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      The house rattled, hiccupped, then went silent. It hadn’t made that kind of noise in ten years. She sat up, looking around. Nothing else could be heard.

      Odd.

      She rose from the couch, walking around the living room, waiting for something to pop out and announce itself.

      Nothing.

      Ten years of silence. Ten years of being trapped by herself. Now this.

      Her eyes trailed to the vent on the ceiling when it burped loudly, sputtering some before settling into the sound that had been so familiar so long ago. She raised her hand to feel the air hit her skin.

      Nothing.

      What else was going on in the rickety old building?

      She bounded around the house, rushing from room to room, seeing things that hadn’t worked in years, turning to life. The refrigerator rattled that cranky tune, bringing joy she hadn’t felt in forever. Oh, how she missed that sound. The old heater in the upstairs master bedroom groaned in triumph as it tried to do its job. Again, she put her hand out to feel the heat.

      Nothing.

      The ceiling fan in the spare room flew in circles, the chain that controlled it having been pulled before the power went out. She stepped closer, lifting her face to the whirlwind of air, and waited for the blessed feeling.

      Nothing.

      The basement was hard to navigate with no light, but she knew this house like the back of her hand. Inside and out. Every wall, every room, every little sound it made she knew by heart. She didn’t need light to see a thing. She stood in front of the furnace, listening to the joyous sound of it clattering to do its job.

      She jumped when a short spark lit up the dark room.

      Giggles erupted.

      “Oh, don’t be a ninny. That thing can’t hurt you.”

      Because nothing could hurt her.

      Only her thoughts could, and she never let that happen. Or tried not to, anyway.

      Her ears perked when she heard another sound.

      The most blessed sound she hadn’t heard in forever.

      She raced back upstairs into the living room and waited, her eyes staring so hard at the front door, as if willing it with her mind to open.

      Then it did.

      The man who stepped through the threshold had her sucking in a breath. Well, sort of.

      She’d seen many people come and go through these walls. Old people. Young ones. Fat ones. Skinny ones. Tired and upbeat ones.

      But this one.

      It’s as if God had stepped in to answer all her prayers. Well, if she bothered to pray at all. It’d been a while, and even then, they were short and to the point. Not enough to get an answer, she figured.

      He had dark-brown hair that held a slight curl behind his ears, suggesting it’d been a while since he had a haircut. His eyes were grayish with a hint of green. Odd, as she’d never seen that sort of color on a person before. She couldn’t tell much about his physique as he had a black winter coat on, considering it was the dead of winter, but he was tall and looked built like a king. She’d enjoy drooling over him.

      He shut the door, leaving the cold behind, not that it was much warmer inside the house. It’d take the furnace a while to do its job. If it did it at all. It hadn’t been started in ten years.

      The man looked around the room, taking it all in. A short sigh even released.

      “I know. It’s not much to talk about, but it has great character if you look hard enough. Trust me.”

      He blew out a breath, nodding. “I like it. This might be one of the worst things I’ve ever done on an impulse, but I like it.”

      She clapped, jumping with laughter. “I’m so glad to hear that. Most people hate it. They never stay very long. I hope you stay a while. I’ve been so lonely.” She glared. “I don’t admit that to everyone either. Don’t hold it against me. Do you want a tour?”

      He shivered, rubbing his hands together. “I should check on the furnace. It’s cold as shit in here. I wonder how long it’ll take to heat this place up.”

      “A long time. You better have some great blankets. I’m telling you, the heaters around here suck.”

      At least, based on other people’s experiences, it didn’t do so well. And hello, it’d been ten years since it last ran. Couldn’t he hear the gurgling going on everywhere in the house? It was such a glorious sound. She loved it.

      He walked around her, heading for the basement door. She followed close on his heels, jaunting down the stairs with merry. The lone light lit up the room, making everything a weird orange glow. It didn’t seem to bother him as he crouched near the furnace, tinkering with this and that before standing up. She had no clue how the dastardly device worked, but he seemed to understand what he was doing.

      “It needs a few parts to get it working better, but it’ll do the job for now. Thank goodness.”

      “I told you, have some good blankets. I don’t lie.”

      She followed him back up the stairs and into the kitchen. He winced when he opened the fridge.

      “Yeah, the last owners didn’t care about grabbing everything. You should see the bathroom upstairs.” She stuck out her tongue, making a gross face. “Like, be prepared when you open the toilet lid. That’s all I’ll say.”

      He waved a hand in front of his nose as if something smelled atrocious. She figured it did when she peered over his shoulder and saw the few bottles of condiments on the shelves and the chicken the last lady had been preparing before hightailing it out of the house. It was still sitting on the plate, uncovered, marinating in the sauce and spices. If what was on top of it was actually the sauce and spices.

      “Ewww. I would never eat chicken again after seeing that. Gross.”

      “Yeah, so no chicken for a while.” He shivered, slamming the door shut. “I don’t even want to touch that.”

      “Don’t ask me to touch it.”

      She tailed him as he went room to room, commenting on this and that. Smiling sometimes at things he’d see, groaning at other times. Like she had originally said: The house had character if you looked hard enough.

      They made it back to the living room, and she felt more alive than she had in the longest time.

      “Yeah, this’ll do.” He shivered. “Though I do need more blankets than I have.”

      “Told you!”

      “I’ll be back later. Maybe tomorrow. I don’t think I can sleep here tonight.”

      She shook her head, the panic hitting her like a ton of bricks. “No. No, you can’t leave yet.”

      He looked around the room. “We have a lot of work to do. It’s all going to be okay.”

      “Stop!”

      She stepped in front of him, shivering for the first time—ever—when he stepped right through her.

      He turned at the same time she did.

      “You felt that. Just like I did,” she said with awe.

      She’d never actually gone through a person before. She always sidestepped them.

      “Yeah.” He nodded. “First thing is fixing that damn furnace. Too many drafts in here.”

      Then he walked out, shutting her inside the big, lonely house once again.
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      The truck door slammed. Kade flinched but kept walking toward the house.

      “Dude, you sure about this?”

      His long-time best friend—only friend at the moment—followed behind him with a box as large as his.

      “Yes, I’m sure. How many times do I have to say it?”

      Todd chuckled. “It looks like you bought a haunted house. Like seriously. The white paint shouldn’t make it look creepy, except it’s peeling everywhere and has touches of black around it. It looks like if you sneeze, it’ll bring the whole thing down.”

      Kade dropped the box next to the other ones in the living room and grinned. “Don’t sneeze then.”

      Todd followed him back outside. “Look, I get it. You needed a break from it all. You needed something to occupy your mind or some shit. This creepy-ass house is not the answer.”

      A break? That’s what Todd thought he needed. He needed a damn miracle to pull him out of the hell he’d landed in. No, this house wasn’t a break from the mess of his life. This house would be his salvation. An escape into something else.

      Todd was right on one account. It looked like one good sneeze could bring it toppling down. That’s what Kade wanted. Not for it to fall apart. But the work it’d take to put it back together would take his mind off everything. It would help circulate his anger and frustration out.

      Kade dropped another box off next to the last one and stood for a moment in the living room. There were a few small holes in the walls scattered around the room. The fireplace looked like it needed a complete overhaul. The couch in the middle of the room had mice living in it. The holes in the cushions said so. He’d have Todd help him take that out before he left. The kitchen and dining room didn’t look any better. And all the rooms upstairs said he could have nightmares until it was put back to rights. Every inch of this place needed a little TLC.

      “It has character. If you look hard enough, you’ll see it.”

      Todd looked around, flabbergasted. “It looks like a shithole.”

      Kade laughed, slapping his back. “Let’s get this couch out so we can put mine in. Watch for the mice.”

      Todd jumped back from his end. “There are mice in this thing?”

      Kade shrugged. “I mean the holes say so. You afraid of a little mouse?”

      “Dude, shut up.”

      They hauled the couch out and the new one in.

      It didn’t take too long to empty the small moving truck he’d rented. He didn’t have a lot of belongings. Well, at least belongings he had wanted to take with him. Everything left at his old house could rot for all he cared. With the state of his new house, he didn’t want to put much inside it anyway. Not until he had time to put some of the rooms back to their original glory.

      He had what he needed though. His TV, clothes, a couch, food. He didn’t need much. He’d come to learn, things were something you possessed. They weren’t necessary to life. The real part of life was actually living. Some days, he feared that would be taken away from him as well.

      They plopped down on the couch, a beer in their hands.

      “When do you get the internet hooked up?”

      “They’re coming in two days. As long as the wiring is good. I need to look at it first.”

      Todd took a sip of beer. “How long are you taking a break from work?”

      Kade knew Todd understood why he was taking a leave of absence from work. Hell, Todd had been the one to suggest it. Then was shocked when Kade agreed. Or maybe the shock had come from him buying this house on a whim and moving in a week later. It hadn’t taken long for the sale to go through. He’d gotten it for cheap, and the realtor had been ecstatic to get it off his hands. The last owner had been ten years earlier, and it’d only been in their possession for less than a year. Lots of people had come and gone from the house. No one ever owned it longer than a year. Kade had asked why and laughed when the realtor told him the answer. “It’s haunted.”

      He shivered when a gust of cold air brushed his shoulder.

      A cold draft. There was a lot of that in the house. That was all.

      Not haunted.

      “Dude?” Todd nudged his shoulder with his own.

      “Oh, I don’t know. A few weeks. Let things die down some.”

      He nearly laughed at his choice of words. Die down some. Too much death had happened in his life in the past year. Too many bad choices he wished he could change.

      “It’ll get better. Hey, maybe getting this house was the right thing. A new town, a new area for us to pick up some business. This was the right move.”

      “You were just telling me this place is a shithole.”

      Todd laughed. “It is.” His smile lessened. “But it’s also a fair distance from all that crap.”

      “Yeah.” Kade took a large gulp, not wanting to talk about any of it.

      “Need help with anything else?”

      “Na, you get home to your beautiful wife. She’s probably going insane with those two rascals of yours.”

      Todd had been married for five years. They had two gorgeous kids, ages three and four, and a solid, happy marriage.

      Nothing like he’d had.

      Two wives.

      Both dead.

      Todd stood up first, pounding his beer, then setting it on the coffee table that he’d decided to keep in the house. It looked worse for wear, but with a bit of sanding and staining, it’d look brand new. He’d make sure of it.

      “I want you to join us for supper this week. Pick the day, I don’t care. I don’t want you to stay in this creepy-ass house by yourself all the time.”

      “I will be fine. Everything will be fine.”

      As long as the police didn’t arrest him for his last wife’s death, everything would be hunky-dory.

      Todd nodded, looking around the room. “Yeah, you did the right thing. But don’t drown yourself in this place.”

      Kade walked him to the door and waved good-bye as Todd drove away with the moving truck. He’d return it for him like the good friend was. The only friend.

      The only one who stuck by his side when Susana, his last wife, was found at the foot of the stairs with a broken neck. He’d found her after coming home from a job site that had given him a headache. All he’d wanted to do that night was take some aspirin and go to bed. Instead, he’d been interrogated by the police until the wee hours of the morning as if he’d come home, shoved his wife down the stairs, and killed her himself.

      For the past three weeks, he’d been hounded by the irritating lead detective as if he’d done the deed with no thought to it.

      It didn’t help his first wife, Courtney, had died in a car accident, with him behind the wheel. They had found it suspicious another woman he married died so soon after the first death. Why had he gotten married so soon? Why had they been fighting recently? Why, why, why was all they asked instead of offering condolences. Instead of wondering why the front door hadn’t been locked. Susana always locked it. Instead of questioning the jewelry missing from her dresser. Instead of questioning the neighbors about anyone who didn’t belong in the neighborhood, they asked everything that pointed to him as the killer.

      Yeah, they’d been arguing. Yeah, he rushed into the second marriage without thinking. But no, he didn’t kill his wife. Either of them.

      Until they came to that conclusion, his life would be nothing but hell.

      Now he had a dilapidated house to fix up and something else to occupy his mind.

      He shut the door, shivering again.

      Damn drafts. He needed to fix that issue first. If there was one season he hated, it was winter. It had nothing to do with the fact that he’d been driving late at night on icy roads when he crashed the car, killing Courtney. He’d hated the season before that. Being cold sucked, and winter was nothing but cold.

      He had been about to plop back onto the couch when a knock sounded on his door. Todd must’ve forgotten something.

      He jerked when he opened the door to the damn detective he saw in his nightmares.

      “How did you get this address?” Kade was done with pleasantries. Not that he ever had any for this asshole. He’d been polite in the beginning, for the first hour, then he shut down. Every single emotion. He knew no matter what he said they wouldn’t believe him.

      Detective Breck Holstrom smirked, his hands loose by his sides but his coat open and his gun on display, warning him not to make any jerky movements. Kade had no intention of provoking this man. He was the one coming to his home, bothering him. Why would he provoke Holstrom, give him more ammunition against him?

      “It’s my job to know where you run.”

      “I bought a house. I didn’t flee the country.”

      Detective Holstrom’s eyes narrowed. “Don’t plan any trips any time soon.”

      “Is there something I can help you with, detective? I answered all your questions. If you have any more, you’ll have to speak to my attorney.”

      The public defender that didn’t know a damn thing about the law. He’d felt helpless in the interrogation room, hounded with accusation after accusation, and the idiot next to him sputtering over every other word. He figured he could’ve done a better job on his own, even as idiotic as that would’ve been. He told himself to find his own lawyer and had yet to do so.

      “I wanted to say hi. Let you know just because you left town doesn’t mean I haven’t stopped keeping an eye on you.”

      He’d have to add ‘get a lawyer’ right before ‘fix the furnace’ on his to-do list. This asshole was never going to stop trying to pin Susana’s death on him.

      “Well, I’d invite you in for a beer so we could continue this assault, but I don’t want you accusing me of scaring the shit out of you on purpose or anything. The house is haunted. Too risky to let you in. Have a horrible night, detective.”

      Then Kade slammed the door and walked away. He plopped back on the couch, waiting for another knock, knowing the detective never gave up easily. After a minute went by, Kade’s shoulders relaxed. Another minute passed, making him reach for his beer and settle into the couch. When the third minute passed and a knock sounded on the door, he barely controlled the urge to whip the bottle across the room. How dare Holstrom mess with his new sanctuary! The audacity!

      Kade flew to his feet, slamming the bottle back onto the coffee table. He jerked the door open and flinched when he eyed the blonde woman in a bright-pink winter coat and what looked to be a pie pan in her hands.

      “Hi! I’m your neighbor. I saw you moving in earlier and thought I’d come say hi.”

      She was using the word neighbor loosely as the house was surrounded by woods and his driveway was hidden from the road. Her house must be the one across the street. Unless she had walked across the street and down the driveway some, she shouldn’t have been able to see them moving anything.

      But whatever, he wouldn’t be rude. He’d take her presence over the detective’s any day.

      “Come in. It’s cold out.”

      “Thank you,” she said in a bubbly manner, stepping inside with a pep in her step.

      Her bright smile annoyed him. He wasn’t in the mood for company, but it was too late to change his mind.

      He shivered again, despite the door being closed.

      “I’m Charly with a Y!” She giggled as if it were amusing. “Here’s a pie. To welcome you to the neighborhood.”

      Wow. He’d never met someone so…full of life was the best way he could describe her.

      “That was…very kind of you.”
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      Bailey snorted and rolled her eyes. “Really, Kade, that’s the best you can do? That’s kind of you? I would tell this obnoxious ray of sunshine she’s ruining your peace. Because she’s ruining mine. I don’t know who that other guy was, but I prefer him over this woman.”

      He shivered as her shoulder brushed his. She couldn’t feel a thing this time, but she loved the reaction she always got from him. As if he could feel her. She’d missed that so much. The touch of another.

      “You’re welcome.” Charly held out the pie with the nauseating smile she’d had on her face since he opened the door.

      “I’m Kade. Thanks.” He accepted it, nodding, brushing her hand as he did so.

      Charly twitched as if affected by the modest touch, then her smile brightened as if to hide the weird reaction. “So, Kade, what brought you here? It’s such a…” She cleared her throat, though her smile remained. “An interesting house.”

      Kade chuckled, and Bailey soaked up the wonderful sound. He had such a sexy, masculine laugh. Something she wished he did more often. When his friend had been here helping him move in, he’d laughed more than he did any other time since arriving. Such a glorious sound she’d missed hearing. Even better when it came from his luscious lips.

      “It has character. I just have to bring it out some.”

      Bailey clapped her hands. “I couldn’t agree more. I’m so glad you see it too, Kade. I love you.”

      Charly mock winced, giggling. “If you say so. It’s always looked so dreary to me. Not many people stay long. It’s been ten years since the last family lived here. Are you married?”

      Bailey snorted again. “Wow, subtle much, Charly with a Y.”

      “Widowed. Twice.”

      Bailey backed up a step when he said it with such force. The sadness in his tone. The agony. She had sensed the loneliness in him. She had even seen the pain every now and again. But this was the first time she felt the deep desolation so strongly.

      “Oh, dear. That sounds so tragic.”

      “Yeah, it is. Thanks for the pie, Charly. Appreciate it.” Kade lifted the pan. “I have a lot to do though.”

      “Right, of course.” She bustled her shoulders up as if shivering uncontrollably. “It is cold in here. Well, if you need anything, I’m across the street.”

      “Thanks.”

      Bailey waved good-bye, then stuck out her tongue. “We don’t need you visiting again, Charly with a Y!”

      Kade shut the door and locked it. Bailey wondered why when nobody in their right mind would try to break into this place. There was nothing to steal. Well, maybe the TV. It was a nice one. Really big and flat. It was the biggest TV she’d ever seen before.

      He sat back on the couch, set the pie on the coffee table, and grabbed his beer. She sat next to him, touching his shoulder again. He shivered.

      She felt bad making him cold, but she loved the response too much to stop. Others had sensed her at times. But she didn’t like getting too close. With Kade, it felt different. She could say she’d never felt a rush like she had when he walked right through her. She swore she felt it straight to the bones—if she had bones. She was nothing more than a ghostly figure that’d been roaming the dilapidated house for more than a hundred years.

      “So, widowed. Twice. Sounds like a story there. Care to share?”

      He took a swallow of his beer.

      “No, don’t want to talk about it, uh? Yeah, I wouldn’t want to either.” She leaned forward, angling her head toward him. “I want to know. You and Todd alluded to stuff but didn’t give me enough to make sense of it. That man who was here earlier, you called him a detective. I didn’t get the friendly vibe. Talk to me, Kade.”

      “What am I doing?” He leaned his head against the cushion.

      “You’re sitting with me. With Bailey. Your new friend. Your new roommate. I can be fun. Give me a chance.”

      Nothing.

      It sucked trying to talk to someone and they didn’t answer. She’d scream and holler until her voice would disappear—if it could—and still no one ever responded.

      He sat back up and eyed the pie.

      “Ewww. Don’t eat it. You don’t know her. She could’ve poisoned it. Trust me. Some women are vipers. I’m not one. But I’m saying some are.”

      He grabbed the pie and headed to the kitchen where he grabbed a fork and stuck it into it. Apple pie. Bailey shook her head back and forth, wobbling on her decision.

      The fork lifted toward his mouth, the gooeyness attached to it.

      “No! Don’t eat it!” She swiped her hand at the fork, passing through it.

      But it was enough to jerk the fork a bit. She had even felt the metal against her skin for the briefest of moments.

      Kade jerked, stopping the movement. He looked around the room.

      “Hello?”

      “Yes!” Bailey jumped up and down. “I’m here. It’s Bailey. Don’t eat that shit. You don’t know her.”

      Kade set the fork down, staring at the pie. He shivered again, then went to the fridge, grabbing another beer.

      “Can I have a sip?”

      “No.” He ran a hand through his hair.

      “Well, that was rude.”

      “This is ridiculous. Nothing is here with you. Eat the damn pie.”

      Bailey stepped in front of him, trembling when he walked through her.

      He jerked, stopping in his tracks.

      They turned at the same time.

      His eyes were straight ahead as if he could see her, yet no recognition hit his gaze.

      “I’m right here. Right in front of you.”

      “I don’t believe in ghosts.”

      Bailey laughed. Then she reached out and caressed his cheek. At least, tried to.

      He shivered, darting his eyes back and forth.

      “That’s right. I’m here with you. You can sense me. I know you can.”

      “It’s just a draft.”

      She glared. “No, it’s not.” She swiped at the bottle in his hand, but it didn’t move like the fork had. Though he shivered from the movement.

      He eyed his hand.

      “Whatever. I can handle a ghost. It’s nothing compared to the shit I’ve been through.”

      He took a long pull of the beer.

      Bailey sighed. “I wish you’d tell me what that was. I’d like to know.”

      Kade turned toward the pie and took a step. She reached out to grab his arm. Nothing but air. He jerked to a stop, twisting back her way.

      “Okay, I get the sense I’m not supposed to touch the pie.” He cradled the bottle to his chest. “I’m drinking this damn beer though.”

      Bailey chuckled. “You’re so cute. You can have the beer. I’ll allow it.”

      Kade waited, and when nothing happened, he took a sip. “Okay. Glad we have that settled.” He shook his head. “I’m talking to my damn self. There is no ghost here. Get it together, Kade.”

      Then he walked out of the room and Bailey didn’t follow. Not yet anyway.

      He didn’t believe in her. She was nothing. Like always.

      Well, time to change that.
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      “This place already looks better,” Todd said as he stepped inside, shutting the door behind him.

      Kade smiled, proud of himself, and appreciative Todd had noticed and he hadn’t even taken a full tour yet.

      “I’ve been busy.”

      A full week to himself, nothing else to do, it helped to get things done. First thing he had done was do a thorough cleaning. Cleared all the cobwebs, removed the dust, and mopped the floors. A little cleaning went a long way to making a room a brighter place. Since the living room would be one of the places he’d spend most of his time in, he started there. He’d already fixed two walls and replaced them with new drywall, fixing the nasty holes that had been glaring at him when he’d first arrived. He had decided he’d fix the crown molding around the top and put new baseboards up soon, and then he’d paint it. He wasn’t sure yet on the color, but it’d come to him. The wooden floor needed work. It looked to be the original flooring from when it was built in 1885, so he wanted to preserve that. As soon as he had everything—besides the painting—done, he’d tackled the floor next.

      The only problem he’d had this week had been the nasty detective following him everywhere. Holstrom didn’t even work in this town. No jurisdiction. Yet, every time Kade left the house to run to the hardware store or the grocery store, there he was, like an annoying fly that wouldn’t go away. Kade never acknowledged him, but it never stopped Holstrom. He even had the balls to follow him around in the store. It was coming to a point where he was ready to file a complaint with the department, but he hesitated. They all thought he was a murderer. They wouldn’t do anything to help him.

      When he opened the door to let Todd in, he debated telling him about the detective and his annoyance but refrained. Talking about it wouldn’t help, and despite Todd reassuring him he believed he didn’t kill Susana, he didn’t want even the slightest doubt to creep in. He needed at least one person on his side.

      “I’ve been working on my bedroom too. You want to see it?”

      That would be the other room that would occupy most of his time. Between that room and the living room, at least for now, he’d spend most of his time there. He’d eventually make one of the spare rooms an office, another a workout room. He’d need a good room to do his paperwork for the construction business he and Todd owned together—something he’d let slack over the past year. Todd had been doing most of the work, and it was about time he got his head out of his ass and helped.

      Todd nodded with approval at the work already done in the bedroom. More new drywall put up to fix the hole in one of the walls. He’d even started refinishing the floor in the room. He was sick of sleeping on an air mattress. Considering he left most of the things in the last house he owned with Susana, he’d need a new bed as soon as this room was finished.

      “You’ve been working hard. It all looks great.” Todd frowned. “No excuse though why you haven’t been by for supper yet.”

      Kade groaned, knowing he would never have been able to avoid this conversation. He hadn’t ignored Todd when he texted and called, but he also didn’t answer all the messages either.

      “I will.”

      “When?”

      “Like Delilah even wants me around.”

      “We’ve been over this. She doesn’t think you—” Todd sighed. “She knows you like I do.”

      Kade doubted that. He’d been best friends with Todd since they were five and met in kindergarten. Todd knew him better than anyone in the world. While he’d always gotten along with Delilah, he’d seen the suspicion, the doubt in her eyes the last time he’d seen her. For both their sakes—for their friendship—it was better he kept his distance.

      Not to mention, Holstrom would only follow him, and he didn’t need that kind of trouble on their doorstep.

      “I want you over this week. No negotiations.”

      He shivered when the coldness hit his shoulder. Like a comforting hand. He’d gotten used to the coldness hitting him at certain times. Like when his fork had jerked in mid-air as if someone had grabbed for it to stop him from eating the pie. It had worked. He’d thrown the pie away without one bite hitting his lips. Or the time he’d hammered his thumb like an amateur. The coldness had wrapped around his hand as if trying to soothe the pain. It’d worked. His mind had been focused on the sense someone had been right there with him rather than the throbbing in his thumb.

      He didn’t believe in ghosts.

      Until he moved into this house.

      “Yeah, okay. You want a beer or something?”

      Todd nodded. “You keeping the original flooring downstairs?”

      They made their way to the kitchen.

      “Definitely. It’ll be like brand new when I’m done.”

      The lights flickered, then sprung to life when he hit the switch near the opening to the kitchen.

      “I have to look at the electrical box soon. Half the lights do that around here. I can’t run the microwave at the same time as the oven otherwise one circuit cuts out. The wiring sucks in this house.”

      “You want help?” Todd asked as Kade handed him a beer.

      “Na, I should be good.”

      Todd sighed again. “I know what you’re doing.”

      “What am I doing?”

      Kade didn’t need this shit. He didn’t want it. Nothing Todd said would make anything better. He needed to work everything out on his own. In his own damn time.

      “Pushing me out of your life isn’t going to help. We own a business together, remember?”

      “Yeah. I do. I’m not doing that. I just…” Kade shrugged. “Need some time.”

      They made their way back to the living room and took a seat.

      “The police been by?”

      Why did Todd have to do this? He didn’t want to talk about it.

      “No.”

      God, it hurt lying to his friend, but Todd didn’t need to know that Detective Holstrom had been stuck like glue to him all week long.

      “Good. They’ve finally decided to pursue new avenues.”

      Highly doubtful. Holstrom was determined to pin Susana’s death on him. He didn’t have the evidence to arrest him yet. He never would because he didn’t kill Susana. Or Courtney. Why would he crash a car to kill her? There was no way he would’ve known the crash would kill her on impact. Hell, he could’ve died himself. He’d hit the tree, hard. Unfortunately, on her side of the car, which was why she’d died and he had lived.

      “Look, I appreciate the visit, but I don’t want to talk about that.”

      Kade felt the coldness hit his cheek this time. He had a strange urge to lean into it. Yet, he only shivered and ignored any other impulse.

      “Friday. You should come over Friday. That’s two days from now. Enough time for you to get your head out of your ass that Delilah hates you.”

      A half-laugh slipped out. “She doesn’t hate me, Todd. She fears me.”

      “You did not kill both of your wives. Even if Susana was a bitch.”

      Kade sat up. “Since when did you think she was a bitch? This is the first time I’ve ever heard you say that.”

      Todd leaned forward. “Dude, your wife died. You lost Courtney in a terrible car accident. You were mourning, and in walks Susana, larger than life, and somehow sweeps you off your feet. You married her within six months. She ran your life, and you could never see it. You didn’t see how she railroaded you.”

      Kade had never sensed that. Of course, Todd was right. He’d been in a fog when he lost Courtney. He’d loved her. His high school sweetheart. Though toward the end they’d lost that spark they had when they were younger, they were still trying to keep their marriage together. Then she was gone. He’d been so lost, until Susana rammed into his life. Todd was right again. She’d pursued him. She’d rushed everything until he found himself married again and living a life that didn’t feel like his.

      That’s why he
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