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	Inheritance Clause

	Description

	When Tessa Martin's beloved grandmother passes away, her grief is compounded by an unexpected condition in the will she must live under the roof of her new legal guardian for one year to receive her inheritance. That guardian? Colin Graves, her late uncle’s reserved business partner, a man as emotionally closed-off as the mansion he keeps spotless and silent.

	Tessa arrives ready to endure. What she doesn't expect is the quiet kindness hiding beneath Colin’s strict routines. As they navigate shared meals, awkward silences, and the ghosts of a woman who meant everything to them both, something begins to shift. The house grows warmer. The air softer.

	But just as Tessa starts to believe she’s found a new kind of home, old wounds and guarded hearts threaten to unravel the fragile connection between them.

	Is one year enough to build a future that wasn’t part of the plan?

	Or will the clause that brought them together be the same one that tears them apart?

	 


Chapter 1: The Will and the Wall

	Tessa

	The air in the lawyer’s office was colder than it should’ve been for late spring. Or maybe it was just me bracing against a chill that had nothing to do with the weather. The chair I sat on was too straight, the carpet too stiff beneath my shoes. Everything here felt too formal, too clean, too unfamiliar.

	I stared down at the legal folder in my lap, its edges already bent from how tightly I’d been gripping it. Across the polished desk, Mr. Layton cleared his throat.

	“As outlined in the will,” he said, pushing his glasses higher on his nose, “your grandmother’s estate will be passed to you, contingent upon the completion of one clause.”

	I nodded, even though my ears were buzzing and I hadn’t slept more than three hours in the past two nights. I already knew what the clause was. I’d heard it on the phone, in that dry, official voice, the day after the funeral.

	“You are required to reside at the family residence for one calendar year,” he continued, “under the care and supervision of the appointed legal guardian.”

	Guardian. I hated that word. I was twenty-four, not twelve.

	I shifted in my seat and finally managed to lift my eyes to the man seated beside the lawyer.

	Colin Graves. My late uncle’s business partner. The man who hadn’t said more than six words to me at the funeral and none of them kind.

	Now, apparently, he was my guardian.

	Colin’s expression was carved from stone. Dark hair combed back without a strand out of place, slate-gray eyes fixed on the window like this entire meeting was beneath him. His suit didn’t have a single wrinkle, and his fingers resting on the arm of his chair looked too composed for someone whose life had just been legally entangled with mine.

	My grandmother had known what she was doing. That woman never did anything lightly.

	I let out a slow breath. “So, just to be clear. I live there for a year. With him.”

	“Yes,” Mr. Layton confirmed, clasping his hands. “After that period, the inheritance is yours property, finances, everything.”

	“And if I leave early?”

	“You forfeit all claims.”

	My throat burned, but I nodded again. I could do a year. I’d done worse.

	***

	The front gates of the estate creaked open like they were annoyed by my presence. I didn’t blame them.

	I pulled my suitcase behind me with one hand, the key in the other, its cold metal biting into my palm.

	The house looked the same, though maybe a little grayer. The ivy hadn’t been trimmed. The windows needed cleaning. My grandmother’s home had always been tidy warm in a quiet, lived-in way. Now, it looked like it was holding its breath.

	I was halfway up the walk when the front door opened.

	Colin stood there, backlit by the afternoon light.

	“You’re two hours early,” he said.

	No hello. No welcome. Just that.

	“Traffic was better than expected.”
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