
        
            
                
            
        

    
	She’s a high society girl from a wealthy New York family. He’s an orphaned boy who came from nothing. Stacey Tudor has loved Jake Stevens ever since the day her brother brought him home from boarding school. After a disastrous romantic encounter in her family’s vacation home, the two quickly fall out of touch.

	Years later, Stacey is invited to interview her now extremely successful childhood crush and to finish what they began when they were younger. With her history of failed romances and his inability to trust, can they ever make it work?
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Prologue

	 

	 

	Ten Years Earlier

	 

	Stacey dived into the pool. The water was cool against her skin, a welcome relief after the long drive to her parents’ summer cottage. Swimming in the pool represented freedom after two months trapped inside a small classroom attending summer school. It was exactly what she needed to officially begin her summer vacation after high school. Because she’d attended summer school, she only had three weeks of vacation this year. It was much shorter than her prior summer breaks, but luckily, they were starting the new semester later this year so she would have extra time to relax. She started swimming laps, feeling the stress of the past few months disappear with each stroke. She planned to spend the next few weeks relaxing, tanning by the pool, and breathing in the fresh country air.

	Her parents’ Berkshire cottage provided the perfect setting for a relaxing retreat away from the city. The cottage was located along a quiet stretch of road nestled among both farms and summer vacation homes. The trees surrounding the property made you feel as though you were secluded from the rest of the world. Their canopies provided a perfect balance of shade and sunshine, letting in enough sun to keep the area warm but providing enough shade to keep the temperature bearable. Like the trees, the Berkshires provided a perfect balance between city and country. The closest town was only ten minutes away, with great restaurants and her favorite ice cream parlor. The nearby mountains were home to many outdoor activities, from hiking to biking. Up here she would have a multitude of activities to occupy her days and a pile of romance novels to occupy her nights.

	Nobody had been in the house when she arrived. She admitted to herself that she was disappointed. Stacey had hoped to at least see her parents or her brother. They were a close family, and it felt like it had been months since they had all been together in person. She missed them, and even though she talked to her mother regularly, their phone calls were a poor substitute for one of her dad’s bear hugs. But duty called. When she’d first arrived, her gaze was drawn to the note they had left her on the counter. She recognized her mother’s cursive script. She and her father were heading out to the Hamptons to attend a garden party to support one of the charities her mother had taken an interest in. Her brother Mark and his longtime friend, Jake, were also staying at the cottage for the summer. With her brother’s car gone from the driveway, Stacey guessed they had decided to leave the peace and quiet of the Berkshires in favor of a party or two in the Hamptons. The various Hamptons enclaves were a summer haven for New York City’s rich and famous. The Hamptons party scene had been the source of more than one Page Six gossip story. Luckily, none of those had mentioned her brother or his best friend Jake.

	Although disappointed that she couldn’t spend quality time with her family, Stacey was looking forward to a night of peace and quiet and the chance to lose herself reading stories about rich bachelors abandoning their partying ways and finding love with the sexy girl next door. Romance novels were Stacey’s secret addiction. It was something she kept to herself. It felt clandestine as she plotted her schedule around each month’s new releases. Anticipating their arrival was part of the excitement. With coffee in hand, she would lose herself for hours in the adventures of each novel’s heroine as they found their soul mate. Stacey was young, and true love was something she had not experienced. But just like the characters in her romance novels, she knew that someday she would find her knight in shining armor.

	Lost in thought, Stacey suddenly felt the hair on her neck rise, as though someone was watching her as she swam up and down the length of the pool. She let the feeling pass, dismissing it as nothing more than wrought nerves after the long drive to the house and the stress of studying for and taking her final exams. The trees ensured privacy, and there was no chance anyone could get past the security the electronic front gates and stone fence provided.

	After swimming a few more laps, she felt her skin was starting to shrivel and decided it was as good a time as any to get out and check out the garden. A quick walk around the grounds would dispel any notions a secret admirer was hiding in the bushes.

	Stacey hoisted her body from the water. She saw him first out of the corner of her eye. Jake was casually lying back on one of the lounge chairs alongside the pool, looking straight at her. Unlike the boys in her class, who were immature and would have darted their gaze in the other direction, Jake didn’t look away when Stacey met his gaze. Jake’s persona was an interesting balance of confidence and arrogance. She raised an eyebrow and silently asked What are you looking at? He just kept staring at her as she continued to lift her body out of the water, taking an inventory of each part as it rose out of the swimming pool.

	Since he had no issue checking out her body, Stacey took a moment to give Jake a quick once over. He was tall, broad shouldered, and handsome. The beginnings of afternoon stubble were visible, making him look rugged and slightly dangerous. It was obvious he worked out, and his shorts did little to hide his strong thigh muscles and well-defined calves. She guessed the white t-shirt that clung to his biceps was also covering six pack abs.

	Stacey knew from observing Jake over the years that his confident demeanor meant women would forgive him many things—including Stacey, who had already decided not to admonish him for watching her as she swam, and more importantly, for interrupting her quiet time.

	“Don’t let me stop you,” he said, as Stacey turned to plant her bottom on the side of the pool. “It looked like you were trying to carve up more than the water in the pool.”

	“You didn’t stop me,” she replied. “It’s time I got out. I was planning to take a walk around the grounds after I get dressed. It’s such a pretty time of year to be up here.” She deliberately didn’t respond to his comment about her swimming. Although he was like a brother to her, she didn’t want to explain why she’d been stressed these past few months.

	Stacey felt Jake’s gaze follow her as she walked to the lounge chair where her towel was hanging. Trying to feel less self-conscious under Jake’s gaze, she asked, “Where’s Mark?”

	“In town picking up something for your mother,” he replied.

	It was obvious to her that Jake wasn’t interested in conversation. Why was she surprised? She was only in high school, and he was an undergraduate in college. He was out of her league. Despite her efforts at nonchalance, Stacey felt self-conscious as he watched her walk along the side of the pool to get her towel. It would have been great if she’d developed size D breasts and never-ending legs in high school like some of her friends. Instead, she was a size B cup, and her body was fit rather than curvy. Get over it, she thought to herself. It wasn’t as though Jake hadn’t seen her in a swimsuit before, so there was no reason for her to be self-conscious. For many years Jake had practically lived with them for the summer and other major holidays, so she couldn’t understand why she was suddenly so aware of his intense gaze as she moved as quickly as she could from the pool to the deck chair.

	Jake had already jumped up and was waiting with her towel in his hand, although he wasn’t trying to hand it to her. Stacey reached but Jake pulled it back. He was teasing her, like a big brother would, but somehow, this was different. Stacey could see that he wasn’t withholding her towel to be a nuisance. He was keeping it from her so she couldn’t hide her body from him, which was fairly evident from his slow appraisal of her body.

	Stacey wasn’t often the object of attention Without thinking, she lunged forward to grab the towel from his hands. She needed something to cover her body from his penetrating gaze.

	“Thanks,” she said sarcastically as she wrapped the towel around her body and tied the ends in a knot at her breasts. Although she’d hoped covering her body might protect her from Jake’s gaze, he kept staring. It was as though he could see her body through the fabric of the towel. She liked to stay in shape, and she was aware that her biceps were well toned, as were her legs. Despite knowing that her body was fit and lean, Jake’s gaze was unnerving.

	“You’ve suddenly grown up,” he said. “Last time I saw you, you had braces and pig tails.”

	“That was years ago. You haven’t been to the cottage for ages. What have you been up to?”

	“I’ve been busy with college, summer jobs and the Investment Club. This is the first vacation I’ve taken since I started college.”

	Stacey was like a sister to Jake, and he was an unofficial member of the family. She knew he was serious about making a name for himself in the business world. She was a little sad to hear that he hadn’t had much time for fun while he’d been in college. It was supposed to be a time for studying hard and partying hard, and it sounded like he’d done hours of the former and truly little of the latter. He’d had a tough life, and she thought he would have been able to relax a little once he started college.

	A drop of water fell from Stacey’s hair and trickled down her forehead toward her eye. Stacey watched Jake’s hand as it moved toward the droplet. She felt his thumb gently wipe it away. He did not stop with just the droplet. He continued to move his thumb over the spot where the drop had been. The palm of Jake’s hand moved to cup her chin. Stacey’s emboldened stare back into his eyes reflected a confidence that she didn’t feel inside. His stare was intense, and she knew that her return stare matched his in intensity.

	Stacey had nursed a crush on Jake since the eighth grade. Despite her flirtations when she was younger, Stacey knew that Jake had always seen her as Mark’s little sister. He’d always been the perfect young man, gently letting her down despite her repeated childish attempts to get him to notice her. But this time was vastly different. His eyes were looking straight into hers, as if they were penetrating her soul. The look in his eyes told Stacey all that she needed to know. Jake was seeing her as a true woman. A desirable woman.

	Stacey had grown up during these past few years while Jake had been busy at college. While there were boys at high school who had wanted to date her, they’d always seemed young and immature. Now she knew why. She compared every one of them to Jake, and every one of them fell very much short of the high bar he’d set for all the men in her life to live up to.

	At this moment, standing in front of her was a man. a fully grown, very sexy man. Stacey’s heart was pounding inside her chest, but she was intent on holding her own and stood steady under his gaze.

	Her inexperience didn’t mean she didn’t know what was happening. She wanted to feel his lips on hers and her skin was shivering in anticipation of his touch. Stacey wasn’t sure how to let Jake know what she wanted. A whimper escaped her lips as she felt her body lean toward his. This was the kiss she’d dreamed about since the eighth grade.

	Stacey’s lips tingled as Jake ran his tongue over them, deepening their kiss. His taste on her lips was addictive, and like an addict, she wanted more. Stacey opened her mouth to him. He plunged his tongue into her mouth, and Stacey felt his body move to close the distance between them. Jake ran his hands up and down her arms, and she shivered. Stacey was young and inexperienced, but she knew she wanted more than just a kiss from him.

	Jake’s hand moved to the knot holding the towel in place and rested his hand there. She knew he was silently asking permission to undo it. Stacey nodded, and Jake gently tugged until the towel bunched at Stacey’s feet.

	“Stacey, Stacey, Stacey,” he whispered into her ear.

	Stacey’s nipples hardened under her bikini top and she knew the thin fabric did little to hide them. Joined at the lips, their bodies began to entwine. His arms pulled her in closer to him, crushing her nipples against his hard, muscular chest. Stacey felt Jake’s hand as it moved lightly along her side. He ran his finger under the bottom of her bikini top, then waited as though once again asking permission to proceed.

	Stacey wasn’t thinking clearly. Jake’s tongue continued to dance around her mouth and drive her crazy. She tingled in places that had never tingled before.

	Responding to his silent request to touch her naked breast, she dipped her body down, pushing the bikini top over her breast. Her darkened nipple was erect and waiting for his touch. He rolled it between his fingertips, and a gasp filled with desire escaped her lips. He used his other hand to release her other breast and rolled both nipples between his fingers, then pulled his face away slightly and looked deep into her eyes.

	Stacey felt the air against her skin as he removed his hands from her breasts and began kissing her neck. Although Jake was trying hard to hide his erection from her, it was very evident that he was hard. She wondered what it would feel like to run her hand beneath the waistband of his shorts and hold his length in her hand. She had never gone this far with a man before, but she wanted to feel Jake’s length beneath her fingers. She wanted to feel every part of Jake.

	The sound of Mark calling Jake’s name jolted them both apart. Stacey moved quickly to cover her naked breasts with her bikini top and reached down to grab the towel from her feet.

	“I can’t believe this happened,” she cried, as she ran toward the house.

	Stacey didn’t look back as she rushed inside the house, seeking the protection of her room. She had to put distance between herself and Jake. Jake kissed like a man. What she’d just experienced wasn’t like the innocent kisses of high school boys. No. Jake knew what he wanted and went straight after it. She couldn’t believe she’d fallen so quickly under his intoxicating spell. Once again it was her brother to the rescue. If he’d not returned home when he had, she wasn’t sure how far this thing between Jake and her would have gone. Jake affected her. When she was around Jake, she was willing to throw caution to the wind.

	Embarrassed by the whimpers and moans that had escaped her lips, she had only herself to blame for what had happened. She’d encouraged Jake and she’d responded as his experienced hands roamed her uncovered skin. Stacey buried her head in her pillow. She replayed the scene by the pool repeatedly. From their kiss to his aroused state and her erect nipples, it was like a movie on continuous replay. Unfortunately, each time she replayed the pool scene, as she now called it, she thought about the look that had crossed Jake’s face as soon as they had separated.

	Stacey knew she should go back down to the living room and pretend nothing had happened, but she felt raw and exposed. A good night’s sleep would give her the courage to see Jake face to face again.

	 

	Stacey woke the next morning feeling better and less embarrassed. Walking downstairs, she was expecting to see Jake and her brother at the breakfast table. They were both early risers, and she wanted to see Jake before he and Mark headed out for the day. Scanning the table, she saw that the place where Jake normally sat was empty.

	“Where’s Jake?” she asked.

	Mark looked up from his cup of coffee and said, “Something came up and he needed to head back into the city. He mentioned something about problems with the paperwork for his new firm needing his immediate attention. I’m bummed, because we still had another two weeks of vacation to go, but he was insistent on leaving right away, and he told me it was unlikely he was going to make it back to the cottage before the summer was over.”

	Stacey felt a chill run through her entire body as she realized that she’d scared him away.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Jake watched as numbers flashed across the screens in front of him. The markets were up, and he was making money. That was what people paid him to do, and he was good at it. Over the past ten years he’d made hundreds of millions of dollars for himself and his clients. It was a long way from Batesville, Indiana.

	His office was on the fortieth floor of a building overlooking Central Park, which was like a sea of greenery in an otherwise greyish city. Late at night he would sit back and look at the few lights still on in the other offices and at the traffic as it moved along Park Avenue. While a fancy office and a beautiful view weren’t the only measures of success for him, they were something he’d aspired toward and achieved. Despite his success in the business world, he never took it for granted, given his orphaned childhood and poor mid-Western roots. Very few people could say that they had made it, and Jake was proud of all he’d achieved over the past ten years. It had not come easy. There were many late nights spent pouring over numbers and spreadsheets. He was often in a position where he had to make tough decisions that impacted people’s lives. Often it was impossible to prevent those job losses that happened when companies needed to trim down to have a sustainable business.

	Reflecting on his prior achievements, Jake realized the price of success had been at the expense of a personal life. But he now felt secure in both his success and in the person he’d become.

	His office was another reflection of his status in the business world. Two flat panel monitors sat on the glass desk he worked at. Another four monitors were on the table behind him. With a glance, Jake was able to determine what was happening in any market around the world—be it commodities, foreign exchange, bonds, or stocks. His desk was clean of paper, and he liked it that way. Jake kept all his files in his head or on his computer. It was easier to keep track of things that way, although he knew it frustrated the people who had worked for him over the years when he could remember figures off the top of his head that they had to search for.

	A black comfortable chair was the only other piece of furniture in the office. Jake liked to sit there and read annual reports. To him they were like reading novels about companies. They told you what a company did, provided plenty of information about their financial position and gave you insights into a company’s competitive position. He particularly enjoyed the Chairman’s Letter at the front, where a company would reflect on its historical performance and lay out its strategic plan.

	Over the years, Jake had become known as an activist investor. It was a description with which he wasn’t completely comfortable, but he’d come to learn that the press liked to fit people into neat little categories, and this was where they had put him. He hated when the media grouped him with the new breed of activists. They were people who thought long-term meant weeks, not years.

	Jake’s investment horizon was much longer. It didn’t make him less aggressive with management teams he believed were destroying the long-term value of a company’s franchise. Through meetings with management, the press, and conversations with other shareholders, Jake would try and convince other investors that the company was on the wrong track, and that something needed to change to preserve the long-term value of the company for its shareholders.

	The doors to his office opened, and in walked Joanna carrying a pile of things for him to sign. It amazed him how she was still able to move around so quickly, given that she was six months pregnant. She’d recently married his best friend, Mark, and Jake envied her newfound happiness evident from the smile that never left her face. When he’d hired her, she’d been shy and very introverted. One of the reasons he’d hired her on the spot was because he’d seen that under her tough skin, she, like him, was also a wounded soul. She’d only been in New York for a week, and somehow Jake knew Joanna had really needed the job he was looking to fill.

	When Mark had stopped by the office one evening, Mark had fallen head over heels in love with his new assistant. It was funny as he reflected on that time. Mark had spent more time in Jake’s office those weeks after Joanna had joined him than he had in the years prior to her hiring. It had taken effort on Mark’s behalf to convince Joanna to trust men again, but to his credit, Mark’s patience had paid off. A verbally abusive husband had left Joanna alone and pregnant, and Mark had been there to help pick up the pieces. Their friendship had blossomed into romance, and Joanna had gradually come out of her shell. Now, in her sixth month of pregnancy and with a shiny new wedding band on her finger, Joanna was positively glowing.

	“Joanna, you shouldn’t be walking around so much. Why don’t you go home and put your feet up?” he asked.

	Joanna ignored his comment. “Here are the papers that you need to sign. And Jake, I’m pregnant, not sick, and the doctor said walking was good for me. It helps keep the swelling down in my ankles.” Joanna made a point of looking down at her ankles.

	Jake thought they looked the same as they always had, but he was wise enough not to comment on it.

	Joanna continued, “Anyway, what would you do without me here to screen your calls and stop all those people from entering your office? I intend to work until the baby gets here.”

	“Can I shut down the office for the next three months until the baby arrives? That way you have no reason to be on your feet chasing people away and waiting on me.”

	“I don’t know how I’m going to cope without you here to help me,” he continued. “I know that and his family have enough money that you don’t need to work after the baby comes. I just wanted to let you know that I think it is amazing that you want to continue working after you give birth.”

	“I’m not the type of girl who likes to sit around and shop all day, go to the spa and then go to lunch. I know I’d find that type of day extremely boring. I won’t lie, it’s going to be a little stressful handling a baby and a full-time job, but working and maintaining financial independence is important to me.”

	“Well, while I know it’s very selfish of me to say so, I’m really happy that you want to come back once the baby is born. You know how much I’ve been avoiding starting the processing of hiring someone to be your replacement, even if its temporary. I have a very high bar.” Jake wasn’t sure how he was going to cope without Joanna. It was true he dreaded having to hire a replacement, but he also knew Joanna wanted to spend time with the baby once he was born, so he mentally added replacing an irreplaceable assistant to his list of things to do.

	Joanna laughed. “You may think I’m irreplaceable, but there are plenty of willing candidates out there who would love the opportunity to work for you. You’re smart, funny, and devilishly handsome. I always thought you should’ve been on one of those most eligible bachelor lists. You know, the famous, or should I say infamous, list of Rich Single Men—Manhattan’s Most Eligible Bachelors?”

	“Flattery will get you everywhere. And while I know of that list, I have absolutely no intention of joining it.”

	“Well, I know one way you could remove yourself from contention.”

	“Don’t go there.” Jake wasn’t comfortable with the level of success and the small amount of notoriety he’d achieved, particularly in the last few years. Until now he’d tried to keep a low profile, but it was hard to keep flying under the radar in Manhattan.

	“Switching topics, I need to think about hiring another assistant. I’d like to have some overlap between you and the next one, so the transition is as smooth as possible.”

	“Already on the case, boss,” she replied, and gave him a mock salute.

	Jake realized it was silly of him to have second guessed her. Nonetheless, her efficiency and ability to anticipate his every need always surprised him.

	“I’ve already started interviewing the candidates the agency sent over. I should have a list of people for you to meet in the next week or so.”

	“What am I going to do without you?” he lamented.

	“You survived all these years without me, and you’ll do it again. Plus, I did take two weeks off for my honeymoon,” said Joanna.

	“Yes, I remember, but it took you weeks just to undo all the mess the prior temp created. Since you went from being engaged to being married in weeks, rather than months, you didn’t leave me enough time to find someone else who is as competent as you are to step in. At least now we have time to hire the right person for the job, rather than someone who has availability but unproven competence. But this time you’ll be gone for much longer, and I fear that once you lay eyes on your newborn baby, you will never want to come back and work in an office again. Now go home to Mark. I know he likes to pamper you. I’m your boss, and you still will not take it easy when I order you to do so.” Maybe Mark would have better luck convincing her to get off her feet.

	He continued, “And more importantly, do it for my sake not yours. Mark loves to call and berate me, and I can’t bear to hear another speech about how I’m working you into the ground given your delicate condition.”

	Jake and Joanna had talked about it in the past. While Mark was his best friend, making him a somewhat biased judge, he was pleased that Joanna realized how fortunate she had been to have found Mark. Mark was good for Joanna and generous with his love and attention. So many good things had happened to Joanna, and Jake was happy to see her head over heels in love.

	“Aye, aye sir,” Joanna said in her best Popeye accent. “Don’t forget your interview this afternoon,”

	“How could I forget?” This was his first interview in years. Jake had intentionally kept out of the spotlight during his early years in business despite his success. But as his returns grew, his confidence grew, and so did the size of his investments. The media had begun to pay attention. At first they’d been interested in the companies he invested in, calling him to ask for quotes and for the background story. He was happy to oblige, as the questions were not about him and his background, but about the company, its performance and sometimes about its CEO. As they said, all publicity was good publicity, and in the activist business, that was certainly the case. More attention from the press meant the management teams of an underperforming company were more likely to feel the heat and take the necessary actions to improve their performance.

	More recently the press had become interested in him personally. He’d received multiple requests from magazines seeking to profile him. Jake was reluctant to discuss his upbringing or his personal life. He didn’t like to talk about himself, but he’d decided it would be easier to give one personal interview to assuage the curiosity about him. Hopefully, it would be boring enough to satisfy the public’s curiosity and convince the audience he was just a simple, boring guy.

	He’d thought long and hard about which publication to grant the interview to. Investing Wisely was a well-regarded monthly investment magazine focused on longer-term trends rather than the latest investing fads. Each month they profiled an investor, and Jake was the subject of their upcoming monthly profile. The magazine had promised to send their most talented journalist, Edith Rowe. He’d read her past profiles and found her to be fair, particularly when he compared what the articles said with what he personally knew about the personalities of people he often ran into in the business. More importantly, she didn’t dig too deeply into her subject’s personal affairs. Obviously she knew that while the public might be interested in them, her interviewee had a right to a personal life that stayed personal. Instead, she focused on how the investor got involved in the business and on finding out what their particular investment edge was.

	Joanna turned to leave. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

	“Have a great evening. Say hi to Mark for me.”

	Jake smiled. It was great to see Joanna impatient to get home to her new husband. He wondered whether he would ever find happiness like that, and whether there would be a time when he couldn’t wait to leave the office to get home. A news alert flashed on his screen requiring his immediate attention. Placing all sentimental thoughts aside, he focused on business once again.

	 

	Half an hour later, a box popped up on his computer screen reminding him of his upcoming interview. He perused his calendar and found all the information was there, from the name of the restaurant to the cross street to the nearest subway stop in case it was raining and no cabs were in sight. He recognized the name of the bar as being the new hangout for the Wall Street crowd. He grabbed his briefcase, added a pile of new annual reports from the stack on his desk—bedtime reading when he got home that evening—and headed out the door.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	When her boss had called in sick that morning with laryngitis, Stacey saw an opportunity to move up the journalism ladder at Investing Wisely. She’d been Edith’s research assistant since she’d first started the job years ago right out of college, but she wanted her own byline. She loved doing research, but she wanted to do more than sit behind a desk searching for background material and then fact checking finished articles. She wanted to meet the interviewees, hear their stories, and communicate their unique histories and perspectives to the Investing Wisely readership in a way that could inspire people to also aim big and achieve their dreams. That morning, she’d walked into her editor’s office and pitched her case. She’d been an active blogger on the side and was able to show him articles she’d written related to health and lifestyle, including interviews with prominent wellness experts.

	Interviewing the famous activist investor Jake Stevens was the chance of a lifetime. He had a reputation as well-known recluse who kept his private life very private, and she knew this was the first interview he’d agreed to give.

	Stacey admired Jake, and despite the lack of contact over the years, she’d kept abreast of what he’d been up to. That was one of the benefits of working at an industry-based publication that covered the same industry he was in. Investing Wisely often contained articles about what Jake was doing as an investor. If she was truthful with herself, she would have admitted her interest was both a professional and private one. She knew from her reporter friends that other more well-known journalists had tried to get close to him over the years, and how they had all failed. Any reporter who could get a personal interview with the famous investor Jake Stevens would immediately make his or her name in the reporting world.

	Stacey wanted to know what made Jake tick. She’d tried to cross paths with him for years with little success. Jake kept a low-profile, avoiding media focused on him. Despite repeated attempts, like turning up at her parents’ house unannounced and showing up at annual meetings where she thought he might be, she’d never run across him.

	Stacey flashed back to the conversation, more realistically described as a confrontation, she’d had with her boss earlier that morning when she’d gone into to try and convince him to let her take Edith’s place. She mentally patted herself on the back for having stood her ground when he’d pushed back.

	“But you don’t have enough experience for this type of article. I can’t give it to you,” Nate had told her.

	“I’ve spent the last few years watching and learning from Edith. She is your best reporter, and she trained me. What better prep could I have had for doing this interview?”

	“I should send over Johnston. He can do the
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