      I hold up my own coffee mug. “Making coffee. Want some?”

      She narrows her eyes, and Cupcake noses her legs. “Get out of my kitchen.”

      I slowly pour a cup and then take a sip. My kitchen. It’s the second time she’s said that.  She’s technically in my kitchen with no shoes, which is maybe the strangest part of all this.

      “Who are you?”

      “None of your business. Get out.” She shakes the bat in my direction. Cupcake looks between us and wags her tail.

      “If you were gonna hit me with that, you would’ve done it already. My name is Noah. That’s Cupcake. My family lives next door.” I tap the floor with my boot. “You really don’t want to come any closer, or you’ll cut your feet. What’s your name?”

      I’ve never seen her before in my life, which means she’s not local. Beverly’s home isn’t a place you stumble upon by mistake. She must be family of some sort. I was here yesterday, and there was no one in the house, so she must’ve come in last night. I wonder why she thinks she can just stay in Beverly’s house.

      Beverly was the grandmother I never had. She treated me like her own. And since she rarely talked about her family, I figured that she wasn’t close with any of them, if she had any at all.

      The girl lowers the bat, and her expression changes. She drops her other hand on Cupcake’s head and scratches him behind his ears. Cupcake leans into her. Traitor.

      “Are you the one who’s supposed to help me with my farm?”

      “Excuse me?” I choke out.

      “Gran called me the day before she died.” The girl sniffs and rubs at her eyes. “She told me she was leaving me the farm and that a guy from the place next door would help me figure it all out.”

      Beverly only had one son, and he died decades ago. She hardly ever talked about him, other than to say he never married. She certainly never mentioned grandkids. I don’t know where this woman is coming from.

      I frown. “You must be mistaken. She left the farm to me.”

      The girl laughs. “No. I have her will, and it says otherwise.”

      “Yours is probably an old version. My copy of her will says I’m the owner. Only me.”

      “I’m her granddaughter. I think I know better.” Her back straightens, and her eyes narrow on me. “And I also know that my version is the latest version.”

      I take a deep breath. Maybe Beverly left the house to the girl but the farm to me. She gave me her updated will a few weeks before she passed. But I’ve looked over it a hundred times, and there’s no mention of any other names.

      “There’s been some kind of mistake. Beverly and I worked together for a long time. I offered to buy the farm multiple times, and she always patted me on the cheek and said, ‘Why would I do that when I’ll give it to you when I die?’”

      The young woman chews on her bottom lip. She’s very pretty, even without makeup. She couldn’t possibly be Beverly’s granddaughter. She looks nothing like the old woman.

      Okay, Noah. Quit letting her distract you. I need to sit and think this all through. Something isn’t right here. I head for the table, which is on her other side of the kitchen.

      The bat is suddenly swinging, and before I can jump out of the way, it slams into my body. The pain radiates through me, and I back away, holding my side. It wasn’t a hard hit, but it still takes my breath away. Cupcake barks and jumps on me. It’s all I can do to stay upright.

      “Where do you think you’re going?” she asks, holding the bat up again. If she swings this time, it’ll be with more force. I hold up my finger and stand up. That’s gonna bruise.

      “Sorry. I was just going to sit down so I could think this all through.”

      She doesn’t lower the bat. “Are you sure?”

      “Yep, maybe put the bat down.” I point to the counter. “Over there.”

      She rolls her eyes. “I’ll hang onto it, thanks.”

      “Why don’t you get your will and let me take a look at it?” This should be easy to straighten out once I show her mine is the latest version. I’ll have to head back home and grab it, but I want to see hers first.

      She disappears down the hall, and I grab a broom and clean up the shards from Beverly’s broken mug, wincing a little from the pain in my side. I hope we can clear this up quickly. I can’t afford to let the flower farm wallow. It has to be taken care of. Beverly and I worked too hard to just let it go.

      She returns and hands me her will. Then she pours a cup of coffee and crouches next to Cupcake.

      I skip to line item five. It is my deepest desire to leave my home and two hundred acres to my granddaughter, Jasmine Spade. She also retains all rights to the flowers, tools, and business.

      I stop reading. My will says the exact same thing. Except mine says: my dear friend Noah Blackwood.

      I have no idea what to do with this information. “I see. Let me go grab mine, and we’ll compare, hmm.” I check the date on the notary stamp, but I’m not sure what my copy says. My stomach churns because hers is dated less than a month ago. “I’ll be back in about thirty minutes.”

      She nods but doesn’t say anything. I rush back to Whisper Springs. It’s on the property that my oldest brother, Seth, bought, which used to be an old company town. There’s about fifty houses and various other buildings. Seth used it to expand my parents’ resort. Not that long ago, Mark moved into one of the houses, and since he doesn’t really like being alone, he offered me a room.

      I dig out the will, and a sharp pain goes through my heart. I miss Beverly.

      I check the date. It’s exactly the same as Jasmine’s.

      I swallow and close my eyes, trying to drive down the panic. At least hers wasn’t dated after mine. I sink onto my bed and think. I’ll call my attorney this afternoon, but I’ve got to get some flower stuff done this morning. I don’t have time for this.

      I quickly open Instagram and look up Jasmine. I need to know what kind of woman I’m dealing with. She’s got quite a few followers. Most of her pictures are of her dressed in mini-skirts and heels, heading out on the town. And she always has a few other girls with her.

      Then I check the dates. The last post was more than three years ago.

      There’s a story there. I’m certain of it. Which means I have no idea what kind of woman I’m sharing Beverly’s farm with. Wait… sharing? But neither will says anything about us sharing. How will this work? Am I going to lose everything because Jasmine is her granddaughter? My hands tremble a little, and I flex my fingers to try to make it go away. I won’t let her get the best of me. But even as I say that, my stomach churns.

      “Wow, she’s hot.”

      I startle and turn my head. Mark and Ethan are peering over my shoulder.

      “Get out of my room.”

      I know. It sounds like I’m fifteen again and living in my parents’ house. We get along okay, but they’re always in my space, and I don’t want to explain things to them. I thought I was getting privacy with Beverly’s house, but apparently, now I have to share it with that woman.

      Mark smirks. “How do you know her?”

      “None of your business.” It’s none of my business either, and I shouldn’t care about her. But she’s a threat to my business.

      I grab a suitcase out of the closet and throw a few shirts and pairs of pants into it.

      “Where you going?” Mark asks, lounging on my bed.

      “I’m moving into Beverly’s house.”

      Neither says anything. They both know her death is a little too raw for me yet.

      I stuff the phone into my pocket, grab my will and suitcase, and shove past my brothers.

      In the living room, I practically trip over Cupcake, Éclair, and Apple Pie, who are all fighting over the same toy. Seth’s dog, Deka, had puppies with one of Mom’s breeding collies, and now we have a bunch of Doberman-collie mixes. I do a dance around the dogs just as Apple Pie gives up and collapses in the middle of the floor for a nap. Éclair manages to get the mangled stuffed duck from Cupcake and races away with the toy. Cupcake sits on her haunches and looks up at me with sad eyes.

      “Don’t worry, boy. We’re getting our own place where you don’t have to share. Let’s go.”

      One thing’s for sure. I’m moving into that house today.

      I wonder if she knew about the two different wills, and that’s why she was in such a hurry to move in—so it would be that much harder for me to take the property.

      Jasmine’s not getting away with this.
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      Noah barges back into the house with a suitcase in hand, even though I locked all the doors. I should’ve known he had a key. I can’t help but notice how good-looking he is, from his dark blonde wavy hair to his ocean-blue eyes framed by thick lashes. He’s angry, but not in an intimidating way. There’s still something kind about him.

      He brandishes some papers, handing them over. Cupcake sits next to me, leaning against my legs while I read through them. Sure enough, his name is on the will. And both his and mine appear to be signed on the same day. I chew on my bottom lip.

      He gives a satisfied smirk and charges down the hall with his suitcase. Before he reaches the master, I stop him.

      “I’ve already put my stuff away in there.”

      He glowers at me. “Why would you do that? It’s my house.”

      I don’t understand what’s happening. Gran told me someone would be here to help, but he’s acting like this is his place, not mine.

      “That remains to be seen.” If he thinks he’s going to take this house and farm away from me, he’s dead wrong.

      He stares at me, and I see the wheels turning in his head. I won’t back down though.

      “Fine,” he grumbles and tosses his suitcase onto the bed in the guest room. “But I’ve got work to do.”

      Then he marches outside, and I can’t help staring at his ass. I shouldn’t, but there’s no denying he’s toned. And looks good.

      I’d like to just send him packing. I don’t need his help. I’ll do better on my own. The entire drive up here, I listened to YouTube and other videos on how to run a successful flower business.

      I follow him outside even though all I have on is shorts, a tank top, and flip-flops. It’s cool, but not freezing like I expected. I knew I’d need winter clothes, but I didn’t have any. I figured I’d just buy them once I got here.

      “I’m helping.” I didn’t come all the way here to let someone else take over.

      “There’s no need. I’ve been basically doing this by myself for the last three years. Beverly came out here every morning with me, but she mostly just bossed me around and didn’t do anything.”

      I grind my teeth together. It’s not fair that he got to know Gran when I didn’t. My mom didn’t tell me about Gran until I was sixteen—when she gave me a letter Gran had written. I wrote back, and that’s all our relationship has been for the past ten years. Letters and phone calls.

      I should have visited once I graduated college, but a social work major doesn’t pay enough to do anything. Especially in Miami, where more than half my salary went to rent. Though that might have just been an excuse. I don’t like getting close to people.

      “This is my farm,” I remind him. “You aren’t taking it away from me. I’m going to learn how to run it.”

      He has no idea how capable I am. I may look like just a pretty face, but I’m smart and scrappy. My parents were dishonest assholes, but at least they taught me how to get what I want. Though I’ve spent most of my adult life trying to unlearn a lot of those things, I might need those skills here. So much of what happened to me as a child left me feeling numb. A few years ago, I started seeing a therapist, and she helped me see that going through what happened helped me become who I am today. I try to focus on the good things. But every once in a while, rage sneaks in when I think of my stepdad.

      I’m ready now. I know I can do this. If Noah would just leave me alone, I’d have profits doubled on this thing in less than a year. At least, that’s what the guy on YouTube told me would happen if I purchased his course. Which I might. But I have to actually own the place outright first. I wasn’t expecting to have to share. I’ll have to find an attorney and work this out, but today, I have to make it seem like this place is mine.

      Noah grunts and heads out to the fields, his adorable dog on his heels. I follow, and Cupcake doubles back, jumping up on me.

      Noah walks so fast. I have to jog to keep up with him, and that’s not easy to do in flip-flops.

      He stops abruptly and spins around. I try stepping to the side to avoid crashing into him. My foot drops into a hole.

      I reach forward and grab onto him, but my knees hit the ground. At least, I manage to not fall face-first into the grass. My hands still hold firmly to him, and I’m grateful to have something to hang onto. Then I notice where my one hand is. Right on his crotch.

      I let go and scramble to my feet, my face blazing.

      “You shouldn’t stop abruptly like that.” I don’t look him in the eyes. I can’t right now. I haven’t made a good impression on this man at all, and I certainly haven’t shown him I’m capable of taking care of myself.

      He points at my feet. “You should wear better shoes, Hands.”

      My face burns even hotter, but I refuse to acknowledge the dig. “My name is Jasmine.” I don’t really have any other shoes to work in. My shoe wardrobe consists of several different kinds of flip-flops, two pairs of sensible heels for work, and several sexy heels for going out. I literally just threw everything I owned into my car and drove. I didn’t even tell my landlord. He’ll figure it out when he doesn’t get next month’s rent.

      I’ll probably have to invest in a pair of work boots, but I don’t have the money right now for a good pair. The flip-flops will have to work.

      Noah gives me a condescending look. “Whatever you say, Hands.”

      I stomp my foot, but it’s not super effective in the grass like this. “Just tell me what to do.” I want to comment on the nickname, but there’ll be time for that later.

      “Go put on real shoes.”

      “I’ll be fine in these.”

      “Whatever, Hands. You’ll regret it later. If you’re going to help, the tulip beds need to be fertilized.” He leads me over to a wheelbarrow filled with some kind of manure. Several perfectly rectuangular patches of dirt surround us. Surrounding the fields are several greenhouses. Some look temporary, and others look more permanent.

      There’s a shovel and a rake leaning next to the wheelbarrow. I wrinkle my nose. I’ve never done well with smelly things, but this is my farm now, so I should get used to it. The YouTube videos I watched talked a lot about manure, and I never knew that flowers needed poop to thrive.

      “Spread the manure all over these beds.” He points to the dirt patch right next to us. “And then use the rake to mix it in with the soil.”

      I resent him for bossing me around, but I have to remind myself that he knows this place better than I do. He knows things like how long it’ll be until the leaves start popping through the soil. The more information I can milk out of him, the better off I’ll be when he disappears, once we get the will figured out.

      I dig in. Noah disappears into a greenhouse and then comes back with another wheelbarrow, shovel, and rake. He drops the shovel and rake onto the flower field next to mine and then hauls the wheelbarrow over to a pile of manure on the far side of the property. It’s pretty flat, so I can see him. I’m glad he keeps it over there since it’s so stinky.

      I shouldn’t just be watching him. I should be getting to work. I dump some manure onto the dirt but watch Noah discreetly as he begins in the next bed so I can make sure I’m doing this right. He makes it look so easy, though he’s got on boots and jeans. Cupcake runs back and forth between the both of us. At least the dog likes me. I file that away. I can use Noah’s dog against him if I have to. I know it’s probably not a kind thought, but at this point, I’m desperate to have any leverage at all.

      By the time I finish with the tulip bed, my feet are covered in dirt and manure, but I’m not about to let him know that he was right about my shoes. The smell will go away once I shower. I hope.

      It feels good to do physical labor. Gran had no idea her flower farm would be the solution to all my problems. Especially the one where I can’t go back to work as a social worker in Florida.

      It’s gotten warm outside today, and I’m grateful I wore shorts even though I’m filthy. I glance over to where I last saw Noah working. He’d been getting farther and farther away from me all morning. In the same time I’ve done one field, he’s done three.

      He stops, strips off his gloves, and pulls his shirt over his head. Then he turns around and catches me staring. “Like what you see, Hands?” he asks with a grin.

      I flush.

      “What’s next?” I ask.

      He crosses his arms. “Considering that I’m starving, nothing right now. We’ll go back to the house, eat, shower, and then I’ll come back and put together the orders for today.”

      “I still wanna help,” I say.

      He holds up a palm. “Sorry, Hands. Not today. I need to do the orders quickly.”

      I want to argue but instead nod and gather up my things to put away. I meet Noah by the shed and try to think about how I can gain the upper hand here, because I’ve been losing all day long.

      “You stink,” he says. His hair falls perfectly across his forehead. And that’s after he’s been working outside in the sun.

      I roll my eyes. “So do you.” I try not to stare at the man who could ruin my entire life. He has a sharp jaw line, and he’s lean, muscled, and very tan. I wonder if he works out here shirtless often. No wonder Gran kept him around.

      “Is the farm profitable?” I ask to change the subject. I shouldn’t be thinking about the way he looks. I have bigger problems to tackle. I have a total of fifty bucks to my name, and that won’t last long. I need to find a way to make money quickly, or I’ll be eating the old canned beans I found in Gran’s pantry.

      “Sort of. I plan on making some pretty big changes so that I can work here full time.”

      This is good to know. There’ll be a learning curve, but I’ll figure it out. It won’t be long before I can buy food. And boots.

      “So I can make a full-time living off of it?” I ask.

      He snorts. “No. You have no clue what you’re doing. But I can.”

      I toss the shovel into the shed and stalk to the house. That man is so arrogant. Usually by now, I’d be able to tell what his weaknesses are, but he’s got me all in knots. Cupcake chases after me, but Noah calls him back.

      I have no idea what’ll happen once the will is settled, but I hope I’ll be able to at least hire Noah to help me get things up and running. If I can’t, I’ll just find someone else.

      I take a long shower and put on another tank top but with a long skirt. I don’t wear pants ever. I hardly even wear shorts unless I’m working out. Noah was lucky I even had them on when he came over this morning.

      I blow dry my hair and put on a little makeup. I haven’t figured out how I’ll fix this problem yet, but I do know one thing: If I look good, I’ll have a better shot at winning. Especially against a man. I shouldn’t use my looks to manipulate people, but in a situation like this, I’ll need every advantage I can get. With my raven hair and olive skin, plus the curves in all the right places, men are easily intimidated by me. Or they’re assholes who hit on me. Noah doesn’t seem to be either, but I’ve got to try.

      By the time I’m done getting ready, I hunt all over the house, looking for Noah, but he’s nowhere to be found.

      Good.

      I haven’t had much time to explore since I got in late last night. The house is a ranch-style. All one level. It has three bedrooms, all of which are made up with double beds, low dressers with mirrors, and flowery wallpaper. It has a kitchen-dining combination with a living room off to the side. The fireplace sits on the far wall of the room, looking a little sad with no roaring flames. The whole place looks like nothing has been updated since the eighties.

      Pictures of hot air balloons are hung everywhere. They are beautiful, with stunning views of forests, sunrises, and sunsets. I wonder where she got all of these. She didn’t seem like the advernterous type.

      I meander back to my bedroom. Gran’s bedroom. I only peeked into her closet last night but can now look around some more. I open a drawer on the nightstand and find all the letters I wrote her over the years.

      They’re still in their envelopes, sorted by date, with the top of each one neatly sliced open using a letter opener that sits next to the stack. I flip through them and see multiple return addresses because I moved so often.

      I sink onto the bed with the bundle, trying not to cry. I set the letters on my lap and flip to the very back where my first letter to her arrived. The ones where I was only sixteen had hearts and peace signs drawn on the envelopes. I couldn’t afford fancy stationary, so they are pretty basic. If I pulled the letters out, I’d see lined paper torn out of a notebook. I think about taking one out, but I don’t think I want that emotional roller coaster right now. I missed my chance to meet her because I waited too long. I didn’t even know she was dying.

      I pull out the letters she sent me from my suitcase. Noah will be staying in this house with me, so I need to hide these. The letters are personal, and I don’t want anyone reading them.

      The closet is small but packed full of old sundresses with a few nice old-lady dresses. I find a box at the top of the closet. It’s got a fussy Easter hat in it. I try to imagine Gran wearing this to Easter services every year.

      I take out the hat and place the letters in the box, then shove the hat back onto the shelf. Noah would have to be snooping pretty hard to find those.

      I flip through the remaining clothes in the closet and pull out one of the sundresses. It might be from the eighties or early nineties, but it looks like it’ll fit me. Two shelves are filled with all kinds of shoes, including at least three squeaky-clean brightly coloroed gardening boots. Perfect. No more manure-covered feet. I saw some dirty ones by the door, but she obviously liked to have a variety. A woman after my own heart.

      It’s crazy that Gran and I are the same size. I glance through a few of the drawers and find t-shirts, overalls, and jeans. This is good, I guess. At least I don’t have to buy pants. I’ll have to go through and get rid of the stuff I’m not going to wear though.

      I wander from room to room and wrap my arms around myself. This house feels like what a grandma’s house should look like—old cozy couches with quilts strung along the tops and knick-knack shelves holding glass roses, ceramic shoes, and blue and white Dutch children. The kitchen is old and outdated, with olive green Formica countertops. There are a few burn spots. I’ve always dreamed of having my own place and have several Pinterest boards full of things to do with my own house. Cottage core is my jam.

      I never decorated before because I knew my apartments were always temporary. I wanted to wait until the right place came along.

      With the money that comes in from the flower farm, I’ll have enough to start making updates. And the first thing I’ll do is fix up the outdated bathroom. I bet Noah wants to keep it exactly how it is, but he can’t stop me from changing things. Besides, once I talk to a lawyer, he’ll be out of the house soon enough.

      There has to be a way to prove that Gran wanted me to have it and not him.

      He’s not even family.
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      The next morning, I groggily shuffle to the kitchen, grateful for a moment of solitude, and put on a pot of coffee. My side is still a little sore from Jasmine hitting me yesterday, but it’s manageable. Jasmine stirs in her room, probably annoyed at being woken up so early. She wasn’t happy when I moved my stuff in yesterday, but this is my house, and I’m not giving it up. I should’ve fought her for the master bedroom, just on principle alone, but a part of me would feel weird sleeping in Beverly’s bed.

      “What needs to be done today?” Jasmine mutters, walking into the kitchen. She grabs a mug out of the cupboard as Cupcake follows after her. The traitor slept in her room last night instead of mine. He’s utterly smitten with her.

      “Today is bouquet day, but I’ll take care of that this afternoon. This morning, we should visit the notary so we can clear all this up.” I tap my fingers on the counter.

      She jerks her head up. “What do you mean, notary?”

      “If Ms. Davis has a time stamp or something in her book, we’ll be able to tell which document was signed last, and that will tell us who the rightful owner is.”

      Once the notary establishes that my will was the last signed, Jasmine will disappear from my life. It needs to happen soon. I don’t want to live with a stranger. Plus, things are falling behind because I had to show her what to do. The work took twice as long yesterday as it should have.

      I glance out the window to the fields. The weather is so strange this year. It’s so warm. Beverly always grew early annuals like irises and lilies in the temporary greenhouses. They aren’t ventilated, so as soon as it gets too warm, we have to take them down. But then the flowers won’t be protected if we get a late frost, which is very possible too.

      Jasmine swallows and nods. She knows this might be it for her. “Do I have time to shower?”

      “Yep.”

      She leaves, and soon I hear the shower running in the background, and I mindlessly scroll through the emails. A few of the usual orders are there, still addressed to Beverly, but she won’t be here to tell me I’m doing it all wrong. I smile at the memories. We both knew I was doing it right all along, but she never could resist the urge to give me a bad time. I rub at my chest. I miss that woman.

      The thought of running the business without her seems impossible, and yet, here I am, trying to keep things afloat. It feels like everyone has forgotten about the business since she passed away, and I should do something to let them know I’m still open. I don’t want to return to accounting full time.

      A few minutes later, Jasmine emerges from the bathroom, wearing a flowing light pink sundress that hugs her curves perfectly. A soft cashmere sweater is draped over her shoulders, adding a touch of elegance to her already stunning appearance. In another life, I might have mustered up the courage to ask her out on a date. But in this reality, she’s the very woman trying to take away my farm. As much as I can appreciate her beauty, we’d never be a good match. According to her social media, she’s the type of woman who craves city life and partying. I prefer the simple pleasures of life. It’s clear to me now that we would quickly bore each other to death if we were in a relationship.

      We silently ride into town as Jasmine gazes out her window. I suppose I’ve taken for granted the beauty of this place. I love the trees and the rolling hills. And I still can’t get over how warm it is. Normally this time of year, those hills would be covered in snow.

      The small bell above the door jingles as we enter the bank, and I’m greeted by the familiar face of the teller. He smiles warmly at me, but his eyes linger on Jasmine, who shifts uncomfortably under his gaze. I lead her toward Laurie Davis’s office, where a stack of files sits neatly on her desk.

      "Do you have a minute?" I ask.

      "Of course," Laurie replies, pushing away from her computer screen.

      Jasmine and I take seats in front of her desk, and I introduce her as Beverly’s granddaughter. "It appears there was some confusion with the wills, and I need to review any information you have on file from when you notarized them." I hand over both copies of the will.

      Laurie’s fingers flip through the papers with urgency, her eyes flickering back and forth. A lone tear escapes from the corner of her eye and slides down her cheek. She wipes it away with her knuckle. “I’m sorry. I don’t mean to be emotional, but I miss Beverly so much.”

      “Me too.” I swallow the lump in my throat. I’ve never really gone through grief before, and I gotta say, I’m not a fan. We knew Beverly was going to die for months, and it still hit me like a truck when it happened. I was there with her, holding her hand. She was sound asleep when the breath left her lips. I’m glad she got to die at home, even though that meant setting up a hospital bed in the living room. But she could see the gardens and spent a lot of time those last few days just looking out the windows.

      Jasmine doesn’t say anything, and I clench my jaw as she stares down at her ridiculous shoes. Flip-flops. And today, her nails are painted sky blue. Yesterday, they were red.

      Beverly didn’t even know her granddaughter, and yet she thought to leave Jasmine the property? Beverly gave no indication that she was losing it. There wasn’t any dementia or major memory loss. In fact, she seemed as sharp on the day she died as she had her whole life.

      “December 28th.” Laurie reads off the date the wills were signed. “Ah yes, I remember now. She had me notarize two documents. Her attorney was with her.”

      I slide forward in my chair and place my hands on the desk. “Which one was last?”

      This is important. That answer will tell which one of us legally owns the property. For years she told me she was leaving the flowers to me. And she never even mentioned Jasmine. Not once.

      “I can’t tell. I thought the documents were identical. I didn’t bother to distinguish between either of them.”

      “There has to be a way.” I rub at my chest where a knot has formed. This isn’t good at all.

      “I’m sorry. There isn’t. She signed both of them, and I stamped them. They are recorded as the same document.”

      “But they aren’t the same.” I hate how my voice has a whine to it.

      She gives me an apologetic look. “I know. You might want to talk to Alton. He might have more insight for you.”

      I don’t get along with Alton Henderson. He has some pretty shady business practices where he’s taken advantage of local residents. He never did anything illegal but got close to the line.

      I glance over at Jasmine. “You can go talk to him if you want, but I have my own attorney. Good luck.”

      She meets my eyes, those dark swirls making my body react. “I will. Thanks. But what about the farm?”

      “What about it?” I ask. Laurie shuffles a few papers on her desk, and I’m sure she wants to leave. Still, this is a conversation we have to have, and I don’t care if other people overhear us.

      “What do we do in the meantime?” Jasmine rubs her forehead and looks down at the floor.

      “I’ll take care of the flowers. Don’t worry.”

      She stands. “But they are my flowers. Shouldn’t I be taking care of them?”

      She’s barely touched them, and now she thinks she knows everything.

      “You don’t have the first clue about what to do on that farm.” I stand and tower over her. It’s intimidating, but I don’t care. This woman is not getting my farm.

      “I can learn.”

      I cross my arms. “Don’t bother. I’ll take care of them.”

      “And the house?”

      I smirk. “You better get used to having a roommate.”

      I really need to look into squatter’s rights and make sure she isn’t here long enough for that.
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