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      The fact that she hadn’t been fired yet was a miracle. Mira had made one mistake after another after another, and each time, she’d managed to skate past the dreaded meeting with her boss, Steven. Everyone kept saying how nice he was, but she knew better. She’d already had one of those meetings, and the fact was that he only cared about one thing.

      The happiness of his customers.

      Okay, that wasn’t a bad thing. It was probably the thing that helped him stay in business. He needed to care about his customers. But over the well-being of her mental health?

      Mira sighed as she leaned against the wall of the elevator and glanced over once more to Eve. “How long have you been working here?”

      The woman’s green eyes were warm and soft. She was the kind of person Mira could see running this place one day. She was probably the nicest person who worked at the Sweet Paradise Resort. “Oh, I don’t know. It’s been a long time, though.” She looked down at the ring on her finger, and her thumb twisted it around and around. “I met my fiancé while working here.”

      Mira grinned. “Gabe seems like a wonderful guy.” He was another one of the good ones. He could have had her fired over the ring fiasco, and instead, he’d kept a cool head.

      “Gabriel. He hates his name being shortened.” Eve laughed. “And he is. I think he likes working here just as much as I do. It’s probably the reason we’re working Christmas again this year.” Eve glanced up at Mira. “So you don’t have a boyfriend. What about a fiancé?”

      Mira shook her head. “Gosh, no. I don’t have time for that. I’m trying to save up to help get my younger brother through college. It’s hard for him to work and take all those classes. I don’t know how he does it.”

      “That’s impressive. Did you go to school?”

      Once again, she shook her head. “No. I couldn’t afford it. I’ve been taking care of my brother since I was seventeen. My parents passed away in a car accident, and it was either get a job or the state was gonna split us up.”

      Eve gasped. “I’m so sorry.”

      “Don’t worry about it. That was almost ten years ago. Now, Sam is in college and I’m here. It’s why I can’t lose this job. It’s one of the highest-paying gigs I could find without having a college degree.”

      Eve reached out and touched her forearm. “You’ll be fine. I know you’re stressed, but seriously, Steven won’t fire you. Especially not now. We need all the help we can get. We rarely have priority guests stay over the holidays. That family in the penthouse suite will expect perfection.”

      Mira grimaced. It sure didn’t sound like she’d be fine. At the rate she was going, she’d end up fired before Christmas.

      Eve laughed again as the elevator doors slid open. They headed toward reception only to hear a woman arguing at a volume that made several people look her way. Mira slowed her steps as Eve charged forward with a smile on her face.

      “Excuse me, ma’am. What can I do for you?”

      The woman whirled around and glowered at Eve. “My room has not been cleaned to the standards I was promised. There’s a wrapper in my wastebasket. I’ve requested that someone from housekeeping come get my coat that needs dry cleaning and⁠—”

      Eve nodded. “My apologies. I’ll have someone come right up to fix⁠—”

      “No. You owe me compensation. Or a better room—a room that has actually been cleaned.” The woman tossed her blond hair over her shoulder and stomped her foot. “If you’re not willing to help me, then I want to speak to the manager. I’m not against calling the owner and getting him on board with this, either.”

      “Of course, ma’am.” She glanced over at Mira and waved her over.

      Mira’s feet remained frozen where she stood. No. She couldn’t go over there. Not with that monster.

      Eve’s eyes popped open wider, indicating how serious this was as she gave Mira another look.

      Slowly, Mira’s feet shuffled forward. She kept her hands clasped in front of her and lowered her head.

      The woman spun around, her feet pointing toward Mira, and she let out a sigh. “What is she going to do to help?”

      Eve’s bright voice was laced with what could only be irritation. “This is Mira. She’s going to help move your things to your new quarters.”

      “Help me—no, absolutely not. I don’t have time to do any of this. I’m heading down the hill to the small town at the base of the mountain. You’ll all have to move my things without me.” She took a few steps away then stopped and spun around again. “I know every single thing that’s in my room. If even one item goes missing, I will shut this whole place down.”

      When the sound of her heels had finally disappeared, Mira glanced up at Eve. “What a witch.”

      Eve shot her a warning look and leaned close. “You never know who is listening,” she whispered. “It’s best not to say anything.”

      A lump formed in Mira’s throat, and her face heated. She glanced around, worried that someone might be listening.

      “She’s not wrong.” Gabriel came out of a back room with a suitcase dolly.

      “Gabriel. You can’t say that.”

      He shrugged. “Have you ever interacted with someone as bad as her?”

      “Gabriel!” she said with exasperation.

      He chuckled then jerked his head toward the elevator. “Come on, Mira. Let’s get the woman’s things and take them to her new room.”

      Mira nodded and scurried after Gabriel, but then Eve called after them, and they stopped.

      She practically ran across the lobby with a keycard in her hand. “You’re going to need this. It’ll get you into both rooms. She’s being moved to the fourth floor.” She pushed the card into Mira’s hand.

      “You’re kidding.” Gabriel groaned. “You’re giving her access to one of the presidential suites?”

      She gave him another warning look. “I shouldn’t have to remind you that there are other important people here this month. The last thing we need is for our guests on the fifth floor to have to deal with Ms. Devlin’s mood.”

      “More like Ms. Devil,” Gabriel muttered.

      Mira snickered until Eve scowled at both of them.

      “That’s enough. Not another word. Leave the woman in peace, and let’s hope she does the same for our other guests.”

      Mira stared at the card in her hand. It was amazing what some money and throwing a tantrum could do for some people.

      By the time she glanced up from the card, Gabriel was already waiting for the elevator. How she’d managed to get swept up in servicing the higher clientele, she didn’t know. The sooner she could escape and return to her more mundane tasks, the better.
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      Kane stood at his window, staring out at the ice-skating rink below. He held his hands tightly behind his back, hating the guilt he felt over this whole situation.

      His parents were to blame for that last part. The lecture they’d given him over doing work while he was supposed to be on vacation hadn’t been necessary. Isabelle knew he was busy, especially around the holidays.

      Frankly, his parents should have been thrilled that he’d agreed to come on this trip in the first place. A whole month at some resort in the middle of nowhere was a ridiculous tradition. And his parents had somehow managed to make it worse. They’d invited all their friends for a big event on Christmas Eve. In a few short weeks, this place would be crawling with the upper-class elites from Boston.

      He let out a sigh and moved along the window to get a better view of his surroundings. The resort was a lot larger than it appeared from the outside. Up here, he could see all the way to the ski lodge. There were activities for everyone out here. Children played in the snow, making angels and snowmen. What looked like a paintball course was actually being used for snowball fights.

      For all intents and purposes, this place was perfect for people who loved the season and, more specifically, Christmas.

      He’d much rather avoid the holiday altogether. He could do without all the sweets and the caroling. He hated the repetitiveness of the Christmas music.

      And yet here he was.

      Because of Isabelle.

      His heart ached for his four-year-old daughter and the hardships she’d had to bear already in her short life. Her mother had left them for greener pastures. The woman whom Kane had thought would be a wonderful mother had turned out to be someone who only wanted his money.

      It was her loss. Isabelle was bright and funny, and she deserved everything the world had to offer her. He would make that happen if it was the last thing he did.

      Kane’s sharp gaze followed an older couple, who exited the building with a small girl in a bright-red coat, boots, and matching mittens. He smiled in spite of himself. He might hate the holiday, but Isabelle adored it. And his parents might be judgmental about his choices, but they doted on his little girl like grandparents should.

      He turned away from the window and took a seat on the couch in front of the coffee table. His computer and tablet were laid out with spreadsheets and contact information about his clients. There was still a lot he had to get done before the end of the fiscal year. It was priority number one.

      His gaze lifted once more to the large window. There was only one problem.

      That endless guilt. The words his parents had said just before they left ate at him.

      “You should be spending time with Isabelle.”

      “Work can always wait. It’s not going anywhere.”

      Hypocrites. Both of them. Their family hadn’t fallen into the wealth they now had by chance. His parents and his grandparents had worked tirelessly to build their family’s empire. Now that they were able to retire, they saw fit to tell him what to do.

      Well, they’d be sorely disappointed, then. There was no way he would walk away from the people who counted on him. There were thousands of employees down the line who needed their paychecks so they could provide for their own families.

      He picked up his phone, glanced once more at the window, then dialed the number for his assistant. Thank goodness Mathew didn’t mind working during the holidays.
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      “Daddy, Daddy! Grandma and Grandpa took me to get a hot chocolate and to see the ice-skating rink, and there’s a place where you can build a snow fort and⁠—”

      Kane held up his hand then pointed to his phone, earning himself a scowl from his mother.

      “Sweetheart, how about you let your father finish up his phone call, and you can drink your hot chocolate in the kitchen.”

      Isabelle frowned, her large blue eyes lifting to her father as Catherine guided her away.

      The tightness in Kane’s chest returned. He tore his focus away from Isabelle and listened to what his assistant was saying. “They don’t want to invest in that company. They said it doesn’t align with their values.”

      Kane pinched the bridge of his nose and took a deep breath. This was the third time today he’d spoken with his assistant on the phone. “Did you tell them that if they walk away from that investment, they’re going to lose more money than they put into it?”

      “Yes. But they’re insistent. They said to do what you have to in order to get them out of it and find a new company to invest in.”

      His jaw tightened. Some clients needed to learn to stop following their hearts and actually make good business decisions. “There are no other opportunities with that kind of return.”

      “I said that too.”

      Kane sighed. “Fine. I’ll do some research. They might be able to make up for their losses by choosing to work with several smaller companies in place of that large one. It’s not going to be easy, and it won’t give a return nearly as quickly.”

      “I’ll tell them.” Mathew hung up, but then someone else called in.

      His mother opened her mouth, but he held up a finger.

      She placed her hands on her hips.

      Kane mouthed the words “I’m sorry” then turned around. “This is Kane Jordan.”

      “Hello, Mr. Jordan. It’s Becky from the state’s office. We received your request for full custody of Isabelle. Do you have a moment?”

      Kane shot a quick look in his daughter’s direction. His mother had pulled out a coloring book and some crayons. She glanced up with both irritation and curiosity.

      He cleared his throat and strode toward the bedrooms. “Yes, I have a few minutes.”

      “Wonderful. It looks like your ex-wife hasn’t signed the required documents. I’m afraid legally, we can’t move forward until you provide us with her signature.”

      “What? Isabelle’s mother hasn’t been in the picture for going on four years. I don’t even know where she is.”

      “I’m sorry, sir. I suppose you could request that the court affirm that she’s an absent parent, and then the process would move forward.”

      He dragged a hand down his face. His plate was already full as it was. He couldn’t add tracking down his ex-wife to the growing list of things he needed to do. A sigh burst from his chest. “Fine. I’ll have my lawyer draw up the necessary paperwork.”

      “I’m so sorry, Mr.—”

      He hung up and let out a growl, his hand tightening around his phone. He should have done all of this when they were going through divorce proceedings. At the time, he’d hoped she’d want to be in their daughter’s life—or at least change her mind over the whole thing. But year after year, Madison proved that he had overestimated her humanity.

      Kane threw his phone onto the bed and glowered at it. He hadn’t told his parents about his plan, and he most definitely didn’t
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