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Helena Wren

I thought Thanksgiving would be the hardest dinner of my marriage.

I did not know it would be the last.

“Helena, are you listening to me?”

I looked up from the silver tray in my hands. My husband stood in the kitchen doorway, dressed in a dark suit that cost more than most people’s rent. Graham Kade never looked rushed. Not even when he was destroying someone.

“I heard you,” I said.

His eyes moved over me, slow and cold. “Then why are you still standing here?”

I tightened my fingers around the tray. “Because these glasses do not walk themselves to the dining room.”

“Don’t be sharp tonight.”

I laughed once. It came out dry. “Tonight?”

His jaw moved.

“Helena.”

There it was. My name in his mouth like a warning.

I set the tray down before my hands could shake. “What do you want, Graham?”

His face softened for anyone who might be watching. No one was. We were alone in the back kitchen of Wren House, the house my mother had left me, the house I had kept alive for twenty-three years, the house Graham liked to call “our family legacy” whenever people with money were listening.

“I want this evening to go smoothly,” he said.

“Then tell your mother to stop counting my staff like she plans to fire them.”

“My mother is worried.”

“Your mother is always worried when something belongs to me.”

He stepped closer. “This is what I mean.”

“What?”

“This tone. This anger. You have been like this for months.”

I looked at him then. Really looked.

The silver at his temples. The perfect tie. The calm eyes. The man everyone trusted because he never raised his voice while he cut your legs from under you.

“I have been like this since my husband started treating me like a child,” I said.

Graham sighed, as if I had tired him. “No one is treating you like a child.”

“Then why did Beatrice ask Laurel if I remembered to take my vitamins?”

He blinked once. “Mother was being kind.”

“No. Your mother was planting something.”

“Planting what?”

“Doubt.”

His face hardened.

I knew that face. Boardroom face. Billionaire face. The face he used when he wanted a room to bend.

“You need rest,” Graham said. “And tonight is not the night for another fight.”

“Another fight,” I repeated. “That is what you call it when I ask questions now?”

“I call it a fight when you turn every simple thing into an attack.”

I picked up the tray again. “Then move.”

He did not.

From the dining room, soft laughter floated in. Expensive laughter. Polite laughter. His mother. His sister. Two of his board members. Three trustees. A family lawyer. A local judge’s wife. People who had no reason to be at our Thanksgiving table unless Graham wanted them to witness something.

Or believe something.

“Why is Warren Pike here?” I asked.

Graham’s eyes did not move. “He is an old family friend.”

“He is your corporate attorney.”

“He is also a friend.”

“And Edward Sloan?”

“A trustee.”

“For whose trust?”

His mouth closed.

I smiled without warmth. “That is what I thought.”

“Helena, enough.”

“No,” I said. “I want names. Why is your sister’s COO sitting beside my daughter? Why is your mother walking people through the east wing like she owns the walls? Why is Celia smiling at my staff?”

“Because this is Thanksgiving.”

“No. Thanksgiving is family. This is a meeting with turkey.”

He looked past me, toward the hall. “Lower your voice.”

“Why? Afraid the witnesses will hear me before you are ready?”

His hand closed around my wrist.

Not hard. Not enough to bruise. Graham was too careful for that.

But enough.

I looked down at his fingers.

Then I looked back at him.

“Take your hand off me.”

For one second, something moved in his eyes. Regret, maybe. Or fear. Then it vanished.

He released me.

“Do not embarrass yourself tonight,” he said.

I laughed again, softer this time. “Myself?”

“Please.”

That word should have sounded gentle.

It sounded like a lock clicking shut.

Before I could answer, the kitchen door swung open.

My daughter stood there, pale as candle wax.

“Laurel?” I set the tray down. “What happened?”

Laurel Kade was twenty-seven, sharp, proud, and hard to shake. She had my mother’s green eyes and Graham’s strong chin. But in that moment, she looked eight years old again, standing in my bedroom after a nightmare.

“Mom,” she whispered. “I need to talk to you.”

Graham turned toward her. “Not now.”

Laurel did not look at him.

That was when my stomach dropped.

“Laurel,” he said again. “Your grandmother is waiting.”

“Let her wait.”

The kitchen went still.

Graham’s voice lowered. “Excuse me?”

Laurel lifted her phone. Her hand was shaking. “I found something.”

I wiped my palms on my apron. “Found what?”

She looked at me, not him. “A voicemail.”

Graham went very quiet.

Not confused.

Quiet.

That told me everything before Laurel said another word.

“What voicemail?” I asked.

Laurel swallowed. “From Aunt Maren.”

My breath caught.

Maren.

My sister’s name had not been spoken in this house for almost six years. Not at the table. Not in my room. Not by Graham. Especially not by Graham.

I put one hand on the counter. “That is not possible.”

“I restored your old phone,” Laurel said. “The one from your office drawer. I was looking for pictures for the anniversary book Grandma wanted.”

Graham moved. “Give me the phone.”

Laurel stepped back.

I looked at my husband.

“Why would she give you the phone?”

His face changed too quickly. “Because this is private family business.”

“It is my phone.”

“It is old data, Helena.”

“It is my old data.”

Laurel’s eyes filled. “Mom, listen to it.”

Graham held out his hand. “Laurel, do not do this.”

She looked at him then.

“Why?”

His nostrils flared. “Because your mother is already under pressure.”

“No,” Laurel said. “That is not why.”

He took one step toward her. “Enough.”

I moved between them.

“Graham,” I said, “if you take one more step toward our daughter, this dinner ends before the soup.”

His eyes came to mine. “You do not know what you are doing.”

“I am starting to think I know exactly what you were doing.”

His face went flat.

Laurel pressed the phone screen. A crackle filled the kitchen.

Then my sister’s voice came out small and broken.

“Helena, it’s me. Please don’t hang up. I know you hate me. I know you think I betrayed you, but listen to me. Do not sign anything at Thanksgiving.”

The kitchen tilted.

My fingers curled around the edge of the counter.

Maren’s voice shook through the speaker.

“Graham’s family has a management agreement ready. Celia’s company is named in it. Beatrice invited people to make you feel trapped. They are going to make it look like help. It is not help, Helena. It is a transfer.”

I heard a sound.

It came from me.

Laurel’s lips trembled. “Mom…”

Maren kept talking.

“He has been building a case. Missed meetings. Forgotten calls. That vendor mistake in June. The fall in the rose garden. He is making people think you are tired, fragile, and not fit to run Wren House.”

I turned slowly toward my husband.

Graham did not look shocked.

He looked angry.

Maren’s voice cracked.

“I tried to warn you before. I sent emails. I called. I don’t know if he is blocking me or if you truly want me gone, but please, for Mom’s sake, do not sign. Hart—”

The recording broke.

Then silence.

Laurel lowered the phone.

No one spoke.

The laughter from the dining room floated in again, bright and false.

My whole marriage stood in that silence.

Every time Graham had said, “You forgot.”

Every time he had said, “I handled it for you.”

Every time Beatrice had touched my arm in front of guests and said, “Poor Helena works too hard.”

Every time Celia had smiled at a bride and said, “Wren House is lucky the Kades are here.”

I looked at Graham.

“You deleted it.”

He said nothing.

I took one step closer. “Answer me.”

His mouth tightened. “Maren is unstable.”

I almost smiled. There it was. The word he used for women who stood in his way.

“Did you delete it?”

“Laurel should not have gone through your private phone.”

“Our daughter found what you buried.”

“I was protecting you.”

“From my sister?”

“From poison.”

“From the truth.”

His eyes flashed. “Maren wanted to turn you against me.”

“You did that yourself.”

He looked at Laurel. “You do not understand the history here.”

Laurel’s voice broke. “I understand you asked me last month if Mom forgot my birthday lunch.”

His face went still.

I turned to my daughter. “What?”

Laurel wiped her cheek with the heel of her hand. “You didn’t forget. I moved it because of work. But Dad called and asked if you had missed it. He sounded so worried. I thought…”

Her voice failed.

Graham said, “Laurel.”

She stepped away from him. “No.”

I felt something inside me tear.

Not loudly.

Not with drama.

Just one clean rip.

“You used our daughter,” I said.

“I asked a question.”

“You planted doubt in her too.”

“I was concerned.”

I slapped my palm against the counter. The sound cracked through the kitchen.

“No.”

Graham stared at me.

I pointed toward the dining room. “Those people in there are not here for dinner. They are here because you want them to watch me sign away control of Wren House.”

“It is a management agreement.”

“It is a takeover.”

“It keeps the estate safe.”

“This estate was safe before your family walked in.”

His voice sharpened. “Your roof leaks. Your staff is overworked. Your bookings dropped last quarter. You had a dizzy spell in front of a bride’s mother.”

“Because I had not eaten in twelve hours after your sister moved the vendor meeting without telling me.”

His jaw clenched.

I looked at Laurel. “Get my black folder from the pantry cabinet.”

Graham’s head snapped toward me. “What folder?”

I smiled then.

For the first time all night, I truly smiled.

“The one you did not know about.”

Laurel moved fast.

Graham reached for my arm again, then stopped when I looked at his hand.

“Helena,” he said, low. “Think very carefully.”

“I have.”

“You are emotional.”

“No,” I said. “I was emotional when I loved you. This is different.”

Laurel came back with the black leather folder pressed to her chest.

Graham looked at it like it was a weapon.

It was.

“Mom,” Laurel said softly.

“Thank you, baby.”

Graham’s voice turned cold. “What is in that?”

“Receipts.”

His eyes narrowed.

“Emails,” I said. “Staff statements. Vendor changes. Canceled meetings. Screenshots from the booking system. The repair invoice your mother told everyone I ignored, even though Celia’s office held payment for thirty-two days.”

Laurel looked at me. “You knew?”

“I knew something was wrong. I did not know it was your father.”

Graham stepped closer. “You are making a mistake.”

“No, Graham. I made one thirty years ago when I believed your family’s love came without a price.”

Pain crossed his face.

Good.

Let him feel one small cut.

“Laurel,” he said, “go back to the dining room.”

“No.”

“I am your father.”

“And she is my mother.”

His face tightened as if she had slapped him.

I opened the kitchen door.

Warm candlelight spilled across the hall. The long dining room waited ahead, dressed in gold and cream. My mother’s china sat on the table. The crystal glasses glowed. The flowers were white, Beatrice’s choice, because she said orange looked cheap.

At the far end of the room, Beatrice Kade sat like a queen.

Celia leaned close to Warren Pike and whispered.

Rhys Caldwell stood near the fireplace, not seated yet, a glass of untouched wine in his hand. His eyes found mine at once.

Rhys.

I had not known Graham invited him.

Of course he had.

A billionaire restorer. A respected name. A man who loved old houses and hated public scenes. Graham wanted Rhys there to bless the theft with silence.

Rhys looked from my face to Graham’s.

His expression changed.

He knew.

Maybe not all of it, but enough.

Beatrice lifted her chin. “Helena, dear, is everything all right? The soup is getting cold.”

I walked into the dining room with Laurel beside me and Graham behind me.

Every eye turned.

I felt my husband’s hand hover near my back, not touching me this time.

Smart man.

“Helena,” he murmured. “Do not do this.”

I looked over my shoulder. “You invited witnesses.”

Then I faced the table.

“So let them witness.”

Celia gave a small laugh. “Is this another one of Helena’s dramatic moods?”

Rhys set down his glass.

Graham’s voice cut through the room. “Celia.”

But it was too late.

I walked to my seat. The folder Graham had placed there waited beside my plate. Thick cream paper. Gold clip. Legal tabs.

A gift-wrapped knife.

I picked it up and held it high.

“What is this, Graham?”

No one moved.

He came to the head of the table. “Helena, sit down.”

“What is this?”

Warren Pike cleared his throat. “Mrs. Kade, it is only a temporary management agreement.”

“Mrs. Kade,” I repeated. “Interesting. Every contract in this house says Helena Wren.”

Beatrice smiled. “Dear, no one is taking your name.”

“No. Just the house attached to it.”

The room went silent.

Laurel stood behind my chair with the phone in her hand.

Graham saw it.

His eyes pleaded now.

Too late.

I opened my black folder and placed the first page on top of the agreement.

“This is an email from Celia’s company,” I said. “Subject line: Helena Weakness Timeline.”

Celia’s face went white.

Beatrice stopped smiling.

I placed another page down.

“This is a canceled vendor meeting Graham told me I forgot.”

Another page.

“This is the repair payment Celia’s office delayed.”

Another.

“This is a statement from my events manager saying Graham asked her to send all major decisions to his office because, and I quote, ‘Helena is not as steady as she used to be.’”

Graham closed his eyes.

“Open them,” I said.

His eyes opened.

“You wanted me watched. Watch me back.”

Rhys took one step away from the fireplace.

Graham noticed.

So did I.

Jealousy passed over my husband’s face, fast and ugly.

I almost laughed.

Even now, with his betrayal spread across my mother’s table, he found time to hate another man for looking at me with concern.

Beatrice stood. “This is not proper Thanksgiving conversation.”

“No,” I said. “But theft rarely waits for dessert.”

A small sound moved through the room.

I turned to Laurel. “Play it.”

Graham’s voice broke. “Helena, please.”

That word again.

Please.

How strange that it sounded real only after he had been caught.

Laurel pressed the phone.

Maren’s voice filled the dining room.

“Do not sign anything at Thanksgiving…”

Beatrice gripped the back of her chair.

Celia whispered, “Turn that off.”

Laurel raised the volume.

“…He is making people think you are tired, fragile, and not fit to run Wren House…”

No one ate. No one breathed.

The dead spoke louder than the living.

When the message ended, I took off my wedding ring.

Graham stared at my hand.

“Helena,” he said, and this time my name sounded wounded.

I placed the ring on top of his agreement.

The diamond clicked against the paper.

Small sound.

Big ending.

“Hart House was never yours to give away,” I said.

Graham swallowed. “It is Wren House.”

I leaned toward him. “Exactly.”

Laurel touched my shoulder.

Rhys said my name softly from across the room. “Helena.”

Graham turned on him. “Stay out of my marriage.”

I looked at my husband, then at the ring, then at every witness he had brought to watch me fall.

“You should have thought of our marriage before you deleted my sister’s voice.”

His face twisted. “I was trying to save us.”

“No,” I said. “You were trying to save control.”

Then I picked up the management agreement, tore it once, and dropped the pieces onto my plate.

“Dinner is over.”
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Helena Wren

“Dinner is over.” My voice did not shake when I said it, but my body did. I could feel the tremble in my knees beneath the table, the burn in my fingers where I had gripped the management agreement too hard, the cold place on my hand where my wedding ring had been for thirty years. No one moved at first. The torn pages sat on my plate like dead white birds. Graham stared at them as if I had cut into his skin instead of paper. His mother stood at the far end of the table with one hand pressed to the back of her chair. Celia’s mouth was open, but no sound came out. Warren Pike, the lawyer Graham had called an old family friend, looked down at his untouched soup like he wished he could drown inside it. Laurel stood beside me with my old phone in her hand, her face pale, her shoulders straight. My daughter looked scared, but she did not step away. I loved her so much in that moment it almost broke me.

“Helena,” Graham said softly. “Pick up the ring.”

I looked at the diamond on the torn agreement. “No.”

“This is not how we handle things.”

I laughed, and several people flinched. “How do we handle things, Graham? Do I smile while you pass my mother’s house to your sister? Do I thank you for making me look weak? Do I ask your mother how much cranberry sauce she wants while you steal my life?”

Beatrice’s eyes sharpened. “That is enough.”

I turned to her. “You do not get to say that in my house.”

Her nostrils flared. “This house has been kept alive by Kade money for decades.”

“This house was alive before your son ever walked through the front door.”

Celia stood so quickly her chair scraped against the floor. “You are being emotional.”

Laurel stepped forward. “Do not call my mother emotional because she found proof.”

Celia’s gaze snapped to her. “Laurel, you are young. You do not understand what it takes to protect an estate like this.”

“I understand deleted voicemail,” Laurel said. “I understand hidden contracts. I understand you put your company name on papers my mother never agreed to sign.”

Graham took a step toward her. “Laurel, stay out of this.”

She looked at him, and the pain in her eyes made him stop. “You put me in it, Dad. You asked me questions about Mom. You asked if she was forgetting things. You asked if she seemed confused. I thought you were worried.”

“I was worried.”

“No,” she said. “You were building a file.”

The silence after that was worse than shouting.

Rhys Caldwell moved away from the fireplace. He did not rush. He did not take over. He simply came closer, stopping near the empty chair across from me. “Helena,” he said, his voice calm, “do you want me to call someone?”

Graham’s head turned. “She does not need you.”

Rhys did not look at him. He looked at me. “Helena?”

That one thing nearly undid me. He asked me. Not Graham. Not the room. Not the Kade family. Me.

I lifted my chin. “No. Not yet.”

Graham’s jaw flexed. “You should leave, Caldwell.”

Rhys finally looked at him. “You invited me.”

“I invited you to dinner.”

“No,” Rhys said. “You invited me to witness a transfer. I just did not know it until now.”

A murmur moved down the table. One of the trustees pushed back his chair. His wife touched his arm, whispering that they should go. Warren Pike collected his papers with hands that had lost some of their steady lawyer grace. I watched all of them, every rich face, every polished smile, every person Graham had brought here to make me feel small. They looked smaller now.

Beatrice’s voice sliced through the room. “No one is leaving until this is corrected.”

I looked at her. “Corrected?”

“You will sit down. Graham will explain what this agreement truly means. Then we will finish dinner like civilized people.”

“Civilized people do not ambush a woman at Thanksgiving.”

“You are proving his point,” she said.

Graham turned on her. “Mother.”

She ignored him. “Look at yourself, Helena. You tore legal papers at the table. You played a private family message in front of guests. You removed your ring like a stage actress. You think that makes you strong? It makes you look unstable.”

There it was again. Unstable. Fragile. Tired. Emotional. Words they had wrapped around my throat for months while calling them concern.

I opened the folder and pulled out another page. “This is from last Tuesday.”

Beatrice’s mouth closed.

I read it out loud. “From Beatrice Kade to Celia Kade. Subject: Thanksgiving tone. ‘Do not push too early. Let Graham lead with concern. If Helena resists, we must keep the focus on her condition and not the property.’”

Celia whispered, “How did you get that?”

I smiled. “You copied the wrong assistant.”

Graham looked at me, stunned. “You had access to Celia’s emails?”

“No. Your assistant did. She was tired of being asked to lie for you.”

His face drained of color.

I placed the page on the table. “Do you want me to read the next one? The one where Celia says she can have her team inside Wren House by Monday if I sign before dessert?”

The judge’s wife stood. “I think we should go.”

Beatrice snapped, “Sit down.”

The woman did not. “No, Beatrice. This is not right.”

One chair moved. Then another. People began to rise. The room filled with the soft sound of napkins dropping, shoes shifting, coats being collected. Graham watched his perfect audience break apart. That hurt him. I saw it. Not because the truth had hurt me. Not because Laurel was crying. Because the room was no longer under his control.

“Please stay,” he said, and I heard the command under the politeness. “This is a family matter.”

Warren Pike cleared his throat. “Graham, with respect, it is now also a legal matter.”

Graham looked at him. “Warren.”

“I advise everyone to leave,” Warren said. “No one should discuss this further tonight.”

Celia turned on him. “You work for us.”

“I work for the law first,” Warren said, but he would not meet my eyes when he said it.

“Funny,” I said. “You forgot that when you put a signing tab beside my pie fork.”

His face reddened.

Laurel touched my shoulder. “Mom, sit down.”

“I am fine.”

“No, you are shaking.”

I looked at my hands. She was right. My fingers trembled against the black folder. I hated that Graham saw it. I hated that Beatrice saw it. I hated that my body still gave them little things to use.

Graham took one step closer. “Helena, let me help you.”

I stepped back so fast my chair hit the wall. “Do not touch me.”

Pain crossed his face. “I am still your husband.”

“You remembered that too late.”

“Do not say that.”

“You planned to take my business at dinner, Graham. You deleted my sister’s warning. You made our daughter question me. What part of husband is left?”

His eyes shone, but his voice stayed low. “You do not know everything.”

“Then say it. Here. In front of the witnesses you invited.”

He looked around the room. Only a few people remained now. Beatrice, Celia, Warren, Rhys, Laurel, two board members, and a trustee who looked like he wanted to crawl beneath the table. The staff had vanished into the hall, but I knew they were listening. Wren House had ears. It always had.

Graham swallowed. “Not like this.”

I leaned closer. “That is what men say when truth is no longer useful to them.”

Celia slammed her hand on the table. “This is insane. You cannot run an estate this size if you turn every hard decision into a personal attack.”

I looked at her. “You were going to install your own staff here.”

“To help.”

“To replace mine.”

“To protect the brand.”

“My mother’s name is not your brand.”

Celia’s mouth twisted. “Your mother’s house is falling behind because you refuse to modernize.”

“My bookings are full eighteen months out.”

“High-end clients expect more now.”

“Then why did you block the Vanderbilt renewal call?”

Her face froze.

“Yes,” I said. “I have that too.”

Graham’s voice sharpened. “Helena.”

“No. I am tired of hearing my name like a warning.” I opened the cream folder he had left beside my plate and pulled out the first whole page. “Let us read what you wanted me to sign.”

“Do not,” he said.

I ignored him. “Section Two. Operational Control. Kade Stewardship Partners shall assume full authority over vendor contracts, event approvals, staff structure, restoration budgets, private client negotiations, and brand licensing.”

Laurel’s voice shook. “Full authority?”

I looked at my daughter. “That means Celia.”

Celia folded her arms. “With oversight.”

I read again. “Section Four. Founder’s Role. Helena Wren Kade shall remain public-facing founder and ceremonial director for no less than twelve months following execution.”

Laurel gasped. “Ceremonial?”

I looked at Graham. “A pretty face at the door.”

He flinched. “That clause was not final.”

“It was printed beside my plate.”

“I would have explained.”

“When? After I signed?”

He took a breath. “You would never sign if you thought we were taking something from you.”

The room stilled.

My chest tightened. “Say that again.”

Graham’s eyes flickered. He had heard himself too.

I stepped closer. “Say it again, Graham. Slowly.”

He looked away.

Rhys’s voice was quiet. “You just admitted intent.”

Warren Pike looked sick.

Beatrice moved from the head of the table. “This conversation is finished.”

I turned to Warren. “Is it?”

He held up both hands. “I cannot advise you, Mrs. Kade.”

“Wren,” I said.

He nodded once. “Ms. Wren.”

The name landed in the room like a match.

Graham looked at me as if the single word hurt worse than the ring.

“Helena,” he whispered. “Please do not do this.”

I almost hated him for sounding human now. Where was that softness when Maren called? Where was that fear when he let Laurel doubt me? Where was that love when his mother built a case around my weakest days?

Laurel picked up my ring from the table. For a moment, I thought she meant to give it back to me. Instead, she put it in my palm and closed my fingers around it.

“Keep it,” she whispered. “Not because of him. Because you earned every year you survived.”

I looked at my daughter, and tears finally burned my eyes.

Graham took one step toward us. “Laurel, I never meant to hurt you.”

She turned on him. “But you did.”

“I was trying to protect your mother.”

“No,” Laurel said. “You were trying to protect yourself from having a wife you could not control.”

He looked like she had struck him.

Beatrice came around the table. “That is enough. Graham, call the car. Celia, gather the documents. Warren, no one gets copies of anything.”

I laughed softly. “Too late.”

All three of them looked at me.

I wiped one tear from my cheek. “Copies went to my attorney at six o’clock.”

Graham went still. “You sent them before dinner?”

“Yes.”

“You came in planning this?”

“No,” I said. “You planned this. I prepared for it.”

Celia’s eyes hardened. “Who is your attorney?”

“Someone who does not eat my turkey while helping my husband rob me.”

Rhys lowered his head, and I thought for one wild second he might be hiding a smile.

Graham saw it. His face changed. “You think this is funny?”

Rhys looked at him. “No. I think your wife is brave.”

“My wife is none of your concern.”

I turned toward Graham. “Stop calling me that like it gives you rights.”

“It does give me rights.”

“No,” I said. “It gave you vows. You broke them.”

A deep red climbed up his neck. For the first time all night, his control slipped. “And what is he, Helena? Your backup plan?”

Laurel made a sharp sound. “Dad.”

I looked from Graham to Rhys. Rhys’s face stayed calm, but his eyes darkened. He opened his mouth, then closed it. He was letting me answer. Another small act of respect that felt bigger than it should.

“No,” I said to Graham. “Rhys is the man you invited here because you thought his reputation would make your theft look clean. Do not blame me because he has eyes.”

Graham’s hands curled at his sides. “You barely know him anymore.”

“I know he asked me what I wanted before speaking for me.”

That landed harder than I expected. Graham looked down at the table. At the torn agreement. At the ring mark still pale on my finger.

For one second, I saw the man I married. Not the billionaire. Not the son. Not the perfect heir of Kade Legacy Group. Just Graham, the man who once stood with me in the broken west garden and promised that Wren House would always be mine.

Then Beatrice touched his arm.

The man vanished.

“We are leaving,” she said.

Graham did not move.

“Graham,” she snapped.

He looked at me. “Do not make any more moves until we speak tomorrow.”

“You do not give me instructions anymore.”

“We are still
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