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Chapter One

 Rachel

Be Angelica for a few more hours! One
final premiere, then I can pick up my luggage and jet off to
solitude and relaxation. No fuss. No assistant. No press. Rachel
Swisher has a reservation for peace and quiet in a private cabana
on a secluded beach, not Hollywood’s current “it” girl Angelica
Swisher.

“Off you go. The stylist will be here in
thirty minutes.” Joey, my assistant, orders. She prefers the
shortened and gender-neutral version of her traditional name,
Josephine. She has been with me for nearly two years. I have… had…
have a gorgeous townhouse with a garden in Brooklyn. Unfortunately,
just before filming an indie movie last year, someone broke in and
wrote obscenities on my white furniture and carpet with barbecue
sauce. Joey found the intrusion. I haven’t been back since. I’ve
reached out to a broker more than once to sell it. However, I can’t
bring myself to actually list it. The townhouse is stunning and in
a great location. It’s close to my dream home. It was my first
purchase after a few years in Hollywood. Before Joey gives me a
stern look, I step into the shower in my hotel suite.

The incident and my inability to return home
prompted me to seek counseling as well as hire personal security
for events or on set. I’m grateful I had Nolan from Blackthorne
Security with me when Cole showed up. Nolan has moved on to bigger
and better things since then. Aside from being the first son, he’s
a new dad and took over the family business.

Cole is also in the entertainment industry. I
considered him a likeminded booty call until he appeared in
Australia with an engagement ring. Despite a press release setting
forth our breakup the same day, our relationship, or lack thereof,
still lingers in the headlines, especially with the premiere of
that movie tonight.

Shaking away the bad thoughts, I finish
washing and exit the steamy glass enclosure. Wrapped in a towel, I
move into the bedroom. Once I dry off, I put on my bra, panties,
and a button-down shirt to sit for hair and makeup.

My glam team arrives and starts my
transformation. I have been fortunate in the beginning of my career
to work with some of Hollywood’s hottest actors, directors, and
costumers. In this film, The Animal Keeper’s Daughter, my
role is the daughter of Ellis Barnett. He not only starred but
wrote and directed the film. His wife, Kelly, is a couture designer
and costumer. I’ll be wearing one of her gorgeous creations. It’s a
one shoulder, navy blue satin dress with a mid-thigh slit. It
compliments my silhouette. By most standards, I’m too curvy for the
big screen. Hell, for any screen. My saving grace is critics have
likened my acting chops to the legendary Helen Mirren and my body
to Marilyn Monroe. The former allows me to get away with the
latter.

“All set,” David states as he finishes a
final heavy dose of hairspray on my hair.

The ringlets look fantastic. Ideally, they’ll
hold. “Thank you.”

Joey ushers them out, and I hurriedly step
into my dress. My bodyguard for the evening should be arriving in
the next fifteen minutes. Barrett has escorted me to a few events
before. Frankly, who accompanies me doesn’t matter. Blackthorne
Security has a stellar reputation, I hired Valencia Halden of Scala
Talent after the debacle with my ex. My representation at the time
provided my precise location and details of my schedule, allowing
Cole to show up without warning. Val’s boss Madeleine is married to
one of the owners at Blackthorne. Nolan recommended the talent
agency.

I slip on my Louboutin Kate Strauss pumps and
join Joey in the sitting room of my suite. A well-dressed man in a
navy suit stands when I enter the room. That isn’t Barrett.

“Good evening, Miss Swisher. I’m Finn.
Barrett was held up on another assignment.” He’s fit and towers
over me. With these heels on, he’s still four inches taller than
me. Finn has sandy-blond hair and striking green eyes. Even I can
admit he’s attractive.

I extended my hand to him. “Pleasure to meet
you.”

He nods. “You as well. I understand you’re
attending the premiere, the Barnett afterparty, then jetting off
for an overdue vacation.”

“That’s correct.” It’s been a long time
coming. After filming this project in Australia, I jumped into
another with nearly no break. I have nearly six weeks before my
next assignment begins. I’m excited because it’s shooting in London
where my family emigrated from before I was born.

“Good for you. Did the office staff go over
protocol with you in the last few days?” Finn asks.

“Yes. I spoke with Gemma yesterday.” Joey
hands me my bag filled with essentials, and Finn escorts me to the
waiting car. The ride to the theater lasts about thirty minutes.
The driver pulls behind the line of cars waiting to walk the red
carpet through a gauntlet of reporters. Not even Finn can protect
me from the questions bound to come about my former booty call Cole
Fisher and our failed engagement.

The truth isn’t even close to what the
vultures reported. The reality is Cole Foster was my friend with
benefits. He wanted to take our relationship to the next level.
Instead of talking to me, he bought an engagement ring and flew to
a foreign country. Despite the passage of time and Cole’s arm candy
over the last year, the inquiries will still come. When they bring
up me turning down his proposal, another man and request for
matrimony comes to mind. Choosing to walk away from my high school
sweetheart and best friend was the biggest mistake of my life to
date.

Finn sets his hand on my arm.

I turn my attention to him.

“You okay?” he asks.

“Of course. Why?”

He smiles. “I called your name a few times,
but you didn’t answer.”

“I’m sorry. Mentally, I’m already at the
beach.”

“No worries. We’re up next.”

I put on my Angelica mask and inhale deeply.
Finn steps out of the car and offers me his hand. I slide mine into
his and compose myself.

“Last chance to walk straight in with no
questions or pictures,” Finn whispers.

I grin at him. “Thanks, but it comes with the
gig.”

The press starts clamoring when Finn steps
aside. He’s about three feet to my right, which is close enough if
something goes awry, and far enough he isn’t captured in the
photos.

“Angelica, where’s your date?” one reporter
asks.

“Have you spoken to Cole?” a male voice
asks.

“Over here.” I turn toward and note one of
the only photographers who has always been kind. Stepping forward,
I meet his gaze.

He mouths, “Thank you,” snaps a photo, and
then points to his phone.

I nod and move along the carpet into the
event.

“What was that about with the photographer?”
Finn asks as soon as we clear the entryway.

“Jimmy is a standup guy and friends with
Ellis. He was the first to notice Noelle Barnett’s relationship
with Cash Morgan. He sent me a few questions earlier in the day.
Joey will answer them as soon as I text her we’ve arrived.”

“Okay. Ready to take your seat?”

“Yes. Thank you, Finn.”

He raises his hand to usher me forward.
“You’re welcome.” I greet the Barnetts and my co-star for this
film, Rourke Talbot, as I approach my placard. He’s the epitome of
tall, dark, and handsome. His acting skills are a marvel as well.
It’s too bad he isn’t a nice human. The lights flicker before I’m
able to speak with my agent. She politely acknowledges me and then
Finn over my shoulder. I wonder if they’ve met before. If I’m not
mistaken, interest flashes between them. It’s not surprising. Finn
is easy on the eyes. Val is stunning and classy. Without a moment
to waste, I sit in my seat and enjoy the premiere.

Once the film ends, the cast is escorted out
a different exit to transportation. The Barnett afterparty is fun
and exhausting at the same time. With Finn beside me, I spend
nearly three hours schmoozing and shaking hands with industry
people. The events themselves are fine. It’s the networking. Though
beneficial to me in the long run, it’s grueling. The compliments I
receive on the film premiere aren’t awful though. It doesn’t help
that a cabana on a white sandy beach is waiting for me a short
flight away.

Each step I take, after thanking Ellis for
the opportunity to work with him a second time, gets me closer to
the exit.

“Ready to go?” Finn asks.

“Yes. Thank you.” He ushers me outside to our
vehicle. We arrive back at the hotel. Twenty minutes later, I join
him again, wearing travel clothes with my luggage rolling behind
me.

Finn raises an eyebrow. “That was fast.”

I smile. We return to the SUV and are whisked
away to the airport. While he’s not officially on duty any longer,
Finn waits for me to board before catching his flight home.

Little did I know my vacation would be cut
short.

 



Chapter Two

 Julian

“Have a great summer, Mr. Lennox.” One of my
students pauses before he exits the rehearsal room for summer
break. Truthfully, music ended after the final performance of the
year last week. My students and I have had jam sessions for fun
during class since then. It’s surreal teaching in my old high
school. In the exact rooms where I honed my skills on piano,
trumpet, and saxophone. During college, I taught myself a few more
instruments as well. The building was renovated substantially since
I graduated. The upgrades were finished just before I walked
through those doors as a teacher for the first time.

Replacing my mentor was the job opportunity
of a lifetime. It cost me personally, but professionally it was
worth it. Maybe.

“You too! Don’t forget to train daily,” I
reply.

He grins at me. Rocco is a gifted pianist. “I
won’t.” He’s the one student who likely doesn’t need the reminder
that practicing his craft is necessary.

Once he leaves the room, I shift the chairs
against the wall and lock up. I join my fellow teachers in the
staff lounge after the buses depart the lot. The last week of
school is a marathon, especially with exams and graduation. We hold
graduation the evening before the last day of school. Our lounge is
always filled with good eats and drinks to provide nourishment and
stamina.

When I cross the threshold, one of my fellow
teachers, Nick, raises his hand for a fist bump. When we were
young, Nick, Rachel, and I were attached at the hip. Our classmates
and the town biddies dubbed us “The Troublesome Trio.” He’s the
chorale director here. He’s tall, thin, and married the love of his
life, Marley, almost six years ago. Their daughter, Lucille, turned
two last week. Lately, Marley has been filling the void left by
Rachel. My chest tightens. No one could ever replace Rachel. She’s
what romance novels would coin the one that got away. Despite her
turning down my marriage proposal and me marrying someone else, I’m
not angry with her. She chose to pursue her degree at Juilliard and
passion for acting. It worked out for her. She’s hugely successful
in Hollywood. Her newest movie premiered last week, and I was able
to catch it on opening day in a nearby city. My marriage falling
apart is another sordid story.

I met Kate during college orientation. We
became fast friends. She was pursuing a degree in nursing.
Eventually, we started dating midway through our first semester.
With no respect for my broken heart, which to be honest still
hasn’t healed, I proposed a year later. Kate and I were hitched
within eight months. Forgetting my first and only true love will
never happen. Rachel was the one for me, and maybe I should’ve
waited for her. Either way, it didn’t take long for my marriage to
crumble into ruin. While Rachel and I would never be together
again, I follow her career religiously. I don’t mean in a
stalkerish way. I keep up with her success and attend each of her
movies on opening night. Once I even traveled to the red-carpet
premiere to surprise her, but she arrived with up-and-coming actor,
Cole Foster. He’s a hot commodity in show business right now. I
didn’t make my presence known. After that fiasco, I tried and
failed to ignore the press. Her gorgeous face is everywhere these
days. I may have done a two-step when I learned Rachel and Cole
were no longer an item.

We grew up in a small town in Montana. Red
Stone has a movie theater, but they don’t showcase first-run
movies, only classics. The downtown area is quaint and has most
necessities. We have a general store as well as our own candy
factory. Our town boasts a few art galleries, epic plays in the
park, and a handful of exceptional restaurants. The most important
aspect of our home is the unparalleled views of the mountains and
breathtaking natural scenery.

The lounge fills with other staff members,
and we toast to the end of the school year.

“See you later, Nick.” We bro hug as I leave.
We’re meeting for dinner at a local tavern when Marley gets off
work at the art gallery in town.

“Yup. We’ll be there. Ken and Dorothy are
taking Luce for the next few days.”

“Nice. A little staycation,” I state.

“Exactly. I love my daughter more than words,
but the worry is heavy. If I could bubble wrap her, I would.”

I can’t sympathize with him as I’m not a dad,
but I would like to be one day. My sister made similar statements
when her kids were younger. I wave and drive home. I key open my
mailbox, climb the steps, and enter the pin for the door of my
side-by-side duplex near the edge of town. It has three bedrooms
with one on my main level meant to be utilized as an office and two
upstairs. I use the main level bedroom as an office and music
space. The second bedroom upstairs is set up for guests.

My décor style is comfortable. I can’t take
any credit. My older sister Iris revamped my entire home the day
after my ex-wife left. My walls are a chic gray balanced with taupe
couches and colorful throw pillows. She knocked the decor out of
the park. I have a few other properties, but I rent most of them
out.

Hanging my bag on the hook by the door, I
collapse onto the couch for a few minutes. I’m not as exhausted as
I usually am when my day extends into the evening for after-school
rehearsals with different ensembles. A part of my life that Kate
hated to her core. Despite her crazy schedule, she wanted me to be
waiting at home for her hospital shift to end. It was one of the
many reasons our marriage fell apart. I don’t frequently ruminate
on the past too much, at least with Kate, I stand and clean up for
dinner with my friends.

Once I dress, I turn on my computer and check
my email. During the school year, my personal inbox gets inundated
with unread messages. Either way, I open a few and get sucked
in.

I arrive at the tavern a few minutes late.
It’s a local establishment run by natives passed down through the
generations. Until recently, it was managed by Jimmy Olsen. No, not
from Superman. About a year ago, his sister Trish took
over.

“You made it.” Marley hugs me. They’re
sitting at a four-top table in the front corner of the building
near the window. Nick is on one side, and Marley is across from
him. I sit beside Marley with the bar to my left. It gives me the
option of surveying the entire tavern. “Surprised we beat you
here.”

“It’ll never happen again,” I quip.

Marley is a petite brunette with wide hazel
eyes. She’s perky and fun, which is perfect for Nick. “You’re
probably right.”

Our server approaches, and we request the
sampler appetizer platter, buffalo chicken strips, and potato
skins, plus our first round of drinks. It’s too much food if you
ask me, but school is out for summer, and we’re celebrating.

When our beverages arrive, we raise a
toast.

“To year three of molding young musicians,
singers, and thespians,” I offer.

Nick adds, “Here, here. Thank God it’s
over!”

We laugh, clink our glasses, and drink. The
three of us enjoy our food and chat about summer plans.

“Are you taking a vacation?” I ask.

Marley smiles. “We’re going to visit my
parents in San Diego next month. They haven’t seen their
granddaughter since they traveled here for the Christmas holiday.
What about you?”

“I planned a trip to the beach right before
the school year resumes. Otherwise, I’ll be hiking and exploring
the area in between home improvements.

Nick scoffs. “What do you need to fix?”

I tilt my head as if it should be obvious. “I
have to work on the Denison Road property. It needs a fresh coat of
paint throughout. I plan to do that while my tenants are on
vacation. I intend to upgrade the garage at the Upper Ledge house
with new doors, storage, and epoxy floor.”

“Still can’t believe you spent money on that
property,” Nick admits.

I bought it for Rachel or the life I thought
I would have with her. Things don’t always work out that way. “The
skyrocketing real estate market makes up for the abject failure of
my reasoning for purchasing it in the first place.” The house has
tripled in value since I bought it.

Nick shrugs and excuses himself to the
restroom but not before kissing Marley.

The slight blush on her cheeks is heartening.
They’re over-the-top happy, and it suits them.

“Sorry, he never leaves my side without a
kiss,” she states.

“I’ll find my person again someday.”

Marley sets her hand on top of mine. “You
have to fight for her. I’m sure—”

Honking horns, tires screeching, and screams
interrupt our conversation. Patrons from the other side of the bar
are looking out the window. Lights stream inside the window near
our table at an odd angle.

“Marley!” Nick shouts as the window facing
the street shatters into a million pieces.

A sedan crashes through the front window and
then into the building. Without thinking, I grab Marley by the hand
and drag her away from the front of the tavern. We scurry beneath
the hinged entrance and duck behind the bar farther away from the
front window. Glass breaks. Wood creaks, and sparks fly from the
neon sign over the bar. Fuck. Nick was in the direct path of the
car. Marley and I fell to the floor, trapped in the hollow space
between the bar and the wall.

Marley trembles uncontrollably beside me.

“Are you hurt?” I ask while mentally
cataloging my own injuries. Dizziness and a blistering headache?
Check. Blood dripping from my forehead? Yes. Sharp pain in my
shoulder? Ugh!

She takes a deep breath as if she’s doing the
same as me. “I have some cuts on my hands. I can move my fingers
and arms but not my left leg. There’s something heavy on top of it.
Is Nick okay?” Her question is calmer than her shaking frame and
death grip on my hand would indicate.

My gut twists as I answer, “I don’t know.” In
my heart I’m sure he isn’t okay, not by a long shot. The half-truth
seemed kind in the moment. The screams lessen enough that I hear
sirens. “We’re going to have to wait until the fire department can
get us out of here.”

Marley nods and adds, “Thank you for pulling
me out of the way.”

“You’re welcome.” My answer is the last thing
I recall before waking up in the hospital.

The fabled trio is down to a duo, and my
ex-wife hovers over my bed.



 



Chapter Three

 Rachel

The sun flickers through the skylight of the
master suite. I have soaked in calm and relaxing vibes of this
resort for the past week. You would think I would be ready to
leave. I’m not. I have spent my time lounging in a waterfront
cabana with my trusty e-reader and some of the most delicious meals
I’ve ever tasted. The chef here is Michelin-rated and
world-renowned.

Today I intend to take a leisurely swim and
then finish the thriller I started two days ago. A light knock
indicates my breakfast is outside the door. I pull on my robe and
walk across the Carrara-tiled floor and twist the knob.

I gasp. A member of Blackthorne Security
waits on the other side. Something is wrong, terribly wrong, if
he’s standing at the threshold in the middle of my “do not disturb
vacation.” I gave my agent Val strict instructions only to contact
me if there was an emergency.

“What’s the issue?”

Barrett is a mountain sized man with a gruff
exterior. However, he’s a cream puff when he talks about his
daughter. If I’m not mistaken, he has raised her alone. “Good
morning, Rachel.”

I lift my eyebrow in expectation of an answer
to my question, not polite niceties.

Reluctantly he answers, “There was a tragic
accident in Red Lodge last night.”

I swallow hard and clench my fists. My entire
family lives there, and so does my…. “What happened?”

Barrett continues, “An elderly man had a
medical emergency and crashed through the front window of a local
tavern. There are numerous casualties.”

“Why are you here? Why didn’t Val reach out?”
Even as I ask the question my minds spins. Who could be
injured?

“She did, but the staff followed your
instructions and didn’t put her call through.”

I snap my eyes closed and try not to get more
upset than I already am. “I said Val was the only one allowed to
disturb me. How are you here though?”

Barrett smiles. It’s a reassuring one but
does nothing for me. Objectively, he’s pleasing to look at, but I
know from experience dating for keeps requires closure, which I
don’t have over seven years later. “I was touring two colleges
nearby with my daughter Kendall. Val asked me to find you and give
you the message.”

I shake my head, realizing he’s standing
outside. “Please forgive me. Come in. I’ll make a few arrangements
and get things in motion to leave now.”

He places his hand on my forearm before I can
scurry away. “Val already booked a flight. The Blackthorne jet is
waiting for you along with clothes packed by your assistant….”

“Joey,” I supply.

He finishes his sentence. “Given the shift in
temperature from here to Montana.”

“I need about fifteen minutes to pack up.”
There’s a second knock at the door, which is my breakfast. The
steward enters and slides the tray on the table. “Thank you.”

“Good day, miss.” He nods and exits as
quickly as he enters.

I lift the cloche and survey the
decadent-looking food. My stomach turns instantly. “Feel free to
eat this. I’m suddenly not hungry.”

“Thank you,” Barrett replies.

Within twenty minutes, we’re in an SUV on our
way to the private airstrip about five miles away from the resort.
The decreased hours beside white sand beaches, a luxury suite, and
amazing cuisine isn’t long enough after the year I’ve had. My
inclination is things are about to get worse.

Barrett’s daughter is patiently waiting for
him at the airport. She’s tall and fit, with platinum blonde hair
and ocean blue eyes. In short, Kendall is stunning. Barrett’s
profession makes complete sense. A small niggle in the back of my
mind has me wondering about her mother. I see the recognition on
her face the instant I arrive with her dad.

“Ohmigod!” A squeal echoes in the empty
waiting room. It’s a modern space with cozy seating to wait for a
flight. There’s also a small area with snacks and drinks.

“Hi. It’s a pleasure to meet you.” I extend
my hand to her.

Wordlessly, she takes it. It’s been a while
since I met an awestruck fan. It’s nice. The entertainment anchors
and photographers aren’t supporters. They simply want the story for
their news outlets.

Barrett clears his throat.

“You’re prettier in person,” Kendall says
then quickly adds, “Nice to meet you as well. You were amazing in
The Devil You Know.”

“Thank you. What colleges did you visit?”

Kendall smiles and begins to answer, “We went
to Flo—”

“Miss Swisher.” A stodgy steward enters the
waiting room.

I turn my attention to him. “Yes?”

“You may board now, miss.”

I nod and look up—way up— at Barrett. “Thank
you for taking the time away from Kendall to give me the message.”
I glance back at his daughter, “Good luck selecting the best school
for you.” I grasp my luggage and walk down the gangway to the
plane. After a swift greeting with the pilot, who I haven’t met
before, I buckle in. Before I forget, I draft a quick email to
Joey, requesting she mail a huge fan package to Kendall. It’ll be
sent when I land. Then I attempt to nap during the flight home. Not
quite sure it’s my home anymore, but at least it’s where I grew up.
I’m unsuccessful. Instead, my brain is spinning with possibilities
of who might be injured. I’m fairly confident it isn’t my parents
or my brother. One of them would’ve contacted me. They have my
personal cell phone. That leaves Nick, Marley, and my sweet niece
Luce. The one that got away would be the only person left to
consider. I would be devasted if Julian is gone without being able
to see him one last time.

Val deserves a raise. She thought of
everything. When I land, there’s a car waiting to drive me into
town as well as a suite for as long as I need it. In the rental
parking lot, I call my mom.

“Hi, sweetie. It’s great to hear from
you.”

You would think given my fame, my family
would be crappy or needy. They aren’t. In fact, they have
repeatedly declined my offers to fix their house or take them on an
international vacation. My parents, Stephen and Susan Swisher, have
been happily married for nearly thirty years. Dad manages the
hardware store in town. Mom is the librarian. My younger brother,
Ryan, works in construction a few towns over.

“Where do I go?” I ask, hoping her answer
isn’t the morgue. I can’t handle losing him in that way. I’m fine
knowing he’s alive and well but not mine. Liar.

“Oh, you heard.” The sadness in her voice is
unmistakable.

“I only know there was an accident. No
details.” I steel myself for what she may share next.

“You should go to the hospital, but prepare
yourself for some difficult news. Do you want me to meet you?” she
offers.

Is Julian okay? Truthfully, he’s my
only concern. “No. I can do this myself. Who do I ask for
first?”

“Julian.”

He’s alive. How serious are his injuries?
Fear and relief rush through me. An avalanche of emotion has me
melting into the driver’s seat. My parents were split on my choice
not to accept his proposal after high school. Dad was all for me
going to Julliard as a single lady. Mom wanted us to try a
long-distance betrothal. Ultimately, neither pushed their position.
I said no to the man I measure all others against. Is it crazy to
compare everyone to my high school sweetheart? Maybe. Never stopped
me though. “Thanks. I’ll be over at some point later. Love
you.”

“Love you too,” my mom replies.

I drive to the hospital and park in the
visitor lot. As I step inside, the sterile smell, which always
makes me want to hurl, smacks me in the face. At the reception
desk, I’m greeted by an older woman with purple-rimmed glasses.

“Good afternoon. What’s the patient’s name?”
After asking, she raises her eyes to meet mine. I didn’t even
bother to put on sunglasses or a hat. Probably not a wise choice,
but I don’t care. Angelica is off duty for the foreseeable future.
I’m grateful the receptionist doesn’t recognize me.

“Juli—”

“Rach, is that you?” Mrs. Lennox asks from my
left. Kathy is exactly as I remember her, except for a smattering
of gray strands near her temples. Her arms collapse around me. The
mere fact she’s standing on her feet would indicate Julian will be
fine. A rush of relief passes over me. But that begs the question,
who is injured? “I’ll take you to him.” Like my parents, Kathy and
her husband Jonah never held my choice against me.

“Thank you.”

“Congrats on your latest film,” she gushes.
“That Ellis Barnett is a looker.”

I smile and follow her onto the elevator. She
isn’t wrong. Ellis is debonair and a quadruple threat as an actor,
writer, director, and producer. If pressed, he would say his
favorite roles aren’t those. Ellis would choose husband and father
first.

“It’s wonderful to see you. I would’ve
preferred better circumstances. I’m sure my son will be delighted
to see you. My condolences to you.”

My throat turns dry, and before I can ask for
more details, she ushers me into Julian’s room. I scan him for
injuries despite having no medical training whatsoever, and I note
a sling and a bandage on his forehead along with an intravenous
line in his arm. More importantly, he isn’t alone.

 


 



Chapter Four

 Julian

The incessant beeping on my heartrate monitor
increases by the second.

“What are you doing here?” I ask Kate.

“They called, and I came.”

I frown. “Who?”

“The hospital said you were hurt, and I
arrived as soon as I could.” Kate is dressed to the nines despite
the fact it’s mid-afternoon. Short, skintight dress with fuck-me
heels, which she never wore while we were married, and makeup caked
on her face. She looks like she’s scouring the club for a sugar
daddy.

“Where were you?” I can’t help but ask.

“Vegas.”

Inwardly, I shake my head. “They shouldn’t
have called you. I’m fine. You can leave.”

Kate leans closer and murmurs, “I can look
after you. I’m a nurse after all.”

“No thanks. You aren’t my wife anymore, and
you haven’t been for a while. Please leave.”

The door to my room swings open, and my
mother enters with my… I’m not sure what title to give her. She was
my best friend, confidant, girlfriend, lover, and almost fiancée.
Now I’m at a loss. Not only for a title but because the years have
been kind to her. The awkward teenage girl I loved has turned into
a curvy goddess. True, I’ve seen her on screen and from a distance,
but this is monumentally better.

Before I can acknowledge Rachel, I return my
attention to Kate. “Please leave.”

“Who is going to take care



















































































cover.jpg





