



[image: Cover]







Table of Contents




Title Page


Copyright


Chapter 1


Chapter 2


Chapter 3


Chapter 4


Chapter 5


Chapter 6


Chapter 7


Chapter 8


Chapter 9


Chapter 10


Chapter 11


Chapter 12


Chapter 13


Chapter 14


Chapter 15


Chapter 16


Epilogue



 

 

 

HER MIRACLE GIFT

Hart Valley, Book 5

 

 

 

Karen Sandler


Copyright © 2020 by Karen Sandler

 

All rights reserved. With the exception of quotes used in reviews, this book may not be reproduced or used in whole or in part by any means existing without written permission from the author.

 

Cover design by Rogenna Brewer


Chapter 1

 

 

Logan Rafferty shoved the tablet displaying the board report across his wide cherry wood desk and took an agitated look around. As CEO of Good Sport, Logan merited his expansive corner office. He’d founded the company, starting as a small online retailer and within five years had become a premiere sporting goods manufacturer headquartered in the Sierra Nevada foothill town of Marbleville.

But for the moment, despite his accomplishments and the generous dimensions of the room, the walls seemed to be closing in on him. He felt ready to burst out of his skin.

When his administrative assistant knocked on his door and poked her head in, he lost his last shred of patience. “What?”

“No need to bark at me, Mr. Rafferty,” Mrs. Lockhart chided him. “Ms. Jacoby is here. Are you ready for her?”

His edginess increased tenfold, driving him to his feet. “Give me a minute.”

When Mrs. Lockhart retreated, Logan moved out from behind his desk and paced the open area in front of it. He knew this morning’s meeting would likely be short and sweet, that he’d be able to quickly confirm that Shani Jacoby wouldn’t fulfill his late wife’s last wish. But Logan knew better than to count on a sure thing.

This was Arianna’s childhood friend, who Arianna had adored but who had disliked him from day one. The animosity between him and Shani had only escalated with his wife’s death a year ago. Even with the speedy decision he expected from her today, this wouldn’t be a pleasant encounter.

Another rap on his office door and Mrs. Lockhart pushed it open. “Ms. Jacoby,” she said as she gave him a “behave yourself” look. Then she stepped aside and let Shani in, shutting the door behind her.

Good Lord, was Shani always such a knockout? Despite his better judgment, Logan stared at her, at her delicate face, her high cheekbones, her exotic, light brown eyes. She was so slim he was sure he could span the waist of her cream colored slacks with his hands. Her arms, bared by her sleeveless V-neck, were faintly sun-kissed, tempting him to touch.

Those light brown eyes narrowed on him, and her mouth compressed. No doubt she didn’t appreciate him leering at her. He gave himself a mental kick, reminding himself why Shani was here.

Logan motioned to the visitor chair. “Please, sit.”

Shani did, although she perched on the edge of the soft leather chair as Logan moved around to his side of the desk. She looked past him through the floor to ceiling windows, at the oak-studded rolling hills visible from the fifth floor of Good Sport headquarters. When her gaze rose higher, he turned to look over his shoulder. He spotted a red-tail hawk gliding through the pale blue summer sky a moment before it dove for something in the heat-seared golden grass.

Needing something to do with his hands, he picked up a sterling silver letter opener from his desk. It had been a gift from Arianna to celebrate Good Sport’s tenth anniversary. Her way of showing him how proud she was the first year Good Sport had topped 20 million in sales.

Memories of all the ways he’d failed his late wife seemed to add a weight of guilt to the ornate silver knife. She’d put up with so much in those first ten years. Living a pauper’s life while he struggled to birth Good Sport in a spare room of their apartment. Dealing with his frequent absences while he was out beating the bush for venture capital. 

When he’d told Arianna early in their marriage he wanted to quit his high paying marketing executive job to start a business that would design and manufacture upscale sporting goods, she’d supported him without complaint.

What had he given her in return?

“We both know why I’m here,” Shani said finally, her throaty voice sending sensation up his spine. “Why don’t we just cut to the chase?”

She was right, of course; they might as well get this over with. He’d ask her, just as he’d promised Arianna. Shani would say no and he could proceed with the plans he’d made.

He dropped the silver knife on his desk. “Shortly before she died, Arianna and I started four more embryos.”

She dipped her head in acknowledgement. “She told me you were going to try a third time.”

“They’ve been in cry-preserve, to give myself time to consider what to do next. As of a month ago, I decided to hire a gestational carrier to attempt to bring them to term. Before I do that, I’m duty-bound to ask you first.”

“To act as surrogate. To carry her babies.” She sighed. “Yes, Arianna and I discussed it last year.”

“But even if you promised her you would do it—”

“I didn’t. I only told her I would consider it.” Her mouth compressed again and her gaze dropped. “If I’d known then how little time we had…”

“It was an accident, Shani. Nothing either of us could have predicted.”

Except he and Arianna had argued that day, right before she’d driven up to Lake Tahoe. He’d run their angry words through his mind a thousand times since then. She’d been so upset when she left. Was that why she’d missed that curve on Highway 50?

Shani hooked a strand of her light brown hair behind her ear. “She wanted me to promise her I would, but I told her I couldn’t.”

Relief eased his tension. “Then I’ll go ahead as planned.”

He’d set things in motion with his attorney, John Evans, three weeks ago. John had done all he could to talk Logan out of using the embryos at all. Logan was single. He knew nothing about raising children. Did he really think he had room in his life for a child?

But Logan felt obligated to do what he could to bring those babies to term. To give his children what his own father had failed to give him—stability, respect, a sense of worth. So he wore John down until his attorney put him in contact with a service that kept a database of potential gestational carriers.

“Have you already found someone?” Shani asked, pulling his attention back to her. She’d locked her hands together in her lap, her arms pushing her small breasts together. The shadow between them riveted his gaze.

“Someone?” His thoughts derailed, for an instant he couldn’t remember what they’d been talking about.

“A surrogate.”

He forced himself to refocus on her face. Not much safer territory with that generous mouth, those intriguing light brown eyes. “I’m considering two candidates.”

“Strangers.”

There was no reason to feel defensive. He’d had both women thoroughly vetted. “They have excellent references.”

“But how would Arianna feel, having a woman she’d never met carry her babies?”

Her tone was neutral enough, but there was a message in those soft brown eyes. That somehow, no matter how he chose, he’d be failing Arianna. Again.

“What other choice do I have?” he asked her, tamping down the sense of guilt. “You’ve already said you wouldn’t.”

“But I haven’t. I only said that Arianna left the choice up to me.”

Alarm bubbled up inside him and on its heels, irritation. “Stop playing games, Shani. I haven’t the time. You have no intention of doing this.” Of course she didn’t. She couldn’t possibly.

“Why not? I’m young and healthy.”

“I don’t see how a pregnancy would fit into your lifestyle. You’re about to start your senior year at Sac State.” The moment he said it, he knew it was a mistake.

She stared at him for several long moments before she spoke. “Have you been keeping tabs on me, Logan?”

“I was curious, that’s all. I checked around a bit, to see what you were up to.”

He’d gone beyond “a bit.” He’d spoken to neighbors. Employers, past and present. A couple of her professors at Sac State who were impressed by how hard she’d worked over the years toward her bachelor’s degree. 

She’d sometimes taken no more than a class or two a semester while working two jobs. This year had been the first she’d finally been able to take a full course load, while still working.

“I wanted to know how stable your life was,” Logan said. “On the off chance you’d say yes.”

It was time to play his trump card, to finish this awkward encounter. “The bottom line, Shani, is that you can’t. The fertility clinic won’t transfer the embryos into a surrogate without a track record of pregnancy. Since you’ve never had a baby—”

“You’re wrong.”

“You can contact them yourself. Arianna may not have known that when she asked you.”

“She knew. She also knew...” She shifted in her chair, her gaze drifting outside again. “I had a baby, Logan. Eight years ago, when I was eighteen.”

 

* * * *

 

When Shani had last seen Logan a year ago at Arianna’s funeral, she’d been so swamped by grief, overwhelmed by anger, she’d wanted to hit him and scream at him. Not that Arianna’s death was his fault, but because his single-minded focus on his business and neglect of his wife had made Shani’s friend so unhappy. Shani had managed to make it through that awful day knowing she would never have to face the man again.

Yet here they were.

Shani had assumed Logan would never give a second thought to those embryos, the last memorial of her beloved friend. She’d made up her mind that if, against all odds, Logan did decide to bring his and Arianna’s children into the world, she would just say no. 

Except now she was here and there was nothing simple about the decision. And the prospect of giving up a final opportunity to be close to Arianna, to hold a part of her friend close to her heart for nine months, was unbearable. Even if it meant making a deal with the devil.

Shani forced herself to look back at Logan. He wasn’t shocked at her admission. In this day and age, an unwed pregnant teenager wasn’t exactly a scandal. But she saw his surprise, and suspected his view of her had altered. She’d always used her own strength to confront his power. Now he’d seen a chink in her armor.

And he zeroed in on that weakness. “Where’s the child now?”

She ignored the ache in her chest. “Adopted by a family back in Iowa.” Of course, she didn’t know if her son, ten years old now, was still in Iowa. It had started out as an open adoption. But after three years of receiving photos of her son, her heart breaking with each image, she had to let go.

So Arianna had known exactly what she was asking when they talked about the surrogacy. After having to surrender her own son to adoption, could she nurture another baby inside her, knowing she would give it up too? Shani had been honest with Arianna. She knew it would be difficult, but she would still consider it.

And now, here she was, seriously thinking about it. In the ten months since she and Arianna had had the conversation, the thought of bearing another child that she’d have to say goodbye to hadn’t gotten any easier. But she would do it to honor her friend.

The real issue was dealing with Logan. Overbearing, cold-blooded Logan, who’d always rubbed her the wrong way, who’d made it obvious he didn’t care much for her either. She’d had her world torn apart by a harsh, emotionless man once in her life. She wasn’t about to let that happen with Logan.

He shoved his chair back and rose, no doubt hoping to intimidate her with his six-foot-plus height. “Being a surrogate isn’t a cakewalk.”

“Arianna told me what to expect.” And she’d read up on it at the time.

He paced past her across the hardwood floor of his lavish office. “There are daily medications, oral during the prep period, by injection during the pregnancy itself.”

“I’m not afraid of needles.”

“You might react badly to the medication or the pregnancy itself.” As he retraced his path across the office, energy seemed to sizzle off of him. He stopped and towered over her. “It might impact your education.”

She fought the urge to stand, bound and determined not to let him intimidate her. “I can deal with that.”

 “Once you’re confirmed pregnant,” he said, “you’ll have to stay at my guest house for the duration.”

“No.” Stay with him? That was a crazy dangerous idea.

“It’s a deal-breaker. I need to make sure the pregnancy is going well.”

“Were you going to require the same of the surrogate you hired?”

“I would have if they’d been single, but they’re both married. It’s not necessary to have them here since they live with someone who can keep an eye on them.”

Anger flared up inside her. “I don’t need someone watching over me.”

“Then look at it this way, Shani. If you’re in the guest cottage, I can be involved in the pregnancy in a way I couldn’t with the other women. These are my babies you’ll be carrying.”

It hit her then, with the force of a punch in the gut. She wouldn’t just be nurturing Arianna’s child for those nine months. She’d have a part of Logan inside her as well.

Bad enough to be dealing with the man outside herself. But to be pregnant with his child, to feel it growing daily… could she do that? Participate with him in one of the most intimate of acts between a man and woman. She must be insane to even consider it.

“Is there someone in your life you haven’t told me about? Someone who would have a problem with you living on my estate?”

Shani wished she could tell him there was someone tall, dark and handsome in her life to take care of her. But the only man sharing her bed was her cat Seymour, and he spent most of his time curled at the foot of it, purring.

“There isn’t. But what if there’s a problem?” she asked. “What if a month after the doctor says I’m pregnant, what if I...” She couldn’t quite say the word miscarry out loud. 

“I’ll continue to pay rent on your apartment to keep your lease current,” Logan said. “You’ll be able to go back once you’ve fulfilled the surrogacy agreement.”

Either by giving birth to his baby or... If she failed, that last memory of Arianna would be gone. “You don’t want me doing this. Why make it easier by paying for my apartment?”

“Because Arianna would have wanted it.” He looked away, then back at her, his blue eyes fierce. “Are you still willing to do this?”

She nearly told him she’d changed her mind. Why would she throw herself into a situation that would only add to the turmoil in her life?

Because of Arianna. They’d talked about it more than once, but that last time, not long before Arianna’s death, the ever-present sadness in her friend’s face had seemed so much more profound. The years of marriage to Logan had taken their toll.

Logan still towered over her, his broad shoulders filling her field of view. Edging her chair backward a few inches, she got to her feet, her low heels not adding much to her five-foot-eight. But unlike her dear, lost friend, she wasn’t about to let herself be intimidated by this man, no matter how many inches he had on her.

She lifted her chin to better meet his gaze. “If living on your estate is a requirement of being a surrogate for Arianna’s babies, then I accept the condition.”

He nodded. “Your insurance won’t pay for the medical costs.”

She was glad she’d read up on the ins and outs of gestational carriers. “But you’ll pay for the additional coverage, just as you would have if you’d hired a surrogate.”

“Yes. I will.”

Despite her misgivings, elation filled her at the prospect. “I can start any necessary treatments immediately.”

She stood so close to him, she could see Logan’s chest rise and fall as he breathed. She wanted to put her hands against him, to push him back, give her more space. But touching him seemed like a perilous thing to do.

He tilted his head, as if to get a better view of her face, his jaw tight. Then his gaze dropped to her mouth, lingering there. At the heat in those blue eyes, her mouth went dry and her breath caught. Bizarre fantasies crowded her mind, fragmented images of hot bare skin and sensuous moans. As the fevered thoughts bombarded her, he leaned closer. She could almost feel his mouth on hers, could feel the warmth of his breath curl against her face.

“Damn it.” He wheeled away from her and strode over to the tall windows. His shoulders were rigid.

Sinking into her chair again, Shani pressed her hands against her cheeks, horrified by what he might have seen in her face. Good God, what was she doing, lusting after Arianna’s husband? Even more preposterous, she’d almost convinced herself he was attracted to her as well.

It had definitely been way too long since she’d had a boyfriend. Too much time alone.

When he spoke again, his voice was tight, controlled. “I’ll make an appointment for you for Monday. You’ll need a thorough physical exam as well as a psychological evaluation.”

She knew that much from her research. “Just call and let me know what time. Earlier in the day would be better than later. My morning job is more flexible.”

He nodded. “I’ll be speaking with you, then.”

She pushed to her feet, and gathered up her purse. “Leave a message if I don’t pick up. I silence my cell when I’m in class or working.”

Another nod, apparently all the acknowledgment she was going to get. Just as well he didn’t walk her to the door after they’d almost...

Almost what? Nothing had happened. She’d just let her imagination run away with her. For a crazed moment, she’d thought he’d been about to kiss her.

Merging onto Interstate 80 a few minutes later, the morning sun glaring in her rearview mirror, Shani shook off the wild notion. This was Logan, the man she’d barely tolerated all those years he and Arianna had been married. Yes, he was good-looking, tall and well-built, but Devon Masters had been too. And Devon had had no qualms about abandoning her, pregnant at eighteen.

Considering her obsessive focus the past eight years on work and school, inching toward her B.A. in business, it wasn’t surprising she’d reacted so strongly to Logan. A woman could only sublimate so much before her libido reared its ugly head. Julie, a friend from school, probably had it right. Shani’s nun-like life wasn’t natural. 

A night out with the girls might be just the thing take her mind off Logan. Julie had invited Shani to join a group of women from Sac State for one of their weekly Friday evening get-togethers. She ought to give Julie a call. 

Because after Monday, assuming all went well with her medical exams and evaluations, everything in Shani’s life would change. If she was going to build her armor against Logan, she’d better do it now, before her world turned upside down.


Chapter 2

 

 

The next two-plus months dragged by for Logan, torturously slow. It took that long for Shani to receive the treatments necessary to get her body ready for the embryo transfer.

The anticipation of what would come next distracted Logan at work, disrupted his sleep, set a razor edge to his temper. There were days when Mrs. Lockhart threatened to quit if he didn’t shape up and nights he shook in terror that he was a fool to think he knew anything about being a father.

Now, with Shani beside him in his Mercedes, the terror returned, misgivings and second thoughts piling up in his mind. The beautiful late September morning, with its golden sunshine and brilliant blue sky, was lost on him. Thunderstorms and gloom would have better matched his mood.

Arianna would have seen the gorgeous weather as a kind of sign that it was a good day to start a baby. He glanced over at Shani, sitting silently beside him and wondered whether she saw good or bad omens in the day.

Over the last two months, his contacts with her had been limited to texts and e-mail. There’d been no need to see her. She drove herself to the fertility clinic as needed and the nurse he’d hired took care of the twice weekly estrogen shots. He’d been busy with business travel and endless meetings. He’d wanted to clear the decks for a lighter workload during Shani’s pregnancy, make it possible to have a few of his VPs stand in for him as needed.

Even though he didn’t see her, thoughts of her occupied far too many of his waking moments. If the pregnancy took and he moved her to the guest cottage, he wouldn’t be able to avoid seeing her occasionally. It shouldn’t matter; they would have nothing more than a business relationship. But the thought of having her so close just added to his edginess.

A delicate floral scent drifted toward him, tantalizing him. “Are you wearing perfume?”

She glanced toward him, her eyes wide. “Of course not. The doctor said I shouldn’t.”

Just his imagination, then. If he couldn’t control it during these few minutes in the car with her, how would he keep himself in line for nine months?

He diverted his focus to the upcoming embryo transfer procedure, but that only shredded his nerves more. For months now, he’d mulled over the success rate statistics for frozen embryo transfers, had experienced the failures first hand with Arianna. Although her pregnancy took the second time, his late wife had lost the baby in the first six weeks. His difficulties in getting along with Shani could be a moot point if the procedure wasn’t successful.

That thought struck him like a knife edge to the gut. It didn’t bear thinking about. This might not be his last chance for children, but it certainly would be his last opportunity to atone for the various sins he’d committed against his late wife. He prayed those babies would grow and thrive inside Shani.

At the clinic, he parked near the door and shut off the engine, amazed to find his hand shaking as he pulled the key from the ignition. Shani’s fingers rested lightly on his wrist. “It’ll be okay,” she said.

He could feel that slight touch curling up his arm, nesting in his chest. An ache settled in the vicinity of his heart, urging him to tug her into his arms, to hold her, feel her arms around him. He’d never been able to find comfort from Arianna any more than he’d been able to soothe her. But maybe it could be different with Shani...

He broke the contact abruptly, exiting the car. Leaning against the Mercedes, he struggled to pull himself together, baffled by his moment of weakness. No doubt a consequence of too much stress and too little sleep.

Shani climbed out and she watched him across the roof. He expected curiosity in her light brown gaze. Her empathy nearly did him in. He turned away and started for the clinic door, walking slowly so she could catch up.

Another couple sat in the waiting room, clutching each other’s hands, gazing into each other’s eyes. The man brushed a kiss on the woman’s temple, then murmured something in her ear. The woman smiled and leaned closer to him.

The first time Logan had come here with Arianna, he’d taken her hand, but she pulled away. She told Logan that his touching her just made her more nervous. She even moved a couple of seats away and flipped through a magazine as they’d waited. He’d ended up spending most of the time on the phone, thrashing out one problem or another to keep his mind off the upcoming procedure. 

He wondered if Shani would feel the same way Arianna had. She’d said so little this morning, he had no idea how she felt. He should ask her, make sure she was still committed to the procedure. But she would have told him if she wasn’t, wouldn’t she?

He never got the chance to ask. After they’d signed in, Dr. Connors, the reproductive endocrinologist, arrived almost immediately to take them into her office. The two women led the way, Shani behind the salt-and-pepper-haired forty-something doctor. As Logan followed Shani, he fought the urge to turn and run.

Dr. Connors gave Shani a consent form to read and sign, then handed Logan three photographs. “We were able to successfully thaw three of the four embryos we had in cryo-preserve.” 

Logan stared down the black and white photos of blastocysts, the five-day-old embryos he and Arianna had created and frozen a year ago. He’d been through this part of the procedure twice before with Arianna and her joy had been clear. Arianna had expected he’d feel the same, but he never seemed to be able to muster up that excitement.

Why would it be any different this time? Arianna had felt an instant connection to the photos, but it just wasn’t in him. The collection of cells intrigued him, but he’d felt more interest studying the chemical formula for the new polymer in Good Sport’s latest model golf ball.

What was wrong with him.

He passed the photos over to Shani. Smiling, she studied the curves and mounds on the printed images. “What a miracle that we all start like this.”

He considered telling her it was just biology. Just science. But even he didn’t believe that. These tiny scraps of genetics, nurtured inside Shani’s body, could become his sons or daughters. Considering the father who raised him, he might have had the lousiest role model for being a parent, but that potential life meant something, even to him.

Dr. Connors set two bottles of water on the desk. “Drink them down, Ms. Jacoby. They’ll give us a good window for the ultrasound.”

Shani finished the first one, then wiped her mouth. He almost touched her then, to swipe the last drop of moisture from her lower lip. Instead, he clenched his hands in his lap.

Shani smiled as she set aside the bottle. “I hope I don’t have to wait too long for the bathroom afterward.”

“Not too long,” Dr. Connors said. “Go ahead and change. Mr. Rafferty will meet you in the pre-op room.”

Logan rose to follow Shani, but the doctor put a hand on his arm to stop him. “I just want to make sure you understand the odds of success, Mr. Rafferty. Although Ms. Jacoby is a good candidate, young and healthy, your wife was nearly thirty-five when the embryos were created. The odds aren’t as good for an older donor nor for frozen embryo transfer versus IVF.”

“I’ve been through this before. And I’ve read the statistics. It’s not as if I have an alternative.”

“Then we’ll hope for the best.” The doctor walked him out. At the door to the procedure area, she handed him paper booties and a hat to put on before they entered.

He rapped on the door to the pre-op room. Shani said “Come in.” She lay on the bed in a hospital gown, a sheet pulled over her, her arms at her sides. The bones of her wrists were so delicate, the lines of her face so dainty, she seemed incredibly fragile.

A strand of hair had fallen in her eyes and without thinking, he stroked it back. Her eyes widened and he broke the contact. “Sorry,” he muttered.

“Are you nervous?” she asked.

He was, even more than he’d been the previous two times. “You’re the one going through a medical procedure.”

She laced her fingers on her flat belly. “The procedure doesn’t worry me. It’s the results...but I shouldn’t think too far ahead, I guess.” Her legs shifted under the sheet. “Was Arianna nervous?”

“Yes.” He didn’t want to remember Arianna lying in that bed, a mass of excited nerves, how nothing he did or said could calm her. She’d let him hold her hand at that point, but he knew it wasn’t enough. Nothing he did ever seemed to be.

The nurse arrived to take them to the embryo transfer room. Hooking a mask on behind his ears, Logan walked alongside the bed, Shani’s gaze steady on his. He wished he could absorb a tenth of the serenity he could see in her face.

Once they had her bed in position in the transfer room, she stretched out her hand toward him. “Do you mind? I guess I’m more nervous than I thought.”

Inexplicably, her palm against his calmed him. He wondered if that had been Shani’s intention.

Dr. Connors moved the ultrasound screen into position, so they could all watch the procedure. She pressed the paddle against Shani’s belly, and an incomprehensible image displayed on the ultrasound screen.

“Here’s the bladder and the uterus,” the doctor said, indicating bright spots within what looked like static. “You’ll see the embryo transfer catheter in just a moment.”

Shani’s grip tightened as the doctor picked up the catheter containing the embryos. The seven-inch flexible tube was attached to a syringe, the embryos in the tip, ready to be transferred.

He folded Shani’s hand into both of his as Dr. Connors inserted the catheter. “Watch that thin white line,” she told them.

He focused on the fuzzy jumble of light and made out the line Dr. Connors had described as it grew longer on the screen. He leaned close to Shani. “You’ll see a white dot. That’s the embryos.”

At the brief flare of light, Shani’s hand squeezed even harder. “I see it.” She lifted her gaze to him, smiling.

“Shani...” He fought the urge to raise her hand to his face, to press it against his cheek. “Thank you.”

 

* * * *

 

Logan pulled up in front of Shani’s apartment complex and put a hand over hers as she unbuckled her seat belt. “Wait.”

“I can walk inside on my own.”

“Humor me,” he told her as he climbed from the car.

With a sigh, Shani pushed aside her seat belt and watched Logan round the front of the car. She let him open the door—he’d probably think she’d strain something if she did it herself—then took his hand. He nearly lifted her out of her seat.

When he took her arm to guide her toward her apartment, she’d had enough. She snatched her arm back and shouldered past him along the walkway. “I’m not an invalid, for heaven’s sake.”

He glowered down at her as he dogged her steps. “Dr. Connors said three days bed rest.”

“She also said I could walk to the bathroom, take a shower.” She jabbed her key into the door of her ground floor apartment. “Were you planning to be there for that, too?”
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