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	Spring Blush 

	

	 

	 

	Before their wedding was a kiss, distance, a toy drive, two-month-old Braeden Jacob, a botched proposal, twice, and a grovel which ultimately led to a yes with conditions. After their wedding was a romantic stay at a luxury hotel on Madison Avenue, settling in as newlyweds, a family emergency, and the return of Braeden’s mom.

	 

	Vance already had his last chance with Cassandra. Confusion prompts him to crash his wife’s meeting with Alexander Klein. Mistakes were made, but the elegant French hotel was a known intimate location for many.  

	 

	Now, the loving couple is navigating married life, work, and co-parenting. Vance will keep his promises. The first was to make their blended family work. The second was only to his wife. Vance and Cassandra will spend a long weekend at the French hotel he previously crashed.

	 

	Vance loved his wife more than words or actions could ever allow. Cassandra Ross-Stephens was his everything, and his beautiful wife always gets whatever she wants. 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


	VANCE STEPHENS  

	

	May, Last Year  

	 

	 

	“Either accept his terms or don’t,” Chandler said, skipping the preamble. “I won’t go against your father’s wishes by offering to help. Don’t expect it.”

	“Be supportive.”  

	“Emotional support will not change your current situation. Your financial status will be dire.” 

	I sighed, frustrated. “I’m not asking for money.” 

	“Good. Financial support wasn’t offered. You seem firmly against getting married. Why not consider it?”

	“Marrying would be for optics. I get that. I’m a senior partner. It makes sense to have a complete family unit.” 

	“You and Braeden are a family. Things aren’t what they were thirty years ago. Tradition or no, your father wants you settled. You should understand his reason.” 

	“I don’t. We have an heir. Braeden is mine, without a doubt. Being a single dad has been going well so far.” 

	“Has it? Cassandra is staying at your loft most nights. I’m told you have a new part-time nanny. Zoey.” 

	“Who are you getting information from?”

	“Your Mother, of course.” 

	“Fiona Stephens shouldn’t be telling you anything.” 

	“Use that tone while speaking to her. I’ll enjoy seeing how it turns out.” Chandler chuckled loudly. 

	Something he rarely did. A calm smile was his normal go-to. This chuckling thing was out of control. 

	My tone was gruff. “Sure, chuckle. Keep going. I’ll wait. This isn’t a laughing matter. I’m in a tough spot.” 

	“I believe marriage was a requirement to receive your inheritance. Pretend not to want or need anything. You still need to provide for Braeden. Also, your loft is not suitable for my godson. It’s not baby-proofed at all.” 

	I groaned, “Socket protectors are in. Baby gates were installed. It’s fine. We can live there for another year.” 

	“No. You cannot. Braeden is already crawling. Anything below waist level needs to be child-proof. Have you considered living with your parents?” 

	“Mom would love that idea but no. I’ll manage everything. I won’t ask you or Thatch for money.”  

	“You shouldn’t. I previously said no. Braeden will be provided for. You, no. Struggle. It builds character.” 

	I chuckled, “Says the man with too many degrees. Not many people build a massive fortune before their twentieth birthday.” 

	“My money was earned. I’m eight years past it.” 

	“And you’re still at it. Millions turned into billons from the ultra-rich in need of your services.” 

	“Yes. Being successful without help is commendable. You and I have had the best mentors. We’ve probably had more guidance than most, but this isn’t the time for pride. Your accounts might be inaccessible for years.”  

	A dull ache started behind my eyes. Six months shy of two years, and all I had were a list of possible charges.  

	Pending. 

	Everything was still damn pending.

	The investigation was announced with my name included. Of course, everyone quickly severed ties. No one wanted to be linked to anyone going through public scrutiny or scandal. The spotlight can quickly change. 

	People don’t protect their reputations in the moment. Ironically enough, that was the main reason I did so well in the entertainment industry. I was aware of how cutthroat the business could be. Severed ties wasn’t the problem. Not having access to my money was. 

	My head throbbed from thinking about it.

	Chandler was impatiently waiting for a solution. 

	I sighed, “You’re right it could take years longer than it has already been. My lawyer is hashing it out.” 

	“Your savings is dwindling. It will be depleted soon.” 

	“I’m not letting anyone else raise Braeden. Not you, not my parents, and not Thatch. I’m his dad. I’ll sell the loft and rent a two bedroom or a brownstone.” 

	“You’re not allowed to sell anything. However, being newly married will add a different dynamic. Your wife will have assets. You’re a lawyer. You know this.”

	“I’m well informed on the various loopholes. Most importantly, not using money from previous resources. We wouldn’t be buying back assets. They were mine, prior. I’m not doing it. I’ll have to use separate funds.” 

	“Separate verifiable funds which your inheritance is.” 

	“Chandler, I’m aware of how much easier this would be. Don’t make it a point to say what I already know.” 

	“Clearly, you need reminding. I dislike repeating myself. A simple solution. Cassandra can live with me. Keep your loft. Being stubborn is not a good trait.” 

	“You would know. Cass is not living with you.” 

	“You sound possessive,” Chandler stated. “We don’t know if Cassandra will consider it. I have yet to ask.” 

	“Don’t ask her. I’ll manage.”

	“You can’t. Your assets are frozen.” Chandler replied in his typically blunt way. “Send a list of all your companies along with their current value.” 

	I groaned, “Chandler, you can’t purchase them.” 

	“People buy and sell companies all the time. I recall telling you not to invest so recklessly.” 

	“Investments aren’t the problem. Frozen assets are.” 

	“I’ll look into your companies on my end. The investigation is still pending. What will you do?” 

	“Hopefully, my old man will have a change of heart.” 

	Chandler laughed again. “I can say with absolute certainty, he will not.”  

	Jacob Stephens wasn’t one to go back on his word. I would be expected to stay married for five years. I was only getting married once. All my effort would be put into making sure my wife felt safe and loved. 

	Weighing the pros and cons happened again, silently. My salary wasn’t small by any means. Renting was an option at least until I could sell my loft. 

	Chandler kept doing his genius thing. I didn’t care for his well-thought-out plans. That was getting addressed.  

	“Braeden can stay with you whenever you have free time. He’s not living in Tribeca on a daily basis. And no, you’re not asking Cass if she would be open to the idea of living at your house. Thanks for nothing.”  

	“I’ve been listening to you vent. All your whining has been for nothing. It’s actually counterintuitive.”  

	“No one asked you, genius.” 

	“That, I am. Accept your father’s terms and marry.” 

	“I’ll have to stay married for the duration.” 

	“How is that an issue? You’re in love.” 

	“I’m not in anything.” 

	“It seems you’re in denial as well.” Chandler said cooly. “Cassandra is actively helping with Braeden.” 

	“Cass loves Braeden, not me. I’m not complaining. I appreciate that she loves and cares for my son. He’s teething. Cass is staying with us to comfort him.” 

	“You two have gotten quite close.”  

	“We have, but I won’t cross the line.” 

	“Do you know where the line is?” Chandler asked and waited, impatiently. Those seconds irritated him.

	“Your silence means you don’t have a clue. You and Cassandra are in close proximity. She has been living at your loft. Cassandra sleeps in your bed.”  

	“I’m crashing on the sofa or in the den. I’m not allowed to be in her space. She likes peace and quiet.”  

	Chandler chuckled, “Your loft is hers. It seems you might fit into the husband role better than previously expected. My carefully constructed plans will work.”  

	He was still chuckling. 

	It was damn annoying. 

	“Chuckle all you want. Ditch your plans. Cass is not living with you. I’m not asking her to pretend.” 

	“Whom would be pretending? It wouldn’t be Cassandra or you. Solution. Ask a random woman.” 

	I instantly started cursing. 

	“My point was proven. You’ve missed your chance to act on your feelings for her, circumstance intervened. You have full custody of Braeden, and she offered to help. Would Cassandra do this for anyone else?” 

	“Yes. I’m sure of it. The guy would have to bring his child to her. Cass is particular with how she spends her time, but helping someone in need, that’s her, always.” 

	“Your voice is layered with admiration.”  

	I ignored Chandler’s statement. “I’m in awe of Cass every single day. Our timing has been off. It still is.” 

	“Timing or fate. You’ll have to decide. There’s no timeframe on when the investigation will end.” 

	“I’m hoping to get better news.” 

	“Hope is for those who request it. Still, they don’t always receive said ask. I have more to do than necessary. Next time, call Thatcher for complaining.” 

	Chandler ended the call without saying anything else. His direct way of speaking didn’t bother me. Him wanting Cassandra and Braeden to live with him, did.

	Chandler was right. I crossed lines when it suited me, but marrying someone I didn’t love wouldn’t work. Cassandra was entirely too precious, and I had been in love with her for years. Denial, probably. Cassandra didn’t have to take what she didn’t need, not from me. 

	A stress migraine started. My frustration increased while punching in Don Carlson’s number. His office was only a level below mine, but it was best to call.   

	Don answered on the second ring. 

	“Good Afternoon, Vance. I was about to call you.” 

	“Like minds. Any news?” 

	“Nothing good, I’m afraid. Still all red tape. Everything will be thoroughly reviewed. Assets, earnings, and the like. My understanding is they want to make sure you’re not operating shell companies.” 

	“None of my companies have been used to finance anything else. There haven’t been any mergers to date.” 

	“Not on your end.”  

	“My investors? We have separate assets. All of that was taken care of first. I’m very thorough.” 

	“That, you are. All your detailed reports will work in our favor. Shell companies are also legal entities.” 

	“Don, you and I know, they’re checking for fraud and money laundering. Both aren’t in my wheelhouse. My audits will prove that. Was a timeframe mentioned?” 

	“No.” Don said calmly. “Not an estimated or expect by, nothing. I was transferred to the person heading the investigation only to be sent to three other people. It’s like Whisper Down The Lane with each person saying a variation of what was already mentioned. I’ll keep at it.” 

	“Is everything still pending? Any formal charges?” 

	“None. You might be asked to appear for questioning. As if four times weren’t enough. It’s best we comply.” 

	“Of course. Thanks for staying on top of it.”  

	“I don’t need to be thanked for doing my job. Vance, this could take a few more months or a few more years.”  

	“I’m aware. Any hours you work are billable. Don, there is no pro bono for this. Your fees will be paid.” 

	He chuckled, “Your retainer was more than enough. It’ll last six more months. Time-tracking is being used. Invoices will be submitted through our system.” 

	“Works for me. Thanks for all your hard work.” 

	“It’s damn frustrating, I know. Hang in there.” 

	I managed a weak smile. “I should be saying that to you. Jumping through legal hoops is stress inducing.” 

	“I wouldn’t be working here if I couldn’t handle it,” Don said confidently. “Our PR team is a godsend. I wish I had better news for you.” 

	“Me and you both. Have a good evening.”  

	The call ended. I slumped behind my desk with my head ready to crush my neck and fall off my shoulders. 

	Cassandra was my next call. I tapped the button for her extension. Her delicate voice was stress relief. 

	“Hello, Mr. Stephens. What do you need?”  

	“Mr. Stephens is still my father’s name. Please rework my schedule. Cancel my evening appointments. I’ll need changes for next week as well.”  

	“Of course. Highlight what you want moved on your shared schedule. I’ll take it from there. Oh, Braeden will be with your parents overnight. Your Mom and Miss Arlene are taking him to Gramercy Park.” 

	“I wasn’t aware they knew a keyholder.” 

	“They don’t. I do. My friend Niya lives in neighborhood. She’s a keyholder.” 

	“Niya Maxwell?” 

	“Yes. Do you know her?”

	“I know of her. She’s been on Chandler’s radar for quite some time. Can’t say more than that.” 

	“You’ve said enough. Is Chandler considering her for Lockwood Industries? Vance, say what you know.” 

	“Seems you’ve done away with Mr. Stephens for this call.” I chuckled, despite my mood. “Honestly, Cass. I don’t know. I can find out. I’ll ask Chandler.” 

	“Oh no, please don’t bother him. I’ll pretend you didn’t mention my friend. When Niya mentions it, I’ll be surprised and then I’ll mention this conversation.” 

	“Honest to a fault. I admire that about you.” 

	“You’re honest too.” 

	“I try to be. Thanks, Cass.” 

	“You’re welcome.” 

	Our call ended, and I was back to doom and damn gloom. Stressing over my finances wouldn’t change anything. I needed to sell my loft. Pricing it right above two million would get it sold quickly, if I could sell it.  

	I couldn’t. 

	It wasn’t an option.  

	Not without a wife. 

	Marrying a random woman was out. Having a stranger around Braeden didn’t sit right with me. Also, we would need to live as a couple. Hell, maybe. Buying a vacation property wasn’t out of the question. Having one outside of the five boroughs might raise suspicion. 

	Not quite. 

	Purchasing a vacation home on Long Island wasn’t a stretch. Paying millions for a fake vacation home for a fake wife I didn’t want, was. 

	In theory, it could all work. 

	My moral compass still wasn’t allowing much.  

	“Mr. Stephens.” 

	Cassandra’s voice was a gentle melody, and she always wore incredible fragrances. This one was sweet and floral. Honeysuckle mixed with something lighter. 

	Delicately sweet. 

	Cassandra was a curvy beauty with big brown eyes. Her hair was held back by a dainty crystal headband, but thick curls still bounced around her shoulders. 

	My mood was terrible, but I couldn’t stop looking at her. Beautiful. Cassandra Ross was naturally beautiful.

	She stood alert, back straight, in a tapered pantsuit with a lace camisole, accenting her necklace. Everything was custom from her diamond watch and bangles to her designer heels. Delicate and elegant. 

	Cassandra nervously clutched the manila folder to her chest. “Mr. Stephens? Vance?”

	Formal to informal. We had spent many nights together, nothing romantic happened, not since I left her on the balcony that New Year’s Eve. We kissed, and that call changed everything. Regret was the worst of it. Seeing her again happened this past winter with a diaper bag, stroller, and my two-month-old son. 

	That probably wasn’t the best way to mend things, but Braeden stole her heart. I explained being a single dad. Cassandra didn’t need to know anything else.

	My heart was damn weak from how things went. I apologized. Cassandra said there was nothing to forgive. To her, Braeden was more important than something that never was. That touched my heart in ways words couldn’t express, but my pride was bruised.  

	Cassandra wanted to move on from the hurt and confusion. She deserved that, and I had respected it. 

	This New Year’s was spent with Braeden at my loft. I only wanted to be with my son and Cassandra. The ball dropped in Times Square, and Braeden Jacob was curled up, sleeping on my chest. Cassandra brought in the new year at our annual gala with family, friends, and colleagues. I officially joined the firm days after.  

	We were months past it. Cassandra was great with my son, but I was the primary source of all her worrying. 

	Case and point. 

	She was in my office, staring. She blinked and her full lashes swept her cheekbones. Her big brown eyes came right back to mine. Saying anything other than the truth wouldn’t work. I wasn’t all right in the traditional sense. Cassandra wasn’t expecting me to be. She didn’t ask. Professional as always, she went over my schedule. 

	Changes? 

	Cassandra was talking about changes. I didn’t highlight anything. She always knew what I needed when I needed it. Cassandra being in my life made everything feel somewhat bearable. It was her. It had always been her. Even when dad said she was off limits. I kept my distance within reason, but not being wherever Cassandra was always turned into a terrible situation. To her, Braeden came first. Me, well, I was constantly grateful to be in her presence. 

	To breathed the air she breathed. 

	Like now, after my day had already gone to hell. Cassandra was fixing my work and personal schedules. My life. She was fixing my life. Making it all doable.

	She made it all better. 

	She made me better.

	My God. 

	Cassandra was perfect. 

	My heart was hers. 

	Everything was. 

	My eyes locked on hers. “Marry me.”  

	 

	***

	 

	Saying those two words happened with a burst of clarity. My proposal left a lot to be desired. In fact, it wasn’t damn desirable at all. Cassandra being the sweet angel she was, blinked rapidly through it. Her shocked expression changed to confusion or curiosity. Couldn’t say which, well, not for sure. Cassandra was never mad at me. Annoyed, yes. That was earned, but never angry.

	Something changed. 

	She was about to say no. 

	Her body language was actually signaling hell no.

	It was important to add context. 

	“Cass, please.” 

	She held up her hand. “Don’t. Don’t be charming. Don’t explain. Don’t do anything. Clearly, you’re going through a difficult time. The stress of being a new parent along with everything else. I can’t even imagine.” 

	Cassandra was trying to make sense of it. She wanted to give me a pass. I didn’t need one. I needed her. 

	I went back to saying what my heart already felt. 

	“I need you. Cass, marry me.” 

	Her pretty brown eyes sparkled with emotion. 

	She blushed and tried blinking through it again. 

	Something changed. Her eyes narrowed. Cassandra wouldn’t raise her voice, let alone, lash out at anyone.

	My statement wasn’t a question. It should’ve been verbally expressed, properly, but it was too late.   

	Cassandra visibly prepared and spoke calmly.

	“Not only are you proposing to me. You’re doing it, leisurely from behind your desk. First off, we’re not even dating. Second, you did it from behind your desk.” 

	She repeated firmly, not wanting to be interrupted. 

	“Do you think being at work makes a difference? Vance, I don’t care where we are. I won’t say what I’m thinking. Mainly because you can’t handle hearing it.”  

	“I’m listening. I deserve whatever comes my way.”  

	Admitting to that prompted another emotion. Cassandra’s lush pout parted. She was close to speaking her mind. She pulled back to take a shaky breath. 

	“No. I won’t say it, but I’m warning you. Don’t keep trying me. I’m not in the mood. My day is entirely too busy. I came to check on you because something felt off. And you had the unmitigated gall to say that nonsense.” 

	I hadn’t learned anything. 

	Cleary, not a damn thing. 

	I was interrupting, again. 

	“It’s not nonsense.”

	A sharp look came spiraling my way. 

	I took the hint and went quiet. 

	Cassandra wasn’t in the mood to hear anything else. She stated that previously. This time, she silently sashayed to my desk to toss a manila folder. It slid across the cherry oak to stop in front of me. 

	She had great aim. 

	It wasn’t the time to tease her. 

	Cassandra eyed me. Her tone was flat. “That’s the information you requested for Tanith Cham.”  

	Tanith was an Egyptian curator. She followed my career in L.A. for years. Now, Tanith wanted my expertise as a partner at Stephens & Associates. 

	Several priceless artifacts were on display and unverifiable. The museum in question was refusing to comply with inquiries on how and when the items were loaned to them. We were working on establishing ownership for the artifacts in Tanith’s home country. We were also in the process of drafting exhibition agreements for multiple displays at other museums. 

	Tanith Cham was a high-priority client, but nothing came before the beautiful terror, standing in my office. 

	Cassandra had every right to be upset, but I couldn’t apologize for needing her, for wanting her. I had been loving Cassandra for too long to marry someone else. 

	None of that was said. I inwardly cursed when she took a trembling breath. Cassandra’s eyes flashed in annoyance. She assessed me and spoked again. 

	“It seems you’re having some kind of breakdown. Braeden needs you. Vance, get it together. You don’t know what kind of life I’m having, either. So, this, all of it, won’t continue. Fix it fast. Fix it now. Figure it out.” 

	Cassandra turned on her designer heels with her hips angrily swaying. “Talking about marry him. He lost his mind. I’ll help him find it. He better take it, elsewhere. He won’t keep trying me. I’ll tell you that, right now.” 

	Cassandra’s sassy ramble continued. It sounded like I wouldn’t get back in her good graces anytime soon.

	Damn. 

	 

	 

	 

	


	Urban Blueprint 

	

	Midtown Manhattan

	 

	 

	Vance 

	 

	Spring in the city was mild with warm days that transitioned into cool evenings. Bryant Park was an urban oasis with green spaces. Umbrellas were up, and café tables and chairs were out. 

	Everyone was in constant motion. 

	City life. 

	There was nothing like it. 

	The Business District was hectic, regardless of the season. The Empire State building was a few blocks south. One Bryant Park was a massive fifty-five stories high. Design magazines featured the building often. Many people had probably seen the location in movies and on television without knowing it. 

	Thatcher could have easily leased space there. He didn’t. Instead he purchased a floor in a building nearby. The blue glass was a detailed grid from street level to the upper floors. It reflected the afternoon sun in a kaleidoscope of clouds and sky. I walked in through the glass doors to bypass a small group leaving.   

	Mikhail was working at the front desk. 

	He saw me and chuckled. “Hey. How’s it going?” 

	“It’s damn going. What’s new with you?” 

	Mikhail didn’t speak for a full five seconds. He put effort into sounding calm. “I’m going to be a father.” 

	It was my turn to chuckle. “Congratulations.” 

	“I’m terrified.” 

	“You should be, but try not to worry too much.” 

	“Are you sure?” Mikhail shook his head. “I’m not.”

	“You’ll find a way to be sure. Give it time to set in. I didn’t have a chance to be there when Braeden was born, but seeing him for the first time changed me. It’ll happen to you. Keep being whatever your wife needs.”

	Mikhail smiled while thinking of her. 

	He nodded, “Sure. Yeah, I can do that. No problem.” 

	My thoughts went to Cassandra and my failed attempts to propose. My advice was sincere.  

	“Say yes a lot. Stay quiet when she’s talking. Listen. She might only need to vent. Still listen unless she wants it fixed. You’re married. You already know this.” 

	Mikhail laughed, “Yeah. She never lets me forget.”  

	“Because your wife is your better half.” 

	“She is. Thanks for the advice. I should be okay.” 

	I smiled, “You will be. Congratulations, again.” 

	“Thanks. I got it right that time.” 

	We laughed. Authorized access worked in my favor. Signing in didn’t need to happen. Lunch bags were juggled in the elevator while hitting the button. 

	Forty plus stories up, the glass doors opened to Urban Blueprint. Thatcher had New York’s best and brightest working for him. Our friend, Shaun, was his first hire. Now, a dozen architects worked for them.  

	The impressive lounge was used for clients or to hang out. I crossed it to take the wide hall. Shaun was in his office. I dropped off his sandwiches. He silently signaled without breaking conversation on the phone. 

	Urban Blueprint was all glass and luxury chrome. From the art to the furniture to the offices. Thatcher’s work and personal life collided in deep symmetrical lines. Walking into his office was like getting an invite to check out the view. The glass wall showcased Bryant Park. Everything was greening up with it being spring. 

	Thatcher looked up, briefly. His attention went back to a sketch anchored on the high metal desk.

	“If you’re about to ask for a favor, no. Unless it involves my godson. Say it. I’ll decide.” 

	“No favor. I’m only bringing lunch. My view at the firm is great, but the park view is better in my opinion.”  

	Thatcher didn’t stop sketching. “Chandler will look into things on his end. Are you still stressing over it?” 

	“All the time.” I admitted. “Chandler can’t purchase any companies, not now. He might buy this building.” 

	“Chandler likes being in the Financial District it’s closer to Tribeca. Most likely, he’ll purchase a building in the Flatiron District. Not here, it’s too far.” 

	“Far?” I replied. “It’s twenty minutes away, if that.”  

	“Like I said, it’s further than Chandler would like. He can purchase whatever he wants in Lower Manhattan.” 

	“Chandler can purchase anything, anywhere.”  

	“You have a point. He better not damn do it. I’m selling and relocating if that happens. What’s up with you?” Thatcher glanced up from his sketch. “You’re still trying to right things. Stop. Cass won’t talk to you.”  

	“She’s texting now, at least.”   

	Thatcher chuckled. 

	“Continue laughing at my expense. Go on.”  

	Thatcher outright laughed. 

	I groaned. “It’s been a week. I’m lost on what to do.” 

	“Nothing. Do nothing until she wants to talk to you.”

	“That might not happen. Cassandra is always at her place or with friends on the weekends. I gave her space, especially with Braeden being with my parents. I didn’t want her to think I was manipulating her feelings. I was ready to explain Monday morning. Margo was waiting. She worked all week. Elaine will return, next week.” 

	“Cass called in reinforcements. I’m impressed,” Thatcher kept sketching. “She’s not messing around.” 

	“No, she’s not. I didn’t go to her desk.” 

	“You shouldn’t. She works for your old man. He said not to bother her. It won’t go well if he finds out.” 

	“So far, Cass hasn’t mentioned it. I might need to. She was off limits for years. Now, this, well, it’s all me.”  

	“It is. Something’s wrong with you.”  

	I glanced at Thatcher. “Don’t say it.”  

	“That you’re a jackass? I’m saying it. You are.” 

	“It was a moment of clarity. I want Cass as my wife.” 

	“Propose properly, not now. She’ll punch you.” 

	“She won’t. Jacob Stephens will punch me.” 

	Thatcher chuckled, “Cass will tell on you. Yeah, he’ll hurt you. Don’t risk upsetting her more. Give her time.” 

	“Right. I should’ve waited.” 

	Thatcher stopped sketching. “What did you do?”

	“I apologized twice. Voicemail and text.” 

	“One for each transgression. Sounds about right. That’s not all you did. Is it?” 

	“I texted her earlier and asked if we could talk.” 

	Thatcher was rummaging in his sandwich bag for napkins. “Okay? And? What did Cass say?” 

	“Nothing. She left my text on read.” 

	Thatcher chuckled, “No contact. Yeah, she’s mad.”  

	I sighed, “She’s probably talking to Jaime and cursing my name. Her best friend will definitely punch me.” 

	“You need to take whatever comes your way. A split lip is nothing compared to how Cass is feeling.”  

	“Thatch, pick a side.” 

	“Hers. I’ll always be on her side. Say more about her best friend. Why haven’t you ever mentioned Jaime?” 

	“She comes to holiday events at the firm. You don’t.” 

	“Socializing and mingling has to happen elsewhere. Look around. I have business obligations as well.”  




