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Prologue


Something horrendous is coming my way. I sensed it the moment I awoke this morning — the same feeling I had the day Mom died. My chest feels heavy, and a piercing headache is gathering strength. I’ve tried to ignore the unease all day, but the sense of foreboding reaches a crescendo as I continue knocking on Annie’s door.  Where the hell is she? When I spoke to her yesterday, she’d assured me she would be home today. I call her once again, but no luck. A flurry of texts. No response. My breathing quickens. My stomach churns. I fear the worst.
A final series of knocks.
Nothing.
I wait ten seconds, my heart sinking further with every tick.
Frantic, I fish out the key she gave me a while back after I insisted, only to be used in emergencies. I struggle to steady my trembling hands and fit the key in the slot, but once I do, it turns without a hitch and the door opens.
I smell pizza. Fresh. I step inside and glance towards the kitchen. The box on the countertop confirms what my nose already told me. So she must be home, or must have been at some point to have ordered her favorite meal. Not something she would have done if she had planned on ending things. My disquiet eases a bit, but not entirely.
It’s eerily quiet, with no one in sight. I want to call out to her, but my throat has gone dry and words refuse to emerge. I hustle around the apartment, desperately hoping to discover her alive and well. Perhaps I’ll find her huddled in a corner, engrossed in a thriller novel, oblivious to the world around her. The kitchen, the bedroom, even the closets — she’s nowhere to be found. Maybe that’s a good sign, I try to convince myself, but it’s a futile effort.
There’s only one place I haven’t looked, so I hurry towards the bathroom. It’s only a short distance from where I’m standing, but in my agitated state it seems like I’m running a marathon.
The door is open a crack, with a sliver of light streaming through. A strong lavender scent hits me, along with a hint of bleach, even before I enter. I push the door open wide. The first thing I see is the bathtub, filled to the brim with water. A step closer and I lay eyes on the naked, still body underneath the surface. My heart’s hammering inside my chest now. I rush to her, hoping I’m not too late. 
“Noo, noo, noo.” I’ve finally found my voice.
My hands shake as I make a clumsy effort to unplug the drain and pull her head out of the water. Water splashes out of the tub, spilling on my jeans and shoes. Glug, glug, glug. The water starts draining. She’s not breathing. No pulse either. I’m panicking now, though I can’t afford to. I take in a few deep breaths, trying to suppress the urge to throw up. Maybe I can still revive her. I try to drag her out, but she’s heavy.
Before I can make another attempt, I realize I should call 911 first, so I dial and put the phone on speaker, placing it on the sink. It’s a struggle, but I manage to haul her out and lay her on the floor. My muscles burn with the effort. Sweat oozes out of my every pore. Down on my knees, I’ve just completed a round of CPR when someone answers.
“911, what’s your emergency?”
“My sister, she’s … she’s not breathing.”
The rest of the call is a blur as I answer the dispatcher’s questions while trying to resuscitate her. I’m losing hope — and my nerve. My little sis isn’t responding. The dispatcher assures me they’re sending help right away. She instructs me to continue with the CPR. So I keep going, knowing deep inside that it’s a lost cause. But I can’t afford to lose her. I must keep trying. I must not give up.
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Daniel


She’s cheating on me.  I’m sure of it. Learning this brutal truth about my wife of twenty years is like a punch in the gut, a blow to the head, a kick in the groin — all at the same time. I’m hurting. The wound runs deep, as you would expect when your partner drives a knife through your heart and betrays you. This was supposed to be a joyous day, another celebration of my career as an author, but I feel no joy. Instead, I’m dead inside. It’s ironic, because it’s as if Heather and I have become a dysfunctional couple from one of my novels.
I’m not one of those husbands who’s always suspicious of his wife, wondering whether she’s seeing anyone behind my back. Until now she had my complete trust — I never tried to snoop on her emails or her phone, never followed her around town or hired a PI to dig up dirt on her. It’s just pure chance that I found out about the affair.
On my way to an errand yesterday afternoon, something compelled me to deviate from the usual route and drive down First Street. It’s a shabby part of town, even without any of the homeless encampments that dot other parts of San Jose. I tend to avoid it, preferring to travel through more pleasant parts of the city.
Sleepytime Motel is one of the dumpy establishments that line this section of the street, with an uncovered parking lot and rooms that open onto the lot. Stopped at a light adjacent to the motel and with nothing better to do, I was surveying the property when Heather exited a room. I blinked thrice, convinced that my eyes were misleading me. But no — she was still there, as real as the sun blazing overhead. I couldn’t fathom why she was at a motel, especially a fleabag like this one, considering that we can afford much better. Her tousled hair and furtive glances indicated she’d been a naughty girl. Thankfully, it didn’t seem like she had spotted me.
The sighting threw my insides into tumult, my mind flitting through all the men in our circle, trying to figure out who was the Brutus to my Caesar — friends, acquaintances, other dads, but none of them seemed like candidates. It made me wonder, though. What kind of scoundrel would make the candidate list? Perhaps it was an old flame, someone I didn’t know. A college sweetheart or a high school crush that she had reconnected with. My stomach churned at the thought.
More questions followed. How long had this deception been going on? Was it a fling or something more serious? I envisioned worst-case scenarios — what if she wanted a divorce? My heart ached for my children. Jonas might withstand the tsunami, but Joyce — that sensitive soul — at fifteen, she’s smack in the middle of her turbulent teenage years. She might buckle under.
I continued down the rat hole of misery, finally ending at the most important question — why? Why was she doing this? My mind came up blank. I was so agitated that I couldn’t sleep last night, tossing and turning, debating whether I was a wimp for not confronting Heather, for striving to avoid conflict. She, on the other hand, slept like a baby, like she does every night. Had she lost her conscience?
But I’m a professional, and as much as I want to scamper home, down a bottle of Macallan, draw the curtains and curl up in bed, I’ve suppressed my emotions for now. I’m in my car, in the Plentiful Books parking lot. The book signing begins at 1:00 p.m. There’s still plenty of time.
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Daniel


Her Darkest Fears  is my twelfth book, and like all my novels that preceded it — all thrillers — it’s a thumping success. That level of success means I’m invited for signings at bookstores around the country. Today is one such event. Though I’ve done this many times over the course of my career, until today I’ve been excited every single time. I don’t take my achievements for granted, appreciating the fact that my fans adore me and are eager to meet me in person. And Plentiful Books holds a special place in my heart. It’s where I had my first signing twenty-one years ago — for my debut novel, Righteous Kill.
Bookstores are reader heaven. And cozy indie bookstores like Plentiful Books are top-tier heaven, if such a thing exists. Stopping as soon as I enter the store, I gawk at the books on display. I’d like nothing better than to stroll around, browse the shelves, and inhale the aroma of fresh, unread books as I try to escape my woes. But I have work to do. As always, I’m a bit nervous. The key difference between my first book signing and this one is that I’m a lot more confident now, which is not surprising given my accomplishments since then.
I lift my gaze from the books to take in the rest of the store. It’s packed. It’s a lovely sight, and the owner, Brandon, looks excited, but it fails to energize me, given the concerns weighing on my mind. He welcomes me inside enthusiastically. Soon he’s introducing me to the audience, and the applause comforts me. I muster a smile and a few words of gratitude before getting down to business.
I breeze through my reading on autopilot and plant myself at the table as the readers line up eagerly, copies of Her Darkest Fears in hand. I get through them one by one, signing the books while making small talk. There are paperbacks and hardcovers, and I reserve my widest smiles for the ones who purchase the hardcovers, because I have a soft spot for the hardbacks, dust jacket and all. The enthusiasm from my fans and the conversations with them help me settle into a rhythm.
An older man, probably around the age my father would have been if he were alive today, tells me how he has read every one of my novels cover to cover, and he’s looking forward to devouring this one tonight. A young woman tells me her husband’s a huge fan, but he couldn’t make it since he had to work. She’s going to surprise him with a copy. Lucky guy.
“How about you? Have you read any of my work?” I ask.
She shrugs, looking a bit embarrassed. “Sorry, I don’t read.” Then she cracks a grin. “But I’d watch the Netflix series if they ever make one.”
I chuckle and sign the book before handing it back to her. Yeah, I’d be thrilled if someone produced a movie or show based on one of my books. She mouths a thank-you as she leaves.
As she departs, I spot a woman further down the queue. Dark hair falling to her shoulders, enticing eyes, and a body that’s slender with curves in all the right places. In short, a stunner. I have a hard time getting through the next few readers, because my heart’s thumping and I can’t wait for the woman to approach. My mind wanders, imagining what it would be like to hold her in my arms, to place my lips on hers, and it lifts my spirits.
It’s wrong, I know, but these are just thoughts. Not that I wouldn’t be justified in acting on them, considering the mischief Heather’s been up to. Speaking of Heather, I wonder what she’s doing right now. Is she in bed with her lover again? There was a time when she would accompany me to signings. Even the children came along when they were younger, but they got busy with their own lives once they hit their teens. Heather dropped out around the same time they did. Now it’s only me and my sad self.
Suddenly I feel alone. But I shouldn’t feel sorry for myself, because the beauty’s beaming as she steps up to my table and places her copy before me. A hardcover. She’s gushing, telling me how much she admires my work and how blessed she considers herself to have this opportunity to meet me in person. Up close, there’s something familiar about her face and her mannerisms, the way she talks, but I’m sure I’ve never met her.
“Who do I make it out to?” I ask, as my most charming smile spreads across my face.
“Penelope,” she replies. “Penelope Hayek.”
“That’s a beautiful name.”
“Thank you.” She blushes, and my heart beats a wee bit faster.
Dear Penelope, it’s a pleasure to meet you, I write, before signing it. As I raise my gaze to hand the book back to her, she bends — just enough to give me a generous view of her cleavage. Something stirs inside me.
“I wish you could sign me some time,” she whispers with a wink.
I’m sure I landed only a subtle glance at her chest, but she must have caught me gawking. I sense myself turning red — partly because I’m embarrassed, but also because I’m flattered that she’s interested. It’s an unexpected proposition, and I relish the thought, almost replying with a flirtatious remark of my own, but I restrain myself at the last moment.
“You live close by, Penelope?” I try to sound casual.
“I’m only five minutes from here. And you can call me Pen.”
Now that’s convenient. Temptation mounts, but a voice inside cautions me to resist.
“See you around, Pen,” I say as I place the book in her hands and glance behind her to the next person in the queue. She stays put for an instant, and her face tells me she wasn’t expecting this brush-off. But she eventually gets the hint and walks away. I content myself with a glimpse of her swaying hips and images of what might have been before turning my attention to the next fan.
It’s ironic how I meet attractive women at signings — women who tempt me to cheat on Heather — considering that’s how I met her. It was at this same store and my first-ever signing. Plentiful Books had been gracious enough to invite me — a struggling, unknown author pushing his first novel. But that’s the beauty of indie bookstores. At the time I was published by a small press, having taken that route after rejections from dozens of agents. This was before self-publishing became a thing and opened the floodgates for authors to make their dreams come true.
Only five people showed up at the event. Heather was one of them. I was sinking into depression until she arrived and lit up the place. She flashed me a reassuring smile, as if she could sense what I was going through. Her presence gave me the strength to get through the reading. I guess I did well enough, because some of the other customers in the store stopped to listen to me speak.
Heather was first in line when I moved on to the signing. With her blonde hair and blue eyes she wasn’t my type, but there was something arresting about her. A quality that made me want to spend time with her. But I couldn’t muster the courage to ask her for her number.
I sold a total of ten copies that day. It didn’t make much of an impact on the tepid sales figures, but Brandon assured me he loved the book and he would continue to promote it. It was nice of him to say that, but it didn’t help improve my mood. What did help was seeing Heather waiting for me by the door as I packed up my things and exited the store.
“I hope you don’t think I’m stalking you,” she said, waving my book in her hand, “but this is great.”
“You already started reading it?”
“Yeah. At first I thought I’d just read the first page, but it sucked me right in. I’m on page one hundred.”
“Wow. You’re a fast reader.”
“That I am.” She directed a stray strand of hair away from her face and behind her ear.
“Any ... any plans for the evening?” I surprised myself by asking, unsure about my next move.
“Other than finishing this? No.”
“Join me for coffee?” I blurted it out before I could chicken out.
“Sure,” she replied, the dimples in her cheeks making me go weak in the knees.
I tumbled into love with her over cappuccinos and slices of banana bread. We talked and talked and talked, sharing our backgrounds, our interests, our dislikes. She told me she was an avid supporter of indie stores and had just come to browse when she saw the sign for my event. Having never attended a live author event, she decided to give it a shot. Lucky me.
Based on those first hundred pages, she predicted that Righteous Kill would be a bestseller. I didn’t believe her at the time, modestly waving away the heaps of praise she laid on me. But there was truth to what she said, because sales picked up soon after, thanks to word-of-mouth. By the time we married a year later, I was a moderately successful author on his way to releasing his second novel. By the third one, I had better agents and publishers reaching out to me. Careerwise, there was no looking back after that. Daniel Geraldi, bestselling author, that’s what they started calling me, causing my chest to swell with pride. To this day, I’m convinced Heather’s my lucky charm, and I owe my success to her presence by my side.
The next fan pulls me back to the present, and I continue with the small talk and signing books. It’s another hour before the queue dries up and I get to wrap up. A successful day by any measure. I should be delighted, but this event was just a distraction, and now that it’s over, all I can think about is Heather and her lover in that motel room.
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Daniel


It’s a short drive back home, and I’m easing the car into the driveway when I spot our next-door neighbor Rhonda emerging from her  casa with her golden retriever, Bruno. I’ve heard “When I Was Your Man” streaming through her windows often enough to guess who she named the dog after. Rhonda’s around my age, but she’s single, having never married. It’s just Bruno and her. I’ve envied her single life for the longest time — she does whatever she likes, whenever she likes, without a care in the world. It irked me a lot more during those early years with our kids, when we struggled with sleepless nights, tantrums, and the like while she partied hard, went for long morning runs, and slept in on the weekends, even though she did help us with our burdens every now and then.
In spite of the envy, we’ve shared a pleasant relationship from the beginning, except for a couple of recent hiccups. The first one was a while back, on a night when Heather and I were getting frisky in the living room. The children were already in bed, so we figured we were safe. We were kissing, and I was undressing her when I was startled by a face in one of the windows. I rushed towards the peeping Tom, but they disappeared before I could reach the window. In the semi-darkness outside I saw the figure sprinting out of our driveway and turning right. Based on the frame and gait, I’m confident it was Rhonda, but Heather thinks that’s not possible. Rhonda would never do such a thing, she insisted. I never mustered enough courage to bring it up with our neighbor, and I tried to put the incident out of my mind, but it still sulks in a corner.
The second hiccup was my fault. A few weeks ago Bruno blundered by sniffing me and licking my hand, and I lost my temper. Now, it’s not that I don’t like dogs. They can be adorable, golden retrievers in particular. But I’m unable to ignore the feeling that they’re dirty and carry germs. I can’t bring myself to pet them or allow them to make physical contact with me in any way. If not for my resistance, we would have adopted a dog by now — Joyce has been clamoring for one since she was three. Thankfully, Bruno helps fill that need, so she’s not as adamant as she would have been.
When Bruno licked me, it triggered me. Under normal circumstances I would have let it go, but it was a particularly stressful time in my life, and I was overwhelmed with personal issues and publishing deadlines. I yelled at Bruno and almost hit him before better sense prevailed. It was enough to have him cowering in a corner. Not surprisingly, Rhonda was miffed. She’s been a bit frosty with me since then.
As I step out of the car, she plasters a forced smile. I force one of my own.
“Hi, Rhonda,” I say as I hurry towards my front door, not expecting her to engage.
“So, I read Husbands in Peril.”
I freeze in my tracks. Husbands in Peril was my tenth novel, an experiment which did quite well. I departed from my usual dark themes and explored a lighter kind of thriller — no one died, and I sprinkled a lot more humor throughout. I had a blast working on it. Now Rhonda has uttered words that would drive any author up the wall due to the extreme and varied emotions they evoke. On the one hand, it’s comforting to know that someone found my work compelling enough to spend time and money on it. It’s satisfying to know that my novels have an audience. But it’s also scary. What if she hated it?
I turn to face her, and from her expression I predict she’s going to rip the book to shreds, especially considering our Cold War. I wait with bated breath, unable to speak. It’s only one reader and feedback that probably will not matter in the grand scheme of things, but I’m as nervous as an Oscar nominee hearing the words, “And the Oscar goes to …”
Rhonda takes her time, as if she knows that every second I wait is torture for me, and she’s relishing the thought. Bruno’s stare tells me he hated the book.
“Interesting plot. I loved seeing those men getting their asses kicked by the women for a change. I’m so sick of reading books with weak female protagonists suffering abuse by some thick-headed guy.”
I let out the breath I’ve been holding. That’s a relief. But I sense a but coming.
“But the ending sucked.”
And there it is. I detect a smirk on her visage — she’s enjoying this.
“What was wrong with it?”
“It made no sense. I’m not sure how you justify what Andrea did. I felt it was a lazy conclusion to an otherwise entertaining story. All along I was thinking, this is a five-star read. Now I’m not so sure. Three stars, maybe.”
Ouch. I don’t know how to respond. This is the first time I’ve had a reader give me such brutal feedback in person. I’ve received negative reviews before, of course, but that’s all online. The buffer helps. The comments hurt for an instant, but over the years I’ve learned to brush those off and focus on the positive. But this — this pain is lingering. Besides, I know Rhonda’s right. I did rush the ending and wrap up the story with a bow just so I could meet my publisher’s deadline. If I’d had more time I would have done a better job. Not that it mattered, because the book was a huge success anyway. So successful that my agent and publisher have suggested I write another one in the same vein.
I shrug. “Thanks for giving it a shot.”
“I’ll be reading your latest one next.”
“Great,” I reply as I turn towards the front door. Hopefully she loves that one. The thought of hearing another review from her makes me jittery.
Having survived Rhonda, I enter my house. No one’s home. Once again, I wonder what Heather is up to, but I push those thoughts out of my head before they take a dark turn. I grab a beer from the fridge and head over to my office, my sanctuary. As much as I enjoy book signings, it’s exhausting work, and I need some time to unwind.
My den is well-appointed. There’s a massive copper desk and a plush Herman Miller chair where I do all my writing. The desktop is sparse, with only my laptop, docking station, keyboard, mouse, and monitor, and a couple of Moleskine notebooks and pens for taking notes. A bowl of candy graced the desk at one time. The idea was to reward myself with an occasional piece as I hit writing milestones. Bad idea. Soon I was having to replenish the bowl daily, so it had to go.
Some potted plants are scattered around the room — Heather’s touch, and then there’s my pride and joy — the bookshelf that covers the entire wall opposite the desk. I’ve stocked it with everything from first editions of some classics to every single story published by Agatha Christie, my idol. One of the rows has all the books from Ed McBain’s 87th Precinct series. I love picking up a book at random and admiring it, enjoying its texture, opening it and inhaling. The last bit I only do when the office door’s shut and I’m alone. The couple of times that Heather and the kids saw me do that, they stared like I was indulging in some weird fetish. Isn’t that something every booklover does?
I sink into the chair and check my email inbox. Over a hundred unread messages. I constantly debate the merits of hiring an assistant to handle my fan mail. On the one hand, I fear doing so will take away the personal touch and put a distance between me and my fans, but replying to everyone chews up time that could be better spent writing. As I scan the list, one message stands out. The subject says Thank you for today!, and the sender’s name is Penelope. It was sent a couple of hours ago. I open the email.
Hi Daniel,

I just wanted to thank you for signing my book today! It was so exciting meeting you in person. I still can’t believe it happened. I have been holding the book and admiring your autograph ever since I got home.

Best,

Pen


Her note evokes memories of our brief encounter. I picture her standing in front of me as I run my gaze over her beautiful body. The email is innocuous enough, and I wonder whether I misinterpreted what happened between us. Perhaps it was my imagination. I arrest my thoughts before they drift into forbidden areas.
Hi Pen,

It was a pleasure meeting you. Thank you so much for taking the time to come, and for purchasing a copy. It’s the encouragement from fans like you that keeps me going. I hope you enjoy the book!

Cheers,

Daniel


I move on to other emails, most of which are similar in nature. I spend some time answering those. Pen’s response arrives by the time I’m done.
BTW, here’s the tattoo you were admiring.


There’s an attachment this time. I open it to see a mermaid tattoo. The picture has enough context to tell me I’m looking at her cleavage. Is she flirting again? Why else would she send me such an image? On the other hand, if she thinks I was staring at her tattoo, at least she doesn’t think I’m a pervert who was drooling over her breasts. I’m not sure how to respond. I take a shot at it after giving it some thought.
It's a beautiful tattoo. You’re so brave to get one. I don’t think I could handle that pain.


Short and sweet. This time I wait for her to reply. It doesn’t take long.
I have more!


It’s like we’re texting, the brief messages going back and forth so quickly.
What kind?


I pause, debating whether I should type what’s on my mind. Then I add it, because it’s a question any curious mind would have.
And where?


Her response is almost instantaneous.
Of course you want to know where …  ;)


Now my imagination is running wild. I picture tattoos in intimate locations on her body. I picture her in my office, doing a strip tease and revealing each one, reveling in the attention and the joy it gives me. The heat of shame runs over me, and I feel dirty, because this is like I’m cheating on Heather. But another voice inside me insists it’s okay — Heather is already cheating on me anyway. There’s nothing wrong with what I’m doing. In fact, it’s justified. I slam my laptop shut and hurry out of the office before temptation takes me further down a road I should not go.
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Daniel


He lies at the bottom of the stairs while I stand nearby, staring, fearful at first, then relieved once I’m convinced he’s never going to get up again. I muster enough courage to step towards him, and the moment my body relaxes, he moves. A twitch of the fingers at first, followed by full arm movement as he opens his eyes. Then a swift motion that gets him back on his feet. He takes in his surroundings before glaring at me. I’m trembling now, concerned about what he’ll do next. Seconds later he marches in my direction. I shrink back in terror. Then he’s right in front of me, the intensity of his gaze burning my entire body. He raises his hand to strike, and I try to dodge the blow. 
I wake up with a start, still groggy. It’s dark. The bed is warm and cozy, but I’m uncomfortable. It takes me a few seconds to realize I had another nightmare — the same one that has plagued me since my teenage years.
I glance at the other half of the bed. Heather’s sound asleep, her breathing relaxed. No nightmares ruining her beauty sleep.
We made love before going to bed. She initiated it. It felt dirty. I wasn’t sure why she wanted me, and I’m even more unsure why I complied. As we indulged our urges, I tried to block out images of her and her mystery lover, replacing them with a montage of Pen and her tattooed body. In the end, we were both satisfied, and we drifted into sleep, though I had questions swirling in my head.
The same questions plague me now, but sleep is weighing me down. I place my head back on the pillow and watch my philandering wife until I can’t keep my eyes open any longer.
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Daniel


It’s the morning after the signing. Heather and I are in the kitchen enjoying breakfast and coffee. Well, at least Heather’s enjoying — I’m just ensuring my belly is full. She looks content, but the questions that were left unanswered last night are tormenting me.  Am I being paranoid? Surely I am, because why else would she want me if she already has a lover? Perhaps I’m mistaken and she was at the motel for some other reason. Or has she figured out that I know, and the sex was a ploy to allay my suspicions? I can’t make up my mind about it. I was guilty of thinking about Pen while we were having sex. Was Heather thinking about her paramour too when I touched her?
What she’s doing is wrong. It violates everything our marriage stands for. I should hate her, be consumed by rage at this injustice, but I don’t feel any of that. I’m numb, in a way. Perhaps numb is not the right word. I fear losing her, because I can’t imagine a life without her. Instead, I wonder whether I’ve pushed her into a corner. I know I haven’t been very attentive to her in the last few years. Having children didn’t help, but now that they’re all grown up, I should have the time and energy for Heather. But I’ve been brushing her off in favor of my writing commitments. Am I being too aggressive, shooting for one book release a year? We’re financially comfortable and don’t need the money. Perhaps if I ease up on work and devote more time to my wife, she won’t feel compelled to run into another man’s arms. It’s still not too late. At least I hope it isn’t.
“So, what did Rhonda want with you? I hope it wasn’t another spat about Bruno,” Heather asks.
How does she know I spoke to Rhonda?
My surprise clearly shows, because Heather arches her eyebrow and breaks into a sneaky grin. “I have my sources.”
“It was a weird conversation, for sure. She said she read Husbands in Peril and kinda sorta liked it.”
“Really?”
“Yes. And what’s even more interesting is she plans to read Her Darkest Fears.”
“Huh. Interesting indeed.” She pauses before continuing. “Well, good for you. Another fan won’t hurt.” She gives me a peck on the lips. “I’m going to hop into the shower.”
She dumps her plate and coffee mug in the sink and heads upstairs. I might be wrong, but I sensed she wasn’t happy about me talking to Rhonda. I wonder why. It’s not like Rhonda and I are flirting or even remotely interested in each other. I stick around at the breakfast nook, killing time on my phone.
Soon Heather’s back. She plants another soft kiss on my lips and tells me she’s
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