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Prologue

August 7, 2015

I didn’t plan on getting married again. Actually, I didn’t think I’d get married the first time. Here I am in Key West, and tomorrow I’m getting married. I’m sitting here, in a chaise, looking out to our spectacular ocean view, because I can’t sleep. I’m smiling and my heart is full of love. I looked at my handsome Finn, the man I will marry tomorrow. He is so beautiful when he sleeps. The sheet is at his waist as he sleeps on his back. One hand lays across his belly as the other lays half outstretched on the bed. Looking for me, I suppose. His head is turned slightly. He does not snore, thank god. When he’s in a dead sleep, his breathing is quiet and slow.

Why am I this lucky? Finn is young and beautiful. I am middle-aged and could stand to lose ten pounds. Okay, twenty. He has full, dark-brown hair. My fingers love to comb through it. Those gorgeous high cheekbones I would kill to have, and one of those chiseled jaws, a la Kirk Douglas. I’m dating myself by mentioning Kirk.

I guess I’ve aged okay. No one ever knows how old I am. Finn doesn’t mind the extra weight, and he supports my crazy endeavors, whether diet or exercise. I’ll find something to stick to. That’s what I keep telling myself. My skin looks good, but I moisturize religiously, and I have good genes. Only my hairdresser knows my real color. She has it written down somewhere. I don’t even know my real color. I might try some dark purple highlights the next time I see her. Just for fun.

The rehearsal today went fine, of course. It’s not complicated when it’s bride, groom, minister, and a few friends. We ate a leisurely dinner then came back to our house. Finn didn’t want to make love tonight. I thought it was strange and asked him about it. He wanted to save it for the wedding night. It was cute, in an almost old-fashioned way. He actually thought about getting another room, so he wouldn’t see me until tomorrow. Considering we’ve been seeing each other for two years, living together for the last seven months, and have had sex in positions I didn’t know I could get into, I thought it would be okay if we both stayed in our own house. The no sex thing was okay, too. There is nothing like anticipation for mind, and body-numbing orgasms. Not that sex is the end all and be all. We’ve enjoyed an interesting and diverse sex life. That’s what started our relationship to begin with. 

I can’t keep my eyes open. 

Tomorrow I become Katharine Harris, wife to Finn Harris.
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Traffic around Boston was always terrible. Too many cars, road construction seemingly never to end, and freaking accidents. Even if Kate left at three in the afternoon, she would have hit some traffic. She left at six and hoped she’d make it home before Finn made it to her condo for the seven o’clock appointment. As it happened, they arrived at the same time.

“Am I early?” Finn asked as they both got out of their vehicles.

“No, Finn. I’m running late, and traffic sucked.”

“When doesn’t it suck?”

“True.” They headed to the front door. “Come on in, and I’ll show you what I’m looking to change.”

Kate unlocked the door, dumping her purse and briefcase on the deacon’s bench in the hallway. Finn followed her down the hallway to the kitchen.

“Have you eaten?” Kate directed to Finn.

“No, actually.”

“Want to share some pizza and salad? I’ll have it delivered.”

“Sure. Any kind will do. I like it all.”

He heard her order sausage, pepper, and onion pizza with a garden salad. A woman after his own heart. He looked around.

“As you can see,” she’d hung up the phone and began walking around, “this kitchen is rather dated. The kitchen has been the center of my house.”

“Yes. I remember.”

“Of course. You redid Ian’s and my kitchen at our house in Newton.” She gave a small smile when she looked at him. “Am I repeating myself?”

“Not really. I remember you saying something to the effect when we talked back then.” Finn paused. “I was sorry to hear about Ian.”

“Thanks. We lived a good life while we could. The last two years were a little quieter as his cancer got worse.”

“There was nothing they could do for him?” Finn’s eyes were pained.

“Not for his type of cancer. Doctors could only make him comfortable. Things progressed quickly at the end.”

He couldn’t help but ask. “You doing okay?”

“Getting there. I was prepared for him to die, as much as you can prepare.” Her heart skipped a beat thinking on this again. “Even though you know, it’s still shock when it happens. We shared so much about ourselves, with each other, from the very beginning of our relationship, nothing surprised us. At the end, we talked about the end. So...”

The doorbell rang.

“I’ll get this.” Finn went to the door and paid the pizza delivery. He carried it to the counter and set it down.

“Do you mind if we sit here and eat?” She pulled out the stools. “We can eat, look at the kitchen, and I can tell you my ideas.”

“Sounds like a plan.” 

Kate knew what she wanted. He pulled out a notebook and pen.

Finn did their kitchen makeover at the house in Newton more than fifteen years ago. He was young, Kate thought, but Ian saw his work at a friend’s house and then asked Finn to do an employee kitchen in one of the commercial buildings Ian was working on. Ian knew the client wanted something “homey” feeling. Finn came up with a design the client loved and within budget.

The kitchen at their house was done in the two weeks she and Ian were on vacation. Ian later told her that Finn and his crew worked sixteen hour days for two weeks. She knew Ian paid them a very nice bonus.

Kate knew she’d redo the kitchen when she bought the condo. She thought of Finn right away to do the job. “What do you think?”

“Great ideas. I can work with moving the stove to a center island. It may be costly. Also, you’ll be losing some dining room space.”

“That’s fine. I don’t need a big table. I don’t have many guests or dinner parties.”

“And hardwood throughout this first floor encompassing the living room?”

“Yes.”

Finn raised his eyebrows in acknowledgment. “I have ideas in mind I’ll draw up. I can come by on Saturday to show you. If you have time, we can look at flooring, cabinets, and appliances at the Home Store.”

“Good. What time?”

“Is ten o’clock okay?”
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Kate loved the plans Finn made. She knew she would. The floors were the price she expected, but the cabinets and appliances were a lot more. Finn’s advice was sound: compromise on the cabinets and purchase the appliances she wanted.

“When can we get all this done?” Kate inquired as they sat for coffee.

“In a hurry?” Finn cocked an eyebrow.

“Once I’ve decided something, it’s decided. I don’t like to wait.”

“I see.” He smiled. “The cabinets and appliances are readily available. I need to coordinate with the flooring people. If they’re ready to go in two weeks, I have two weeks of work, then this will be done in a month. Does that work for you?”

“Wow. That’s fast.”

“You don’t want fast?”

“No. I do. Things don’t usually work quickly for me.”

“It’s not a done deal yet. We need to the order the items, and I need to talk to the flooring people.”

“I understand your point. Do I have to move out while you work?”

“No. You’ll have some dust and won’t have a stove to cook on.”

“Someone I work with bought my dining room table, and I’ll put all the living room furniture in the basement.”

“That will be good. I’ll have a few of my guys come by and help you.”
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The renovations moved fast and slow at the same time. If that’s possible, Kate thought. When she thought a piece was done, two days later, Finn’s crew were still working on it. She didn’t question, but Finn saw her face and made time to explain.

It was crazy but fun having a house full of people. They worked twelve hour days so they could be done on time. Kate had dinner brought in on Tuesday and Thursday each week for the workers and herself.

Kate hadn’t been around when Finn did her first renovation. She could see why Ian liked him so much. Finn was personable, funny, and a hard worker. So was his crew.

There was a sadness on the last Friday night when they finished. When she walked in, the crew was gone, the living room in place, and Finn was washing down the counters.

“You didn’t have to put the living room furniture back.”

“The guys did it themselves.” Kate looked into the living room. “I think they put it in the correct places. I can move the furniture if anything is wrong.”

“Everything is fine. Do you have the bill?”

Finn pulled an envelope from his pocket. “You can pay me whenever. I know you’re good for it.”

Kate pulled the invoice from the envelope. “Why did you deduct the dinners I bought?”

“That wasn’t part of the contract.”

“I know, but I did it because I wanted to. You don’t get to deduct them from the bill.” Her look was stern. “I’ll drop by a cashier’s check tomorrow.”

Her tone was final. Finn thought it wasn’t worth an argument. He’d take her out instead.

“Okay. Final.” He put up his hands in mock surrender. “Why don’t we go out to a nice restaurant tomorrow night?”

“Why?” Kate felt confused. She hoped it didn’t show on her face.

“Because we need to eat?” Finn wasn’t sure why she asking this way.

“Not a date then?”

“No.” Was there a small part of him saying yes? “I don’t often dress up and go to a nice restaurant. I thought you’d like it and it might be fun.”

Her eyes grew soft. “I’m sorry. I think I have some very bad manners. Yes to dinner.”

“Good.”

“It’s not you, Finn. I’m not ready to date anyone.”

“It’s totally fine, Kate.” Finn picked up some stray tools and headed to the door. “We’ll go to the new steak restaurant that opened up downtown. Is six o’clock good?”

“I’ll be ready.”

*****
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As he dressed, Finn couldn’t remember how to tie a tie. A long time since he last wore one. Asking Kate to dinner hadn’t been a conscious thought, as far as a date was concerned. Well not a date, date.

When he picked her up, he was taken back by how beautiful she was. There was an understated elegance about her. The more he looked at her, the more beautiful she became. And he was looking at her.

Finn always liked Kate. It was nothing more than a nice person married to someone in the business. Ian threw business his way when he could. He liked everything about Ian. He was genuinely nice guy who worked hard. Cancer was a nasty business. Ian died too young. Until this project, Finn didn’t think twice about Kate. Seeing her laugh this week endeared her to him. Did his breath draw short?
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Kate heard the steak restaurant earned great reviews and good word of mouth. Expensive too. None of her friends were into expensive restaurants, ever. This would be a nice change.

She liked Finn, but damn he was young. Maybe in a few years, when she got her shit together, she’d might like to date him. Screw the age difference. Until then.

Leisurely dinners were a treat. A cocktail in the lounge before dinner, a la carte ordering so you got exactly what you wanted, and steaks you almost didn’t need a knife to cut them. Is this how rich people live, Kate asked herself? Dessert and coffee ended the meal. Finn suggested an after dinner drink in the bar to round things off. They sat at a little table for two.

“Thank you, Finn. This was lovely.”

“I enjoyed myself. I wouldn’t eat like this every day, but it’s nice once in a while.”

“I cook simply for myself, so this was a nice treat.”

The small talk continued and Finn finally drove Kate home. She pulled an envelope from her purse and handed it to him. “The balance paid.”

“It wasn’t a rush.”

“I know. I like my bills paid.”

“Then, thank you.”

“By all means, use me as a reference, if you need to.” She stopped. “You already have a good reputation. I’m sure you don’t need my reference.”

“I will always take the reference.”

She was stalling. Invite him in or don’t invite him in. Kate decided on don’t, and got out of the car. She leaned in to look at him. “Thanks for the great job and thanks for dinner.”

The car door closing made Finn feel hollow inside. He didn’t want her to go but knew she had to. Maybe she’d agree to go out as friends. They could see where it took them. If she agreed.
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Finn thought about Kate all week. Every time he wanted to call, he didn’t. Was he afraid she’d say no? Possibly. If he never asked, he’d never know. Finn dialed her number and didn’t hang up.

“Hi, Kate. It’s Finn.”

“Hi, Finn. Did the check not clear?”

“No, the check was fine. Wanted to see if things were okay.” This conversation was sounding lame to his ears. Finn hoped it didn’t sound that way to Kate.

“Everything is fine. Thanks for asking.” She noticed the lull and heard the heavy sigh on the other end of the phone. “Finn, are you okay?”

“I’m lying about why I called?”

“Oh?”

“I do want to know if things are okay, but I really wanted to ask if we could go out again. As friends,” he hastily added.

“Friends, Finn? You think we can do friends?”

“I’d like to try. A person can’t have too many friends.”

“True.”

“If things become uncomfortable, then be honest with me.”

“Then we’ll stop.”

“Yes.” Would he want to stop? “Until you’re ready again.”

“You should be talking to someone your own age.”

“I have lots of friends. Their ages aren’t relevant.” Was she saying yes?

“There’s a classic car show in Merrimac on Saturday. Want to see the show?”

“At the place with the curly fries?”

“You know the place then.”

“Sure do. Pick you up at two?”

“That should give us the right amount of time”

“Thank you, Kate.”

“For what?”

“Trusting.”

They showed over one hundred cars easy. They ranged from the twenties to the seventies. Finn’s personal favorite was mid-fifties vintage, but he loved them all.

Finn took Kate’s picture next to a fifty-five Chevy painted white and teal tone. She looked happy and didn’t looked stressed. Of course, this wasn’t a date. Two friends, looking at cars, eating burgers and curly fries.

When he drove her home, she did invite him in for coffee and cookies she made.

“That was fun,” he began. “I love cars.”

“I find most men do.” She cocked her head and looked at him. “I do too.”

“People like you.”

“Because I like cars?”

“No. Because you know how to talk to people about almost anything
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