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      The late afternoon sun bathed the rolling hills of Tennessee in a warm, golden light as Cate Foster guided her sleek sedan along the winding country road. Nashville, with its relentless pace and constant demands, lay just over an hour behind her, but it felt much farther away in her mind.

      Cate had spent the past decade in the high-stakes world of corporate law, where every minute was a race against the clock, and every decision could tank a deal or cost a client millions. Now, with the possibility of making partner so close, the pressure had never been this bad. Cate relished the challenge, but the constant grind was running her down.

      As she drove into Maplewood Grove, her refuge for the next few weeks, anxiety twisted in her chest, but there was an unexpected relief, too. She hadn't visited the town in years, not since the last big family reunion, but her throat tightened when she saw the familiar sights.

      The small shops lining Main Street, the neatly trimmed lawns, and the colorful flowerbeds all seemed frozen in time, keeping the town's charm the way it had always been.

      Cate glanced at the clock on her dashboard. 4:30 p.m. Back in Nashville, this was when the day's final sprint started—meetings, phone calls, and urgent emails flying back and forth as everyone scrambled to finish the last tasks on their to-do lists.

      Here, the world moved at a more deliberate pace. A couple walked together hand in hand down the sidewalk, a man on a bicycle waved to a passing car, and an elderly woman tended to a garden of roses with patient, practiced hands.

      The slower rhythm of life in Maplewood Grove was a stark contrast to the never-ending drive that had propelled Cate through her career.

      "This is just temporary," Cate reminded herself, gripping the steering wheel a little tighter. The thought of stepping away from the fast lane, even for a few weeks, made her uncomfortable. She'd been pushing harder, further, never stopping for so long she didn't know any other speed.

      She'd always prided herself on being in control, on managing every aspect of her life just so. But lately, she'd been slipping. A missed filing deadline. A sharp word at a paralegal who didn't deserve it. Falling asleep at her desk twice in one week. The long hours, the sleepless nights, the endless pursuit of that coveted partnership—all of it was wearing her thin. Her colleagues had noticed, too, suggesting maybe she needed a break before she burned out completely.

      Cate had fought the idea at first, but when her aunt Ellie suggested a visit to Maplewood Grove, her resistance had crumbled. Maybe a change of scenery would help her recharge. Maybe she could find the last bit of strength she needed to push through this last stretch and secure her place as a partner at the firm. But deep down, it wasn't just about recharging. It was about facing the question she'd been avoiding for too long: Was this really the life she wanted?

      She couldn't run away from that question forever—at some point, she was going to have to face facts. After all, if she made partner, then it would be more of the same, but even more intense.

      When she drove past the town square, Cate noticed the gazebo at its center, surrounded by well-tended flowerbeds bursting with color. The sight triggered a memory of long summer days spent here as a child, playing with cousins and friends while the adults gathered for picnics. It all seemed so distant now, like a story from another lifetime. She'd been a part of this slower life once upon a time, but she could barely believe it had been like that, now.

      Cate turned down a quiet side street, and in no time she saw her aunt's house.

      She smiled. Aunt Ellie had always been a constant in her life, a warm and welcoming presence no matter how much time had passed. Sure, she was fiercely competitive about her orchids—half the town still talked about her legendary gardening rivalry with Ben Thompson—but underneath that prickly exterior, she was all heart. Cate was more excited to see her than she'd expected.

      As Cate pulled into the driveway, the knot in her stomach eased.

      The gravel crunched beneath Cate's tires as she parked in front of the house. The two-story cottage looked exactly the way she remembered it— soft cream siding, green shutters, the same as when she was 10. The front porch was adorned with hanging baskets overflowing with petunias, their bright petals a contrast against the muted tones of the house. Ellie had always had a green thumb—every bed was weed-free, every vine trained to its trellis. She didn't do anything halfway.

      Cate stepped out of the car. The air here was different—cleaner, sweeter, without the low hum of tension that seeped into every inch of the city. She paused, breathing it in, trying to release the tension locked in her shoulders.

      "Catherine, sweetheart!" Ellie's voice rang out from the porch, warm and happy.

      Her aunt stood at the door, arms open wide. Ellie was in her early 70s now, but she still had the same vibrant energy that Cate had always admired. Her silver hair was pulled back, and she wore a floral apron over her dress, its pattern almost as bright as the flowers that surrounded the house.

      "Aunt Ellie!" Cate called back, smiling as she hurried up the steps to hug her aunt.

      Ellie wrapped her arms around Cate, holding her tightly for a moment before stepping back to look her over. "You look tired, sweetheart," she said. "I'm so glad you're here. Come inside, come inside."

      Cate followed Ellie into the house, carrying her suitcase. The smell of lavender and freshly baked bread hit her in the hallway, and she knew exactly where she was. Some places smelled like home.

      The interior was just as she remembered—cozy, welcoming, with a lived- in warmth. The furniture was comfortable, if a bit worn, and photos bunched together on the fireplace, side tables, and shelves.

      Ellie led Cate through the hallway, pointing out small changes she'd made over the years.

      "I've redone the kitchen," she said, hands on her hips. "It really was time. Out with the old, in with the new, right?"

      "Right." Cate ran her hand along the new quartz countertop. "I love it. When did you get the farmhouse sink?"

      "I'm sure you'll love the guest room, too—I've been working on it just for you."

      They climbed the stairs to the second floor, where Ellie pushed open the door to a room at the end of the hall. "Here we are," she said, stepping aside.

      The golden rays of the country sun—it was different from the sun in Nashville, somehow—filtered through lace curtains that fluttered in the evening breeze. A large, quilt-covered bed took up most of the space, its plump pillows and neatly folded blankets inviting Cate to sink into them. On the bedside table, a vase held a fresh arrangement of dahlias, their deep pink and purple colors adding splashes of brightness.

      "It's beautiful, Aunt Ellie," Cate said, her voice soft with appreciation. "Thank you."

      "I made the quilt myself, you know," Ellie said. "We have a quilting group going now, something to keep us busy." And gossip, Cate thought fondly. "But I'm not one for stitching. Gardening is really more my thing... still, I think it came out alright, don't you?"

      Cate ran her hands over the quilt. "It's perfect. So much work and love that went into it. You're a saint for putting it together."

      Ellie smiled, her eyes twinkling. "I'm so glad you like it. You need a place to rest, Cate. To really rest."

      Cate nodded, but a part of her still fought the idea of rest. She'd been running at full speed for so long that the concept of slowing down felt almost foreign. But standing here, in this peaceful room, a sense of calm seeped into her bones.

      Ellie nudged her. "I know how hard it is to step away. You've got your father's drive, you know. But you're here now. You've earned this break. I'll make sure you take it easy and have a good time."

      Cate smiled, but she wasn't sure about this. She'd driven out all this way, and she had to admit, it felt good to be back. But could she really afford to take this time? Could she afford not to? She was here now, in this place that existed in a different time, a different reality, and the thought of just breathing was enough.

      "Let's take it one day at a time," Cate said finally.

      Ellie nodded approvingly. "That's the spirit. Now, how about we have some tea? I've just made a fresh pot, and we can sit out on the porch. The garden's looking lovely this time of year."

      Cate agreed, following her aunt back downstairs, feeling a little lighter. Maybe this break would be the start of something she hadn't let herself imagine yet.
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      Mike Reynolds stood beneath a large oak tree, his latest paintings on easels behind him. The art fair in Central Park always drew the community together—a chance to showcase work and buy from each other.

      Families strolled by, couples admired the local crafts, and children ran between the rows of booths, screaming and laughing.

      Mike's corner had a steady stream of visitors, a lot of them familiar faces who always seemed to look for his art. He loved it when there were return customers—especially when they could see his vision.

      "Looks like you've got a good turnout this year, Mike," Cora said, wandering over from the table where she'd been selling James Turner's books.

      Cora was the town's librarian, a woman in her 50s with kind eyes and an easy laugh that could disarm even the most skeptical teenager. If anyone knew how to create a love for literature in someone, it was Cora.

      Today, she wore her usual flowy skirt and cardigan and looked right at home among the arts and crafts.

      This is the kind of life worth living, Mike thought. Art at the center, and nothing to ruin the joy of creating. A pang shot into his chest.

      There was joy in creating, but was that kind of joy complete?

      Mike smiled, the corners of his eyes crinkling, and focused on what Cora had said.

      "Yeah, it's been a good day. I think people are starting to appreciate the more abstract stuff. Or maybe they just like the bright colors." He tilted his head and looked at his painting.

      Cora waved him off. "You're selling yourself short. Your work always has a way of drawing people in. It's like they see something familiar but can't quite put their finger on what it is. That's what keeps them staring."

      "Maybe." Mike shrugged. "I hope it answers a question for them or poses a new one. Otherwise, what's the point?"

      Cora nodded, smiling. "I feel that way about books. It really fills that gap."

      "I don't know about that," Mike said before he could catch himself.

      "What do you mean?" Cora frowned.

      Mike shrugged, trying to act nonchalant. "I'm not figuring it all out the way I should. I guess I just feel like something's missing."

      "Missing? What do you mean?"

      Mike hesitated, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. He hadn't meant to say it. He'd been mulling over this feeling for a while but had never spoken about it.

      But Cora made it easy to talk.

      "I love painting. It's always been my escape, my way of dealing with everything in my life. Being able to express myself and make a living from it—that's more than most people get. But lately... I don't know. It feels a little empty. Like I need to do something more than just paint... It's hard to explain."

      Cora nodded thoughtfully. "Maybe the art classes will help. Reaching out to others, helping them find their own creative voice—that could be what fills that gap for you."

      Mike nodded. He'd started offering beginner's art classes a few weeks back. It connected him to the community, and the extra cash didn't hurt.

      "Yeah, that's the hope." Mike glanced down at the half-empty coffee cup in his hand. "I think teaching might give me a sense of purpose that's bigger than just putting paint on canvas. Which—don't get me wrong, I love—plus, there's something about watching people light up when they realize they can actually create something with their own two hands."

      Cora smiled. "I know how that feels. I've seen it with kids who discover new worlds in books, realizing that they can go anywhere and be anything when they escape between those pages. You've always had a knack for connecting with people, even when you're not trying. And you might be surprised at how much you'll get out of it."

      Mike chuckled. "I guess we'll see. First class is next week. Let's hope I still know how to teach the basics when I haven't thought about it in years."

      Cora laughed, giving him a light pat on the shoulder. "You'll be fine. Just keep doing what you do best—sharing your passion. You've got more to give than you realize."

      Cora left him to it. Mike glanced around the fair, but his mind wandered back to the conversation. He knew she was right. There was a hole inside him, something that painting alone couldn't fill, and maybe teaching would help. Or maybe not. But at least he was trying something new. That had to count for something.

      The crowds continued to mill around him, everyone enjoying the warm summer sun and the excitement of the art fair. He waved at familiar faces as they passed but didn't stop to chat.

      Ellie appeared, and he waved. She waved back but headed toward a floral display, created by Lily Bennett, who'd been building what she called "flower walls."

      A woman he didn't recognize walked beside Ellie, but broke away when Ellie stopped to talk to Lily and headed toward Mike's display.

      She was striking, in an understated way. Short, sleek black hair framed her face in a no-nonsense bob, and her tailored, dark-colored suit was out of place in the casual setting of the art fair.

      But it wasn't just her appearance that intrigued him—it was the way she held herself, like she was both present and somewhere else entirely, her mind lost in a million thoughts.

      She stopped in front of one of his paintings and tilted her head, studying it. It was one of his latest abstracts.

      Mike took a step closer.

      "What is it?" she asked.

      Mike glanced at the mishmash of colors on the canvas.

      "It can be whatever you want it to be. What do you see?"

      "Honestly?" she asked, glancing at him with a smirk tugging at the corner of her mouth.

      "Yeah," Mike said. "Honestly."

      "A mess," she said and laughed. Mike lost whatever he'd been about to say next.

      Mike laughed, too. "Not one for abstract art, huh?"

      "It's a little unorganized for my taste," she said. "I'm more... square."

      Oh, there was nothing square about her. But Mike didn't want to be too forward and tell her that.

      "I'm Cate," she said, holding out her hand to him.

      "Mike," he said, shaking her hand. "So, not an art fan?"

      "I love art, actually," she said. "And despite the kind of life I live, I love the romantic scenes in Paris or London, you know, the kinds of pieces that make you feel like you can step right through them into a different world." She glanced up, her green eyes meeting his.

      "It sounds like you know exactly what you want," Mike said.

      "Well, sometimes," she said with a shrug, but the words felt loaded.

      "Enjoying the fair?" Mike asked. Her lips pressed together, and she took a beat before answering.

      "It's... interesting," she said after a pause, her voice smooth but with an edge of formality. "I don't usually get much time for things like this."

      "No?" Mike asked, leaning casually against the edge of his display. "Too busy with work?"

      Cate nodded. "You could say that. I'm a lawyer—my schedule's pretty packed."

      Mike's eyebrows shot up. "A lawyer, huh? That sounds important."

      Cate laughed. "Well, I guess it is. But isn't everything we do important?"

      She wasn't wrong.

      "So, all work, no play?"

      "Yeah, you'd think someone would have warned me about all work and no play. But I push on, ignoring the warning." Her face was hard to read.

      "Are you working toward something?" Mike asked.

      She considered it. "I'm always working toward something. Otherwise, what's the point in working at all?"

      "Hmm," Mike said. "That makes sense. But what's the point of being so busy you never get to enjoy what you've achieved?"

      Cate gave a short laugh, but her expression stayed flat. "The work doesn't stop just because I need a break. Besides, it's not exactly the kind of job you can step away from whenever you feel like it."

      "I imagine not. People will always need representation," Mike said. The legal world was the opposite of his. "But still... everyone needs a way to unwind, to let it all out, you know? You can't always keep pushing and never have a way to just be yourself."

      Cate didn't answer him. Mike wasn't sure if he'd hit a nerve, or if she wasn't interested in the topic, but she wasn't walking away—she kept talking.

      "For me, it's art. Painting helps me let go of all the noise, you know? It allows me to be myself without the constraints of society."

      Cate smiled at that. "In this town, you're hardly bound by the constraints of society. Maplewood Grove is forgiving."

      "It is," Mike agreed. "But are we as people forgiving—or accepting— of ourselves? We hold ourselves to pretty high standards, putting more pressure on us than the world around us ever will."

      Cate tilted her head, thinking about it, and it struck Mike how beautiful she was. Poised, elegant, polished. But her fingers kept smoothing the hem of her jacket, and her jaw held a tension that had nothing to do with the conversation. "I think it's important for everyone to find that thing that frees them up a little."

      "Is that what art does for you? It frees you?" she asked.

      Mike smiled, a little self-deprecating. "Yeah, I guess you could say that. It's not always about what ends up on the canvas—it's about the process. Letting myself get lost in the act of creating. It's really liberating to just be able to do something without caring if it's good or not. Without that pressure, it ends up being good every time."

      "That does sound freeing," Cate admitted.

      "You should try it," Mike suggested.

      "What? Painting?"

      He nodded. "I teach some classes here at my workshop, actually. Trying to help other people find that freedom for themselves. You could join, if you'd like."

      He grabbed a flyer from the table, weighted down by a rock against the breeze, and handed it to her. She studied the flyer curiously.

      "Art classes? That's... interesting. But I won't be in town long enough to take one." She looked up at him, her expression tight, guarded again where she'd been open just a moment ago.

      "That's too bad," Mike said. "You might find it helps to have something outside of work, something that's just for you. Even if it's just for an hour or two."

      Cate looked down at one of his paintings again, her expression softening. "Maybe. But my life doesn't really work that way."

      Mike's gaze lingered on her. The way she talked about art—like she wanted to step inside a painting and disappear—reminded him of something he couldn't quite place. As she turned to leave, he called after her, "I hope I'll see you around, Cate."

      She stopped for a moment, glancing back at him with a small smile. "I'll be around for a while, still."

      Mike grinned at her, and as he watched her leave, he felt an unfamiliar flutter in his chest.
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      Cate stood in the middle of Aunt Ellie's sunlit kitchen, with its whitewashed cabinets glowing in the golden morning light and the scent of freshly baked bread lingering in the air. The warmth of the kitchen seemed to mock her—this place was filled with comfort, while she was filled with uncertainty. The bright light and familiar smells only made her feel more disconnected, reminding her how out of place she was in this setting of peace and contentment.

      She had no idea what to do next.

      She had already checked her emails, despite Ellie's gentle reminder that she was here to "relax," and called her assistant for updates.

      There was nothing to attend to—her cases had been reassigned, and her work had been neatly passed along to another lawyer. She was officially on a break, and she wasn't entirely sure she knew what to do with herself now that she had nothing that needed her attention.

      She traced the rim of her empty mug with a finger, the echoing silence in the kitchen far too unfamiliar. It was the same as the quiet moments late at night in her apartment, when the work was done, and she had nothing to keep her mind busy. The silence always allowed the thoughts in that she tried to avoid—questions about what she really wanted, and if all her sacrifices had been worth it. A breeze swirled in from the open window, carrying the scent of blooming roses from Ellie's garden, but even the calming atmosphere did nothing to untangle the knot of anxiety twisting in her chest.

      "Are you coming, Cate?" Ellie's voice called from outside, breaking Cate's thoughts.

      Her aunt stood by the French doors that led to the back garden, holding a steaming teapot and a plate of warm scones. Cate nodded, forcing a smile as she stepped outside into the vibrant garden.

      The garden was beautiful, almost painfully so. A riot of colors burst from flower beds that seemed to spill over with life—roses in blushing pinks, daisies with their white faces turned up to the sun, and clusters of lavender that swayed in the breeze.

      Cate sank into a chair at the wrought-iron table, feeling the cool metal against her legs. It was strange not to be in a dress suit or tailored pants, to wear shorts and t-shirts and not wear makeup all the time.

      Her eyes wandered over the well-kept space, but the beauty of the garden only made her feel more out of place. The bright, lively garden was a sharp contrast to the dull restlessness inside her.

      "Here we go," Ellie said, placing the teapot and scones on the table between them. "Nothing like a bit of mid-morning tea. I can't continue with my day if I don't have this." She chuckled. "Humans are funny creatures, don't you think?"

      "Very," Cate agreed with a smile. "But we can't help ourselves."

      "No," Ellie agreed. "We want what we want, and that's the end of it. It counts for bigger things too, I guess. But for me... it's all about forcing a break for some tea." She poured a cup and handed it to Cate.

      "Thanks, Aunt Ellie."

      Cate wrapped her hands around the cup, letting its warmth seep into her palms. She watched Ellie settle in, her aunt's easy smile as comforting as the setting. She didn't see her aunt often enough. When she was growing up, Aunt Ellie had been a part of her life almost as consistent as her mother's presence. But traveling to see her aunt had taken a backseat to her busy life—like everything else.

      "You're quiet," Ellie pointed out.

      The sunlight glistened off her silvery hair, and Cate found herself envying Ellie's ability to just be.

      "I just have a lot on my mind. I feel..." She paused, not sure how to keep going.

      Ellie watched her, sipping her tea, letting her fill the silence.

      Cate sighed, her eyes drifting to the roses. "Lost, I guess, is the right word. I don't know what to do with myself when I'm not working. It's silly, I know." She attempted a smile, but it fell flat. "I worked so hard to get where I am now—to get to this point where making partner is within reach—and now, I'm not sure if it's what I want anymore. But if I don't do that..."

      "Then what?" Ellie finished for her.

      Cate nodded, her chest tightening so that she felt suffocated. "Exactly. My whole life is about this job, and I've dedicated so much time and effort to it." The idea of not striving for partnership seemed as foreign as the idea of doing nothing, and it shouldn't be that way. Right? She should be happy, feel accomplished that she'd made it this far.

      "If I don't take it, what would I even do? Who would I be?" She took a sip of tea, the warmth doing nothing to settle her nerves. "If I let it go, I'm afraid I'll lose my identity. I don't know who I am outside of work."

      "It's a dangerous rut to fall into," Ellie said.

      "I know, I know," Cate sighed. "It wasn't something I planned, but it just happened, you know?"

      "It's hard to have a work-life balance," Ellie said. "But knowing where you are is the first step. Sometimes the best thing we can do is let go of the wheel for a bit. You're trying so hard to plan every step, but maybe it's time to just... be." She paused, letting her words sink in. "I think you're driving yourself crazy overthinking all of this."

      Cate pressed her lips together, looking over the colorful flowerbeds. "I'm just not good at not having a plan, Aunt Ellie. I don't know how to just be. It sounds so simple when you say it, but... I don't know how to do something for myself. It feels wrong."

      "Well," Ellie said, "you're on a break now, aren't you? It's the perfect time to start practicing." She placed a scone on Cate's plate and handed her a small dish of raspberry jam. "There are a lot of things to do around here, you know. You could get involved with some of the community projects, and there are classes and events..."

      "I got a flyer from Mike Reynolds, actually," Cate said, remembering the art fair in Central Park. "He's offering painting classes."

      "That's a great idea! Why don't you go? You said his work intrigued you at the fair."

      Cate hesitated, fiddling with the edge of her napkin. Mike Reynolds. She'd thought about him more than she wanted to admit—his easy demeanor, the way he seemed to belong in this world of vibrant colors and sunshine. Everything in Maplewood Grove seemed to be like that—colorful and carefree. It wasn't just the painting. He didn't fit into the world of rules and regulations. He could do whatever he wanted without anyone telling him he was wrong. She wanted to get to know him better.

      But that was ridiculous. She didn't have time for anything like that, certainly not now, certainly not when her career was still in limbo.

      "I don't know," she said. "I'm not staying in town for long, and I don't want to start something only to leave it unfinished."

      "Oh, sweetheart," Ellie said, her eyes warm. "It's not about finishing. It's about starting something just for you—something that makes you happy. You might find more answers by letting your mind wander a bit, you know, rather than keeping it tethered to the problem."

      Cate sighed. "I suppose... you might have a point." She smiled reluctantly, taking a bite of her scone, savoring the buttery, crumbly texture that melted in her mouth. The simple pleasure of the scone contrasted sharply with the turmoil inside her, reminding her how distant true contentment felt at the moment. "I guess I could give it a try, for a distraction."

      "Exactly! A little creativity could be just what you need," Ellie said brightly, patting Cate's hand. "And besides, I think you'll enjoy it more than you expect. Mike's a good teacher."

      Cate felt a flutter in her chest at the mention of his name. She squashed it quickly, reminding herself that she wasn't here for romance. Still, the idea pulled at her—spending time in that studio, seeing Mike again. Maybe Ellie was right. Maybe it was time to let go, if only for a little while.

      "Okay," Cate said, her voice a little steadier now. "I'll do it. I'll take the class."

      Ellie beamed at her. "That's the spirit, Cate. You'll see, sometimes letting go is the best way to find what you're really looking for."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 4

          

          
            Mike

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Mike Reynolds stood at the front of the studio on his plot of land, the space filled with natural light from the large windows that lined the walls. His dark hair, streaked with gray and flecked with dried paint, fell across his forehead as he clasped his hands together, trying to ignore the flutter of nerves that had taken residence in his stomach.

      Come on, man. Pull yourself together. You can do this.

      He'd painted for years, his work displayed in local galleries and sold at festivals. He knew what he was doing. He could create art with his eyes closed if he had to. But standing here now, about to teach his very first painting class, he felt frozen, like a deer caught in headlights. His eyes scanned the group of people seated before him—some eager, some unsure, and all waiting for him to begin.

      Which meant he had to do something.

      "Alright, uh, welcome everyone," he began, his voice betraying the slightest tremor. He cleared his throat, his gaze falling to the palette on the table next to him. "I'm Mike, as most of you already know. Thanks for being here today. We're going to start with some basics..."

      He fumbled for a moment, his mind going blank as he tried to remember what he had planned to say. His fingers drummed against the edge of the easel, and he wished he had written down more detailed notes instead of trusting that his years of experience would carry him through.

      "Uh, so, let's start with... colors," he said, awkwardly waving toward the array of paints in front of him. A few people exchanged uncertain glances, and Mike swallowed, trying to ignore the tightness in his chest. He'd thought this would be easier. It was just painting, something he'd done a thousand times before. But doing it was different than teaching it, clearly, and with all these eyes on him, it felt as though his expertise had slipped through his fingers.

      The door opened, and Mike was grateful for the distraction. He could take a moment to get his thoughts together.

      Cate hurried in, her face flushed as she found a seat near the back of the studio, where the wooden beams above gave the room a rustic charm, and the shelves were filled with jars of brushes and containers of vibrant paints. There was still an open easel waiting.

      "I'm so sorry," she said. "I got the time wrong."

      "You're just in time," Mike said with a smile. "We were just beginning."

      She gave him a small smile, and something in Mike shifted. The tightness in his chest loosened, and the flutter in his stomach settled. He took a deep breath, nodding at her, and everything clicked into place.
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