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      All January Cove books can be read in ANY order, so feel free to pick up any of the books in this series at any time.

      I would also like to offer a FREE January Cove book to you as well! Just click on the image below to download your copy of WAITING FOR YOU.
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      Twenty Years Earlier...

      The ocean waves crashed to the shore, and her heart pounded. She’d never kissed a boy before, and certainly not one this good looking. Every girl in school wanted him, and he’d chosen her.

      She climbed gingerly up the rock, hoping like heck she didn’t slip and look like a fool. Her parents would kill her if they knew where she was right now. They didn’t like him. He was too adventurous, too wild, too loud. And his mother was single. She would never understand why that mattered at all, but to her parents that was like a Scarlet letter painted across his chest.

      “Are you cold?” he asked. He was always making sure she was okay. He carried her books to class for her. He held her hand when she gave blood at school last week. And yet he hadn’t kissed her. Did he even want to?

      “No, I’m fine. It’s beautiful out here today,” she said, trying to hide the anxiety in her voice. Most of her friends had kissed a boy by now. She was almost fifteen years old, after all. Sissy Crawford had kissed three boys already. One was ugly, but she still kissed him trying to improve her odds of finding Mr. Right. Of course, Sissy was no catch herself.

      Lucy Williams had kissed Todd Oliver last week, and then she had sex with him. There was no way she was going that far. She wanted to save that for the man she would marry one day. Wasn’t that what the honeymoon was for? Her friends thought the idea was nuts, but she thought it was romantic. She wanted to save that “gift” for her husband.

      He snuggled up against her and they lay back against the rock, looking up at the cloudless, blue sky. It was early spring, and the ocean breeze was crisp and cool. Not many people were on Emerald Cove Beach today, and that’s just the way she wanted it.

      “Do you think Mrs. Gill will notice we’re gone?” she asked, with a hint of anxiety in her voice.

      “Nah. She’s so focused on teaching Spanish, she probably won’t even realize we’re not there.”

      “Maybe we shouldn’t have skipped,” she said.

      “I couldn’t help it,” he whispered in her ear. The heat of his breath made her feel tingly all over. “I had to spend some time with you alone. Seeing you in the hall at school isn’t cutting it anymore.”

      She looked over at him and smiled.

      “I wanted to be alone with you, too,” she said softly. “And my parents won’t ever leave us alone when you come to my house.”

      “I guess that’s what parents do,” he said. Her parents were going above and beyond in their efforts to “protect” their only daughter and her virtue. Sitting with your mother and father while you watch a movie with your new boyfriend was not her idea of fun.

      They sat a few moments longer, and she closed her eyes. Listening to the waves was always calming to her. The seagulls squawked overhead, and maybe that’s why she didn’t hear him at first.

      He leaned in and wrapped his arm around her waist as his mouth came down on hers. The warmth of his lips wrapped around her heart like a warm glove. At first awkward, she joined in the kiss allowing her lips to part and enjoy the moment.

      And just then, Jenna Davis knew. She knew that Kyle Parker, popular jock and class clown, would be in her heart forever. She just didn’t know how long and winding that journey would end up being for them both.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Kyle Parker pulled into the driveway of his mother’s real estate company and sat in his car, staring at the front of the brick building. For a moment, he was transported back in time, thinking of all those moments when he was a small child running around in the hallways of the large, stately brick office in the square of January Cove.

      Living on the coast of Georgia had provided an idyllic childhood in most respects, but it hadn’t always been easy for his family. Widowed at thirty-five years old, Adele Parker had raised five kids on her own. Kyle was the second oldest child, just after his brother, Jackson. Not having a father had certainly made him closer to his mother, but it had also penned him in, somewhat.

      Feeling like his mother needed him to help her run the real estate company, Kyle knew that he’d stayed too long already. His dreams weren’t housed in the old brick building, full of files and paperwork. His dreams were more about lumber and brick and mortar. As the owner of his new real estate investment company, Kyle had already bought and sold three homes in the last year, renovating each one for a profit.

      He knew that it was time to break away from the “family business” and go out on his own. Adele wouldn’t be mad at him, quite the opposite, actually. Instead, she would do what she always did and wish him well. She’d always wanted only the best for her kids, and she’d go out of her way to make sure they were happy.

      Losing his father when he was only ten years old had been hard on Kyle. When his Dad was killed in a car accident, the whole family changed. His mother had to take over as the sole breadwinner while he and his older brother became fathers to three smaller children.

      After working with his mother in the real estate company for the last decade, Kyle had decided it was finally time to venture out on his own. Although he’d started his real estate investment company less than two years ago, he was very successful already. In fact, he was becoming quite well known in January Cove as the person to go to if you were in trouble. People who had suffered through job loss or other economic situations often called on Kyle to buy their house out of foreclosure. He worked with many different kinds of real estate situations from pre-foreclosures to short sales, and he was known as being someone who was fair and honest.

      Of course, Kyle would do anything that would make money because he had a huge entrepreneurial spirit. He’d always been the adventurous one of the bunch, but he definitely focused himself when it came to business. Making sure that he never had to suffer again through economic hardship like his mother did when they were children, Kyle always made sure to protect his family and give money to his mom when and if she needed it.

      But Adele Parker was not one who would ever ask for a handout. After her husband died, she pulled herself together within the first year and got her real estate license. Building the company from scratch with only a high school education, Adele became well-known in January Cove and the surrounding areas as being one of the best businesswomen around. She’d won awards and mentored other young women, which had always been inspirational to all of her kids.

      As Kyle got out of the car and made the short walk into the brick building, he thought about how his mother might react when she found out that he was finally leaving the company for good and striking out on his own. He hoped that she wouldn't be too disappointed in him for leaving the company, but in his heart he knew that she'd be proud of him for doing something on his own.

      The three-story brick building had been standing in January Cove since the late 1800s. Adele had gotten a great deal on it when she bought it out of foreclosure, almost twenty-five years ago. Thankfully, their father had a small life insurance policy from his employer when he’d passed away. Because of this, Adele was able to take care of the children without any income for the first year after his death. She was also able to put a small down payment on the building, which she’d finally paid off about ten years after purchasing it.

      "Good morning, Kyle," said Jayna, the receptionist at the front desk. She was the perkiest receptionist they’d had at the real estate company in the last few years, and many of the men around town often came into the office just to see her. However, she was quite demure and humble for someone with such great looks. Kyle had made a decision long ago never to date anyone in the office, especially since he was one of the company owners. But, she was fun to look at.

      "Good morning, Jayna," Kyle said with a smile. She smiled back, which always let him know that she was interested in him, but he tried not to let it go any further than that after dating one of the former receptionists early on in his career. He quickly learned that feelings and office matters didn't mix very well.

      After picking up his mail downstairs, Kyle went up the spiral staircase in the back corner of the building as he usually did. There was another staircase, but Kyle enjoyed going up the old spiral staircase because it was so unique. He loved these kinds of architectural details, which was probably one of the reasons why he got into rehabbing houses in the first place. The idea of turning a fixer-upper house into a real home for a new family was both daunting and exciting at the same time.

      As he made his way up to the second floor, he walked to his mother's office, which was on the far end of the building. She’d splurged a few years ago and made her office into exactly what she’d wanted, ornate and gaudy. Adele Parker was quite a character, and her style choices were all her own.

      When he walked into Adele's office, he found her sitting behind the desk as she usually was, going over a multitude of contracts. As the head broker, she was at the helm of about twenty agents who worked in January Cove. These agents had been with her for a long time, and they were a force to be reckoned with. Adele was a strong trainer when it came to real estate, and she’d taught all of her agents the right way to market themselves to attract more clients for the company.

      "Hey, Mom," Kyle said as he walked behind the desk and kissed his mother on the cheek. She smiled up at him as usual, with her perky blonde hair and bright blue eyes lit up by the sunlight piercing through the plantation shutters on a nearby window.

      "Good morning, son," Adele said. "To what do I owe this pleasure? I thought you were taking the day off."

      "Well, I had something I wanted to talk to you about, and I figured it’d be better to go ahead and get it over with now."

      "That doesn't sound good," she said with a smile.

      "It's not bad news, and I think you know it's coming. Look, Mom, I’ve had a wonderful time working with you here for the last ten years, but you know that my investment company is taking up more and more of my time…"

      "I know exactly what you're talking about, Kyle. You don't have to worry about it. I know that you want to strike out on your own and build your new company. It's okay, son, you don't have to feel guilty about it. I knew this day was coming. And, I'm so proud of you for doing something on your own and building a business. You're going to want that one day when you get married.”

      "Oh, Mom, I love how you slipped that in there about getting married. You know as well as I do that I'm not the marrying kind."

      "Kyle, when you find the right woman one day, you're going to want to get married and have a family of your own. You might not believe it now, mainly because your heart’s been broken one too many times, but one of these days you're going to want to have a wife and a family."

      Kyle looked at his mom and smiled. He knew better than to argue with her about anything because she’d always find a way to win. She’d spent the last decade trying to marry him off so that she could get one of her kids to produce that first coveted grandchild. She kept complaining that with five grown kids, she should have some grand babies to spoil by now.

      But Kyle was convinced that he wouldn’t be the one to get married. One major heartbreak in particular, early in his twenties, had caused Kyle to stay away from any kind of committed relationship. Sure, he dated. In fact, he was one of the most eligible bachelors in January Cove. However, he had no interest in settling down with one woman or giving his heart away again. He made that mistake one time, and he wasn't ever going to repeat it.

      "Well, I'm glad that you aren't upset at me. I'd never want to do anything to leave you in the lurch, but honestly I don't think you need me anymore. Your business is booming, even in this slow real estate market. When things pick up, you're really going to be looking at a lot of business coming in.”

      "Honey, I'll always need you. If things don't work out with the investment company, you can always come back. But I hope they work out, for your sake. I know you need to do something that's all your own. Every man needs that in his life.”

      Leave it to his mother to understand exactly what he needed. She’d always been that way. She was always able to look at each one of her children as individuals and figure out what they needed to succeed in life.

      Kyle walked behind the desk as his mother stood up and gave her a hug. Their family had always been close-knit, especially after his father died. While some families might have broken apart in the wake of such tragedy, his family banded together and gotten closer. Each of the five children was very different, but they always had each other’s back. And, at the helm, as always, was their mother. She was a fighter and someone they all looked up to.

      As Kyle walked back outside to get in his car, he thought about this new beginning. Even though the investment company had already been doing business for a couple of years, this was the final breaking away from his old life. Now, it was all up to him to make sure that he made enough money to support himself and put away for the future. He also needed to make sure that he did enough to help his two employees that he’d just hired in the last six months. This was make-or-break time, and Kyle felt like something fantastic was on the horizon.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Jenna Davis sat on the patio of her quaint home just outside of January Cove, as she did every morning. With a cup of coffee in one hand and a good romance novel in the other, Jenna tried her best to take her mind off of the terrible turn of events her life had taken recently. While her five-year-old daughter, Kaitlyn, was at the local elementary school, Jenna had time to sit and think about what she was going to do next.

      Her life had certainly gone in a totally different direction than she’d expected. In high school and early college, she had a boyfriend that meant the world to her. He was everything she'd ever wanted, but her parents didn't approve of him at all. While he was nice and clean-cut, he was quite adventurous and didn't seem to have a firm and direct path for his future. On top of that, he came from a family with a single mother who was always struggling to make ends meet. Her parents didn't feel like that was what Jenna deserved in her life. They wanted her to have someone who had a real career path and would take care of her. They’d allowed her to see him during high school, but when it became important for her future and they thought he was holding her back, they pushed hard to break them up.

      Jenna didn't fight with her parents a whole lot, and she was kind of scared of them. It wasn't that her parents were physically or mentally abusive, but they were very direct in what they wanted out of Jenna. She'd always been a straight-A student, and that was mostly because she was afraid of her parents’ reaction if she didn't bring home good grades. When she started dating her boyfriend in high school, her mother was none too pleased. She wanted her to focus on her studies and save dating for her college years, which Jenna always thought was crazy but never verbalized to her parents. They were a critical pair, and she always felt like she cowered in the corner when it came to their constant onslaught of opinions.

      Of course, now her parents weren't the ones who were in charge of her situation. Her mother had passed away three years ago and her father was in a nursing home with early-onset Alzheimer's. It was probably a good thing that neither of her parents could see where her life ended up because they’d have a lot to say about it. They would blame her no matter what the situation was. Yes, a lot had changed in Jenna's life over the last few years. In fact, the last decade of her life didn't match up at all to where she thought she'd be.

      Jenna had always wanted to be an art teacher, yet now she was waiting tables at a rural diner just outside of town. She’d always wanted to have a big family and a happy marriage, yet here she sat, newly divorced in her small home that was about to be foreclosed upon. She was thankful to be a couple of counties over from her hometown of January Cove because the last thing she wanted was to run into her old boyfriend. She imagined a lot of, “I told you so’s” would be spewed if she ever saw him again.

      Part of the reason for her unhappiness had to be because her parents pushed her into a relationship with a man she never really loved. Forcing her to break up with her high school boyfriend, Jenna was shipped off to college halfway across the country. She’d wanted to major in art, but her parents told her that getting a business degree was the better way to go. She’d done that, but she soon realized that she hated working for any kind of business that didn't involve art in some way. Of course, her mother and father had insisted that art was not a “real” career, and she needed to focus on making money and turning herself into “wife material,” as they called it.

      While in college, she met Nick, her now ex-husband. He was a premed student planning to go into family medicine, and her mother and father were thrilled that she’d found this man. She didn't really love Nick, but he was nice enough at the time and seemed to have a good career path ahead of him. When she'd come home one summer from college to see her boyfriend, she remembered the painful look in his eyes when she had to explain that she was dating someone else and their five-year relationship was now over. Her heart ached as she drove away, leaving him standing in his driveway with that shell-shocked look on his beautiful face. And the sad part was that she knew it was a mistake, but she just couldn’t stand up to her parents.

      Jenna had given up most of her dreams long ago. The idea of being an artist when she had a daughter to raise on her own was pushed to the back burner. Instead, she worked her fingers to the bone as a waitress for as many hours as she could get each week, which was never enough. Her ex-husband had fought her tooth and nail about paying alimony and even child support. Dragging her through the court system, he’d used every trick in the book to avoid paying anything even though he caused the divorce with his infidelity in the first place.

      She just didn’t understand how this man could have a daughter that he rarely saw and then not want to support her financially either. What had she missed in his character and personality that allowed her to make a baby with someone like him?

      As with most mornings, Jenna dissolved into tears on her patio, putting her empty coffee cup on the table beside her and throwing her romance novel on the ground. Living life as a single mother with little money was even harder than she’d ever imagined it would be.
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      Kyle’s morning had started off good, with his mother fully understanding his intentions to build his investment business. Next on his agenda was lunch with his younger brother, Aaron.

      Aaron ran another part of Adele’s booming real estate business in January Cove — the RV campground. The property was popular all over the Southeast with people coming from miles around to enjoy the quaint beach and fun family activities.

      The campground had grown a lot over the years, especially once Aaron took it over three years ago. He stood out as being different in his family with his white blond hair and sparkling blue eyes. He was also the one that everyone thought would be married by now. After dating Natalie Jenkins for three years, there were plans to wed next summer. Unfortunately, Natalie ended up cheating with a co-worker and breaking Aaron’s heart.

      Aaron had only been two years old when their father died, and he was the one that Kyle worried most about. He seemed to crave love, even though he’d always had plenty from their mother. He was an outdoorsy guy, always involved in hiking some mountain or rafting down some raging river. He loved to be outside, which was why the campground was such a godsend for him. It kept him gainfully employed after he quit college, and it allowed him to enjoy the great outdoors.

      But, still, Kyle worried about his baby brother. He’d been pretty angry since his breakup with Natalie just three months ago. He’d developed a real dislike of women and had no interest in dating anyone anytime soon.

      As he pulled into the Crystal Cove campground, Kyle noticed Aaron doing some work on the small miniature golf course they’d installed about nine months ago.

      “Hey, bro!” Kyle called out to Aaron as he walked toward the third hole on the golf course.

      “Hey, man,” Aaron said as he waved his brother over.

      “Whatcha doing?” Kyle asked as he shook his brother’s hand.

      “We had a little mishap with a sick kid. Trying to clean vomit out of green carpet is not so easy. Or pleasant,” he said with a laugh.

      “Don’t you have a cleaning guy that does this stuff?”

      “Yeah. Paul. But, he’s out of town this week. Lucky me,” Aaron said shaking his head. “Ready for some lunch?”

      “I’m starving. Let’s go,” Kyle said as he and Aaron made their way back to the campground’s lodge. Made to resemble a log home from the mountains, the lodge was a popular spot for campers who wanted a good meal and reasonable prices. Aaron had come up with the idea right before he took over from the previous manager, and the lodge had become a moneymaker for the business.

      The two men ordered their food from Betty Sue, the resident lodge waitress, and relaxed into the oversized log sewn chairs.

      “So, what’s been going on with you?” Aaron asked his older brother.

      “Well, I told Mom this morning.”

      “How’d she take it?”

      “Perfect, as we both knew she would,” Kyle said with a smile.

      “Yep, we lucked out in the mother department,” Aaron said holding his glass of sweet tea up as if to toast his mother.

      “That we did. So, how are things going with you, baby brother?” Kyle asked, as he looked outside, careful to avoid eye contact with Aaron.

      “Nice try.”

      “Seriously, man. I’m worried about you…”

      “Well, don’t be. I’m fine. It’s just going to take some time, that’s all.”

      “I know you really loved Natalie, Aaron. It’s okay to grieve that loss,” Kyle said looking at his brother.

      “She cheated on me, Kyle. Why would I grieve losing a woman like that?”

      “Because you dated her for three years and had a future planned with her.”

      “Well, it’s over now,” Aaron said shifting uncomfortably in his chair.

      “Do you want to talk about it?”

      “When were you elected the Dr. Phil of our family?” Aaron asked with a wry smile.

      “Point taken. But if you want to talk, you know you can always come to me,” Kyle said putting his napkin in his lap as Betty Sue brought their lunch.
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      “I understand that I’m behind, but isn’t there any way to hold off on the foreclosure for another couple of months? I might be able to get enough extra hours… Yes, I understand it’s been five months… So there’s no way that I can get some help to catch things up?”

      Jenna begged and pleaded with the representative from her mortgage company, but they were no help. She’d called them at least once a week for months now, but she didn’t qualify for any plans that would help her catch the mortgage up.

      When her sorry ex-husband had run out on her and her daughter to be with a hot, young nurse at his hospital, Jenna had been left holding the bag. The house was in her name, and there was no way she could pay for it alone. It wasn’t a huge home, but it was nice for the area. With a rocking chair front porch and a view of the ocean across the street, it was her dream home. She had wanted to raise Kaitlyn there and show her all that life had to offer. Now, she’d be lucky to find a studio apartment in some rough area of town.

      Jenna put her head down on the cold, wooden kitchen table and sighed. She was all out of tears after her normal morning crying session, but her stomach churned with acid as she thought about telling her daughter that they had to move soon. Kaitlyn loved their home. From her frilly pink room to the fenced backyard, that little girl adored where they lived.

      Not only was her best friend, Lila, right next door, but her school was just a block away. In fact, Jenna walked her to school each day before leaving for her first shift at the diner. Today, there were no hours to be had, so Jenna was stuck at home trying to figure a way out of her tight jam.

      She sat up and looked around her kitchen, remembering all of the work she’d done to make it perfect. The beach theme was subtle with sea foam green walls and stark white cabinets. She didn’t want it to look like a vacation home, but she wanted to bring the ocean colors indoors. Her eyes scanned the walls, the counters, the small accessories she’d bought, trying to etch them into her mind for the day when she wouldn’t have them anymore. She tried to avoid looking at the stack of mail on the breakfast bar. She could see the bright pink late notices peeking through the clear plastic windows of the envelopes. No need reading those late notices, as she didn’t have the money to pay them anyway.

      Jenna had long ago given up on a lot of things. Given up on having a healthy marriage. Given up on having a stable home for Kaitlyn. Given up on ever being in love with a man who put her first. Given up on being able to earn enough money to keep her dream home from foreclosure. She was just getting by day to day, putting one foot in front of the other when what she really wanted to do was curl up in a ball wearing her comfy yoga pants. She wanted to hide in her bedroom, lose all responsibilities in her life and just be still. Quiet. Peaceful. But that wasn’t to be. She knew at any moment, her home was going to be taken from her and there wasn’t a darn thing she could do about it.

      Her sorry ex-husband had only given her two real gifts during their marriage. One was Kaitlyn. The other was agreeing to allow her to buy a home in Ridge Cliff, a small town outside of January Cove. While Jenna would love to have lived back in her hometown, she knew that prancing around with her husband and child in front of her ex and his family wasn’t right. She’d broken his heart, and he would never have wanted to see her again. So, she moved far enough away to not be a burden in his life, yet close enough to enjoy the beach that she loved so much.

      In her effort to stay out of the limelight, she’d started going by the name J.A. Watson, using her initials and her married last name. She didn’t want to be found by anyone from her previous life, especially not now that she was a washed up single mother, wannabe artist whose house was being foreclosed on.
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      A lot of Kyle’s day was made up of knocking doors and looking for homeowners who were in trouble. His bread-and-butter was finding people who were behind on their mortgage payments and needed him to bail them out. Then, he would pay that past due balance and take over ownership of the property allowing the homeowner to avoid getting a foreclosure on their credit report. The homeowner would move out immediately, and he would have a property to fix up and flip or lease out to a tenant.

      Of course, sometimes he purchased properties through real estate agents who had foreclosures listed. Other times, he worked directly with the bank to get them to sell the house for less than the payoff. One thing was for certain; Kyle was a whiz kid when it came to real estate investment properties.

      On the flipside of that, he’d had to learn to be non-emotional about it. Homeowners could be in trouble for a variety of reasons from divorce to death, but he couldn't get tied up in that part of it. He had to look only at the numbers. That was the only way to survive in the real estate investing business.

      Most of the time, he just knocked the doors around January Cove, but he was finding that it was a limited supply of properties for him. If he was ever going to grow his business, he had to get out into some of the outlying areas around January Cove. For that reason, he also hired a bird dog. This was someone who sought out investment opportunities and then passed those leads along to Kyle. If he closed on one of them, he paid the bird dog a fee. Sometimes, his bird dogs found him the best leads because they were out driving around in the surrounding areas that Kyle couldn’t always get to.

      The worst part about knocking doors was that he often ran into very angry homeowners who were losing their houses. Maybe they didn't know that their home was in foreclosure or they were trying to deny it, and he would have to walk up to their door and face them. Often, this could lead to a confrontation that Kyle didn't want. If the person wasn’t interested in his help, that was fine with him. He didn't have any interest getting into an argument about it, however. Even though he had to lack emotion about the deal, the homeowners couldn’t do that. They always had emotions whether they felt sad, angry or desperate.

      On this particular morning, he was becoming more and more frustrated by the people he was encountering. Everyone seemed to be mad on this particular Tuesday morning, so he decided to stop into his favorite coffee shop and take a break. As he walked in, he heard a high-pitched squeal from across the room as a woman came running to him and threw her arms around his neck.

      “Kyle Parker!” the woman said with a big grin on her face. He only vaguely recognized her, so he must've looked very confused. “You don't remember who I am?”

      "Actually, you look familiar…"

      "Sylvia Turner. We went to high school together. Remember?”

      "Oh, Sylvia, of course I remember." He didn't remember her at all, but he didn't want to hurt her feelings.

      Kyle had been very popular in high school playing on the baseball team and working in the student council. A lot of people knew him that he didn't necessarily know. But, he learned one thing from his mother. Always be nice to people whether you like them or not. And this applied. He didn't know if he liked this person or not, but he was going to make her feel like he remembered her nonetheless.

      “I just stopped back in town to see my parents, and I’ve enjoyed seeing some of my old high school friends here, too. I had no idea you were still here. I figured you and Jenna moved away from January Cove a long time ago,” she said still grinning from ear to ear.

      Kyle looked down at his shoes for a moment and tried to gather himself. It’d been a while since he had heard Jenna's name spoken by anyone, although he thought about her every day of his life. His soul stirred at the mention, but he quickly regained his composure and took a deep breath.

      “Oh, I'm sorry. Did I say something wrong?”

      “No, it's fine. Jenna and I broke up many years ago. She actually met someone in college and married him, I believe. I haven't seen or spoken to her in a long time.”

      “I'm so sorry to hear that. I had no idea. I always assumed that you two would live happily ever after because you were such a great couple. I'm sorry to hear that things didn't work out.”

      A moment later, the woman behind the counter called out Sylvia's name and handed her a coffee cup.

      “Well, I better go. I'm going shopping in town with my mother today. It was so nice to see you again, Kyle,” she said giving him a quick peck on the cheek before she walked out the front door.

      Kyle took a deep breath before walking up to the counter to order his coffee. He didn’t like to think about Jenna and what they’d had. And what he’d lost. It made him sad and angry at the same time. He would never forget what she’d done to him, and he’d never forgive her for it either.

      As he picked up his coffee and found a seat, Kyle started looking over some paperwork. His phone rang, and he immediately recognized the number as Jimmy, one of his bird dogs.

      “Hey, Jimbo,” he said.

      “Hey, Kyle. Listen, I've got a hot lead for you.”

      “Great, because I'm striking out all over the place today.”

      “This one is actually foreclosing on the courthouse steps today.”

      “It's foreclosing this morning?” Kyle asked.

      “Yes. Sorry for the short notice, but it's outside of town. It's not in January Cove, but it looks like it might be a really good deal.”

      “Give me the address and I'll go take a look at the outside. If I like it, I’d love for you to go ahead and bid on it for me today at the courthouse. If we win it, I’ll bring the money over before the end of the day.”

      When Kyle hung up the phone, he took the address and put it into his pants pocket and headed out the door. Jumping into his Jeep, he started the trip over to see the outside of the home. If he could get a good deal on it, he knew that he could resell it. That was a great part of town, and he hadn't bought anything over there yet.
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        * * *

      

      Jenna decided to get up and get ready for the day. Although she didn't have any hours to work that day, she was volunteering at Kaitlyn’s school. She got ready and began the walk to the elementary school. This was one part of her day that she looked forward to. The kids were going to be having a class party, and she was bringing the cupcakes. Thankfully, the ingredients were inexpensive and she and Kaitlyn had had a fun time decorating them last night.

      As she walked into the school, she looked around at all the happy children with their moms and dads visiting. It was a day that parents could visit and eat lunch with their kids, and she hated the thought that her child wouldn't have that. Her child's father had no interest in being a father. It made Jenna mad at herself when she thought about it. How could she have missed all the signs that the man she was married to was a complete and total jerk?

      She walked into Kaitlyn's class and saw her sitting at her desk, smiling and coloring as usual. She was so thankful that her daughter was resilient and seemed to be moving through the process of losing her family unit easily. Of course, she knew there would be fallout one day. One day, Kaitlyn might look back at her and wonder why she hadn't tried harder to save her marriage, her family.

      “Mommy!” Kaitlyn called as she ran across the room and hugged her mother’s legs.

      “Hey, baby!” Jenna said with a big smile, hoping no one would notice her red, puffy eyes.

      “I’m coloring a picture for you, so don’t look,” Kaitlyn said shaking her index finger at her mother.

      “I won’t look. I promise,” Jenna said holding up her right hand.

      “Hi, Jenna.”

      Jenna turned around to see Susan Keller, Kaitlyn’s teacher, standing behind her.

      “Oh, hi, Susan. How are you today?” Jenna asked forcing another big smile.

      “Good. How are you doing?” Jenna could feel the sympathy in Susan’s voice. She knew about Kaitlyn’s father leaving them, and the concern in her voice was evident.

      “I’m doing very well. Thanks for asking,” Jenna said trying to avert her eyes from the older woman back to Kaitlyn.

      “Mommy, don’t look!” Kaitlyn chided. Jenna had no choice but to look back at the teacher.

      “I’m glad to hear you’re doing well. I’ve been a little… worried.”

      “Worried?” Jenna asked furrowing her eyebrows. “About me?”

      “Well, yes, a little bit. But more about Kaitlyn.”

      “Why have you been worried about Kaitlyn?”

      “She’s said some things recently…”

      “What has she said?”

      Susan waved her over to a quiet corner of the room and pointed to a chair. Sitting across from Jenna, she shifted uncomfortably in her chair.

      “I’ve hesitated telling you this because I don’t want to add more stress to your life…”

      “Please, tell me what my daughter has said.” Jenna was growing more and more anxious.

      “Last week, she drew a picture of her family, including her father. The kids were supposed to explain the picture to the class, as it was about all of the things we are grateful for in our lives. As she stood in front of the class, she explained that she was grateful for her mommy and then she tore the picture in half right in front of the class. She said her mommy and daddy broke up and that her daddy didn’t love her anymore.”

      Jenna’s heart sank. Apparently her daughter had been more affected by the breakup than she’d originally thought. But what was Jenna to say to her? That her Daddy did love her? It didn’t seem to be true given the way he was ignoring her and not paying child support.

      “Oh, my goodness,” was all Jenna could manage to say.

      “Unfortunately, there’s more,” Susan said looking at her hands.

      “More?”

      “Yes. Yesterday, we were building houses out of popsicle sticks…” she started. Jenna’s stomach churned. Houses. She knew where this was going. “Kaitlyn refused to build one. When I asked her why, she said that she wasn’t going to have a home soon. She said mommy cries everyday when she doesn’t know I can hear her. She said she keeps asking the mean man on the phone if she can pay him later, but he says no. Then she started to cry, Jenna. We had to take her to the counselor’s office because the other children were getting worried about her. That’s why I wanted to talk to you about it today.”

      Jenna’s eyes filled with tears as she tried to look away. Susan reached across and touched her hand. Jenna shook her head and pulled her hand away.

      “I can’t,” she whispered. “I can’t get upset.”

      Susan nodded and sat silently as Jenna pulled herself together.

      “Okay, here’s the truth. My jerk of an ex-husband left us without money. The house is in my name, and I think he planned that at the beginning. He isn’t paying child support either, so we are in foreclosure. At this point, I don’t know where we’re going or what we will do. I thought Kaitlyn was oblivious to it because she never talks about it to me, but apparently she has picked it all up. She’s so smart.”

      “Kids are much more observant than we give them credit for sometimes,” Susan said. “Is there anything I can do?”

      “No. There’s really nothing anyone can do.”

      “Do you have family that can take you in?”

      “No. My family is all gone. It’s just Kaitlyn and me now. And we will make it somehow.”

      “If my house was bigger…” Susan said.

      Jenna smiled and shook her head. “Susan, I appreciate it, but this isn’t your problem. I made a mistake years ago, and this is my payback.”

      “I don’t understand.”

      “Never mind. Listen, can we keep this between us?”

      “Of course.”

      “Great. Let’s feed them some cupcakes,” Jenna said regaining her smile and walking back toward the kids.
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        * * *

      

      Kyle drove slowly up the street looking for the foreclosure deal. The auction on the courthouse steps was in a little over an hour, and he needed to let Jimmy know whether or not to bid on it. Since it appeared that the seller was still living in the property, he decided not to walk in the yard or look in any windows. That was a good way to get shot in the South, so he opted to stay in his car.

      From the outside, the home looked perfect. He tried to imagine who these homeowners were as most people getting foreclosed didn’t continue keeping up their home. This house appeared to be immaculate with light yellow paint and hunter green shutters. The garden in the front was perfectly manicured, and the yard was trimmed. The driveway was freshly power washed, and the windows were sparkling clean. He’d never seen a more perfect family home.

      Facing the beach from across the two-lane road that led into town, the house was a great investment, no doubt. But Kyle couldn’t help but feel bad for the owners losing it. Why would they continue to maintain a home so well if they were going to be put on the streets any day now?

      He didn’t know why that thought bothered him so much. Real estate investing had to be a numbers game. He couldn’t be worried about someone else’s bad luck or poor choices when it came to paying their mortgage.

      “Jimbo? Yeah, listen, go ahead and bid on that house. What’s the starting bid again? Uh huh… Okay, bid the starting bid and only go up about five grand more. Also, what’s the owner’s name?” Kyle asked as he ran through the plans with Jimmy. “J.A. Watson? Doesn’t ring a bell. Alright, get back with me later and let me know if we got it.”

      Kyle took one last look at the house and then drove down the road toward January Cove. As he made the 20-minute drive, he thought about the name. Watson. He didn’t know any Watsons. Of course, he rarely went that direction. People in January Cove tended to stay there since everything they needed was close by, including a beautiful beach and large shopping area.

      As he heard his stomach rumble over the jazz music blaring on his stereo, Kyle decided to stop just outside of January Cove for an early lunch. He pulled into The Round Table, a small country restaurant that offered a great lunch buffet.

      “Well, I’ll be! If it ain’t Kyle Parker!” he heard a booming female voice say from behind the counter. Kyle cringed a little when he realized Dolores Banks was working the lunch shift. It wasn’t that he didn’t like her, but she was the town gossip and her goal in life was to find out as much about the Parker’s as possible so she could spread her version of the truth all over town.

      “Hey there, Dolores,” Kyle said, planting a fake smile on his face.

      “How’s that pretty mama of yours?”

      “She’s doing just fine,” he said as he slid into a booth. Dolores slid in across from him, although it was hard given her non-petite frame. She shoved herself into the small space anyway; anything for some gossip.

      “I heard about your poor brother, Aaron. He must be devastated over his breakup,” she said, obviously digging for information. It was crazy that everyone in town knew Dolores was a gossip of epic proportions, yet people still told her stuff. Kyle would never understand it. “Have you talked to him?”

      “Of course,” Kyle said with a wry smile.

      “Is he okay?” she continued to pry.

      “Of course,” Kyle said again, this time with a knowing grin.

      “Anything I can do to help?” she asked with a forced look of concern on her face. Kyle leaned in slowly and waved his hand for her to come closer. He could smell her spearmint gum mixed with some kind of stinky perfume.

      “You can stop gossiping about him.” With that, Kyle stood up and got a plate from the buffet, piling it high with delectable Southern dishes as he smiled to himself. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Dolores get up from the booth slowly, partly out of shock and partly out of her inability to pry her physique from the clutches of the small space, and walk back into the kitchen.

      As he finished up his early lunch, his cell phone rang.

      “Hey, boss. We got it,” Jimmy said.

      “Cool. How much?”

      “Two thousand over.”

      “Not bad. Send the guys over to post a note. Schedule them for tomorrow morning to do the clean out. They need to touch base with me as soon as things are done.”

      Kyle had a crew of people that would post a note on the house letting the now-former owner know that the home had officially been foreclosed. Then, he would give the owner 24-hours to vacate, mainly for liability reasons, and have his cleaning crew remove any excess items.

      Normally, homeowners were long gone by now. After getting late notices and a foreclosure notice four weeks before, they usually moved out before the home went to the courthouse steps. He couldn’t figure out why this owner had stayed around, and maintained the property so well, but that wasn’t his problem. He or she needed to get out… and fast.
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      After spending the day with Kaitlyn at school, Jenna’s spirits were starting to lift. Sure, a day with a bunch of elementary school kids wasn’t going to change her situation, but she was happy for a respite from the constant barrage of scary thoughts entering her brain on a daily basis.

      As they pulled out of the school parking lot, Kaitlyn requested ice cream. Although Jenna didn’t really have the extra money to spare, she dug change out from the bottom of her purse and went by the local ice cream shop. They sat together as Kaitlyn recounted stories from school and ate chocolate ice cream with sprinkles on top.

      Pulling in front of her house, she parked her car and watched as Kaitlyn immediately headed for the climbing tree in their front yard. The sun was starting to make its descent over the ocean, and Jenna’s heart broke at the thought of not waking up to see that beautiful ocean from her front porch.

      Kaitlyn ran across the yard and up to the front door.

      “Mommy, we have a note from someone. It’s pink!” she yelled with delight. Jenna wasn’t too fond of the color pink anymore. Kaitlyn met her at the top of the stairs and handed her the note.

      Attention Homeowner: Your home was officially foreclosed this morning on the county courthouse steps. Our company has taken ownership of this property, and we will be taking possession within 24 hours. Please remove any property you plan to take with you to your new residence before noon tomorrow, as our clean-out crew will arrive at the property at that time. Thank you.

      Jenna’s breath felt like it was sucked out of her. She sank down onto the top step, holding her stomach like she’d been gut punched.

      “Are you okay, Mommy?” Kaitlyn asked patting her mother on the head.

      “Yes, honey. I’m just fine. Listen, why don’t you run over to Lila’s house for a few minutes and tell her about those cupcakes we ate today, okay? Tell her Mommy I will come get you in just a few minutes,” she said as Kaitlyn bounced across the yard and into Lila’s house.

      Jenna struggled to get to her feet, feeling like the life was drained out of her and she might just pass out. What on Earth was she going to do now?

      She quickly unlocked the front door and sat down on her sofa, dialing the mortgage company’s phone number on her cell phone. After confirming her account information, she was connected with a customer service representative.

      “Yes, hello. This is J.A. Watson, and I received a strange notice on my door saying my home was foreclosed today?”

      “Yes, ma’am. According to our records, your home was sold to an investor this morning.”

      Jenna struggled to hold back tears. “But I thought I had more time…”

      “With all due respect, you had several months, Mrs. Watson.”

      “I know, but…” She took a deep breath. “Thanks,” she said as she hung up. There was really nothing she could say. She didn’t pay her house payment. She couldn’t catch up in time no matter how many hours she had taken on.

      “Everything okay, Jenna?” She heard a voice in her front doorway. It was Becca, Lila’s mother from next door.

      “Oh, Becca, I’m so sorry for sending Kaitlyn over unannounced. I’ve had some upsetting news, and I just didn’t want her to see me,” Jenna said standing up and wiping away a stray tear.

      “What’s going on?” Becca asked walking closer. Jenna handed her the notice that had been posted on the door.

      “Oh, Jenna… I had no idea you were going through all of this,” Becca said with sorrow in her eyes.

      “I know. I didn’t tell anyone. I kept hoping I could get enough hours, but I could never catch up.”

      “What are you going to do? You only have until noon tomorrow?”

      “Yes. And I have no idea what I’m going to do.”

      “Well, you and Kaitlyn can stay with us. Billy can move out of his room and…”

      “No, I wouldn’t hear of it, Becca. You just redecorated Billy’s room, and that isn’t fair to him.”

      “Then you’ll take my office. I can always work from my laptop.”

      “Sweetie, I appreciate the offer, but this is my mess, and I have to handle it the best I can.”

      “Actually, this is Nick’s mess,” Becca fumed as she mentioned Jenna’s ex.

      “Part of it is, of course, but I should be able to take care of myself and my daughter as a grown woman.”

      “Jenna, you can’t possibly blame yourself.”

      “I shouldn’t have given up my life and dreams for my parents or Nick. If I’d just done what my heart was saying all those years ago…”

      “Don’t do that, girl. You can’t regret things. Think of it this way, if you hadn’t married Nick, you wouldn’t have our sweet Kaitlyn,” Becca said with a half-hearted smile as she put her hands on Jenna’s shoulders. “I feel really bad to leave you here alone.”

      “Oh, that’s right, you guys are leaving in the morning, aren’t you?” Becca and her family were leaving for a week-long trip to see her parents in Colorado.

      “You have full access to our house, okay?”

      “Thanks,” Jenna said with a smile, all the while knowing she would never go into Becca’s house no matter what happened. She had too much pride for that. She wasn’t going to let someone else clean up her mess.

      "Can you do me a favor?"

      "Sure."

      "Give me about thirty minutes to get myself together and then send Kaitlyn back over."

      "Will do. I'm so sorry, Jenna. I wish there was something I could do."

      "Find Nick and kill him."

      "Done," Becca said with a chuckle. "Consider it an early Christmas gift."

      After Becca left, Jenna cleaned her face up and started cooking dinner. When Kaitlyn came home, she served her spaghetti and then started the process of explaining what was about to happen. Kaitlyn didn't seem to understand it well, but Jenna could only hope that she would roll with it the next day when they had to start packing up their belongings.

      She put Kaitlyn in bed early and started packing her things into the boxes she'd kept in her garage for years. Thankfully, she had enough to pack up although she had no real way to transport them and no place to take them to. Tomorrow she would start calling apartment complexes to see if she could find a small studio apartment or even a one bedroom if she was lucky. Maybe she would end up in an extended stay hotel. Either way, she would make sure that she and Kaitlyn were fine.

      As Jenna slid into bed that night, she was exhausted. The mental and emotional toll was hard enough, but now her body was tired from packing too. How would she ever get through this?

      "Mommy?" she heard Kaitlyn's strained voice beside her in the dark, noticing the time on the clock was two in the morning.

      "Kaitlyn, what's wrong?"

      "I feel sick," she said through tears before vomiting right beside Jenna's bed.

      "Oh, sweetie," Jenna said jumping up and picking her up. She carried her to the bathroom, putting a cold compress on her head. "You're burning up with fever."

      Kaitlyn threw up again in the toilet and cried. Jenna rubbed her back and tried to calm her down. There had been a bad stomach virus going around, and it appeared that Kaitlyn had succumbed to it. Great. This was wonderful timing.

      Jenna sat with Kaitlyn until four in the morning before she finally fell asleep. Her fever broke around five in the morning, when Jenna was able to doze off for a couple of hours. When she woke up, she was careful not to wake Kaitlyn as she started looking online for apartments. Every call she made was devastating to her. No availabilities. Rent too high. Too far from work. Rejection everywhere she looked.

      Around nine, there was a knock at her door and she ran to stop the person from knocking before they woke Kaitlyn.

      "Yes?" Jenna said pulling her robe tightly around her and running her fingers through her messed up hair. She knew she must have looked like death warmed over.

      "J.A. Watson?"

      "Who's asking?"

      "Did you receive our notice that was posted yesterday?" Ah, it was the investor.

      "Yes, late last night when I arrived home. I need more time. I..."

      "I'm sorry, ma'am, but this is our normal protocol. Liability reasons force us to make sure that the previous owner is out of the house within twenty-four hours."

      "Do you own this house now?" she asked.

      "My boss does."

      "And what is the name of your company?" she asked, not sure why she wanted to know as it didn't matter.

      "Emerald Investments." For a moment, Jenna was transported back in time. She and her high school boyfriend had loved to go to Emerald Cove, a small beach in January Cove. He'd said that he loved her green eyes so much, and Emerald Cove became "their place". And then she'd screwed up her life by making the dumbest decision she'd ever made. She gave up the man who loved her more than life itself and went for "stability." Where did that get her?

      "Ma'am?"

      "Sorry. I was just thinking. Can you please ask if I can have more time?"

      "I really can't."

      Jenna's anger started to well up inside of her like a raging river with nowhere to go. Why was the Universe or God or whatever doing this to her?

      "I'm not leaving," she said without thinking.

      "Excuse me?"

      "My daughter is five years old. Her father left us here with nothing. She was up all night with a stomach virus and a fever. I've gotten like two hours of sleep. You don't want to mess with me right now. I've taken wonderful care of this house, and I'm not going to tear it down now that your boss owns it. You can tell him I will get out within the week, which is a more reasonable time, but I'm not leaving today."

      "Ms. Watson, we are supposed to start cleaning this house out today. My boss needs to get it ready to resell."

      "I don't give a rat's butt what your boss needs. If he wants me out, tell him to get his rich butt over here and remove me himself," she said as she slammed the door and locked it.

      As she leaned against the door, she took a big breath and wondered what was about to happen next.
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        * * *

      

      "Hello?" Kyle said as he sat at his desk. Working from his home office, Kyle had started the morning in a bad way. The offer a buyer had made on one of his investment properties had been too low, another buyer's financing fell through and cost him time on the market and unnecessary hassle, and his dog, aptly named Cat, had sneaked out of the house, played in the ocean, and then rolled in the sand until he was so caked in it that Kyle had to bathe him outside. It wasn't the best start to a day, and he was in no mood for more bad news.

      "Hey, boss," Oliver said. Oliver had been leading Kyle's cleaning crews since the beginning, and he was one of Kyle's most reliable workers. "Bad news."

      "Lovely. That's just what I need today. What is it?" Kyle snapped as he threw down his pen and ran his fingers through his thick, dark hair.

      "The owner of your new property is refusing to leave."

      "What? So call the police."

      "Well, this is a unique case, boss."

      "Oliver, they are all unique cases. Everyone has a story, an excuse, as to why they can't move out or why they couldn't pay their mortgage. I don't care about all of that. Call the police on him."

      "It's a her."

      Kyle paused for a moment. "It doesn't matter."

      "She has a five year old daughter. Says she didn't get the notice until she got home last night and then her daughter was up all night throwing up with a fever."

      "And you believe that?" Kyle asked shaking his head.

      "Actually, I do. She looked pretty shaken up. She's asking for the rest of the week."

      "No way. I've got workers lined up to get that house ready for sale. I can't let some kid throwing up mess up my plans."

      "Kyle, you know I will do just about anything for you, man, but I'm not calling the police on a woman and her sick kid. Karma will bust my butt for that."

      Kyle sighed and then laughed. "Fine. I don't want your butt to get busted. Tell ya what. Go ahead and leave, and I will run out there in a little bit to talk to her."

      "Good luck, boss. She's a bit of a spitfire," Oliver said laughing.

      "I've had my share of spitfires. I think I can handle her," Kyle said chuckling as he ended the call. One spitfire came to mind quickly, but he didn't like to think about her. No, she brought up painful memories of a young man standing in the road watching the love of his life choose another man. A richer man. A man with a better future. A man who would never have loved her like he did.

      Kyle drove down the road ready to confront the unruly homeowner. He wished that people could just be civil and not cause him so much trouble. He paid his house payment, and he had a certain level of compassion for those in situations that weren't as stable as his, but investing was his business and this woman wasn't going to cause him grief.

      He stepped out of his Jeep and walked up the cobblestone walkway to the front door. It was just after lunch, and his cleaning crew was waiting on standby for the phone call from Kyle. They were like Tasmanian devils moving through a property and getting it ready for renovations. Although this property didn't look like it needed much of anything from what he could tell. At least this would give him the ability to see inside a little bit, unless the woman came to the door with a shotgun or something.

      Kyle knocked and put his hands in his pockets, turning to look at the beautiful ocean view. Yes, he thought to himself, this property will be a big seller. With dollar signs dancing in his head, he heard the front door lock click open. As he turned, nothing could have prepared him for what he saw.

      Feeling like the air had been sucked from his lungs, he stood with his mouth gaping open in shock. Jenna. How could Jenna be standing in front of him all these years later? Was he at the wrong house? Maybe he wrote it down wrong.

      She stood staring back at him, hollow eyes that were outlined in puffy redness from crying. Holding her hand to her heart, she attempted to speak but nothing came out.

      "Jenna?" he said, barely able to conjure up more than a whisper.

      "Kyle," she said, all at once sounding relieved and stunned.

      "I don't understand. What are you doing here?"

      "I live here. I own this house... well, at least I used to..." she mumbled with her eyes darting around in confusion.

      "J.A. Watson," he said, more as a matter of fact than a question. "Ashley. Your middle name."

      "I'm confused, Kyle. Why are you here?"

      "Jenna, I'm the investor." He watched as she put two and two together in her mind. Her face went from shock to anger in a split second.

      "You did this to me? What was this? Your way of getting revenge?" she seethed.

      "What?"

      "You bought this house and tried to kick me out so quickly because you hate me?"

      "Of course not. Jeez, you know me better than that. Well, you used to, anyway. I had no idea you lived here."

      "So this was just a coincidence? You expect me to believe that?" she asked with her hands on her hips.

      By this point, Kyle had recovered from the shock and replaced it with his own version of anger. "I don't really care what you believe, Mrs. Watson. I'm here to inform you that you need to vacate my house before I have to call the cops on you." His teeth gritted, he did his best to avoid thinking back to those days when he loved Jenna more than anything on Earth. No, right now she was just another person in his way.

      Jenna began to shake visibly before she broke out in sobs. She leaned against the doorframe for support before she started to slide to the floor. Kyle's heart started to pound as he realized what he'd just said to her. Call the cops on her? Sure, he was angry, but he would never have called the police to remove her. She was Jenna. His Jenna.

      "Oh, God, Jenna. I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to upset you. Come on..." he said as he crouched and slid his arms under hers. One touch and he was taken back in time. Her skin, the smell of strawberries in her hair, her presence. He pulled her up and was taken by how womanly she looked with curves. She wasn't that young girl anymore, but she was better looking now than when they were younger.

      He walked her to the sofa and then shut the front door. She pulled her knees up to her chest and wrapped her arms around herself. She'd always done that as a protection mechanism. As her sobs slowed down, she finally looked up at him. One moment of eye contact felt like a dagger in Kyle's heart.

      "What happened, Jenna?" he asked softly as he sat across from her.

      "Mommy?" Kaitlyn said as she rubbed her eyes and stumbled into the living room. Kyle was taken aback by how much she looked like Jenna. With her sun kissed auburn hair and bright green eyes, the little girl took his breath away for a moment.

      "Hey, baby," Jenna said, jumping up and kneeling in front of the little girl. "How are you feeling?"

      "Hungry," she said and Jenna laughed as she hugged her.

      "That's a good sign," Jenna said as she felt her head. "No more fever. Let's go make you some toast. Kyle, I'll be right back," she said looking back at him. He nodded and watched her walk into the kitchen. As he listened to mother and daughter talk, he realized how long it had been. She was a mother now. Someone called Jenna "Mommy." How could that be? Hadn't they just had their first kiss on the big rock at Emerald Cove? Didn't they just go to the prom, Jenna all fancied up in her pink dress?

      A few minutes later, Jenna reappeared in the living room, now wearing a pair of tight fitting jeans and a V-neck t-shirt that showed off the changes in her now womanly body. Kyle's heart skipped, and he had to remind himself that he was there on business and she was only a part of his past.

      "Sorry about that. She was so sick all night. I barely slept myself," she said running her fingers through her hair with a  slight smile. He remembered running his fingers through her sweet smelling hair many times.

      "You look..." he started to say beautiful without thinking.

      "What?"

      "Nothing. I was just going to say sorry she was sick." Jenna eyed him carefully for a moment, and he could almost sense a hint of a smile. Had she known what he was about to say?

      "Thanks."

      "So, tell me what happened, Jenna. When last I saw you, you were speeding off into a life of glitz and glamor and money. I never imagined we'd meet up again this way."

      "Well, where do I even begin? I helped put Nick through medical school, supported him through residency, gave birth to his daughter, and then he repaid me by cheating with a nurse at his hospital and leaving us with nothing." Kyle struggled with his emotions, which were ranging from anger to some kind of "I told you so" feeling. Because he had told her so.

      He’d stood with his hands in his pockets as Jenna stood across from him with her head down. "I don't understand, Jenna. We had plans. We were going to get married one day. I love you
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