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      True love never dies.

      

      When Adrianna Evans arrives at her six-million-dollar lakeside mansion listing, imagine her shock when she discovers her client is none other than Duncan Bennett, the handsome Brit who had loved her and left her many years earlier. With one look at Duncan, Adrianna’s knees begin to buckle and her heart starts racing out of control. She still longs for him; there is no doubt about that. But does she love him enough to forgive him for abandoning her?
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      “Ethan, stop playing with your cereal and eat it.”

      “I said I wasn’t hungry, Mom.”

      Adrianna sighed as she straightened up from putting the carton of milk into the fridge. She took a quick glance at the clock over the kitchen sink. “Just get into your coat and snow pants.”

      “Mom!” Ethan jumped up from the kitchen table. “I’m fine in my sweater. It’s not that cold out.”

      “Ethan!” Adrianna cried in exasperation, “Just do it. Okay?” She took his bowl over to the sink and dumped the contents down the drain. “And take those sneakers off and put on your boots. There’s two feet of snow on the ground outside,” she added, watching the face scowl and the brown eyes darken as rebellion set in.

      She turned on the faucet and flipped the switch for the garbage disposal, hoping to deter his retort. The boy was as headstrong as New England’s winters were frigid.

      As the disposal rumbled, Adrianna could feel her son’s stare burning a hole in the back of her head. She pressed her lips together and flipped the switch in the opposite direction.

      When it was quiet again, Ethan was still glaring at her. “Eat your veggies. Pick up your room. Turn off the TV. Finish your homework. Zip up your coat. Put on your boots. Always pushing me around like a baby. I wish my father was here.” He stormed out of the kitchen.

      A shudder ripped through Adrianna at her son’s last statement. Gripping the edge of the sink, she closed her eyes and took several deep breaths. She, too, wished his father were here.

      But he wasn’t. That was the hard cold fact.

      Adrianna’s heart ached with anguish. She did miss Neal. He’d been her anchor up until a year ago when he finally lost his battle with leukemia. He’d been a wonderful husband to her, and a superb father to Ethan, even though…

      Adrianna opened her eyes and glanced at the clock again. She had just thirty minutes to get to the house she was showing this morning. Ten of which would be spent trying to get Ethan out the door.

      She pushed away from the sink and headed for the stairs leading to the second floor of her home.

      “I’m ready,” Ethan muttered with a touch of submissiveness as he stumbled out of his room into the hallway, fully dressed in his snow pants, coat, and boots. He tossed his mother a sheepish grin as he stuffed his mittens and wool hat into his pockets.

      “Thank you, Ethan.” Adrianna walked up to him and ruffled his silky brown hair. It was his way of apologizing. Ethan would never verbally say he was sorry. He conveyed his feelings by eventually doing what she asked, usually topping it off with a hug and a wide grin—a grin now endearingly crooked because of his missing baby teeth.

      “I love you, Mommy.” Ethan wrapped his arms around Adrianna’s waist and rested his cheek against her chest.

      “I know, and Mommy loves you, too.” Adrianna swallowed a lump in her throat as she held her son tightly. He was such a little man—robust and full of energy. Although each day was a constant battle with him, Adrianna couldn't even begin to imagine what her life would be like without Ethan.

      He was her hope, her dreams, and her future. The link to the most amazing period of her past.

      Ten minutes later, Adrianna backed her car out of the garage and down the freshly plowed driveway of her condo. She took a swift glance at Ethan sitting beside her. He was already deeply engrossed in a game on the iPad his grandmother had given him for Christmas.

      A soft smile curved her lips as she gazed at the boy who looked more and more like his father every day—tall and confident with a sharp chin that suggested a stubborn streak. And Lord, he was stubborn.

      It was Saturday, and Adrianna hadn’t planned on taking Ethan to work with her. But earlier this morning, her mother had called to say she couldn’t watch him. She’d said that she had suddenly come down with the flu overnight, though to tell the truth, her mother hadn’t sound all that sick to Adrianna, but she didn’t have the time to explore the real reason for her mother’s change of plans. Instead, she prayed Ethan behaved himself and stayed out of sight while she showed the house to the client.

      Richard, the owner of the real estate agency where Adrianna worked, had called her last night about a new client who wanted to see the lakeside property she’d listed a couple days ago. He’d said that he would show the house himself if he weren’t leaving for Aspen early the next day, and that the man was an old acquaintance who’d recently moved to Granite Falls—the New Hampshire mountain town where Adrianna lived.

      It wasn’t until this morning that Adrianna realized that Richard had forgotten to give her the man’s name. She’d called him several times, but the calls had all gone straight to voice mail.

      Adrianna sighed as she took a right turn on to Crystal Lake Road. She was worried about showing a house to a client whose identity she did not know beforehand. Without his name, she hadn’t been able to run a quick background check, as was customary at the agency. There were a lot of crazy people out there and a woman could never be too careful.

      But, since Richard said that he was acquainted with the man, Adrianna supposed that the nameless client must be all right. Richard was as protective of her as a father would be, and she trusted him. A few years back, when the Catholic school where she used to teach biology closed its doors, Richard had hired her as a clerk and messenger, but then, as Adrianna began to show interest in being a realtor, Richard had trained her himself. She had learned the business quickly and was now one of the top agents at Lake View Realtors.

      Adrianna smiled as she passed the entrance to Le’Etoile du Nord, the Fontaine’s lakeside estate. Bryce Fontaine was a Granite Falls billionaire who owned half the town, and who also had his own agency, Fontaine Realtors. He’d been impressed with Adrianna’s success as a realtor and had tried to steal her away from Richard. With Fontaine Realtors’ commissions and benefits, she could be making twice as much as with Lake View, but she’d remained loyal to Richard. In her book, it wasn’t always about the money. Richard was like family, and you don’t screw over family, especial for something as transient as money.

      The multi-million-dollar property she was showing today sat on a hill overlooking Crystal Lake. In addition to the sprawling mansion’s enormous master suite, affording a full view of the presently frozen lake on one side and the White Mountains on the other, it had five other spacious bedrooms, each with its own ensuite bath, an impressive wine cellar, a theater, spa, and a heated indoor pool. The house was too large for one person, she thought, so her nameless client must have a big family.

      The commission from a sale like this would be sizable, and Adrianna already had a long list of things she would do with that money. One of those things was paying down the debt she’d incurred from Neal’s medical treatments—the twenty percent that her insurance hadn’t covered.

      “Mommy, can I stay outside and build a snowman?” Ethan asked, as Adrianna parked the car in the driveway. He closed the cover of his iPad and placed it on the back seat.

      Thank you, Lord. “Sure, baby.” She reached over and tightened his scarf around his neck. “Just as long as you wear your mittens and hat.”

      “Oh, boy. Here we go, treating me like a baby again,” Ethan sulked, even as he pulled the mittens and hat from his pocket and hopped out of the car.

      Adrianna smiled as she watched her son dash across the snow-covered lawn, leaving small, but deep footprints behind him in the powder that had accumulated overnight. They were just like the footprints his father had left in her vulnerable heart—very deep, and still very much exposed. She grabbed a leather-bound folder from the back seat and hopped out of her car.

      “Look, Mommy, I’m making a snow angel,” Ethan called out, as he landed on his back, flapping his arms and legs in the snow.

      “Nice job, baby,” Adrianna responded. Now if only that angel would be a man and rise up the ground, looking like…

      Halting her wistful thoughts, she took the flight of white stone steps to the front door and unlocked it.

      Once inside in the foyer, she swapped out her boots for a pair of black pumps, and draping her coat on the coat rack, Adrianna walked through the house to make sure everything was in order. The present owners, who were gone for the weekend, kept the house spotless, but in case they forgot to make a bed, clean crumbs from the marble kitchen counter, or put some dirty laundry in the hamper, she checked every room. Satisfied that everything was in place, Adrianna opened the blinds in the master suite that overlooked the lake and the front of the house.

      The contrail of a jet, high against the bright blue sky, caught her attention. And as always, it set her back several years to the time she had fallen in love with Duncan Bennett, a handsome Brit vacationing in Evergreen—the neighboring town of Granite Falls—where Adrianna used to live. Duncan’s arrival in Evergreen was purely by chance, he had told her. He’d visited the U. S. many times prior, but it was always to large cities that reminded him too much of London.

      On that particular trip, he had wanted to see something different, and had let fate decide with the toss of a coin on a map. The coin had landed on the border of Granite Falls and Evergreen, and he’d chosen Evergreen because it was more off the beaten path than
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