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  Winter Secrets



She's Precious & He's the Prince of New York 

Chandler Lockwood was a twenty-eight-year-old tech genius. He had his own demons but was drawn to Grace from the moment they were introduced. Grace Davis was suffering from a broken heart, but she cared for Chandler and didn’t want to screw up with unnecessary drama. Grace experienced a terrible scare during a winter storm, and Chandler came up with an intimate solution to her problem. Their chemistry was undeniable, and heartfelt confessions led to romantic times. Chandler was determined to win Grace’s heart while she wanted to shed her insecurities. Insatiable desires, half-truths and hidden secrets will surface. Chandler and Grace’s bond will be tested. 








  
  Mother & Daughter

Grace Davis


Murray Hill, New York City

My bedroom had a silver glow from the snow. The howling wind caused the window panes to shake. I relaxed in bed but didn’t stop talking. 
 “Mom, it’s almost midnight. Why aren’t you sleeping?” 
“I had a late dinner. I’m relaxing with a glass of wine near the fireplace.” 
“Did your handsome guest have dinner with you?”  
Mom laughed, “I shouldn’t have mentioned how attractive he is.”  
“Well, you did, so please continue.”  
“It wasn’t intimate. There’s a couple staying until Valentine’s Day. Hal and Josie ate dinner with us.”
I smiled, “Give them my love. You and this guy were matched up since there were other couples.” 
“Oh stop. I haven’t had a wonderful date since being whisked away to Barcelona,” Mom released a wistful sigh. “It’s been too long.” 
I felt a pang of guilt and hoped Mom wouldn’t mention Dad. I didn’t want to lie about him. 
“Mom, you’ve been divorced for years. Give yourself permission to be happy. Dad’s out there living his life. You should do the same.”
“It would be nice if he sent a postcard or an envelope stuffed with money every now and then.”  
My guilt was getting worse. Dad was the one subject I tried avoiding, but I mentioned him first. 
“Mom, you didn’t cash my last three checks. I keep asking for your new bank information. You won’t send it.”
She sighed, “I can handle paying the second mortgage, and my guest paid six months in advance, plus extra.” 
 I wasn’t privy to Mom’s finances and couldn’t imagine how much it cost to keep our family beach house running. 
“How did he have cash to spare?”
Mom laughed, “He’s not into anything illegal. He’s a writer. Fenwick Island is the setting for his next book. He’s renting the carriage house until Autumn.” 
I quickly sat up, “His novel probably has intrigue and suspense. Maybe it’ll be a romantic tryst between the hero and a beautiful innkeeper, and they’ll share a passionate kiss as the sun sets over Little Assawoman Bay.”  
Mom laughed, “It sounds wonderful. I won’t be in his novel.”
“Why not? You’re gorgeous. Don’t waste your time with a man saying otherwise. Is he interested in you?” 
Mom was silently putting thought into it. I felt hopeful. She sighed, “Not really. We talked for a bit tonight.” 
“He probably enjoyed the conversation.”
“He said it was a pleasure,” she admitted. 
I squealed in delight. 
Mom laughed, “Grace, you’re too much. I absolutely love it. He’s writing the winter scenes for his novel since we have at least four inches of snow here. I didn’t want to interrupt his creativity with small talk. How are things there? Are you ready for your party?” 
I smiled, “You changed the subject, but everything’s fine. We chose our themes. Mine is the Secret Garden. The florists gave us a huge discount. The flowers will stay potted, but the garden looks so romantic.”
Mom sighed, “Please take pictures. I can’t wait to see everything. Do you have plans for Valentine’s Day?” 
Chandler came to mind, but we didn’t talk about anything relating to romance. I sighed, “No, I’ll finish last-minute details. Our gala is the following evening.” 
“It’ll look beautiful. Have you heard from Damien?” 
I finally let the anger and frustration go, but it still took time to answer her question. “No. We’re not friends.” 
“You were in love with him,” Mom gently stated. “Recovering from heartbreak takes time. It happens in phases.” 
Mom was talking about Dad and his drama. He’s a real piece of work, but there was no point in rehashing all the terrible things we went through while being in love.
I sighed, knowing Mom wasn’t really convinced.
“I haven’t talked to Damien since the time I told you about. The emotional ups and downs of being with him happens every time he calls. I can’t put myself through it again. I cut ties with him for good. I’m not interested in anything he says. Mom, why are you bringing Damien up?”
She didn’t answer right away.
“You’re not saying anything,” I groaned. “Damien is charming and manipulative. He’ll say one thing and do the complete opposite. Please don’t talk to him.” 
“Okay. I won’t answer his calls.”  
I shook my head, knowing things would get worse. “When did he call?”  
“Last week. He wanted to surprise you with a gift.” 
I flopped back on my bed and willed my thoughts to stop racing. My ex-boyfriend was the last person I wanted to think about, but he called Mom knowing I would say something to him. It was all games with Damien. 
“He’s lying. Damien is up to something. I know it.”   
“Grace, you won’t have to see him. I promise you.” 
“You don’t understand. Damien won’t do anything unless there’s some kind of payoff, and I’m not wasting another moment of my life trying to figure him out.”
“I’ll never pick his side. Damien was completely wrong, so it seems your May-December romance is truly over.” 
I smiled, “Yes. It’s for the best.” 
“Mom sighed, “I have terrible timing and shouldn’t say this, but the writer is the same age as your ex-boyfriend.”  
I squealed again, “Mom that’s great. He’s only eight years younger than you.” 
“And he’s twelve years older than you. It would be awkward if we start dating.” 
“Mom, go after this guy if you like him.” 
“Darling, I don’t chase men. He’ll win my heart and earn my affection.”   
I smiled, “I still have so much to learn from you. So, hopefully, he’ll be persistent, and you’ll be more than a love interest in his next novel.” 
“You’ll keep wanting until it happens,” Mom laughed, “Maybe he’ll write something about me. Since we’re on the subject of love interests. How’s Chandler?” 
I blushed from hearing his name, “He’s great, and I was honest about my terrible breakup, well, I left out a few things. One was Damien’s name because the last thing Chandler needs is to get caught up in my messy drama.”
I left it at that, knowing it was a half-truth. Damien was a Stephens & Associates client. Mom didn’t know. No one did, but I felt nervous, not wanting to be caught in a lie. 
“I’m confused. Why would he care about Damien?” Mom asked. “You mentioned being friends with Chandler, weeks ago. He wouldn’t care about your past or your ex-boyfriend,” she stopped talking. 
It didn’t take her long to piece everything together. 
“Chandler is not a friend. Is he?” Mom probably had a stern look on her face. Even over the phone her tone meant business. 
I groaned, “He is for now, but I want more with him. Chandler’s incredible, really, and he has this intensity. It makes me feel safe. It’s hard to explain.” 
“Don’t. I know exactly how it feels.” 
I smiled, “Are you still thinking about your romantic time in Barcelona? I can’t believe I’m asking this, but I’m curious. When did Dad take you?” 
“He didn’t,” her calm reply shut things down. 







  
  Power Outage 

Grace


“Sweetie, are you still there?” Mom asked. 
“Yes, I was silently clutching the phone and trying to figure out when you went on vacation. We’ve talked every day since my move to New York. It could’ve happened during my college years,” I shook my head, “You were hooking up with someone. I can’t believe it.” 
Mom laughed, “You sound really shocked.”  
“Yes. I never seen you with anyone but Dad.” 
“Your father and I were separated several times over the years. It was his choice, but I didn’t wait around for him. I went out with a guy. He was visiting relatives here on Fenwick Island. We had a few dates, but it wasn’t serious. He was moving overseas and asked if I would like to spend time with him there. Your grandparents babysat and I left,” Mom released a dreamy sigh. “We had fun, but I came home to you and Graysen, and life went on.” 
I smiled, “You’re downplaying how romantic it was for my benefit. Did you ever see him again?” 
“No. It was a summer fling. You were starting school. Graysen was being a little terror, and I was busy with day to day things. We lost touch, but I hope he’s still traveling or happily married to the love of his life.” 
“Or,” I paused for dramatic effect. “He never forgot the beautiful woman who stole his heart during passionate nights in Barcelona, and he kept his bachelor lifestyle, hoping one day she’ll come back to him.” 
Mom laughed, “Your ending sounds much better.”
I was about to say something else when my night light shut off. I groaned and eased off the bed. 
“Grace, what’s wrong?” 
“The bulb in my scented night light went. I’ll replace it.” I tried the light switch but nothing happened. Almost on cue, there was a change. I groaned again, “The power is off and the heat shut down. I have to call maintenance.”
“Stay warm. Text me. I’ll wait. I love you.” 
“I love you too,” I ended the call, put on warm clothing, grabbed a flashlight, and hurried to the door. 
My neighbors were already in the hall. “Is the power out for the entire building?” I asked. 
“Yes,” Mrs. Brooks replied. “I’m on hold with the electric company. I called the one-eight-hundred number, so it might be a long wait. My husband is on the phone with the city. Hopefully, someone will figure this out.” 
A loud crack silenced everyone. A window shattered and cold air rushed through the hall. I dashed into my apartment, but the temperature inside was dropping too. 
Someone from maintenance yelled for everyone to stay in their apartments. I was officially freaked out but packed my essentials, bundled up in warm layers, and carried blankets, pillows, and my bag into the living room. 
It took minutes to get my coat from the closet and gather whatever else needed. My plan was to stay warm until the power came back on. Voices were in the hall. I wouldn’t go out there unless it was absolutely necessary.
My nerves were rattled, but I sat in the living room away from the windows and close to the door. It was times like this when I hated living alone. Mom would worry if I didn’t check in. I explained in a text, not wanting to drain my phone battery. I promised to text in the morning.
My living room was getting colder. I curled up on the sofa with blankets and my overnight bag. The blizzard swirled outside. I stared at it until my eyelids felt heavy. 
Movement near the window drew attention. Something was pressing against the glass, but the heavy snow made it impossible to see. I didn’t want to risk finding out. 
I grabbed my phone and scrambled off the sofa. Wind and high-pitched noise happened when the object scratched the glass. It was gone seconds later, but the window looked weird. 
I called maintenance and cautiously reached over the sofa for the flashlight. I beamed light at the window. My eyes widened as the crack in the glass quickly spread. 
I backed up. 
There was another sound. 
I wasn’t sure what it was because I turned and bolted to the door. I flipped the locks and rushed into the hall. 
The sound of breaking glass happened while I tried pulling the door shut. The wind inside worked against me. My heart was pounding. Someone from maintenance was running toward me. My hands shook uncontrollably, but I held onto my phone and flashlight.
The guy was wearing a shirt with the building logo on it. “What happened? Are you okay?” 
It was so cold. I nodded because my teeth wouldn’t stop chattering, “I’m fine, but the window shattered in there.” 
He went into my apartment, and I slumped against the wall, feeling exhausted. My night couldn’t get worse. 







  
  Midnight Hour 

Chandler Lockwood


Tribeca

Business was seven days a week. Anxiousness and anger caused issues with sleep. I worked to the brink of being exhausted when there was no other choice but to rest. Sleep was a temporary comfort. My need to accomplish more rushed back whenever something sparked interest. My life was conveniently arranged down to the smallest detail. I finished a conference call and tossed the headset. 
Virgil walked in with food. “I didn’t bother knocking. You wouldn’t have answered. Lily is worried because you’re skipping meals. She wanted to bring dinner earlier. I wasn’t sure what kind of condition you were in.”
“You make it sound as if I’m not of sound mind.” 
“Sometimes, you’re not,” Virgil set the tray on my desk, “What new cutting-edge technology were you discussing. Chandler, you’ve acquired more wealth in business than most people will during their lifetime. It’s okay to take a break every now and then.” 
“I will at some point.” 
Virgil chuckled, “No, you won’t. Eat and sleep more, so my wife will be less stressed.”  
“Take Lily on a vacation. I don’t need supervision.”   
Virgil shook his head, “Can’t say you’ve been known to cause mischief. Your low-key wild streak always goes unnoticed by other people. I find it interesting, but you need to be checked on from time to time. Lily and I will spend spring at the Tuscany villa. She invited your Mom.” 
My jaw tightened, “Mom would rather be around friends who condone her lifestyle and behavior. She won’t leave the United States for three months.”
“She and Lily have been friends since they were children. It’ll be good for them to spend time together. Your Mom is jealous because we live here with you.” 
“There are three guest suites, not counting the one Levi uses. Mom was given the option to live here prior.” 
“She declined your offer. Perhaps it was all for the best.” Virgil’s response marked the end of conversation. He was aware of the issues with my father. 
I kept my anger at bay. “Thank Lily for dinner.” 
“You can tomorrow,” he said with ease. “But you’ll have to come downstairs to do so. Goodnight.” 
Virgil left my study. I poured another bourbon. Work was finished for the night. I crossed the hall to my godson’s playroom. Dimmer lights cast an amber glow on the space. It was in the finishing stages, but the train’s track wasn’t complete. 
I texted Thatcher to ask if he was alive. Thatcher replied with no. I sent one word back. Good in all caps. We needed to discuss specifications for the train. I sent a reminder, turned off the lights, and returned to my study. 
I was at my desk having dinner when his next text came through. I understood the response. Thatcher wasn’t the one sending texts unless the shorthanded message was a joke. 
I set aside my bourbon to read the text again. Someone was using his phone. I sent another text and then called.
“Hi Chandler, it’s Jaime. I have Thatcher’s phone.”   
I smiled, “Hello, and don’t worry about it. Thatcher didn’t mention you’d be in the city. I would’ve stopped by for dinner.” 
“That’s why I didn’t mention it,” he said in the background.
“Thatch, hush.” Jaime quickly said. “Chandler, it was a surprise. He didn’t know ahead of time.”
She was apologetic. There was no reason for her to be. “Okay. How have you been?” I asked. 
“Good. I’ve seen a bit more of the city this time around, and we spent time in Central Park. Hopefully, I’ll get a chance to go ice-skating before the weather breaks.” 
“Let me know when. I’ll meet you and Thatch there.” 
“Will Grace come with you?” Thatcher asked. 
He was teasing me on purpose. I ignored him.
“That would be great,” Jaime agreed. “Chandler, can you invite her, please?” 
I laughed because she sounded excited at the idea of it. “Of course, just for you, Jaime.”  
She managed a polite thank you. The line clicked. 
“Jaime, hold on for a second.” I glanced at my phone. “Grace is calling.”
“Okay, tell her I said hello.” 
I laughed, “I will. Goodnight Jaime, and Thatch, have the damn night you have.” 
Grace’s call was still waiting. I tapped the screen to accept it, “Hi, why are you up so late?”
“Oh, I’m sorry, it is late. Did I wake you?” her trembling voice put me on edge. 
“No. I’m concerned. What happened? Are you okay?” 
“Chandler, don’t worry. I’m alright. The power is out in my building, and the window shattered in my living room,” she kept talking







  
  Current Situation 

Chandler


I hit the speaker option to listen and text at the same time. “Grace, is someone helping you?” 
“Maintenance used plastic to seal the window. I’m okay. Just cold and disappointed,” Grace sighed, “Can you stay on the phone for a while? It’s so good to hear your voice.”
“Yes. I dislike the idea of you being without heat.” 
Grace released a delicate groan, “I shouldn’t have called. We’re in a state of emergency. Chandler it’s not safe. Don’t even think about coming out in the storm. I’ll be mad at you for a very long time.” 
I smiled because Grace was soft spoken. I liked her bossy side. “I’ve been drinking. I wouldn’t send Levi out in this weather. I know someone. He works with the city.” 
“Oh no, it’s okay. Maintenance patched up the window. There’s something happening outside. The building manager said the power company won’t let anyone enter the building until that’s taken care of. He shouldn’t come all this way.” 
“Fletcher is Thatcher’s brother. He’s plowing the roads. I’m in Tribeca. I need permission to send him to you.” 
Grace quietly answered, “I don’t want to be a burden.” 
“Your safety is important,” I said without hesitating. It was true. I needed her safe. Demanding she leave her apartment wasn’t the best approach. 
“Grace, my resources are at your disposal.”
She finally sighed, “Yes, please. I
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