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To AC: the man of my dreams who brings light and love to my reality.
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Seven years ago

DELANIE CLARK STROKED the dark wood footboard of the large sleigh bed in the bedroom of the rustic two-room mountain cabin at Clearmount Retreat. Should she greet Aiden Kingman wearing the lingerie set she’d picked out last week at the mall while thinking of him . . . or nothing at all?

She walked to the side of the bed and dropped her green backpack on top of the blue comforter. She’d let him discover her naked . . . in the hot tub. A smile she couldn’t stop bloomed on her face. That was the perfect place to wait for him and escape the chilly autumn night.

Finally, it was Friday. She’d hardly been able to concentrate during her classes at the University of Kentucky because he’d stayed on her mind. Since he’d called on Wednesday to tell her he was definitely flying in from Maryland for the weekend, the days had crept by at a snail’s pace and so had the five-hour drive earlier from Lexington. It seemed like an eternity since she’d last seen him, instead of just one week.

Delanie took off her brown hiking boots and socks, along with her tan wool sweater, jeans, and underwear. She stuffed her clothes into the pack, stowed everything in the closet behind her, then hurried into the corner bathroom for a towel. When she came back out, she dimmed the brass lamp on the bedside table.

Moonlight shining through the sliding glass door across from her gave the simply furnished room a romantic glow. The smell of the oak logs stacked inside the fireplace built into the wall near the foot of the bed lingered with the clean, earthy scent of the space.

While she was growing up and living on the retreat property, one of the jobs her father assigned to her had been filling the kindling boxes and stocking wood in the cabins. She used to imagine the guests enjoying warm drinks in front of their fireplaces, thoroughly mesmerized by the orange and amber flames curling and flickering over the logs.

Later on, she and Aiden would lie in bed, watching their own fire slowly burn to embers. For once, they could fall asleep in each other’s arms and wake up together in the morning, like a normal couple, and share breakfast. Her dad was on a fishing trip until late Sunday. For the first time, she wouldn’t have to sneak back down the trail into the family living quarters she shared with him before dawn. More importantly, Aiden’s concern about them seeing each other as a conflict of interest while he negotiated to buy Clearmount from her father no longer existed. The papers had been signed yesterday, selling the property to Aiden’s family company, TriRoyal Incorporated. They’d take over ownership of her dad’s thirty-acre retreat next month, and she and Aiden were finally free to share about their relationship.

Delanie hurried out the sliding door into the wood-framed, glass-enclosed deck and shut it behind her. Moonlight illuminated the steam rising from the sunken hot tub on the right. The mountains in the distance and the gently swaying trees surrounding her added to the peaceful ambiance.

She dropped the towel on the deck, twisted her long dark hair into a loose topknot, then slipped into the rippling water. The stress from studying and agonizing over the economics exam she’d ultimately aced that afternoon melted away as she leaned back and closed her eyes.

Would Aiden have more of TriRoyal’s modernization plans to show her? What he’d shared so far was fantastic. Redwood-and-stone cottages would replace the well-used wood cabins that were currently on the property. Picture windows would provide views of the lake, trees, and mountains.

Delanie’s heart accelerated as she recalled Aiden sitting across from her a week ago in the hot tub, telling her about his plans. His slicked-back dark hair had emphasized the chiseled angles of his gorgeous face.

“Not only are we building larger decks on the cottages, we’re also installing bigger hot tubs.” He’d shot her a lazy grin. “You and I will definitely take advantage of them when we visit the new and improved Clearmount Retreat next fall.”

“I like that idea, a lot.” She hadn’t been able to stop herself from returning his smile. “But I wouldn’t mind if you took advantage of me now.”

“Come over here and I will.”

“Uh-uh.” She’d crooked her finger at him. “You come here.”

As he’d stood and approached her, water had trailed down his defined pecs and abs. The gleam in his hazel eyes and the erection rising high on his abdomen had promised her one thing—earth-shattering orgasms.

“Are you mine?”

That’s what he’d asked her in bed later on as he’d kissed her along her left leg, from her toes to her inner thigh. He’d started all over again with her other leg. Each brush of his lips inching nearer to her sex had taunted and teased her.

“Answer me, Delanie.”

She’d tried to respond, but his tongue feathering over her clit and a back-arching climax had taken away her ability to form words. His length gliding slowly inside of her and pulling out at an equally torturous pace had captivated her. With each successive, deep stroke that followed, yes not only became her answer but a plea for more pleasure. And Aiden had delivered.

Infused with the warmth of remembered bliss, Delanie sank deeper into the water. What they shared was . . . perfect.

But her dad would be surprised to hear she and Aiden were in a relationship, and that they were going to keep seeing each other. He’d asked her not to become serious with anyone until after she’d turned twenty-one. She’d only missed the mark by six months, and her father did like Aiden. At twenty-four, Aiden was already an acquisitions negotiator for his father’s company. He understood the importance of responsibility and would support her making college her main priority over him. It wasn’t like they were planning to get married or anything. Surely, her father would understand why she’d kept it a secret until now. She and Aiden had happily and unexpectedly fallen in love—and she hadn’t wanted that to disrupt his business dealings.

A man’s voice coming from inside the cabin, clearly on the phone, broke into her thoughts.

Aiden? Her heart drummed in her chest as she listened closely. No . . . not Aiden.

“It’s Gerard Kingman. I’ve been trying to reach you.”

Gerard Kingman. Shit!

Just as she shrank back into the shadows, a stream of light came from the bedroom. Aiden’s tall, black-haired father opened the sliding door and strode into the enclosure, talking on his cell.

“I don’t care what it takes. Just do it. No more delays.” Gerard unknotted the maroon tie from the collar of his white dress shirt and stuffed it in the pocket of the charcoal overcoat that melded perfectly with his dark suit. With his back turned to Delanie, he moved toward the stairs at the other end of the deck.

The temperature seemed to creep up with the warmth flushing into her cheeks. She couldn’t let him find her bare-ass naked in the tub. If he came closer, she could dunk herself under the water. She’d rather drown than have him discover her.

“I don’t give a damn if they mow down the place, cement over the lake, and build a parking lot on top of it as long as the papers are signed. Get it done.”

Mow down the place? Parking lot? What was he talking about?

She heard the front door slam shut.

“Dad, where are you?” Aiden’s bellow reverberated. The solid thunk of his shoes became louder when he entered the bedroom. Delanie watched him storm out onto the deck and advance on his father while she tried to shrink back into the shadows farther still. “What the fuck did you do?”

Gerard slipped his phone into his pocket. “That’s none of your concern.”

“None of my concern?” Aiden’s muscles bunched and released underneath his navy sweater and jeans. “You working a side negotiation with the outlet mall developers on my deal damn well qualifies as my concern.”

Side negotiation? No. They weren’t talking about Clearmount. They couldn’t be.

“First, you work for me, not the other way around.” Gerard’s tone grew implacable. “Second, this is about business and has nothing to do with whether or not you can bang the property owner’s daughter with a clear conscience.”

“Leave Delanie out of this.”

“I didn’t bring her into it.” Gerard pointed at Aiden. “You did. I must admit, it was a smart move getting Delanie on your side. She was a big influence in swaying Bryan Clark to come to the negotiating table. He signed the deal. We own the property. It’s mine to sell. The mall developers are happily going to pay my asking price.”

“Clearmount is my project.”

“That has nothing to do with it. Because of my decision, we made money. Everybody got what they wanted. That’s how it works.”

“It wasn’t your call. This was my acquisition.” Aiden raked back his hair with both hands. “I should have been the one handling negotiations, not you.”

Delanie’s heart thumped so hard it felt as if her breastbone would shatter. “No!” Water sloshed in her face as she surged forward in the tub and into the light. Disbelief made her tremble more than the cold as she crossed her arms, covering her chest. “You promised my father you would preserve Clearmount as a retreat. Aiden—you showed me the renovation plans.”

Gerard’s dismissive look replaced the heat in the water with a chill. He turned to Aiden, blatantly ignoring her. “We’re flying out to our property in Denver tonight. Productivity at the hotel there is low, complaints are high, and since no one else seems to be able to solve the problem, we’re going to fix it. You’re riding in the town car with me to the airport. You can make arrangements for the car company to pick up your rental before we take off. Hurry up and deal with her. We don’t have all night.” He strode into the cabin.

Delanie looked to Aiden. “What’s going on?”

He snagged the towel from the deck. “You’re shivering.”

She took Aiden’s hand and he pulled her out of the tub, but he didn’t meet her gaze.

Hot and cold prickles dripped down her spine with the water puddling at her feet. “Is it true?”

He tucked the towel around her. “Let’s go inside.”

“Answer me!” The force of the words burned her throat. “Did you sell Clearmount to outlet mall developers?”

“It’s not that simple.”

“It was simple enough for you to fuck me so I’d vouch for you to my father.”

Aiden’s jawline angled as he gripped her shoulders. “It’s not like that.”

“Isn’t it? Like your father said, you got what you wanted. Right?”

His silence filled in the gaps.

He’d used her. How could she have been so stupid? She’d fallen for him but he hadn’t loved her at all. Anger and hurt washed over Delanie. She wrenched out of Aiden’s grasp. “Get away from me. I never want to see you again.”
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The Present

MORNING SUN SHINING through the wall of blue-tinted glass in the hotel suite bedroom warmed Aiden’s bare chest as he stared out at the ocean. He tightened the towel around his waist, then he rubbed his hands back over his damp buzz-cut hair. His neck and shoulder muscles knotted and pulled. Five days at the Mazarine Resort, and he still couldn’t fully relax. So much for vacationing in Miami to relieve his stress.

He’d tried zoning out on the beach, but he couldn’t stop mulling over business. Too much had gone on during the past few months. First, his brother, Nic, known to everyone as King, had been in a minor accident when his plane skidded off a runway. King survived but had suffered from temporary amnesia as a result. Then, the lodging and restaurant investment firm he and King owned, Kingman Partners International, experienced a near miss with a bad hotel deal that he’d spearheaded.

Aiden took a long, meditative breath. If they had signed off on that disastrous investment, it would have been solely his fault, not King’s. Instead of doing due diligence in investigating the pros and cons of making an offer, he’d been caught up in trying to outbid their father, who was competing against them to buy the same property. The idea of their father beating them out had fucked with his head to the point where he’d missed that a shoddy contractor had been involved with a construction project at the property. Luckily, King insisted on delaying the decision and had remembered the major issue he’d spotted before the crash in the hotel’s newly constructed restaurant.

Disquiet raged inside of Aiden. He should have been focused on protecting Kingman Partners, not charging ahead to beat their father at all costs. That type of thinking cost him his relationship with Delanie too. Seven years had passed, and he still couldn’t forget how he’d lost her. He’d been more concerned about his father taking Clearmount out from under him and selling it to outlet mall developers than how it had affected Delanie—and her father. Since then, he’d vowed never to lose sight of how his actions impacted people, especially those who were close to him. But what was that saying—something in regard to the apple not falling far from the tree? Maybe he was more like his father than he wanted to admit.

Bed covers rustled behind Aiden.

He glanced over his shoulder.

The dark-haired woman he’d picked up last night sat up on the king-sized bed, holding the tangled white sheet and comforter to her chest. “Come back to bed.” She released the covers, revealing her bare breasts and more of her smooth skin. She flipped her tousled hair and coyly smiled. “If you’re stressed out, I can make you feel better.”

Last night, her deep brown eyes had snared his attention—along with some jerk berating her over a table mix-up at the Cuban Italian–fusion place where she worked. She’d handled it professionally, but vulnerability had briefly shadowed her expression. He’d wanted to hit the guy for being an asshole but flirted with her instead, wanting to brighten her mood.

When her shift had ended, they’d gone to a bar down the street from the restaurant. He hadn’t planned on sleeping with her, but something about the woman heightened his attraction. Was it her breezy laugh? The way her green dress had clung to her curves?

What was it? “Thanks, but I have to get going.” Shit. He’d forgotten her name. Jenny? Julia?

The tall, pretty woman stretched and got up. “Your loss.” She plucked her clothes from the right side of the bed. Her hips swaying seductively, she sauntered across the blue carpet into the entryway of the bathroom in front of her and shut the door.

Water ran in the shower.

His cell started ringing. Aiden picked it up from the light gray bedside table.

King. Seriously? Didn’t he have something better to do than to call him at seven in the morning?

Aiden tapped the answer icon. “Yeah?”

“We need to discuss something.”

“When you say we need to discuss something, that usually means there’s an issue. You’re on problem-solving duty on your own for another week. I’m on vacation. Remember?” Aiden rounded the bed and entered the half-empty walk-in closet that contained casual clothes, a designer navy suit, and the charcoal peacoat he’d need once he returned to Virginia. He snagged a pair of jeans from a hanger and put them on. “Wait a minute. It’s Saturday. I thought Sophie banned you from working on weekends?”

King snorted. “Banned? I’m not banned from doing anything.”

Bullshit. Aiden walked back out. “Let me speak to her.”

“Why?”

“I’d like to tell her good morning.”

“She’s sleeping.”

“Where? She must be in another city. You wouldn’t be allowed to make this call if Sophie were around.”

“Fuck you. I don’t have to ask her for permission to call my beloved brother.” King released a brief chuckle. “She’s downstairs in the kitchen, and the rule is no working on the weekends we’ve set aside for quality time.”

Quality time? A snicker escaped Aiden. Yeah, Sophie was definitely whipping King into shape. Good for her. That phrase hadn’t been in King’s vocabulary before he’d met her. “There’s no need for you to get defensive. Or is that short leash you’re on feeling a little too tight?”

“Keep laughing. It’s not so short that I can’t kick your ass.”

The shower stopping in the bathroom caught Aiden’s attention. “I’m not alone. Give me twenty minutes and I’ll call you back. Hey, what’s the problem anyway?”

“Echo Pines.” King hung up.

Echo Pines Lodge . . . the cabin retreat in northern Georgia? Aiden’s good mood dissipated as he slipped the phone into his jeans pocket. Of course there were issues with that place. Like he’d tried to tell King before the accident, the plan to buy a boutique mountain retreat in general was a bad idea. They needed to concentrate on building their current investment portfolio instead of adding on the responsibility of being a management company, but King kept insisting they should pursue it. Not even temporary amnesia had taken the notion from him. Echo Pines was now firmly on King’s radar.

The woman emerged from the bathroom wearing the same dress from last night. She’d tamed her tousled hair into a sleek ponytail. Rosy gloss highlighted her lips. “Would you mind?” She turned and pointed to the open zipper at her back.

As he closed the dress, her name snapped into place. “Do you need me to arrange a ride home, Jessica?”

Nailed it.

“Thanks, but I have to get going.” She faced him. Her wink and mischievous expression confirmed she’d deliberately used the same response he’d given her earlier.

“Okay then.”

She retrieved a pair of beige strappy stilettoes from underneath the bed and slipped them on. “There’s a café up the street that serves excellent coffee. You’re welcome to join me if you have the time.”

“Duty calls. I’ve got to do some work.”

“On a Saturday? Too bad, but I understand. I have to put in my share of weekends, too, at the restaurant.”

As they walked out into the living room, she glanced left and paused, taking in the amazing view of the ocean visible through the wall of glass. She turned and her gaze traveled over the main room of the suite that she’d probably missed seeing last night because of their hurry to get to the bedroom.

A white L-shaped sectional with blue throw pillows and a modern gray cubed coffee table that displayed a centerpiece of calla lilies and hydrangeas dominated the space. A large flat-screen television hung on the wall across from it. In the far corner, cobalt stools complemented the white marble-topped wet bar.

The look in Jessica’s eyes conveyed her thoughts. The room was sumptuous. Elegant. Inviting. Expensive.

She picked up her beige purse from the sectional. “What did you say you did for a living again?”

He hadn’t. “I’m in real estate.”

“Oh, so you’re a Realtor?” Interest heightened in her expression.

He could tell that she was summing him up in dollar signs. “You could say that.”

It wasn’t a complete lie. Kingman Partners invested in hotel and resort properties, along with restaurants and technology related to the industry. They often sold off their lucrative interests.

She smiled as she glided one of her hands up his bare chest to his nape. “You know, I get off early tonight if you want to meet up again.”

Last night, he’d caught himself searching her face for glimpses of sweetness, something uncomplicated or uncontrived that would make him want her around for the rest of his vacation. He hadn’t found it.

Aiden stroked her cheek. “Sorry. I have to take a pass.”

From the understanding look in her eyes, she heard what he wasn’t saying aloud. Their time together had ended. “I should go, then.” As she let herself out, she glanced back before closing the door.

An image of another, similarly dark-haired woman with flawless naturally bronzed skin flashed in his mind. Delanie. But Delanie’s eyes were a unique shade of coppery brown and her smiles had held genuine warmth. Aiden gave himself a mental shake. What was going on? He’d been thinking about her a lot lately.

His cell rang, and he took it from his pocket. King was calling again. Aiden answered. “What happened to twenty minutes?”

“Stop giving me static and listen. Things are unraveling. Benjamin Granger willed Echo Pines to his niece, Beth Granger, and now she’s hesitating on following through with the agreement that we made with him before he died.”

“And?”

“And we’re not going to miss out on buying this property. Jade Valley, that new mountain resort I told you about, the one that’s near the southern border of Tennessee? The place is making a killing, but they’re also turning down reservations because they keep getting booked up, and a good portion of their guests are coming from Georgia. Echo Pines is in a perfect position to pick up the slack. It doesn’t matter whether we renovate Echo for ourselves or sell it, we’ll make money. It’s too good of a deal to pass up.”

“It’s not the right investment for Kingman Partners.”

“Don’t give me that. The only reason you’re against this investment idea is because it reminds you of Clearmount Retreat.”

Mild annoyance sparked in Aiden. “My objection has nothing to do with my past but everything to do with the present. First, a mountain lodge doesn’t fit in with our current investments. Second, you were on your way to look at another mountain lodge when your plane crashed. Now, just before signing the contract to sell Echo Pines to us, Benjamin Granger dies of a heart attack. The idea has had bad mojo attached to it from day one. How much more needs to happen before you realize we should walk away?”

“The crash was an accident, and Granger dying was unfortunate, but neither one of those facts negates the opportunity. Echo Pines is a low-cost acquisition and should be an easy close. Based on what we know about Beth’s financial situation, she needs the money.”

“Fine. If it’s just a matter of her getting paid, have our people deliver the contract on Monday. It won’t take much to get a signature once she sees the revised documents with her name and a dollar amount on them.”

“Or she’s having doubts and thinking about consulting a lawyer. If she does, everything becomes more complicated. I have a bad feeling about this. We’re not waiting until Monday. We need a skilled negotiator to lock her down this weekend.”

“We are not spearheading this one. You are.” Aiden dropped onto the sectional. “Fly out there and get it done.”

“I can’t.” King’s long exhale filled the pause. “I need to spend time with Sophie like I promised her I would. I’m still committed to Kingman Partners, but she’s important to me too. I want to make her happy. I know this is a switch for me, but I just don’t want to mess things up between us. I’m planning to propose in a couple of weeks. Mom’s giving me our grandmother’s ring . . .”

King really was serious. Their mom wouldn’t have agreed to hand over the three-carat family heirloom if she didn’t believe his head and heart were in the right place with Sophie.

Aiden let his head fall onto the back of the sectional. Wow. Before Sophie, King chased women like a thirsty man hunting for water in the desert. Now he was ready for marriage and all the other things that came with it. That was a huge switch for him. Especially since, seven years ago, King had struggled to grasp the situation with Delanie. Back then, King had told him losing her was the cost of doing business and advised him to let it go. He’d resented King not being on his side, but at that point in his life, King hadn’t been a fan of commitment, so he’d forgiven him.

Remembered disillusionment surfaced in Aiden. That day at the cabin also squashed his trust in their father. A couple of years after he’d lost Delanie, whatever remaining faith he’d had in him was obliterated when one of Gerard’s jilted lovers resorted to blackmail over their workplace affair. That led him and King to leave their father and TriRoyal behind to form Kingman Partners. That had happened five years ago, and a rift had existed between them ever since.

Aiden breathed the memories away. He had to let the past go and live in the present.

King, oblivious to Aiden’s heavy silence on the phone, continued mounting his defense. “Sophie wants to throw a party for my thirty-third birthday. That’s when I’m going to ask her. I need to have Echo Pines off my plate before then.”

That was only three weeks away. Aiden raised his head. He and King’s business prowess had removed them from their father’s influence professionally, making them successful in their own right. Maybe King and Sophie’s marriage would be a positive step toward the same in their personal lives, ending the Kingman legacy of broken promises and failed relationships.

Aiden stood. More important, King and Sophie deserved a shot at happiness and he’d do all he could to support them. “How soon do you want me to leave?”
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DELANIE WALKED THROUGH the glass door into the two-story loft that housed her company, Marquette Business Consulting. A light wind ruffled the hem of her long gray coat. Car exhaust from downtown Seattle’s early Saturday-morning traffic, which was only a little over five miles away, blew in the air. The scent of fresh bread from the corner bakery across the street wafted in with another strong breeze.

Going into the office on a weekend while everyone else was relaxing and enjoying the day sucked, but she needed to get caught up on paperwork and meet with a client. A cup of dark roast coffee and a fresh croissant from the bakery would lighten her mood. As she adjusted the strap of the caramel tote on her shoulder, the waistband of her emerald pantsuit pinched her waist. Maybe she’d just have the coffee. All of the food she’d consumed on the road during the past two weeks while visiting clients had taken its toll.

“Good morning, boss.” Edison, her twenty-two-year-old, fresh out of college assistant, saluted her from across the open floor plan, where he stood behind the black-and-gray granite counter in the stainless steel kitchen.

The top of his wavy ginger hair was in controlled-chaos mode, in contrast to the sides that were close cut. He strolled out of the kitchen carrying a logoed cardboard coffee cup. His brown ankle boots thumped on the wood floor. The dark pants and the untucked white shirt and black V-neck sweater combo he wore gave off the comfortable yet professional aesthetic she wanted to project in her office.

He scooped a stack of messages from a wood-topped metal desk near the wall and handed them to her along with the coffee. “Your original morning meeting with your clients from Oregon was canceled, but that worked out because someone else wants to see you. They’ll be here in about ten minutes, and I called about the TV again.” He glanced to the opposite side of the room to the wide-screen on top of a long dark cabinet.

Anyone sitting in the two plump beige chairs or on the couch with teal throw pillows in front of the TV would be treated to a white grainy screen.

“The cable guy should be here first thing Monday. Allegedly.” He plopped into the black padded chair behind his desk. “You’ll have to meet him. You gave me Monday off because I’m here today.”

Delanie lifted the cup and breathed in the steamy scent of fresh coffee. Processing all of what he’d said required caffeine. She took a sip, barely suppressing a moan of gratefulness. Black with two sugars—just the way she liked it.

A slight surge of energy boosted her mood and her focus. Yay on the canceled meeting. The couple that she had been planning to see that morning had just opened a bed-and-breakfast. They kept insisting their feral cat sanctuary would merge seamlessly with their family-friendly lodging business. Yeah—no. That was a lawsuit waiting to happen.

If only they were more business savvy like her other client in Vegas. Laid back and in their thirties, the husband-and-wife team ran an inn that was known for its fun beach-themed honeymoon getaway suites. Recently, they’d offered an add-on amenity called the Piña Colada Special that included umbrella-topped drinks for two served with a side of tropical-flavored condoms and piña-colada-flavored lube. It was an instant moneymaker.

Before Delanie had left after her own stay there, the wife had slipped condoms into her bag and encouraged her to find someone to enjoy them with. Unfortunately, making use of them would require time and a man; two things she didn’t have.

Delanie walked over to the wood staircase leading to her glass-walled office in the loft. “Why don’t we turn off the TV and put on some music?”

Edison grinned and held up his cell. “Already on it.”

Delanie hiked the stairs. Most likely that meant music from his girlfriend, Neva, and her band. A hip-hop beat, combined with rock and British soul, would perk her up as long as it wasn’t bone-jarring loud. “Think background music, Edison,” she called down. “We’re running a business here, not partying at the club.”

“Yep,” he murmured. “Definitely no confusion there.”

Delanie resisted a retort. Edison’s computer wizardry, organizational skills, and ability to keep things lively—plus his excellent coffee-making abilities—were a fair trade for his wry sense of humor. Too bad she couldn’t keep him forever. Even though he’d faithfully worked for her over the past year and a half, being her assistant was obviously just a pit stop for him on the way to something bigger.

She paused. “Who’s coming to see me?”

“Eve Marquette.”

Delanie faltered and the pointed toe of one of her high-heeled black pumps hit the edge of the step. She grasped the railing. Her former mother-in-law? They’d stopped speaking over a year ago.

What was so urgent that Eve would stop by on a weekend? “Did she say why she wanted to talk to me?”

“No.” Unaware of her growing anxiety, Edison kept swiping his finger over his cell screen, searching for more music.

Delanie resisted yelling at him. He didn’t know anything about the rift between her and Eve, since she kept her personal life on lockdown and out of the office.
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