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Excerpt from Diamond in the Rough for Valentine’s DayShe stood and came toward him. Kassidy laid a hand on his arm and he placed a hand over hers and squeezed. His fingers were warm. “Is there any anything else you want to talk about?” 

He shook his head. “No. Nothing that you can change.”

“I can live with that answer for now. Just know that I’m here to listen.”

“I know. You’ve been here for as long as I can remember.” He took her hand and kissed the back of her knuckles. His caramel color eyes were filled with all the things that he wasn’t ready to say, emotions that were simmering just below the surface. Why couldn’t he just tell her? But this had always been the problem.

Kassidy’s heart skipped a beat double time under her ribs. She’d forgotten how her body reacted to Darrian’s, especially now that he was back. 

Why had she let him go? 
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Dedication

To my Editor

Bill who has always been my Diamond for the last 43 years. Love you.
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Darrian Laird stared down at the engagement ring he pinched between his index finger and thumb. “Engagement, what a load of bollocks,” he muttered crossly under his breath. It was easier to refer to the ring as an engagement ring rather than what he’d bought it as a wedding ring. 

A wedding. Their wedding.

He loved Leta, and he thought she’d loved him, too. That was until yesterday when he’d gotten a text message. A blessed, bloody text message that was not what he expected in the months leading up to Valentine’s Day. Their busiest time of the year. She hadn’t met him in person. Not even one of those handwritten notes on a fancy navy blue card people leave on the fireplace mantle as they walk out the door. 

He’d looked. 

Darrian hoped and prayed that there was something more than the text she’d sent to explain her actions. He’d read the words on the screen of his iPhone a hundred times. He kept thinking that if he read it a certain number of times, it would open a secret section that held a meaning he couldn’t see. Or pop up with another reply of Just being cheeky.

But the words didn’t change. Darrian. I’ve accepted the job offer in New York, and I’m leaving London. Sorry. I know that you hoped we’d marry down the road, but I’m not ready for that next step and moving on. All the best. Leta

After ‘All the best’ it surprised Darrian that Leta hadn’t added one of the little smiley or sad face emoticons. He wanted to call and ask her what the bloody hell she was talking about. 

When had their complete relationship gone balls up? His mind ticked back through the months like a filing system in his brain to what signs he’d missed. Darrian tapped his forehead, trying to remember anything that would lead to this non-emotional departure. Nothing.

Leta mentioned the job in New York, but she never stated being serious about accepting it. It was a few weeks back one evening over takeaway Indian food. She’d gotten an email from a headhunter and at that time she’d told him that she hadn’t even read the whole email. 

If she had, and he knew that she was seriously thinking of accepting the offer, the two of them could have talked about it. That’s what couples did. 

If she cared about you, she would have talked about things. She doesn’t love you, she never has, the voice inside his head whispered, gnawing away at the space between his ears. 

He shook his head to clear the destructive thoughts lingering behind.

Darrian pressed his knuckles into his temple. A headache that began fifteen minutes ago was grinding up to the full steam of a freight train. He reached for the bottle of aspirin on his desk and saw there was no water at a hand’s reach, so dry chewed two tablets. The bitter taste matched his mood.

There was a knock on his office door and he barked out, “What?”

The turn of the century wood and glass door opened with a creak and Kassidy Walsh walked through. She sat across from his desk and leaned forward. “We need to talk.”

“Not now.” Darrian closed his eyes and rocked back in his office chair. He tried not to sound as irritated as he felt, even though it wasn’t her he was mad at.

“No. Now.” Her clipped tone matched her fiery red hair. “You’ve been gone for the last few years. You can’t just march in here and expect all the jewelry designers to change the way they do things overnight.”

“I don’t expect anything.”

“You do expect things. Lots of things.” Her Irish accent became more pronounced when she was irritated. “You said that in the very clean outline in the bullet-pointed staff notice you printed and sent out yesterday. Many of the staff have been at Laird Jewelers their entire adult life.”

“I’m fully aware of that.”

“The designers don’t easily adjust.”

“I’m aware of that too, but sometimes you have to,” Darrian snapped. “Sometimes you don’t get a choice when things change at a moment’s notice. You have to learn to accept it and go on with your life or get swallowed up whole.”

She narrowed her eyes. “Are we still talking about the memo?”

He threw up his hands. “Yes! We are talking about the bloody memo.” 

Kassidy was the last person he should be talking with today. They grew up inside the walls of this building and had known each other since they were five years old. Half the time he felt she knew him better than he knew himself. He sighed, dropped the ring on the desk, and stormed across the room to see if there might be an inch of cold coffee to wash away some of the acidity of aspirin powder left on his tongue. How long had this coffee been there? It didn’t matter, He took a swig and grimaced at the taste.

“Ya don’t eat my head off. If it’s not the memo, then what are you all cranky about?” she asked.

“I’m not ‘cranky'. There’s a lot of work to do, and you’re not helping with all this complaining that you’re doing.” He sat again behind his desk and picked up a stack of folders to emphasize his point. Darrian wasn’t sure what was in the folders, he’d been too preoccupied early to care. He opened the top folder and pointed to whatever it said. Glancing down he checked to make sure that there was writing on the page.

“Can we talk about the memo? Your jewelry designers and restorers, with me included, need a little more clarification on what you are talking about. You can’t just say, ‘everything needs to be changed in the new direction of the company’ without stating what that everything is.”

“If you have so many great ideas, Kassidy, then maybe you should run Lairds. God knows you would probably be better at it than I seem to be.” He came around the desk to stand in front of her chair.

“Maybe I should.” She slowly stood and tipped her chin higher in defiance. Kassidy was a little over five feet tall but could fill a room when she wanted to. Her bright, green eyes flashed with anger as she met his gaze straight on and jammed her hands on her hips. Their noses were inches apart and her fiery breath heated his face.

He growled out in a menacing tone, “Then do it. It’s yours. It’s all yours!” If he stood there for a second longer, Kassidy would know the memo wasn’t the real reason for his anger, and he wasn’t ready to talk, especially to her. Especially about his love life. She’d be able to read his mind like one of those hypnotists at the county fair. She’d guess the reason and then she’d feel bad that he was in another failed relationship. Another is the keyword.

Read my mind, I just can’t talk right now. He tried to keep the shake from his voice. 

Her gaze followed him as Darrian grabbed the ring off his desk and stormed out of his office. He never looked back, as he slammed his office door that made the glass pane shuddered in its frame.

His workers looked up in surprise as he hurried past them. Lairds was normally a quiet, serene place, but he was pretty certain that the others overheard him and Kassidy shouting. The entire building had no soundproofing or insulation. When he finally maneuvered through the maze of worker cubicles, he reached the back entrance. 

He stepped through and out into the rain. It felt like it always rained in London, especially in the fall. He looked up at the gray sky then back at the door. He’d forgotten his coat, but there was no way in hell he was going back in to retrieve it. He pulled up the collar on his wool sweater as rivulets of rain began to trail down his neck. Cold and icy trails winding their fingers to his soul. Okay, who was being dramatic now? 

Darrian walked the few blocks until he reached Richmond Park where, because of the inclement weather, only a few people were milling around. He knew this by rote. Darrian and Kassidy spent hundreds of hours of their childhood here while their parents worked at the store. Rain or shine, they would play in the park for hours upon hours.

He picked a graveled path that led to one of his favorite places, a small bridge over a creek. The
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