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Praise for TWINKLE OF DOUBT


“Twinkle of Doubt is an insightful exploration of self-worth and the silent, internal wars we wage against doubt. A strong supporting cast that embodies the idea of 'chosen family’ with authenticity and heart, along with a romance that feels lived-in, real, and deeply resonant, leaves you wanting for nothing. I enjoyed reading this book so much and highly recommend it to all romance fans out there.”


—Readers’ Favorite, 5-star review


“Tess Lee’s mantra is to transform the darkness into light, but we all have doubts that hold us hostage. I love these characters. Twinkle of Doubt is a captivating read. I highly recommend this novel for pleasure or in your book club.”


—Jessica Smartt Gullion, author of October Birds


“Twinkle of Doubt is a testament to the humanity in our lives—the joys of love, friendship, and laughter, as well as the challenges of trauma and life-changing events. It held my heart. You, too, will cherish this novel for all that it holds, for all that it teaches and inspires. The must-read book of the year. Highly recommended.”


—Jessie Voigts, Ph.D., founder of Wandering Educators


“Tess and Jack show us how love of self is what we need to heal and find our strength. Once again, we find Tess struggling with dark shadows until the light of love shines through. Love is like stardust that scatters light into our dark places, illuminating a better path. I cannot wait for the next Celestial Bodies Romance.”


—Sandra L. Faulkner, author of Poetic Inquiry: Craft, Method and Practice


“Leavy demonstrates how the residue of the past can reappear—and sometimes even haunt—present relationships and future ambitions. A vibrant portrayal of insecurity, pain, self-disclosure, healing, and hope; a timely tale of relational time.”


—Tony E. Adams, author of Narrating the Closet


“We could all learn a lot about compassion from Tess Lee. Twinkle of Doubt is not just a page-turning sequel for those desperately hoping to spend more time with Tess and her loved ones; it is also a stunning example of love, compassion, empathy, and meaningful relationships that will make you cry and laugh out loud while reminding you about the importance of those you hold dear.”


—J. E. Sumerau, author of Transmission


“Sometimes, enormous threats from the outside wind up feeling small in comparison to what we have already faced within ourselves. With Twinkle of Doubt, Leavy consistently illustrates this essential truth of trauma recovery while delivering laughs and zingers aplenty. In a world where wit is often an underappreciated weapon, this tightly crafted sequel to Shooting Stars Above sparkles brightly and pierces straight to the heart.”


—Alexandra “Xan” Nowakowski, coauthor of Other People’s Oysters


“Tess and Jack explore their greatest hopes and deepest dreads, struggling to be defined by their gifts and not their wounds. A fast-moving love story that will have you turning pages until you’ve read the whole book in one sitting. A must-read.”


—Eve Spangler, Associate Professor of Sociology, Boston College


“Patricia Leavy’s romantic psychological thriller, Twinkle of Doubt, peels back the layers of scars caused by childhood trauma and gives readers a twinkle of hope that one can overcome the worst of the worst. As a clinician, it is difficult to explain the pain that trauma deposits on a soul, and the residue of that pain that lingers many years later. This healing story has made an indelible mark on my soul.”


—Renita M. Davis, LICSW, PIP, Creatrix, Illuminated Expressions, LLC


Praise for SHOOTING STARS ABOVE


✶ Featured on People “10 Romance Books to Read After Great Big Beautiful Life by Emily Henry.”


“Patricia Leavy crafts a riveting narrative that shows the healing power of love and how it helps wounded souls become whole once again.”


—Readers’ Favorite, 5-star review


“For readers seeking a story that restores faith in humanity and shines a light on the beauty of connection, this novel is a must-read.”


—Literary Titan


“. . . there is an alluring hopefulness to the work . . . Beyond the romantic themes, the narrative does manage to tackle several other difficult issues with grace, ranging from grief and self-doubt to self-love and second chances.”


—Kirkus Reviews


“The strongest book I’ve ever read . . . It gave me hope and made me remember why all kinds of love are worth fighting for.”


—The Book Revue, 5-star review


Praise for CINEMATIC DESTINIES


“Leavy’s prose is fluid, warm, and often poetic, capturing both the beauty of everyday moments and the emotional complexity of her characters’ inner lives . . . A gentle, heartfelt story of the messy beauty of becoming.”


—Kirkus Reviews


“Cinematic Destinies is a stunning and poignant celebration of romance, the magic of movies, and life itself. The exotic Icelandic film set, well-drawn characters, and smart writing make this book impossible to put down. Leavy is a gifted writer who weaves beauty and hopefulness into each of her tales. This is a gorgeous novel.”


—Laurel Richardson, author of Lone Twin


Praise for AFTER THE RED CARPET


“A fun read from start to finish . . . a welcome and unreservedly recommended addition to the personal reading lists of dedicated romance fans.”


—Midwest Book Review


“After the Red Carpet is a modern masterpiece and a perfect romance narrative from the more literary side of the book world.”


—Readers’ Favorite, 5-star review


Praise for THE LOCATION SHOOT


“Each character is more charming than the next . . . the intellectual discussions throughout the book prove fresh and engaging and will keep the pages turning. A quick-witted depiction of moviemaking best suited for contemplative romantics.”


—Kirkus Reviews


“Patricia Leavy’s The Location Shoot is hard to put down . . . Leavy is a master storyteller, skillfully weaving together a narrative that keeps us engaged from start to finish . . . Ultimately, it’s a must-read for anyone looking for a thought-provoking and entertaining exploration of love, relationships, and self-discovery. Highly recommended!”


—Readers’ Favorite, 5-star review


Praise for HOLLYLAND


“This quick read will leave readers satisfied with the happy ending. The main characters will make readers believe in love. Fans of Colleen Hoover and Tessa Bailey will enjoy Hollyland.”


—Booklist


“Written with the kind of eloquence associated with award winning literary fiction . . . An impressively poignant, laudably original, and thoroughly entertaining novel that moves fluidly between romance, humor, suspense, and joy, Hollyland is one of those stories that will linger in the mind and memory long after the book itself has been finished and set back upon the shelf . . . highly recommended.”


—Midwest Book Review
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“Thank you, I’ve got it from here,” Jack said to the driver, taking the luggage and seeing him out. He turned to Tess. “Welcome home, Mrs. Miller.”


She smiled, removed the lei from around her neck, and placed it on the counter.


“You looked so beautiful running around in the sun. I’m going to miss the leis and the flowers in your hair,” Jack said.


“Me too. That was the most incredible vacation I’ve ever had. Pure paradise. Thank you for making it so special,” she replied.


“I still can’t believe we never took a honeymoon. What were we thinking? I’m glad we could make up for it for our second anniversary.”


“Maui is so beautiful. That house was magical. If we were there right now, we’d probably be relaxing on our private beach or splashing around in the ocean,” she said.


“Or making love on the beach. Or on a chaise lounge. Or in the pool. Or in the outdoor shower. Or in every room of the house,” Jack said, slipping his hands around her waist. “The way you smelled, the salt water, the coconut oil, the flowers—I’ll never forget it. And the taste of pineapple dripping from your lips . . .” He leaned in and kissed her.


“I never thought it was possible to make love so many times in a day. Somehow, even after two years, you still make each time feel like the first,” Tess said.


“That’s because I fall in love with you all over again every day, every time I look into your big brown eyes. I really do.”


She blushed.


“I still can’t believe the staff caught us by the pool,” Jack said, laughing.


Tess giggled. “Well, it was very chivalrous of you to try to cover me up with that towel.”


“We should have stayed longer. Ten days wasn’t enough. Getting a break from work only highlighted how stressful it is to think about terrorism day in and day out. After years of seeing the worst in humanity, I started to forget that some people live differently.”


“I know. You needed a Technicolor break; you’ve been on the dark side for too long. But I thought it would be nice to spend our actual anniversary in our own home, the same place we got married. Plus, I didn’t think you should use up all your vacation time,” she said.


“Baby, I’d quit my job and move to Maui if you wanted. I’m serious. We could buy that house.”


“You’d miss your work.”


He shrugged. “I’d get over it.”


“And our friends,” she said.


“They’d visit.”


Tess looked down. “I don’t think I could survive without Omar. It’s been him and me since our first day of college.”


He put his hand on her face, she looked into his sea-blue eyes, and he pulled her close in a comforting embrace. “I know what his friendship means to you. I’m just saying that you can write from anywhere, so if you ever decide that you want to pack up and be a beach bum with me, I’d be all in. And I’m pretty sure that Omar and Clay would make good use of the guesthouse.”


“Maybe if you let me drive the motorcycle or pilot the helicopter next time, I’ll consider it,” she said.


He laughed. “The idea is to live. I think you need a few lessons first, sweetheart. Plus, I loved feeling your arms wrapped around me when we took those sharp bends around the cliffs.”


“That was so much fun. I’d never been on a Harley before. You made me feel safe and so free.”


“That’s exactly how I want you to feel, always, just like I promised you on the day we got married, standing right over there.”


“Jack, I love you so much. Happy anniversary.”


“I love you with my whole heart, forever. Happy anniversary, sweetheart. Let’s go to bed. I’m not done with you yet.”





When Jack’s alarm rang the next morning, he tried to sneak out of bed quietly.


“Hey you, get back here,” Tess said.


“Go back to sleep,” he whispered.


“I can’t,” she said, sitting up and stretching her arms. “Omar’s coming over for breakfast. We have a lot to catch up on.”


“I’m still shocked that you didn’t bring your phone to Hawaii. I didn’t think you could go that long without texting him.”


“He understood. I didn’t want anything to interrupt our romantic getaway. Besides, he knew how to get a hold of us if there was an emergency.”


“I’m going to hop in the shower,” Jack said. “I can only imagine what’s waiting for me at the office.”


“Okay, baby. I’ll make coffee.”


“Thank you,” he said, leaning down for a quick smooch.


Half an hour later, Tess handed Jack a tumbler of coffee. “Have a great day, baby.”


“You know I always miss you when we’re not together, but it’ll be even worse than usual today,” he said.


She smiled. “For me too.”


“Tell Omar I said hello,” he told her on his way out the door.





“Aloha, Butterfly,” Omar said, placing a bag and a manila folder on the counter before squeezing her tightly.


“Oh, I missed you and your gorgeous English accent so much,” Tess replied.


“I brought bagels. I’m hoping you’re so blissed out from your tropical sex romp that you’re willing to eat a few empty carbs. There’s a fruit salad too, in case I overshot.”


She giggled. “I’ve been really good about my eating, actually. You’d be proud of me. I can’t remember the last time I counted my food or purposely skipped a meal. I just feel so content in my own skin now, because of Jack. I don’t need to do that anymore, at least not all the time.”


Omar smiled. “I’m so happy you’re embracing the love you deserve.”


“I’m trying,” she said, squeezing his hand.


“Okay, so carbs it is. I also brought along a few work things, if you’re in the mood. I’ve been running your publishing empire flawlessly as usual, but I do need to check in with you on a few matters. Come on. You pour the coffee, I’ll fix the bagels, and then I want to hear everything. Well, maybe not everything. I do need to be able to look Jack in the eye again.”


Soon, they plopped onto the couch and began gabbing. Tess ate half a bagel and gushed about her trip. “The house was marvelous, all one floor, with walls of windows overlooking the ocean. It was remote, up on a cliff. There was a pool and Jacuzzi, a cliffside dining table under a canopy where the staff served our meals, and a heavenly private beach.”


“Sounds perfect,” Omar said. “Next time, bring me.”


“Well, there was a fully equipped guesthouse.”


“Now we’re talking,” he said.


“We went up in a helicopter, and the view took my breath away. The island is gorgeous, all the bright colors: blues, greens, pinks, and purples. You should have seen Jack piloting. He was in his element; it was super sexy.”


“I know how you love a man working a big machine,” he said with a laugh.


“You’re terrible,” she replied, playfully hitting his chest. “Jack rented a Harley, too, and drove us all around the island.”


“You’ve always been a bit of a daredevil, my little fearless one, but never thought I’d see the day you rode on a motorcycle. Bloody hell, Butterfly, please tell me you wore a helmet.”


“Yes, Jack made me. It was exhilarating. It pushes all the thoughts and worries out of your mind, and you just feel the air, boundless amounts of air.”


Omar smiled.


“The best part was being alone together. Every afternoon, Jack would lie down on a chaise lounge by the pool or on the beach, and I’d sit between his legs and lean back against his chest. He’d wrap his arms around me and we’d watch the ocean for hours, waiting for the sky to turn shades of pink and coral. It was the most serene feeling, just being together, in silence, and feeling that close. I didn’t know it could ever be like that between two people, and that’s how I always feel with him, like we understand each other entirely.”


“I honestly can’t believe you came back. It sounds like nirvana; you should’ve stayed,” Omar said.


“Actually, Jack wants to quit his job so we could go live there.”


“Jack’s a smart man.”


Tess raised her eyebrows in disbelief.


“Well, Butterfly, why the hell not? You’re barely forty years old and you have over half a billion dollars, not to mention a private jet you barely use anymore. You have the means and ability to live any life you choose. You can write from anywhere.”


“But Jack’s job is here in DC,” she said.


“Jack’s been serving his country since he was eighteen years old. That’s over twenty-five years. He’s served with dedication and honor. He can retire young and enjoy himself. If he wants to work, I’m sure there’s a wealth of consulting or specialty work he could do with his experience. Perhaps he could do volunteer work.”


“Our friends are here. You’re here,” she said.


“Butterfly, if you buy an estate in Hawaii, I promise to wear out my welcome in your guest quarters. We’ve lived in separate cities before, and we always spent more time together than apart. Besides, you don’t have to do it full-time. You could buy something there and keep this place for vacations or split your time between the two. You still have the house in Los Angeles in between. Why not get some use out of it? Hell, you could buy homes anywhere you choose. I know you’d love to have an apartment in New York or Tokyo. There’s no need to be stuck here all the time. Jack hardly needs to keep doing the daily grind, nor do you. Why not live exactly the life you want? You both deserve to just be happy together. Most people only dream of that kind of freedom. You have the ability to turn your dream into reality. What’s stopping you?”


She looked down.


“Let’s do a little exercise. Without censoring yourself, tell me the things about your life, personal and professional, past and present, that you love.”


“Spending time with Jack, with you, and with our friends. Writing, of course. I even liked the book tours, if only they had been shorter and more manageable. I liked traveling to different countries, although I’ve done enough of that for several lifetimes, so I’m not desperate for it. But all the rest of it—the media and road dog life with events nearly every day—it was exhausting and became too much. You know that. The privacy I have now, I would never want to give up again. A quieter life suits me. Fame never has.”


“Butterfly, you could have a life entirely structured around everything you just said. You and Jack can live anywhere, spend all your time together. You could travel where and when you like. Your friends aren’t going anywhere, and you know you can’t get rid of me. Why not go for it? It sounds like Jack is keen on it.”


“It’s just . . . well, it’s just . . .”


Omar took her hand. “I know what you’re really scared of way down deep, but you needn’t be. Jack loves you as much as any man has ever loved anyone. He’s not going anywhere. I remember his wedding vows, the commitment he made, and Butterfly, he meant every word.”


She smiled, her eyes watery.


“Just promise me you’ll think about it. You and Jack can have every happiness, any way you both choose. You deserve that. And you can still write your stunningly inspirational novels and do book events wherever and whenever you like. Jack would always be free to travel with you. Hell, he can be your personal security. Few authors have a former federal agent as their bodyguard. It would be very cool. Besides, it would help me sleep at night to know he’s there.”


She nodded faintly. “Enough about me. How have you been? What have I missed?”


Omar’s expression turned sour.


“Oh no. I recognize that look. What’s wrong?” she asked, rubbing his hand.


“Things aren’t exactly fabulous with Clay right now.”


“What’s going on?”


“I met him for lunch at the hospital last week and noticed something between him and some guy he works with. I can’t explain it, but there was something going on.”


“Did you ask him about it?”


“Not right away. I let it fester for a few days until I thought I was going to implode, so then naturally I confronted him in the worst possible way.”


“Good job,” she joked.


“I know,” he said.


“And? What did he say?”


“He said the man had come on to him, but that he turned him down flat. He assured me there’s nothing to worry about, nor would there ever be.”


“Then why don’t you look relieved?”


“Well, he hadn’t told me about it. He kept it to himself.”


“Maybe he didn’t want to upset you over nothing.”


“That’s exactly what he said.”


“Don’t you believe him?” Tess asked.


“I want to believe him, and I mostly do. Clay is honest and I trust him. It’s just that there’s this small kernel of doubt, and when doubt creeps in, it takes up residence like a squatter. You want it out of your mind, but you don’t know how to evict it.”


“I understand,” she said, leaning over and hugging him.


“I know you do,” he whispered.


Tess sat back. “I would believe him, though. You two are perfect together,” she said. “You’ve built something solid, and Clay would never jeopardize that. Talk to him about it. Talk to him until you’re sure.”


“You and Jack have only been together for two years, but you both waited so long for love that I think you just knew what to do with it when it came. Clay and I have been together a lot longer. Sometimes I worry that people stop seeing each other over time; you each become like the wallpaper or a piece of furniture. What if he doesn’t see me anymore? That might make something new look quite appealing.”


“That’s just your doubt speaking. Clay does see you. He doesn’t want anyone else. But maybe you need to work on things a bit and not take him for granted. I’m sure every couple goes through this. You both have a million things on your plate, but you have to make sure you can see the trees in the forest. Give more attention to the one thing that matters most; give him your undivided, full attention for a while and see if things improve. That’s the decision Jack and I made when we got married. That’s what we knew to do with our love: prioritize it. We live that choice every day, and I’m so grateful we do.”


“Thank you. You two make it look effortless, but I know it probably isn’t. I know nothing grows unless you tend to it.”


“Water your garden and it will blossom,” she said.


Omar nodded. “I don’t care if you tell Jack, but please don’t tell anyone else. I don’t want people to act strangely around us.”


“Of course.”


“I could use more fuel. Let’s refill our coffee mugs and then go through this,” Omar suggested, lifting the manila folder. “It’s just a few licensing and foreign translation contracts that require your review and signature.”


Tess grabbed the mugs and stood up. “That was another wonderful thing about Maui—I didn’t have to be Tess Lee. No one wanted anything from me, and I could just breathe the briny sea air. Even the house staff called me Mrs. Miller. It was bliss. I felt totally like myself.”


“Butterfly, you can have that any time you want it. Remember, you and Jack don’t owe anyone a thing.”


She smiled.


“He loves you, Tess. He’s completely and madly in love with you, and he always will be. There’s nothing to fear.”


“I’ll get us that refill, and then you can drag me back into the world of Tess Lee.”
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That Friday night, Tess, Omar, and Clay scored their usual table at Shelby’s Bar. Soon, Bobby joined them without Gina, who wasn’t feeling well and stayed home. They were all talking and laughing when Jack and Joe arrived.


“Sorry we’re late,” Jack said, sliding into the booth next to Tess.


“Well, give me a kiss and I’ll forgive you,” she said.


He smiled and kissed her. “I actually brought something better.”


“Baby, there is nothing better.”


Joe threw his arm up and signaled for the waitress to bring a couple bottles of beer.


“How would you like to go to a black-tie gala and dance the night away with me two weeks from tomorrow?” Jack asked.


She furrowed her brow. “What are you talking about?”


“The president is hosting a ball to celebrate international peace and the arts. From what I hear, the guest list will mostly include ambassadors and ministers of art and culture from around the world. A couple of people from each agency were invited.”


“Somehow, Jack and I were the two from the Bureau that snagged golden tickets,” Joe said, taking a swig of beer.


“It’s no accident. Apparently, you’re her favorite author. Did you know that?” Jack said.


“I’ve heard that before,” Tess replied.


Omar started laughing.


“What?” Jack asked.


“Butterfly, are you going to tell him, or should I?”


“Oh, hush,” Tess said, picking up a pretzel and flinging it at him.


“Tess was invited to the event weeks ago. She declined. Apparently, she didn’t mention it to you,” Omar said.


Tess picked up another pretzel and chucked it at him.


Omar dodged it and continued, “I’m actually going to this thing myself, if you can believe it. Abdul and Layla are flying in from Dubai. Since my NIH grant ended, when I’m not helping Tess dominate the world of publishing, I’ve been assisting Abdul with a series of international arts events he’s planning. Clay can’t get his shift covered that night, so I begged Tess to come and keep me company, but it turned out she’d received an invitation for the two of you that she had ignored. I never thought she’d pass up a chance to see Abdul.”


“If you’d let me get a word in, you’d know I’m not. I was going to invite Abdul and Layla over for dinner,” she said.


“Wouldn’t it just be easier to go to the big fancy dinner that you’re all invited to?” Omar asked, crinkling his nose and tossing a pretzel at her.


“Sweetheart, we don’t have to go,” Jack said. “But I know how much you love the arts and there’s going to be an orchestra. Plus, I thought it would give me a chance to spin you around a dance floor that’s a bit nicer than this.”


“With the beer stains and ubiquitous sticky spots, what could be more charming than this place?” Tess said.


Bobby laughed.


“Why don’t you want to go?” Jack asked.


“I do want to. I didn’t want to go as Tess Lee, but I’ll happily go as Tess Miller. Count me in. I’ll be your plus-one. I can only imagine how sexy you’ll look in a tux.” She turned to Omar. “Work your magic and try to get us seated together, pretty please.”


“Only if you promise to behave. No sitting on the floor in front of the president,” Omar chastised with a chuckle.


She flung another pretzel at him, but he ducked and it bounced off Clay’s head.


“Ooh, sorry, Clay,” Tess said, scrunching her face.


“Quite all right, but now you have to tell us what he’s talking about.”


Tess shook her head.


“Actually, it’s one of my favorite memories of you, Butterfly,” Omar said. “I just like to tease you.”


She shot him the side-eye.


“This must be good. Tell us,” Bobby said.


“It’s actually a very sweet story,” Omar began. “It was about eight years ago. Tess was invited to a gala in London to raise money for children’s art programs. Your typical, not-so-typical star-studded event, swarming with royalty. She dragged me along.”


“Uh, you begged me to take you. Clay, don’t be offended, it was before he met you, but there was some duke or prince or something that he was dying to meet. He practiced his curtsy for weeks,” she said, erupting into laughter.


“It was a bow and I’ll get you for that, Butterfly,” Omar said, tossing a pretzel at her.


Everyone laughed.


“Mockery is a two-person sport,” she quipped.


“Anyway, Tess wore the most spectacular gown. It had a big hoop skirt, very Cinderella, and her hair was styled in long spiral curls with little rhinestones sprinkled in. We were chatting with a potpourri of royalty when a little girl who was there with the charity came over. She tugged on Tess’s arm and said, ‘You look like a fairy princess.’ So of course, Tess knelt and says, ‘So do you, my dear. Can I tell you a secret?’ With wide eyes, the little girl nodded. Tess said, ‘I have some fairy dust. Would you like to see it?’ Naturally, the girl said yes. Tess took her hands and they sat on the floor together, right in the middle of this gala. She opened her purse and pulled out a small tube of gold glitter. She sprinkled some into her hands and blew it in the air. You should have seen this little girl; she couldn’t stop grinning. Tess sprinkled some glitter into the girl’s hand and blew on it. It wasn’t long before they both had glitter in their hair, on their faces. They sat there doing that over and over again, as if they were in their own private snow globe. Honestly, it was one of the sweetest things I’ve ever seen.”


Tess blushed. Jack leaned over and pecked her on the cheek.


“What did the people around you do?” Joe asked.


“Well, they sure as hell weren’t going to get on the floor with her. Everyone was so formal at this thing; I think they were stunned. But it was so precious, and it’s Tess Lee after all, so they didn’t quite know what to do. Eventually, Tess stood up and carried on with the conversation as if nothing had happened.” Omar turned to Tess. “That really is one of my favorite memories of you, Butterfly.”


She smiled.


“And they couldn’t have been too affronted, because one of those royals fell madly in love with her that night. He pursued her relentlessly.”


“You never told me that,” Jack said.


“There’s nothing to tell. I turned him down.”


“Yeah, and he couldn’t quite believe it. No one turns down royalty,” Omar said.


“Trust me, it can be done. I can’t imagine spending even a moment with a man who won’t sit on the floor in the middle of a gala to make a child smile. Besides, he didn’t fall in love with me, he was only mildly charmed for a fleeting moment.”


“Uh, he was absolutely in love with you,” Omar countered. He turned his attention to Jack. “Well, you heard it from her lips. Be warned, Jack. For all we know, she’ll lie on the floor in front of the president and make snow angels.”


“Ooh, that’s not a bad idea,” Tess jested.


“That’s fine with me. I’d happily join her,” Jack said. “I’ll be the luckiest man there with her on my arm.”


She leaned over and kissed him softly.


“Well, that’s enough of story time. I want to dance. Clay, are you ready for a whirl?” Tess asked.


“Definitely,” he replied.


Tess and Clay excused themselves to the dance floor. Jack looked over at Omar. “Why did Tess turn down the invitation?”


“She’ll know just about everyone there from the fifteen years she spent relentlessly traveling the world. She’s very influential and beloved in the world of the arts, not to mention that she’ll probably have the highest net worth of anyone in that room many times over, which never fails to draw attention. She wields a certain kind of power you haven’t really seen yet. She’s this petite, angelic thing, but she is truly powerful. People are drawn to her. Plus, she’s bloody gorgeous and has that Tess factor. I don’t have to tell you. People love her, and somehow that doesn’t sit well with her.”


“Yeah.”


“You’ve seen her do a couple of book signings, but this is a whole different level. She had decided to leave that world before you two met, and then after you married, I think she felt there was no place for it in her life anymore. I’m not sure, really, but she’s different since she met you. The people at these things always want something from her, and she can’t help herself but to oblige them. It’s never just a carefree night of dancing. Despite what she says, you know she can’t really go simply as your wife. When she’s in that type of setting, she’s Tess Lee, whether she likes it or not.”


Jack nodded. “I know. I love her as she is; she’s the only one who has a problem with it.”


“Being there with you may make it feel different for her. Maybe she can finally enjoy one of these soirees. Although I should warn you, many of her past admirers will be there. I hope that won’t bother you.”
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