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  For anyone fighting for themselves, dream big and don't stop until you're happy… 






  
  Chapter 1

Abigail


I run in heels, pushing past people, trying to get to my gate on time. I clutch my bag tighter and pick up the pace, but when I get closer to the gate, I take in the lack of people in the lounge, so I slow my run to a walk. Approaching the desk, I stand back to read the board behind the check-in attendant and run my hand through my hair and read the word Delayed.
Dammit!
I close my eyes and wrap my arms around my middle, trying to catch my breath. Now with two hours to kill and a dry throat, I stretch my arms out and glance around for a place to call home before finding a drink.
I step over to the side and reach inside my bag to fish around for my phone. Because my bag is overstuffed, I squat down and drop it on the ground and open it up, trying to find my phone. After a few minutes of digging around, my fingers wrap around the cold metal rectangle.
Gotcha.
I stand back up, reposition the bag on my shoulder, and make a mental note to clear out the bag back at home. 
I take a breath and check around to make sure no one will be able to hear my conversation. But I sigh with relief to see just the usual hurried passengers getting to their gates. Ever since arriving in the city from my small town Riddells Creek this morning, the number of people bustling around has me taken aback, and it all started from the moment I stepped off the plane and into the airport.
Happy I’m out of the way to be on the phone, I scroll through to find my mom’s number and take a moment to give myself a pep talk. 
Don’t let her ruin your excitement. 
I hit the call button and barely hear it ring before she answers, “Abigail, I have been waiting for your call. I am worried sick about you. Surely you could have called earlier?”
My stomach twists and I swallow the lump that’s formed in my throat. She’s right. I could have called her in the Uber, but I was too overwhelmed with the city buildings and landscapes that calling home slipped my mind. I can’t exactly tell her a lie because I’m not good at lying, so I go with the truth.
I look down at my shoes and whisper, “Sorry, Mom. You’re right; I should have.” 
The noise from her throat is of approval before she says, “See, being surrounded by those city people is affecting you. Forgetting about us already. This is a bad idea. I’m sure you didn’t get the job anyway. They would have given it to someone with experience.” 
I wince at her harsh words. It’s like a stab to my heart, her words cutting deep. And she doesn’t care. She just wants to keep me in Riddell’s Creek, to keep her dreams and desires at the forefront of my mind.
I cannot move my mouth to respond, so she continues.
“You know we need the money, and you leaving hurts us. Staying and working with the family real estate business is the best future for you.”
I watch the people pass me, wondering what their lives look like and where they are going. I bet it’s a lot happier and brighter than mine. The back of my eyes burn with threatened tears, so I rapidly blink to prevent any falling. 
No, she won’t ruin my day. Even though she has a way of hurting me with words, I never talk back to her. She taught me to respect my elders and I take pride because I do. Deciding to appease her, I say. “I will send you money whenever you need it, but the city people are so kind.” 
I sigh, remembering Eleanor, the lady who interviewed me. She was warm and friendly, easing my nerves within a few minutes. They aren’t the devil like my mom believes. All my life, she has spoken negatively about city people, but being here for the first time, I immediately know she has it all wrong and I’m glad I applied for the real estate training program because it’s exactly what I need.
“Yeah, well, if you go, we won’t have time to replace you. Being a small town, less work is getting done and less money is coming in.”
It’s like a slap to the face, but nothing I haven’t heard before. My mom won’t ever hide her truth, even if I think it’s wrong. I won’t fight back, though. I just hope I get the once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to get out and put distance between us. I’m so sick of being trapped in a life I’m desperate to leave. 
Despite this conversation dragging me down, I have a good feeling about the interview. I need to wrap it up and enjoy the last few hours of peace.
“Okay, well, Mom, I was calling to let you know my flight has been delayed by two hours.” 
I scratch my head and wait to hear the tsk leave her mouth. I shake my head, knowing she is going to act like that.
“Let’s hope you won’t be later than that. You know I go to bed early.”
I squeeze my eyes shut, trying to calm the noise that argues against her. I wouldn’t dare confront her, but I love to dream. A wicked smile splits my face at a vision of me standing up to her.
I open my eyes and hurry to end the conversation. “I won’t, but I need to get going so I can go to the bathroom and grab a drink. I’ll see you soon,” I say in a fake cheerful voice when, really, I don’t want to go back. There isn’t anything wrong with Riddell’s Creek; it’s just not for me. There is more out there for me. I know it.
She sighs. “Okay. Keep me updated and send a text when you’re boarding.” 
I perk up a little, knowing I’m getting off the phone with her. “I will. See you soon. Love you.”
I wait to hear the words “I love you too” before hanging up.
I suck in a deep breath and toss my phone in my bag. I move away from the wall and find the sign for the restroom.  
Once I’ve freshened up, I find a large open corner shop with bar seating on the outside and wooden tables and chairs inside. People sit with coffees and either laptops out and are typing away, or phones and books in front of them. I grin widely as I soak up the strong coffee smell and the feeling of being with the “city people.”
I walk farther inside and read the menu on the back wall behind the counter. I touch my lips with my fingertips and scan, trying to find something. Deciding to skip the coffee for bubbles and order a glass of Champagne and take it over to a seat at a large table. I select a spot on the end and take a large sip, the sweet, refreshing bubbles hitting my mouth. “Ahh.” 
I grab my bag and rummage through to pull out my book.
I’m lost in the book and sipping my drink when I hear, “I guess it’s five o’clock somewhere, right?” A deep, sexy voice is speaking from behind me. I tense, gripping the book and glass a little tighter and turning my body. My elbow hits a man’s groin. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry.”
“It’s okay, it’s not your fault. I shouldn’t have been standing so close.”
I swallow and crane my neck to find the face to the voice. A flush runs up my neck and onto my cheeks when I see how handsome he is. I take him in, starting with his brown hair finger-swept to perfection, olive skin, and those glossy black eyes that have my pulse skipping beats. He looks to be in his thirties and I’m sure he is just being nice, like everyone in the city has been so far, because I bet I stand out in the crowd. My mouth is hanging open and words cannot form inside my brain. I know he asked a question before the awkward bump, but I’m taken aback by him. 
Seeing my reaction, he cheekily winks before a pinched expression hits his face and his black eyes flicker between the glass and me. His large frame moves past me, a coffee cup in one hand and a briefcase in the other. 
I shake my head, trying to snap out of the daze. A small smile forms as I answer, “It sure is.” I raise my glass to cheer with him. 
He offers a nod before he steps around and sits down in front of me. I pretend to be reading, but I’m watching him over my book. He opens his briefcase and pulls out a laptop with confidence. He doesn’t look my way, just settles into the chair, dismissing me. I shrug and return to my book and my bubbles. 
I’m lost in reading when I giggle loudly at a line in the book, and it turns to a snort. I slap a hand over my mouth and take a quick look around with wide eyes. His gaze, etched with a perplexed expression and accompanied by a tilted head, lands on mine and I wince, embarrassed at being caught, and slowly drop my hand away from my mouth and gaze at him. 
He notices me staring and bites his lips, “It must be a good book.” He raises an eyebrow in question.
I nod. “It really is. So funny.” I have threatened tears from the funny one-liners. 
“What’s it about?” he asks. 
I peer over the top of my book as he leans back and sips his coffee. He’s staring at me with intense scrutiny, and I swallow hard as I watch his Adam’s apple bob up and down. 
That simple movement makes me heat again.
But him asking me about the book has me freezing in the chair. I don’t want to tell him what the book is about, instead, I try to hide behind the book. I clamp my lips shut, keeping my reading choices to myself.
But I’m sure he can read the title and Google it, and that would embarrass me further. It’s better I just say it and pretend I don’t care, I’ll never see him again so what’s the harm in elaborating.
Own my love of books.
“Ah, well, it’s a romance novel. Called The Takeover. A single mom who finds love with a guy trying to take over her late husband’s business. The children's pranks on the new guy are hilarious. I mean you laugh so hard you can’t breathe, kind of funny.” 
The heat from my cheeks now spreads to my ears, and I’m wishing he hadn’t asked. 
“Never heard of it, but I can’t say I read romance.” He smirks and his gaze is so intense, I wiggle in my chair uncomfortably and take him in.
He is wearing a white shirt, which is open a little to his chest, and it’s tucked into his black slacks. His cuff links are shining in the shop lights. Normally an over-the-top expensive look wouldn’t do anything for me, but his tanned, muscled chest is visible, and I have never met someone who oozes confidence and sex. 
After I finish my inspection, my mouth suddenly dries, so I swipe my tongue to wet my lips and ask him, “What do you read, then?” 
I expect him to say the newspaper or the stock market.
He leans forward, his hands clasped under his chin. His eyes roam the shop to check that no one is looking at us before he pulls out a book from his briefcase. It’s written by J. D. Robb. 
I blink rapidly before returning my gaze to his, confessing in a stutter, “I didn’t expect that.”
His lips open and reveal his dazzling white teeth, and I can’t help but smile back.
He is a surprise. 
“Most people wouldn’t, but I don’t mind sharing my secrets with a beautiful stranger I won’t see again.”
I feel my heart thump harder at the words beautiful stranger. It’s a compliment coming from him.
He puts the book away in his briefcase before twisting to refocus on me.
“Where are you going today?” I ask, wanting to know more about him.
An incredulous look appears on his face, and he answers, “I’m off on a business trip.”
“Fancy.” 
Of course, you idiot. I want to kick myself for saying something so stupid.
But he doesn’t seem bothered. Instead, a smirk appears on his lips, but the aura he gives off intimidates me. 
His eyes narrow and he asks, “Do you have a boyfriend?”
I feel a lightness wash over me. Knowing I won’t see him again makes me flirty. And I rarely flirt. I blame the glass of Champagne I’m sipping. 
“Wouldn’t you like to know?” I say and drain my glass.
I glance at my watch, knowing I have time for tea before I need to go back to the gate.
I close my book and stand. His gaze flicks up from his laptop and his firm, intense stare roams over me and I feel naked. I look down to make sure nothing is hanging out and I run my hands over the smooth black fabric of my black skirt, white top, and blazer. Happy I’m not flashing him, I clear my throat and speak. “I’m grabbing a drink. Would you like another coffee?” I offer politely.
“Are you having another Champagne?” His voice rises in disdain.
What?
I pull back and frown. “No. If you must know, I’m ordering a chamomile tea, but you are making me want to change my mind.” I glare back at his surprised face. 
He shakes his head, answering, “No thanks.”
With that, I scoop my wallet up and wander over to order tea, not bothering to tell him to watch my bag. He isn’t going anywhere right now; he only just opened the laptop to work. 
I stand in line, and I try to recover from the whiplash he gives me. One minute I’m heating up over his words and looks, the next he splashes me with a bucket of ice-cold water. Luckily, I won’t need to worry about seeing him after today. Maybe the men in the city are just as controlling as my parents, and that’s what I am trying to escape.
I can feel his gaze on my exposed legs. I’m short compared to him, but my black heels give my five-foot frame a little height. I move up and order a tea and a bag of peanut butter M&M’s and then return to my seat. As I’m walking back, I notice that his phone is held to his ear, so I sit back down quietly and return to reading my book. 
“No, that’s not good enough. I’ll talk to you when I get back,” he firmly snaps into the phone.
I watch him from the corner of my eye, eating my M&M’s and watching as he tilts his chin into the air, his other arm squeezing the back of his neck. His shirt is tight over his arm, showing off his toned physique. My number is called, and it breaks me from my wandering eyes. I pick up my tea and return to my seat, taking a sip to wet my parched throat. 
I push my fascination with him aside and return to my book, but I look up when I hear him hang up and toss the phone on the table before he madly types away on his laptop. 
I’m lost in my book when I hear the announcement for my flight come through the speakers. I drink the last of the tea and put my book back in my bag and rise.
His gaze falls to mine, and he asks, “Are you leaving?”
I tilt my head to answer him. “Um, yeah, my flight was just called. I don’t want to miss it and be stuck in the city.”
“Shame. I would love to be stuck inside of you,” he mumbles under his breath, but I catch it. I freeze mid-movement. My mouth hangs open and I stare back into his eyes in disbelief. I shake my head to push the exchange aside. I thought he was different and genuinely interested in me. 
Obviously not.
I decide to not waste any more time, so I step back and say, “Bye,” waving before I turn around and put some much-needed distance between us. 
Leaving the shop I don’t turn around and make my way back to the gate. As I’m walking, I hear my phone chime from inside my bag; I stop and pull it out, staring down at the screen and frowning, not recognizing the number. I take a deep breath and decide to answer. 
“Hello?”
“Hi, Miss Crawford. This is Eleanor from White Estate. Is this a good time to talk?”
I raise my brows and peer around, not wanting to tell her it’s not. I want to know the reason for her call, so I slow my walk and answer, “Oh, hi, Eleanor. Yes, now is good.”
“Okay, great. Well, I’d like to offer you the position in the training program. We believe you would be a great fit for the position, and we would love to have you on our team.”
“Oh, wow. Thank you so much. That’s wonderful news. I look forward to working with the company.” 
“No problem. It’s our pleasure to have you on board. I’ll send you all the information at the email address you provided. If you need anything prior to your start date, give this number a call. Otherwise, have a safe trip, and I’ll see you soon.”
“Yes. Thanks, Eleanor. I’ll see you soon.”
I hang up and stare at the phone with complete shock. I put my phone away and continue walking to the gate to board my plane. I know this won’t be the last time I see the inside of this airport. The swarm of butterflies in my stomach tells me I have a new adventure on the horizon.






  
  Chapter 2

Abigail


A month later 
I’m standing at the airport with my family. I’m bouncing on my heels with giddiness, still unable to believe my dreams are finally coming true. Of course, it’s been a hell of a month, trying to hurry and get my parents’ business on top of its workload so they will accept the move. Reluctantly, they agreed, and I promised to help them out with money. 
I yawn and rub my heavy lids with my hands. The last month is catching up with me now that I’m standing here waiting for the boarding to begin. I have been dreaming of the new apartment bed that I have so I can catch up on some much-needed sleep.
I organized the apartment from here with the help of Eleanor, so hopefully it’s nice when I arrive. It’s a fully furnished apartment, so I don’t need to worry about finding furniture. I just needed to bring my clothes and myself.
I check the time and smile. 
It’s almost time.
My mom must sense it and asks, “Are you sure you want to leave?” She gazes down at me with red-rimmed eyes. Her lashes have unshed tears sitting on them.
I look around the small airport, wanting to distract myself from her pain and calm my now knotted stomach. I see only one small plane sitting on the tarmac, a small shop, and a check-in counter. I clutch my hand into a fist and bring it to my chest, knowing there isn’t much more for me in Riddell’s Creek. I turn to face her and give her a small smile. I nod and say, “Sorry, Mom, but this is a great opportunity I can’t pass on. I can bring back some new ideas to turn the business around.” 
I bite my lip as I watch her for a response.
She clutches her elbows and her face drops. “You promise to come back as soon as the program is over? Please.” 
She mutters please under her breath repeatedly. 
But months ago, when I scoured for job vacancies online and this one in the city popped up, I knew this was my ticket out of here.
The announcement to board the plane comes through, and Mom’s voice cracks. I step closer and hug her, rubbing my hands up and down her back before pulling out of her hug and straight into my dad’s waiting arms.
“I really don’t know why you couldn’t stay working with us. You’re a good agent,” he says into my hair. 
I sigh before lifting my head off his chest and explain to him, “Dad, this is a big deal. I’ll learn so much, and the money is worth it.” 
“Money isn’t everything.” 
I drop my gaze to peer at the ground, shrinking before I force myself to lift my chin and maintain his eye contact. “I know, Dad, but we need it.”  
I step back from the embrace and look over at my brother Rhys. His face is stony and unchanged. His arms are crossed over his chest, which is covered by his navy police uniform.
I reach out and rough his hair and say with a tease, “Cheer up, Rhys. I won’t be gone forever.”
“Promise you will keep me updated,” he grunts, swatting my hand out of his hair.
I roll my eyes. “Yes, I will message you as soon as I get into my apartment.” 
I reach out and grab him and he opens his arms, hugging me back firmly. “Do you have your pepper spray?” 
I laugh loudly and pull out of the embrace. I reach into my bag to grab it and wave it in the air between us. “Happy?”
I toss it back into the bag that I never got around to sorting out. 
He offers a firm nod and goes back to standing like a stone with his arms crossed and face firm, no expression on it.
I peer over to the line and when only a few people are left, I say, “I better go. I don’t want to miss my flight. I will message you all when I arrive.” 
I keep my excitement at a minimum, but inside, I’m dancing.
I don’t promise to call because I will have to hear more sadness in their voices and when I get to the city, I want to soak up all the happy goodness. I want to leave the small town behind for the big city lights and chase my own dreams.






  
  Chapter 3

Abigail


I sit in the back of the cab and stare out the window, absorbing the buildings and people walking around the city. I smile and take out my phone, snapping pictures through the window. The taxi comes to a halt outside a tall glass building. 
“This is the address,” the driver says.
I shuffle in my seat to collect my suitcase. The driver hasn’t spoken more than a few words, which is something I’m not used to; Riddell’s Creek is filled with chatterboxes. 
“Thanks,” I say as I pay and then open the door. 
I drag the only piece of luggage I brought with me. It’s heavy and filled with everything I could squeeze in it. There is still half my wardrobe back home, which Mom, of course, is happy about, because she thinks it means I will come back soon. 
I close the door behind me and stand on the sidewalk. I lean back to take in the enormous, modern building. It is bigger and nicer in person than the pictures I saw online. I’m in awe already. 
Making my way to the tower’s door to pick up the keys to the apartment, smoothing my blue jeans and white T-shirt down with sweaty palms. I flick my hair over my shoulder and push open the door. Walking with the case behind me and almost skip to the security desk where the doorman is. As I approach, his lips part and a genuine smile erupts. I try to keep my lips together to prevent myself from beaming the whole time. He explains the facilities, then offers a tour, which I decline, wanting to explore on my own later. He hands me the keys and I thank him and move toward the elevators.
Inside the elevators, I whistle the tune I heard in the taxi on the way in, I arrive on the fourteenth floor and read the keys. I step to door number two and open the door and enter. I peer around at the size and beauty of the apartment. I move forward and the door clicks shut behind me, causing me to jump. I pass the small kitchen and dining area and dump the keys and bag on the table, and leave the case next to the chair and walk around, taking everything in.
The apartment is white with brown wood accents, simple and modern, and the view from the living area is spectacular. Floor to ceiling windows allow light and views I have only dreamed about. The little balcony is perfect to sit out on a pleasant night and enjoy my dinner or read one of my books. I walk to the bedroom, and I smile at the large white bed. I step toward it and fall backward, sinking into it. 
“Ahh.” I close my eyes and absorb the feelings swirling inside me. 
After a few minutes, I push myself up and then drag my case into the bedroom and begin unpacking. I’m still trying to believe this is happening to me.
After I empty everything out of the case and settle it all in its new spots, I decide to venture out and explore the neighborhood. I stroll the streets and take in all the hustle and bustle around me. The noise and smell are so different from the quiet, clean air of the small town I grew up in. I can’t believe how different the people are. Their clothes, their hair, the number of piercings and tattoos that they have. But as I walk the streets, and grab a coffee from a local shop, I can’t help but smile and sip. All these shops are something our small town doesn’t offer. I keep sipping the drink and wander around, taking in all the streets and memorizing the layout. 
When I finish the coffee, I feel my legs tire from the long day of traveling, so I find a store to pick up some food for tonight. I will do a bigger food shop tomorrow. 
I am standing at my apartment door, ready to put the key in the lock, when I hear the door beside me click open and a brunette woman around my age comes walking out. Her hazel eyes hit mine and she offers a warm smile and I immediately smile back. 
“Hi, I’m Gracie. Did you just move in?” she asks, tilting her head toward my door.
I drop my hand away from my door as she comes to stand next to me to talk.
“Yeah, today. From a small town called Riddell’s Creek. I’m Abigail, but you can call me Abby.” 
I bite my lips closed to prevent any more word vomit from leaving my mouth. I’m sure she doesn’t want to hear about this right now.
Her eyes shine with humor, but she doesn’t seem bothered. 
“Nice to meet you, Abby. I haven’t been here long either, but it’s a really nice apartment complex. Sorry, I really must get to work, but we totally need to catch up. I can show you the good places to eat and hang out.”
I take in her work uniform and frown. Her hourglass frame is dressed in a tight white crop top, her full cleavage on show, and she wears a tight jean skirt with sneakers. I hope she doesn’t have to move much. Otherwise, people might get an eyeful, but where would she work dressed like that at this hour? 
I keep my thoughts to myself. Instead, I nod and say, “That would be great. Thank you.”
“Okay. I gotta run, but I will speak to you soon.” 
She dips her chin and steps into the elevator. I stand watching her for a moment before moving back to my door. 
Entering my apartment with the biggest smile. I’ve met a friendly neighbor who has already offered to hang out. I set my bags down on the kitchen floor and take my phone out. I head to the balcony and snap a picture of me with the view in the background. 
Sending it to my family with the text. 
Abigail: I’m here, safe and sound. Settled and already loving it. Love you all, x.

      [image: ]On Monday, I walk from my apartment to work. I follow Google maps’ instructions on my phone and arrive at the address from the email. Standing on the sidewalk, I crane my neck to look up at the tallest tower in the city. It’s all mirrored and intimidating as hell. I close my mouth and take two steps back to soak it in. 
Every time I think I have seen the biggest building, there is another one I find that’s even bigger.
There are many men and women coming in and out of the building through the glass doors. I draw back and shake my head, getting myself to refocus and take one step at a time. Sucking in a breath, I roll my shoulders back, and walk in. 
You can do this. 
Eleanor is someone I have met before, so it shouldn’t be scary, but the nerves are kicking in, causing flutters in my chest. I don’t want to let anyone down; I want to prove I can be just as good as anyone else. I’m still grateful I was chosen, considering Mom’s constant words of they will take someone with experience over you and you have little to offer. 
Snapping myself out of the negative thoughts, I spot the desk with a receptionist seated behind it. I approach it and she hands me a temporary nametag and calls up to Eleanor to see if I can head straight up to her. I know I’m a little early, but I didn’t want to be late on my first day. 
I’m smiling back at the receptionist as I watch her talk. She hangs up and tells me to go upstairs because Eleanor is ready.
I walk around the desk and head to the elevators and ride one up to level two. The doors open and I step out onto the polished floors. 
The same gray concrete and greenery as downstairs is up here too. It’s warm and inviting. I bite the corner of my lip and glance around.
“Hello? Eleanor—are you here?” I call out, taking another step forward.
She must have stood up because her head suddenly appears over the divider of a cubicle. I jump at her sudden appearance and grab my chest. My heart is pounding under my fist. 
“Hi, Abigail,” she says.
I nod, unable to speak. I’m still trying to recover. 
She beams at me, standing tall, and says, “I’d like to officially welcome you to White Estates. Are you excited?” 
She rubs her hands together and the light bounces off her nude nail polish. I curl my fingers in a tight fist, cursing because I forgot to do mine. I worked so much prior to coming here for my parents’ business that preparing myself slipped completely from my mind. 
I hope she doesn’t notice them. 
Eleanor is a very well-presented woman in her early fifties, dressed in a vibrant yellow modest dress. She re-adjusts her glasses on her nose and I can’t help but shuffle on the spot. 
Am I supposed to look like her? 
Even though she is beautiful, her presence has my shoulders relaxing and the tension melting away. 
I smile at her kind word. “Hi, Eleanor. Yes, I’m very excited. Once again, thank you for choosing me.” 
She curls her dainty fingers, waving me closer as she says, “You deserve the opportunity, and you will fit in here. Now come closer.” 
I walk closer to her and look down to see she has papers spread out over the table. She looks down as she moves papers into piles. “I have a few housekeeping papers we need to get through, so let’s tackle the boring things first, and then I can take you on a tour.” 
I meet her gaze with a small smile. “Sure.”
But thirty seconds later, I’m still standing with my hands balled into fists. She notices I haven’t moved and says with a chuckle, “Come. Sit down here and grab a pen. I need you to fill in all this.” 
She gestures to one of the office chairs, so I don’t hesitate. I step over and take a seat. Once I’m comfortable, I pick up the papers and fill them in. Eleanor sorts through her own papers.
When I finish them all, I stack them into a neat pile and hold them out for her to take and say, “All done.” 
Her gaze lifts, and she reaches over to take the papers. She reads them briefly before lowering them to the desk in front of her. “Okay, great. Let’s get upstairs where I’ll show you to your desk, break room, bathroom, and introduce you to Kara, who is head of contracts, and where you will begin the training. And lastly, you will meet the CEO, Mr. White.” 
My heart jolts with adrenaline. I’m already meeting the CEO and it’s day one. I haven’t even dressed or polished myself properly. Gosh, this is a terrible idea. My outfit isn’t bad, but it definitely doesn’t throw the same elegance as Eleanor’s. 
But there isn’t anything I can do right now, so I must fake confidence and put on a smile that doesn’t waver. I follow her out of the room; she carries the papers in her hand. 
I’m lost in my thoughts when she asks me, “Have you always wanted to work in real estate?” 
We ride the elevator up, the conversation breaking the silence.
“My parents own a small residential real estate business, which you know. And I love it, but—” I hesitate, looking for the right words. I’m still unable to gather my thoughts into actual words, so I answer with a simple, “I need more.”
I’m grateful when she nods with approval. 
“That’s great. I started in residential, too. Commercial properties are unique, but I love it and wouldn’t want to do residential now. But at least you will know some terms and policies. That’s always a bonus. And how are you liking the apartment?”
My smile grows at the memory of me last night, sitting out on the balcony and reading a book. The warm night with views of the lights and traffic noise below was strangely comforting.
“It’s better than I could have imagined. Thanks for allowing me to rent from one of the White buildings.”
“Of course. He wouldn’t want his employees staying anywhere else.”
There has been a question on my mind about what happens next. After the year of my contract, what do I do for work? I feel comfortable with Eleanor, so I clear my throat and decide to ask. “I’m excited to grow and expand my knowledge. What are the opportunities after the traineeship?”
Eleanor’s face lights up. “You are in the right place. Mr. White encourages growth and development. If you prove yourself, he will offer you a permanent job after the twelve-month contract. But, ah, I will warn you.” She pauses a beat and my skin prickles with anticipation. 
“He doesn’t tolerate mistakes or grant second chances. He expects professionalism and care.”
My breath catches and I rub my hands along the front of my red coat. Looking at the building earlier, I expected nothing less, but hearing the words from Eleanor’s mouth has my throat constricting. 
No mistakes or second chances. 
I won’t lie. It scares me. If I’m not careful, he could send me straight back to Riddell’s Creek, and that thought causes my temple to throb. I say nothing, just nod with understanding. 
“Let’s go upstairs to your floor and grab your ID swipe card,” she says, as if she didn’t just drop a bomb.
I walk out with her, looking around at the desks. I’m introduced to Kara and her team before walking farther down to the few desks at the back of the office. 
Eleanor pauses at one. “Here is your desk.” There is a large white desk with the latest Mac sitting on top. It’s simple and modern, and I secretly wonder how long it will take me until the desk is in disarray. 
“I have assigned you to George, the other trainee in the program. He started before you. He will help you this week with questions you have. Don’t be afraid to ask; he is very approachable.” 
I don’t know who George is, as there is no one at the desk behind her, but a voice says loudly behind me, “Well, thank you, Eleanor.”
I turn around and see a blond male walking toward us, a sparkle in his eye and a bounce in his step. He pauses next to Eleanor and smiles at her.
Eleanor smiles back. 
George focuses on me. “And you must be the new trainee, Abigail.” 
“Yes, but call me Abby, please.” 
He nods. “George. I’m so excited to have you join us. Where did you come from?” 
“A small town called Riddell’s Creek,” I answer shyly.
“Riddell who?” He shakes his head and continues through a chuckle. “I meant, where did you work prior to starting here?”
Okay, the ground can swallow me up now. 
I shake my head. “Ohhh, I’m sorry. Well, my parents own a residential office where I grew up, so I was a real estate agent for them.”
Eleanor excuses herself to get back to work, leaving me alone with George. 
“Come, let’s grab a coffee and get to know more about each other.” 
“Sure,” I say back, following him to the break room.
I make some tea and turn around, clutching the warm cup. Sipping I glance over my cup at him as he makes a coffee for himself. 
I turn to take tea upstairs and I ask him, “How long have you been here?”
He sips his coffee before he answers, “Only a couple of weeks.” 
“Really?” 
He nods. 
“It’s a great company. Seriously, and I shouldn’t ask this so soon after we met, but if you have a partner, was he or she able to find a job in town too?” 
I sip at that exact moment. The liquid goes down the wrong way and I have a coughing fit. When I recover, I say, “No, I’m single.” 
But I hope he isn’t hitting on me. There are no butterflies in my stomach or a heavy desire in my sex like I have read about in books. Which means I have zero desire to go on a date with him.
I look down, squirming and hiding my flushed face with my hair. We step into the elevator.
“Are you single?” I ask.
A heavy sigh leaves his mouth, and he says, “Yeah, unfortunately. I love being wrapped up in the love bubble, but I’m trying to figure myself out. Working on loving myself for a bit.”
I smile to myself, admiring the honesty. “I think that’s important and great that you can recognize that.” 
I don’t confess that I don’t believe I have ever been in love. So, I wouldn’t know about this love bubble he talks of. But I have made myself embarrassed enough for one day not to add another one.
He helps set me up at my station, but when his desk phone rings, he rushes to pick it up in a huff. “White Estate. George speaking… Mm-hmm… Okay, see you soon.” He hangs up the phone and looks up at me and says, “Eleanor said Mr. White had to run to an emergency meeting, so she will take you to meet him when he gets back. She said to go have some lunch.” 
“I might go outside for my break. I will see you soon.”
“Sounds good. I’ll see you when you get back.”
He turns back to his computer to work, and I grab my bag and wait for the elevator. When the doors open and I step inside, my mouth drops open and I suck in a sharp breath.
Surely not…
But there is no mistaking the dark eyes, finger-swept hair, and briefcase.
The man from the airport.
The elevator suddenly feels small with him in it. I move to stand beside him and focus on the doors. Luckily, he’s on his phone, so we don’t have to talk. 
“Yeah, I read that, but it still doesn’t make any sense.” 
I’m eavesdropping, but what else am I supposed to be doing in this confined space? 
I wonder who he was visiting here? 
What does he do for a living?
“Mm-hmm.”
I feel my tension release the second the doors open. I exit the elevator in front of him. He’s still on his phone, talking. 
“I won’t be long.” 
I exit the building and welcome the fresh breeze. The flush from seeing him again is too overwhelming. 
There is a nearby park that I stumble upon. Finding an empty park bench, I sit and call Charlotte, my friend from Riddell’s Creek. 
I pull the lapels of my coat closed as it rings.
“Abby. Hey. I’ve been waiting for your call. How is everything?”
Mind blowing. Exciting. Overwhelming.
Instead, I simply say, “Incredible. I love it here.”
She moans in my ear. “Don’t say that. You won’t come back if you love it.”
“I would say sorry, but I’d be lying.” I giggle.
“No. Be happy, Abby. You deserve it. Now tell me, what’s the city like?”
I gaze around at the multiple skyscraper buildings, trees, people, cars, and I say, “It’s wonderful. There are so many people and so much to do. I don’t even know where I want to start exploring this weekend.”
“Compared to here, I’m sure you’ll find something easily.”
“Exactly. Well, I wish I could chat longer, but I need to eat lunch and get back to work. I just wanted to say a quick hi.”
“Thanks for calling. Don’t be a stranger. I miss you.”
I stand and say, “I miss you too.”
She is one of the few things I miss about Riddell’s Creek.
Because the weather has turned, I decided to eat my lunch in the break room. I pull out my book and read a chapter, and then return to my office and wait for Eleanor.
“Abigail. Are you ready?” she says as she saunters into the room to pick me up. 
I run my fingers through my hair, knowing I’m about to meet





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
SHARON WOODS





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    
      Contents


    

    
      
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter 9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter 10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        11.
        
        Chapter 11
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        12.
        
        Chapter 12
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        13.
        
        Chapter 13
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        14.
        
        Chapter 14
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        15.
        
        Chapter 15
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        16.
        
        Chapter 16
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        17.
        
        Chapter 17
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        18.
        
        Chapter 18
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        19.
        
        Chapter 19
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        20.
        
        Chapter 20
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        21.
        
        Chapter 21
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        22.
        
        Chapter 22
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        23.
        
        Chapter 23
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        24.
        
        Chapter 24
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        25.
        
        Chapter 25
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        26.
        
        Chapter 26
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        27.
        
        Chapter 27
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        28.
        
        Chapter 28
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        29.
        
        Chapter 29
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        30.
        
        Chapter 30
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        31.
        
        Chapter 31
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Epilogue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Saffron and Secrets Sneak Peek
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Also By Sharon Woods
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Afterword
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Acknowledgments
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        About Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
      


    
  



OEBPS/images/7ae9aea3-5258-4d27-a88f-c690563387ae.png







