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            Chapter 1

          

          BODHI

        

      

    

    
      The hoppy brew slid down my tongue, and I swallowed, doing my best to hide in the shadows. It was where I needed to be, because if I stepped foot into that light once again, I’d catch the attention of others. I was done doing that. I didn’t need the light of whatever harpy needed to stare at me.

      I liked my brother’s brewery. Hell, it was one of my favorite places to be. It was slightly out of the way, though sometimes a little too people-y for me. I much preferred my cabin in the woods. It took a four-wheel-drive truck to traverse the mountain roads, so I rarely had to deal with strangers. But the brewery wasn’t that bad. After all, they needed to be near some form of civilization to actually get customers in for events like this.

      Callum made damn fine beer, and with the way that he was practically beaming over at Felicity, he looked like a completely different man.

      I ran a hand over my chest and took another sip of my beer. I knew that look. I knew it happened when you found that one person who was everything for you, and you knew that no matter what occurred or came at you, you would weather through it because you would have each other. And you’d face the future, waiting for whatever happened next.

      But what happened when that person wasn’t there anymore? What happened when the weathering took its toll and brought them along with it?

      I downed the rest of the beer, put the bottle on one of the side tables, and reached for another one. I could have two, along with some water, and be fine to drive. But I wasn’t sure I could handle this many people for long.

      It might have been an event to celebrate Felicity and Callum making a go of it and finally being healthy after all the shit that had come at them recently, and while I knew nearly every single person in this building, it was still too much.

      And how much of a wimp and a dick did that make me?

      Disgusted with myself, I popped the top on the other beer bottle and took a big gulp.

      I was a pussy, and everyone knew it.

      Although what was that saying? Why was weakness considered being a pussy? Because a pussy could take a pounding, and a dick was way too sensitive.

      My lips twitched at the memory of the first time I had heard those words. The way she had practically growled them at me, leaving both of us in tears, laughing far too hard.

      It bothered me that I couldn’t get her off my mind. And it bothered me that she wasn’t constantly there. But sometimes I had to close my eyes and drift off, letting those memories come back so I could still see her face. Still see their faces. Smiling up at me. Even when Callum had said it was just gas.

      I knew when my kids smiled at me. A dad always knew.

      I took another swig, wishing it were something a little harder. Why couldn’t Callum distill something other than just beer? Then again, I’d probably end up like the old man, pickled and bitter and the murderer everybody thought I was.

      I cursed under my breath, set the bottle down, and reached for my water. If I were going to go down that path, I needed more water. No good could come from the M-word.

      Callum and Felicity laughed behind the bar, pulling drafts for family members as they milled about, and more town folk drifted along, some of them still judging. After all, the age gap between the two wasn’t that small. In fact, the significance of it might’ve made other people raise their brows as much as they were. But our family was no stranger to being the talk of the town or doing some shit that made people sneer.

      My sister Briar was getting married after she had gotten pregnant. Well, that had just been the tip of the iceberg. My own twin died in a fiery crash, and some still mumbled under their breath that it could have been drugs.

      Stupid fucking people. Malcolm hadn’t died of drugs, at least not on his end.

      I rubbed my hand over my beard, wondering what I looked like underneath. After all, that’s what Malcolm would look like. He always liked to be clean-shaven. And perhaps I’d been somewhat the same. She’d liked me with a beard and without.

      But she was gone. And I was too tired to care about anyone else. I’d be the selfish asshole that people thought I was.

      I ran my hand over my nose ring, twisting the hoop slightly. I always did that when I needed to get out of a certain situation, and needed space. Teagan usually called me on it, but she was too busy laughing at something Finnian and Sterling were saying. Each of the twins had one of Finnian’s girls on their hips, bouncing them around and making the girls giggle.

      It was like a cut straight to the heart. Bile coated my tongue.

      I loved my nieces. All three of them. And when the rest of my siblings began to have kids, I would love them too.

      But seeing them hurt.

      Because my kids were supposed to be here. My kids were supposed to be alive. And laughing and joking and giggling. My eldest was supposed to be the oldest cousin. Watching over Briar and Finnian’s kids. And the baby wouldn’t be a baby anymore.

      I blinked away tears, pissed off that I had let my mind go down that path. I needed to wall it up. To force myself to just breathe, because if I didn’t, I would hurt those kids.

      And I refused to do that.

      “Wait. I know you.” A stranger blinked at me, her bright red hair flowing around her face as she leaned into one of the townspeople that I couldn’t name.

      “Hmm?” I said, not bothering to do anything.

      “Wait, you’re not him. Because he’s dead, right? That drummer of that one band. But no, I know you.” She snapped her fingers. “Oh, you’re that guy. Who they thought killed his wife and kids? But they ended up being wrong. Right?”

      The room went silent as the drunk girl teetered on her heels.

      “Sorry, man,” the nameless townsperson muttered, and I set my water down as ice shivered down my spine. It was better than the flames that had once licked there. The scars on my body twitched, a stamped memory of my failures.

      “What the fuck, man?” Sterling whispered as he tugged the guy away, hopefully taking the girl with them.

      And now here I was, the center of fucking attention, and all I wanted to do was get out of here. Why did people have to fucking be here?

      “Bodhi,” Teagan said as she came forward, hand outstretched.

      I shook my head, drained my water, and turned on my heels. I knew where the back exit was. Hell, I always knew where the exits were.

      I didn’t need their pitying stares or their judgments. Because nearly every fucking person in that room who was not related to me by blood or by heart had believed. They called me a murderer. They called me by my father’s name.

      And they hadn’t even for a second thought that maybe somebody else had done it.

      I bumped into a hard wall of muscle as I turned the corner and looked into Thatcher’s eyes. We were the same height, same build, and while Thatcher had a few scars, mine covered most of what was unseen beneath my clothes.

      “Bodhi, let me walk you to your truck.”

      I shook my head. “I’m fine. I only had one beer and a couple of sips of another. I did my peopling.” I paused, a sourness filling my mouth. “Just let the others know I’m fine. Okay?”

      “I’m not going to lie to them.”

      “Then tell them I’m shitty. I don’t care. Your kids are in there. I know your parents brought them, so go hang out with them. You don’t have enough time with your kids, Thatcher.”

      My friend winced but gave me a tight nod. After all, we used to be closer. Until he hadn’t been fast enough to save my family. Just like I hadn’t been.

      Footsteps sounded behind me, and I knew exactly who they belonged to.

      “Bodhi, son.”

      I just shook my head and stomped my way out the back exit.

      Mr. Carter, Felicity’s dad and the former fire captain, gave an audible sigh as Thatcher, the current fire captain, called after me.

      But I ignored them, jumped into my truck, and headed up the mountain road where I’d find my solace.

      The home I’d raised my babies in, that I’d made love to my wife in, no longer stood, but on another lot over, I’d built another cabin for myself. It wasn’t large, but there was a place to sleep and a place to eat. And the barn in the back was immense enough that I could do all of my work and store it. I had bought enough acreage, people wouldn’t bother me. I could keep my bees and just breathe the mountain air without having to deal with people. There were a couple of other small cabins on the property, ones that I didn’t use. But I guess if I ever felt like having company, they could stay there. My lips twitched. That wouldn’t be happening.

      I rolled down the windows and let the mountain air fill the truck cabin.

      It was summer now, with the heat of a Colorado sunny day doing its thing. Though when we were this far up in the mountains, summer wasn’t exactly the same as it was down in the Mile High City.

      But my bees were happy, even though keeping bees at this altitude was a technique all on its own, but I was learning.

      And it was something I could do without dealing with people. It was really the best of all worlds.

      I pulled into my driveway and frowned as I spotted a light off in the distance.

      “What the fuck?” I mumbled under my breath.

      There was a light on in the closest cabin to my place. Who the hell was squatting on my property?

      I growled, jumped out of my truck, and went into my barn. I had a gun, but I wasn’t going to use it. Instead, I pulled out my axe and figured I’d scare the teenager or whoever was using my cabin as a place to hook up. That had to be it. After all, the person who used to try to squat on my property was dead. And I didn’t even miss the old man.

      Hands fisted, I stomped my way toward the cabin. Without another word, I banged on the door, growling, “Whoever the fuck you are, get off my property.”

      No answer. I banged again and reached for the door handle. Unlocked. What a fucking idiot.

      I slammed open the door, axe in hand, and blinked as the woman in front of me screamed bloody murder. She held up a bat, eyes wide, and when she finally quit screaming, she bared her teeth.

      “A fucking axe murderer? Could you be any more cliché in the mountains?”

      “Kiera?” I asked, aghast.

      The light from the fire she had set, even in the summer heat, not only filled the room but glinted off her septum ring and her brow ring. She was covered in tattoos, from what skin she showed, and her eyes were swollen. So damn swollen, that I was afraid she’d not only been crying, but someone had hit her.

      “What the hell are you doing here, Kiera?”

      “So glad that you remembered my name.” She dropped the bat, her chest heaving. “If you could maybe let go of the axe, that would be wonderful. Because you’re starting to scare me.”

      I looked at the axe in my hand and let it fall to my side, careful of the blade. “You didn’t answer my question. What the hell are you doing here?”

      “Teagan said I could stay. I just need a moment. Can you let me stay?” she asked, her eyes filling with tears.

      I didn’t know Kiera well, but I’d never seen her cry. Not once.

      And I had no idea why a world-famous, Grammy Award-winning artist and drummer in one of the biggest rock bands in the world would be hiding in my cabin.

      Yet all I could think, even with the fear on her face, was that she had taken my dead twin’s place in the band.

      And if my brother were alive, she wouldn’t be here.

      And I had no idea what the fuck I was supposed to do with that.

      “Bodhi? Can I stay?”

      And with no other good answer to that, I shook my head and sighed.

      “Fine. But you want to tell me why you have that bruise?” I asked, my voice cutting.

      And that’s when Kiera West, the one woman who made my dick twitch after all these years, burst into tears.

      What a great way to end this day from hell.
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          KIERA

        

      

    

    
      I should have known this would be too good to be true. Of course, the moment that I had tried to feel safe, and even pretend that word meant anything, it would be thrown back into my face.

      It wasn’t Teagan’s fault. I knew that. It was my own for trusting the idea that I could have time to breathe.

      “Fine. But you want to tell me why you have that bruise?”

      I swallowed hard and nearly pulled my gaze away from him, but couldn’t.

      “Kiera.”

      It was odd to hear my name on Bodhi’s lips. I wasn’t even sure Bodhi had said my name ever before this. No, that was wrong. He had. When he had been growly at me. Angry for some reason that I could never fathom. Bodhi Ashford did not like me. I was used to people not liking me. Yet for some reason, the idea that he didn’t hurt something deep within me that I’d rather not think about. I barely resisted the urge to touch the bruising on my jaw and the ones that slid down my back and spine. No, I couldn’t think at this moment. Not when everything hurt.

      People didn’t like me. I was too brash, too loud. I played drums when I should have been quiet. I was covered in tattoos, colored hair, and piercings. I had a piercing that one of my exes had blasted to the tabloids, and that had caused thousands of people to learn what a triangle piercing was. I loved women and men and tried to live life to the fullest. I wore sundresses and leather and tried to be my own contradiction just because I could.

      I was used to people hating me.

      My parents had.

      My sister did.

      Only I didn’t know why Bodhi did. Or why we tended to rub each other the wrong way. Yet, with the way that he was looking at me right now, I wasn’t sure where that hate was directed.

      “I’ll just gather up my things and leave.” My voice sounded hollow to my own ears, and I wanted to take the words back. I needed to smile, to laugh it off, and to walk away. It would be better for everybody if I just walked away. I’d sounded so sure of myself only moments ago, but I’d used all of my remaining energy just to hold the bat up in the first place. In the face of this particular Ashford, I couldn’t hold my bravado any longer.

      Bodhi took a step farther into the cabin, and I flinched. He froze, his gaze narrowing as he studied the bruise. I knew he was probably taking in every other mark that he could see on my body. I’d worn a large hoodie but still had shorts on. Meaning he could see the handprints that had been left on me. The handprints I’d wanted to forget. But it was summer, and though I had a fire going because I had wanted the heat, I was still hot.

      I should have just stayed away. Found a place to stay and hide that had nothing to do with people that I cared about.

      “You’re not leaving.”

      My spine stiffened even further, and I swallowed hard. This man loomed. I wasn’t sure he was aware he did so, but everything about him spoke of presence. I wasn’t sure I’d be able to find my normal here. Or maybe I was so wrong about that I’d fail along the way. “You’re going to want to walk away, Bodhi. I’m sorry for intruding, for trespassing. I’ll go. But you can’t make me stay.”

      Bodhi studied my face again, then cursed under his breath. The tiny hoop in his nose glinted under the light, catching my gaze. “You’re not going until you clean up the blood on your lip.”

      I frowned, wondering what he was talking about, until I lifted my hand. When my fingers came away with blood, I realized I’d cut my split lip once again, and shame coated me. “Crap. I thought that was already healed.”

      “Cuts on lips and bruises on your face tend to last a bit longer for some. Come on, let’s clean you up.” He held up both hands, moving slowly toward me as if I were a baby bird he was afraid was going to leap off the ledge. Maybe he was right. My heart thudded, and all I wanted to do was curl up under a blanket and hide. I was not weak. I did not hide. And yet here I was, doing that exact thing.

      Nothing made sense, and I just wanted to go home. But where was home? I didn’t have one anymore. I could afford anything, and I didn’t even have a home yet. That was what happened when you trusted the wrong people.

      “I should just go.”

      Bodhi shook his head and moved closer. I didn’t back away this time or flinch, and I counted that as progress. There was a reason that I wasn’t staying at one of my bandmates’ homes. They wouldn’t be able to stop trying to mother me or take care of the situation. And then they would know about the decisions I had made. They would see that I had failed in my own judgment, something I had once been so proud of.

      And with everything that had happened to them in the past, they didn’t need the publicity or the stress that came with realizing that I had brought terror and damage onto all of us. This would all go away once he forgot about me. And he would. The drugs would do that. He would forget, and we would all move on, and I wouldn’t have to cry anymore. But first, I just needed to heal.

      “I know you keep eyeing that door, and you can walk away if you want to. I’m not going to force you to stay here. It seems to me somebody already forced enough.”

      I pressed my lips together, ignoring the sting. I didn’t like that he could see. Nor did I like the idea that his words were spoken with such a lack of emotion that it nearly worried me.

      Bodhi Ashford had always been an enigma to me. His sister, Briar, was one of our songwriters and was married to our lead singer, Gabriel Wilder. I had joined the band Wilder years after they had become a success, when their drummer, Malcolm, had died in a bus crash that had nearly taken Gabriel and Briar with them. Others had died in the band and crew, and I had come in a year later or so, trying to fill a void that I would never be fully capable of doing. But I had been known to stand in when they had needed someone. And we meshed well. I would never be Malcolm Ashford—Bodhi’s twin—but I was Kiera West. I had won a Grammy with them, gone platinum multiple times, and done three world tours. All in the short amount of time that I had been part of the band. And yet, I was always the new one. The one that had taken Malcolm’s place.

      And as I looked into Bodhi’s eyes, the same eyes that Malcolm must have had, I couldn’t help but taste the bitterness on my tongue. I was a replacement, one that had the largest shoes to fill, and I would never do.

      I wonder what Bodhi saw when he looked at me in that moment. A broken doll who couldn’t take care of herself?

      An interloper?

      And the one who could never replace his twin.

      I wanted to shake myself just then, because I wasn’t one prone to maudlin thoughts. And yet here I was, surrounded by them because I didn’t have anything better to do.

      “Do Gabe and the others know?” he asked, his voice low. I swallowed hard, not bothering to pretend not to know what he was talking about.

      “No. And I don’t want them to know. We’re on a break, trying to relax and live. Everyone else is spending time with their families and taking a breath for the first time in years. I’m not going to put that on them.”

      Bodhi pursed his lips before moving past me to the kitchen cabinets by my side. I didn’t flinch, but I didn’t move an inch either.

      “Briar said she would be visiting soon because she wants to show off Maisie and spend time with the family. But I didn’t know the whole band was taking a break.” He paused in the act of pulling out the first-aid kit I hadn’t been aware was even there. “She might’ve told us, but I don’t remember.”

      I heard the sadness in his tone. I had always known that Bodhi was set apart from the rest of his family, though I hadn’t known why. Briar hadn’t spoken on it, and I had always figured it was because he was Malcolm’s twin. Losing a part of yourself in such a way had to be devastating, but for some reason, I didn’t think that was all. There seemed to be a shattered aura surrounding him, a cloak of pain and grief that ebbed as he breathed and tightened when he tried to step forward. Maybe I was seeing too much, or perhaps not enough. Bodhi Ashford confused me and always had. And here I was, taking space when I shouldn’t have. He clearly didn’t want me here, and yet as he searched through the first aid kit, I had to wonder what the hell he was thinking.

      “Here’s one of those ice packs. But from the look of that bruise on your thigh, you’re going to need to see a doctor. Have you?”

      I frowned and looked down at my thigh, my mouth parting. I hadn’t realized that the bruise had spread as much as it had. It was larger than a handprint, and it was already turning a mottled blue and purple. And that wasn’t even one of my worst.

      “I’ll be fine. I’m sorry for taking your time.” The woodenness in my tone wasn’t lost on either of us. Bodhi just shook his head, seeming at war with himself in a case I couldn’t understand.

      “How hurt are you, Kiera?” he asked. He stepped forward then, hand outstretched. I flinched, but he didn’t stop moving. And when he cupped the side of my face that wasn’t bruised, and tilted my chin up, I met his gaze, my breath quickening. Panic seized me, but I kept still, afraid. Always so afraid.

      I hadn’t let anyone touch me like this in over a year. Not since I had broken it off completely with Jeremiah. It had been a year since I had walked away and thought I had found peace.

      But he had found me anyway.

      “When did this happen?” Bodhi asked, his voice low, dangerous.

      “Two days ago,” I whispered, startled that I’d even spoken a word.

      Bodhi cursed again. “With the way that your eyes are tracking, Kiera, I think you need to see a doctor.”

      I closed my mouth, my heart racing. No. Someone would find out. They always found out.

      His hold tightened a fraction before relaxing. Why did that calm me? “You don’t have to leave. You can stay. Okay? I’m not going to make you leave. I think you have a concussion. Which is why you’re tracking so slowly.”

      “I’m fine.”

      “Just don’t lie to me. Okay? You can say what you need to, you can yell at me, curse at me, but don’t lie.”

      Tears threatened, and I had no idea why. I didn’t know this man. All I wanted to do was hide underneath that blanket, and yet I knew it wasn’t going to help. “I think it’s a mild concussion. I still drove here.”

      “And that was stupid.” The words sounded as if they had been wrenched from his throat.

      Anger that I hadn’t felt in far too long surged forth, and I pulled my chin back from his hold. “It was what I needed to do. Teagan said I could stay here for a week, but I’m sorry for stepping onto your property. I didn’t know that you didn’t know.”

      “Teagan left me a voicemail, and I should have listened to it. I don’t care that you’re here. Now that I know. I’m going to get Kellan to come up here, though. Okay? I know he’s not working, and probably with the kids, but you need to see someone.”

      With the way that he choked on the word kids, I had to wonder if maybe Bodhi didn’t even like them. But then again, it wasn’t my place to ask. Or deal with.

      I just wanted to go home.

      And I kept telling myself that, even though I knew I didn’t have one. This was a mess of my own making, and I needed to figure out how to fix it. Yet, in that moment, not having to do it alone felt like a miracle.

      That’s how I knew I needed to take a step back.

      “Don’t go.”

      “I don’t want to take your time. Or your friend’s time.”

      “You asked Teagan to stay…that means you reached out for help. So just stay. I don’t use this cabin anyway. Rest, breathe, and maybe tell me what the fuck happened.”

      I once again flinched at his tone, but it didn’t scare me this time. It was just a little shocking. I cursed more than anyone that I knew, and yet hearing Bodhi continually doing so while so close to my face felt almost protective. That concussion must have hit harder than I thought.

      “Okay. I just…don’t know what needs to happen next. And I hate not knowing what to do.”

      “In that part we’re alike. I’ll get Kellan up here to check you out. He’s a friend. And our town doctor. Meaning anything you say will stay with him.” He paused. “Just tell me what happened.”

      “I just made a mistake.”

      “Don’t. You don’t get to put this on you. Because I’m pretty sure you didn’t beat the shit out of yourself.”

      My mouth dropped, eyes widened. “Seriously? Who taught you bedside manners?”

      Bodhi looked at me then, before he laughed, though there wasn’t much humor in it.

      “If you only knew, girl.”

      “I’m not that much younger than you, Bodhi. You don’t get to play the old man card.”

      “I don’t think you know exactly how old I am,” he growled before shaking his head. “Just let me know one thing.”

      I met his gaze, knowing I had to be grateful, yet terrified of what he would ask. “Okay.”

      “Are you safe here? Will whoever did this follow you here?”

      I held my breath, trying to formulate an answer, before my shoulders finally sagged. “I don’t know. I don’t think he’ll follow me here.”

      “Who is he?”

      I swallowed hard, and I looked down at my hands. “My ex. Jeremiah. We broke up over a year ago, but he didn’t really believe me.”

      “I take it Teagan gave you the security code?” he asked after a few moments of silence, and I looked up at him, surprised that was what he had said of all things.

      “Yes.”

      “Okay, then. Keep the alarm going, and I have cameras all over the property.”

      “Then how did you not know I was here?” I asked, confused.

      He ran his hand through his hair, his biceps flexing as he did so. “Because Teagan must have given you the main security code, that wouldn’t alert me completely. I’m going to have to have a talk with my sister about that.”

      “Don’t be mad at her. I asked for help, and she gave it, and I’m sorry.”

      “I’m not mad at her, Kiera,” Bodhi whispered, his voice so kind that it made me want to cry.

      “You sure sound like it.”

      “I’m always angry, so I always sound like it,” he said honestly, and that confused me even more. “You’ll be safe here. Safe as I can make it.”

      “Thank you.” I paused. “I don’t like asking for help.”

      “You’re not the only one. But just breathe for a minute. Okay? That’s all I can do for now.”

      “Thank you,” I murmured.

      “Don’t thank me. Now put this ice on your face, and I’m going to go make you something to eat. You’re far too pale.” He studied my face a little bit longer before pulling out his phone and heading toward the other end of the kitchen. He pulled out a pan, and then bread and cheese from the fridge, and I had to wonder if he had known that was there, or if he had just guessed that Teagan would’ve filled up the fridge with a few things.

      I did not understand the Ashfords. I never had. But Bodhi? He confused me more than the rest. I watched as he moved around the kitchen with such efficiency that it surprised me. He pulled up his sleeves, and I saw the ink there, as well as the burn scars. So many burns. I held back a gasp, wondering why I truly couldn’t notice them before. Then again, he always wore long Henleys or flannels when I was around. But this was the first time I’d seen him in a warm environment.

      Whatever had happened to him must have hurt because his burn scars were thick and yet fully healed.

      I wanted to reach out, just to make sure he was okay, but that was stupid. So stupid. I wasn’t a safe space, and it was just now dawning on me that perhaps I never had been. And it scared me that perhaps Bodhi had never been able to have a space of his own.

      And for some reason, the idea that this grumpy, asshole of a man wanted to keep me safe without saying the words let me relax for the first time in too long.

      I wouldn’t stay in Ashford Creek for long. I couldn’t. It wouldn’t be safe for long, and I needed to face the real world soon. The paparazzi would find me. They always did. And when that time came, the world would know that I had failed.

      That I was weak.

      That I was exactly what they had called me when I had first joined the band.

      A female drummer. A girl.

      With the wrong voice.

      And then Bodhi Ashford put a grilled cheese with tomato in front of me, and an ice water, and didn’t say a word. He just glared at me until I picked up the sandwich with one hand and took a bite.

      Flavor burst on my tongue, and for some reason, in that moment, I finally felt safe to do the one thing I hadn’t. Tears fell once again, my shoulders shook, and Bodhi just stood there, staring at me, arms folded over his chest, and glared.

      I let myself cry.

      Because in that moment. I was safe.
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      As a rule, I tended not to go to town often. I made the trek at least once a month in order to pick up groceries, check my mail at the post office—whatever couldn’t come up the path to my cabin—and run a few other errands. Online delivery was one of the best things ever invented for a man who truly did not want to be forced to leave the house or deal with other people. Especially in a town that had turned on me so quickly.

      I parked my truck in front of the hardware store, my list in hand of tools that I wanted to get locally versus online. I might hate part of Ashford Creek for what they had done, and how they had left us behind, even when I had been too young to understand, but I was still going to support a few of the places that hadn’t turned on us.

      Old Jessup from the hardware store, who hadn’t been that old when I was a kid, still ran it. Though both of his sons and their wives did most of the actual day-to-day running of the store these days. The old man used to sneak us candies, and even an apple or two when we had been too young to fend for ourselves.

      Our mom had been gone, her death ruled accidental, even though we all had known that wasn’t the case. Of course, it wasn’t until
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