
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    
 
    
 
   Harrison Towers
 
    
 
   Memoirs of a Mogul
 
    
 
   Prequel to Glass Towers Trilogy
 
    
 
    
 
   By
 
   Adler and Holt
 
    
 
    
 
   Copyright © 2013 Adler and Holt
 
    
 
    
 
   Edited by: J. West
 
   Cover Art by Adler and Holt
 
    
 
    
 
   All rights reserved.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Find us:
 
    
 
   http://www.glasstowerstrilogy.com/
 
    
 
   http://www.adlerandholt.com/
 
    
 
   Facebook.com/glasstowerstrilogy
 
    
 
   Twitter.com/glasstowerstri
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
    
 
   This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events or locales is entirely coincidental.
 
    
 
   No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without permission. Please do not participate or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of author’s rights. Purchase only authorized editions.
 
    
 
   The author acknowledges the copyrighted or trademarked status and trademark owners of the following word marks mentioned in this work of fiction:
 
    
 
   Range Rover, Wharton Business School, NYU, Levis, Nextel, Lionel Richie, Seinfeld, Four Seasons, Waterford, Marvin Gaye.
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   
Chapter One
 
    
 
   Everything I have done up to this point does not matter. All that matters in this world is right here in this room. As I look into my newborn son Giles face, I am drawn to his sheer beauty and to the innocence and promise, he holds. I have never felt such joy and I never knew upon first sight, I could love someone so implicitly without restraint. 
 
    
 
   I had hardly noticed that we are finally alone. The hospital staff had finished their tasks and left us to revel in our newborn son. I tear my eyes away from Giles and look over at my wife who is now resting or perhaps even sleeping. I continue to hold my new son. When I first met Danielle, it never occurred to me that she would be the woman to give me my namesake, that she would be the one to deliver my heir. The very thought brings a lump to my throat and I fight back the tears that are threatening. I am not a weak person but the happiness I am feeling right now is practically bringing me to my knees. 
 
    
 
   Giles has disarmed me. 
 
    
 
   I settle back into my seat on the sofa and rest my head against the wall behind me. The exhaustion is catching up. I shut my eyes for a moment as I continue to hold my son in my arms. I hear a soft sigh and open one eye to see Danielle is awake.
 
    
 
   “Hi” she breathes with a wide smile on her face. “How is he?”
 
    
 
   “He’s wonderful; would you like to hold him?” I start to stand and advance toward her bed. 
 
    
 
   She nods and smiles.
 
    
 
   I place Giles in her waiting arms and kiss his forehead and then I place a gentle kiss on her lips. Standing over her holding our son, I once again feel overwhelmed and joyful. 
 
    
 
   She tilts her and looks up at me. “What is that look? Are you okay?” 
 
    
 
   “I’m fine. The more pressing question is how are you doing?”
 
    
 
   “Me? I am perfect. I have the two most important men in my life right here.” 
 
    
 
   “Well, I am guessing you could use a long sleep. You look exhausted.”
 
    
 
   “Gee thanks! I am… but you didn’t have to point that out!” She says laughing lightly. 
 
    
 
   “I wasn’t trying to insult you, I have never seen you look more beautiful, in fact you are glowing but I know you, and I can see the fatigue written all over your face.” 
 
    
 
   “I am tired but euphoric. I am so happy right now, I wonder if I can sleep. I almost feel like I have taken a huge dose of adrenalin or something.” She pauses and tears well up in her eyes. 
 
    
 
   “Harrison, I love you so much and Giles is more than I could ever have hoped for.” Her next words catch in her throat and I caress her shoulder as a tear of happiness trickles down her face. 
 
    
 
   I look into her eyes, “Mi Amore, in this one amazing moment I realize up until now, everything I have done is insignificant in comparison to the new life I have created with you.
 
    
 
   I lean down to place another kiss on her lips and Giles begins to cry. She looks up at me with a question in her eyes, as his cry gets more insistent. 
 
    
 
   “Well mommy, what do you suppose he needs?” Before she answers, we hear a quick knock on the door and a nurse pops her head in. 
 
    
 
   “Ah, sounds like good timing. I think we can try getting him to nurse again. Daddy, why don’t you get yourself something to eat and I will help mom feed the baby.” She places her hand on my arm guiding me toward the door. 
 
    
 
   I glance over at Danielle and she has the look of fear in her eyes but she nods at me and appears to muster up a false smile. “This is where I am no help at all, let the nurse help you mi amore.”
 
    
 
   She nods, smiles, and then fixes her attention on her newborn baby in her arms. I notice her greenish-blue eyes are tired but vibrant at the same time and her chestnut hair luxurious and flowing. She is such a beautiful woman who made me a gorgeous baby.
 
    
 
   “Oh darling, why don’t you take that notebook over there and jot down some notes for that memoirs book. I think you should go for it. I mean you were the world’s most eligible bachelor before you married me! You have worked hard, you deserve it.”
 
    
 
   I smile at her, take the notebook off the credenza, and leave the room just as the nurse moves to the bedside where she begins to assist Danielle with the baby. 
 
    
 
   I find a small café across the street that seems to stay open late. I choose a seat by a window and stare out into the dark of night. I cannot help but to think about how my life is now complete…though that wasn’t always the case. With a pen in my hand, I open up the first page of my notebook, and start to write. 
 
   


 
    
 
   
Chapter Two
 
    
 
   I was born into privilege. I am French Canadian and my family traces back centuries in Montreal Canada. My father is native to Canada though my mother emigrated with her family when she was just a toddler from France. I think I lucked out in the looks department as I have always found my father to be debonair and it just so happens I tend to take after him. I’m tall like him, at over six feet tall with an athletic build.  I favor my father in coloring too as I have his crystal blue eyes and light brown hair that tends to go a little blonde when the sun hits it. I get my straight white teeth from my mother and her glowing smile. That is where most of the family traits stop. 
 
    
 
   The expectation for me to be the one to carry on our bloodline has been almost unbearable all these years. I was an only child of my parents Julian and Yvonne Towers. I grew up in an ideal family will all the luxuries a wealthy family can afford. I wanted for nothing but my own identity. I am a Towers and with that come an enormous amount of expectation and assumptions. True enough, I had everything handed to me on the proverbial silver platter and the silver spoon was always present. I always had a feeling though that I would never amount to anything if I didn’t find my own way. We have a large extended family that comprises Towers Enterprises. The boards of directors are the family elders with my father at the helm as he is the one who inherited the company from my grandfather. The eldest son has traditionally run the Towers Enterprises. With my being an only child, the pressure for me to follow my father’s footsteps has been present… ever since I can remember. 
 
    
 
   Upon graduating from high school, I obeyed my parents and went straight to college in Montreal with my high school girlfriend Marion Devereaux. Her family has as long a history in Montreal along with mine. In fact, the two families have supported each other in business for over half a century but have been in alliance for only a couple centuries. From the moment Marion and I were born, the two families were grooming us to marry someday. The expectation was that we would join the two bloodlines together. All through growing up, I didn’t question what I would do when I grew up. I never looked any further than Marion Devereaux, for my female companion.
 
    
 
   Marion and I attended college together in a five-year program and finished our degrees at the same time. That was all part of the master plan that our families orchestrated. I majored in International Business, as did Marion. Throughout our lives, taking over both of the family’s businesses was always expected. The Devereauxs have a distribution company that Towers Enterprises uses for selling wine to other countries. It's my obligation to sit at the helm of Enterprises someday. In the meantime, I was to start working in the offices to learn the business from the ground up. However, I had other plans. 
 
    
 
   It was May of 1993, I’m twenty-two years old and it’s the day of our college graduation. Also the day when my future was really set in motion. Little did I know the roller coaster ride that was in store for me. After the graduation ceremony was complete, the two families the Devereauxs and Towers hosted a joint celebration at a local upscale restaurant in their banquet room. I decided to seize the moment and throw everyone for a loop, especially Marion.
 
    
 
   Everyone is seated and in the midst of eating their salads when I excuse myself. When I return to the table, I have a team of waiters following me with trays of champagne flutes that they proceed to distribute to the over two-hundred guests. Standing at the table behind Marion, I take a spoon and tap it against the glass to gain everyone’s attention.
 
    
 
   “Guests, while you are all seated and enjoying our first course, I would like to take this opportunity to thank you all for coming to celebrate our graduating…finally!” I squeeze Marion’s shoulder and hear a collective polite chuckle throughout the room. 
 
    
 
   “We are thankful to have everyone here, our loved ones, friends, class mates, and brave roommates.” I look at Adelaide, Marion’s roommate. She nods and laughs. “Since I have all of you here under one roof, and I have most of your undivided attention,” I clear my throat and aim my gaze at a couple children who are completely unaware of themselves and the noise they are making. Again, the room laughs. I move around to stand beside Marion. I begin to kneel down on one knee while pulling out a little black velvet box. The room collectively gasps as Marion’s hand flies to her mouth. 
 
    
 
   “I would also like to take this opportunity to propose to l ‘amour de ma vie, the love of my life. Marion Devereaux will you marry me?” I look at her questioningly with the box now open exposing a two-carat solitaire ring set in white gold. 
 
    
 
   Her eyes open wide, “Oh Harry, yes! Yes, I will marry you!” 
 
    
 
   I slip the ring on her shaking finger, she throws her arms around me, and we embrace in a brief but passionate kiss. Everyone around us is applauding and cheering us on!
 
    
 
   Mr. Devereaux has made his way over to me and is shaking my hand and patting me on the back. “Welcome to the family.” 
 
    
 
   “Thank you Mr. Devereaux.” 
 
    
 
   “Call me Alfonso now that you are going to be my son.” 
 
    
 
   “Thank you sir.” I say shaking his hand back then I look over and see my parents and Marion’s mother making their way over to us. As everyone else returns to their meals, our parents are all glowing with excitement over our new engagement. 
 
    
 
   Marion’s mom rushes over to us, “Oh we are so glad you finally made it official! Alfonso and I have been about to burst ever since you asked for her hand during our Family Day celebration.” She claps her hands together excitedly. They leave our table and return to their own. 
 
    
 
   Marion whips her head and shoots me a scowl. “You mean you have been planning this for nearly three months?”
 
    
 
   Nodding, “Yes, I have. I met with your father to ask him for permission. I wanted it to be at a time you would least expect it. You are you surprised aren’t you?”
 
    
 
   The scowl dissipates. “Yes of course I am and that is so gallant of you to ask my father for permission. How cute Harry.” She tweaks my nose with her finger. 
 
    
 
   I turn my face quickly as soon as her finger meets my skin. I grab her finger and give it a quick bite. She lets out a loud squeak and then I grab her and give a passionate kiss with my tongue seeking out hers. As she pulls away, I glance over the table and notice Adelaide sitting there alone, looking forlorn and somewhat saddened. I start to say something but my attention  diverts quickly when I feel Marion’s hand seeking out my cock. I hold my breath for a moment as she begins rubbing, discreetly. I sneak a sideways glance at her and she is running her tongue along her lower sumptuous lip. My eyes travel down to her breasts and I imagine my mouth travelling across her supple flesh. I quickly stand up grabbing her hand and leading her out of the banquet room. I lead her down the hallway trying doors along the way. I finally locate a single stall bathroom and pull her in with me. Pushing her against the wall my mouth seeks her plump mounds. I pull at her dress exposing her tiny breasts and envelop them into my mouth. I suck on her nipples gently tugging with my teeth. She lets out a low moan. I reach my hand down and find her pussy is wet. I rip her thongs panties right off her discarding somewhere on the ground. As she unzips my pants, someone is knocking on the bathroom door. 
 
    
 
   “Uh, I’m going to be a  minute.” She says breathlessly. 
 
    
 
   “I think it’s going to be more than a minute.” I moan in her ear. 
 
    
 
   Yanking up her dress, I lift her higher up against the wall and ram my cock up her wet and wanting pussy. My God, her body feels so good. She wants me and all I want to do is feel her pleasure. My hands are on her ass holding her up while I move myself in and out of her. I increase the speed and she throws her head back moaning. I run my lips down her neck and back to her breast where I take the whole thing into my mouth and suck. She yells out and claws at my back through my shirt. I drop her down, spin her around bending her over at her waist, and take her from behind. Her hands on the wall for support I move my leg between her legs to spread her open further. I place my hands on her waist and fuck her so hard that you could probably hear our bodies slapping together out in the hall. She is stifling her moans and I continue to move myself in and out of her until I finally feel the tightness in my lower abs and my seed spills inside her. She is moaning my name repeatedly under her breath and I know she has reached satisfaction too. I remove myself from her and help her regain her footing. 
 
    
 
   She looks up at me with her sexy afterglow face and she quietly says , “I love you.” I lean down and kiss her but I don’t say it in return.
 
    
 
   “Hey! You ripped my panties. What am I supposed to do?”
 
    
 
   I shrug and smirk. “I guess you will have to be a naughty girl and go without.” I snatch the panties from her hand and tuck them into my pants pocket. 
 
    
 
   As I am leaving the bathroom, I see out of the corner of my eye she has not moved but is still standing with her mouth agape and the look of shock registering on her face. 
 
    
 
   Back in the banquet hall, they are about to serve my favorite dessert of cherries jubilee. We take our seats and enjoy in the dessert, although I already had mine. I look at her and watch as she reapplies red stain to her pouty full lips. I feel my arousal creeping up again as I imagine those lips wrapped around my cock. Later Harrison, I remind myself. 
 
    
 
   After the dessert, dishes have been cleared away, it is time for pictures. Once we ran the gamut of picture groupings with our families and friends, it was finally time to leave, and all I can think about is getting Marion into bed. She walks over with her roommate Adelaide and announces we have one last picture to take, one with Marion, Adelaide and myself. I am annoyed with the delay but I agree. Thankfully, the photographer is swift; he snaps a couple rounds and we are finally done. 
 
    
 
   “So you are coming home with me, right?” I look at her with expectation. 
 
    
 
   She looks surprised but then a sheepish look rolls across her face. “I suppose I am.”
 
    
 
   She turns to Adelaide whose face has fallen. “Rain check on the chick flicks tonight?”
 
    
 
   Adelaide’s pretty face is flushed, “Oh sure. I’ll just go home and crash probably.”
 
    
 
   “Okay doll, and thanks! Now you get home safe. I’ll see you back a the condo some time tomorrow and we can look through bride magazines.” She shoots me a raised eyebrow look. I nod and grimace at the same time. First things first I think to myself, time to get her home and in my bed!
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   
Chapter Three
 
    
 
   The whole year following, we barely came up for air. When I wasn’t at the Towers headquarters learning the ropes, I had Marion in my bed. We fucked like bunnies. When we did finally surface for air, we would head to the lake house and lose ourselves again in our newfound enjoyment of each other. I found it amusing how once I put a ring on that finger to my immense pleasure her inhibitions practically disappeared. Marion turned into a wanton temptress before my very eyes. She is a gorgeous girl, or maybe I should say woman now. I like how she is exotic looking with olive skin, dark brown hair, deep brown eyes and pouty plump lips. Her body is firm with a tiny ass and long legs. Her boobs could be bigger but then a mouthful is supposedly the ideal. I like a little more to play with but hers still get me charged up. 
 
    
 
   It’s June of 1994, I am twenty-three years old and we have head out of town again for an extended weekend. I decided that I would break my news to her during our stay at the lake house. I planned a picnic that I strategically laid out in the middle of the meadow that overlooks the lake. The boat dock is a short walk and I plan for us to take a ride in the ski boat after we have sex in the meadow. 
 
    
 
   I feed her chilled prawns, crusty bread and cheese. Though the chocolate covered strawberries are to be dessert, I have other ideas. I lie down on the blanket and pull her down to me. While we kiss passionately, I feel my body instantly aroused. She feels my arousal too as her hand rests on my hardness and she rubs. I moan and feel my pulse quicken knowing I am going to get my preferred dessert. She climbs on top of me straddling my hips. The combination of her weight and the pressure of her body on mine send tingles down to my already anxious cock. She stands up and shimmies her panties off, leaving her long flowing peasant skirt on. I pull down my shorts and remove them with my boxers completely. I am very aware of my erection that is loose and now exposed. She leans down, takes my cock deep into her mouth, and pleasures me for a few minutes with her newfound oral skills. 
 
    
 
   While she is pleasuring me with her mouth, I massage her breasts. She abruptly quits the oral assault and lowers herself onto my long hard shaft. “Oh! Mare!” I pant. She feels good as she moves up and down my length and rubs my balls with one of her hands. I reach up and grab behind her neck to bring her down to me so I can kiss those lips. As I seek out her tongue, she continues to grind her hips into mine. I can’t take it any longer and I lose myself and blow my load. She continues to grind on me until she yells out and then comes to an abrupt stop collapsing on my chest. 
 
    
 
   As we both revel in the afterglow, I run through what I am going to say when I tell her my news. She senses something is up. She props herself on her elbow and looks down at me.
 
    
 
   “Okay, what’s on your mind? You aren’t usually this distracted!”
 
    
 
   I start to shake my head know but decide to go ahead and tell her now.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I do have something to tell you.” I nervously chew my lip. 
 
    
 
   She is sitting up now, putting her panties back on, and adjusting herself. “Out with it, you have me worried Harry!”
 
    
 
   “Look Mare, you know how my dad expects me to someday take over the board.”
 
    
 
   “Yes…and?’
 
    
 
   “Before I do that, I want to go to graduate school.”
 
    
 
   She looks impatient. “Okay, so you want a graduate degree. Fine. I’m good with that. I’ll even help you with applications and paperwork. ”
 
    
 
   “There’s more.” I finish putting my shorts back on giving me a moment to search for the easiest and most direct words. “I already applied and have been accepted. I start in late August.”
 
    
 
   “She throws me a scowl. “Well, it sounds like you have it all figured out. I guess you will get to deal with the crazy admin at University again.” She lets out a slight cackle. It was unattractive.
 
    
 
   “Listen, I am not continuing on at University. I am actually going to graduate school in the States in Pennsylvania, I’ve been accepted into Wharton School of Business.” She quickly scrambles to her feet and is now towering over me. 
 
    
 
   “You are doing no such thing! We are to be married and you cannot drag me to America to go to school in some state I have never even heard of!” She is stamping her foot like a six-year-old. 
 
    
 
   “You are right. I am not dragging you to graduate school with me. You are going to stay here and plan our wedding. Once I am done, we will get married and I will take my place at Towers Enterprises. We will buy a home in a gated community and I will get you pregnant. Does that make you happy?”
 
    
 
   She is still staring down at me looking enraged. I didn’t say anything further and neither did she for several long and uncomfortable few moments. Finally, she breaks through the silence.
 
    
 
   “Harry, you didn’t tell me we were going to be engaged for several years. You’ve led me to believe we would set a date for next spring or early summer. I never dreamt you would make me wait for so long. Everyone, especially my parents have been wondering why we haven’t set a date yet. We’ve already been engaged a year. Now I know why! 
 
    
 
   “We are engaged, that should be good enough for you right now. We have our whole lives ahead of us. I’m just going to graduate school.”
 
    
 
   “It’s not just that we haven’t set a wedding date, but you are leaving. I mean really leaving” Her body starts to shudder and she makes little hiccup sounds. 
 
    
 
   Oh, shit. Now the tears are flowing. Now I have done it. I hate it when girls cry. I just don’t know what to do with that. I reach up, grab her hand, and pull her down to sit next to me. I place my arm around her and hold her close while she continues to cry, hoping she will knock it off soon.
 
    
 
   “I waited to tell you because I had not made my mind up until last week. I had thought to obtain my masters here but I am impressed with the program in the states and I don’t want to pass up an opportunity to do this. I need you to understand and support my decision. We will set the date and plan the wedding for two summers from now.”
 
    
 
   She sniffs.
 
    
 
   “What if you aren’t done with the program by our wedding. What then?”
 
    
 
   “Then after we wed, you return with me and live in the US while I finish.”
 
    
 
   She is silent for a moment aside from the continual sniffing. “I guess that could work.”
 
    
 
   “Its gonna have to work Mare. I have made my mind up and you know the rest.”
 
    
 
   “So that’s it, no compromise or further discussion?” Her body has stiffened and a snarl is distorting those plump lips. 
 
    
 
   “Right. I need to do this. Besides, I will come home on weekends and holidays. You can fly down and visit me too you know. Oh and by the way, Pennsylvania borders New York. It’s not as lost in America as you think.” 
 
    
 
   “Oh.” She sulks and crosses her arms. I can tell her wheels are turning. I am sure she will enlist her daddy’s help to try to convince me to stay. Not a chance. I am out of here. I am off to seek out my future without the interference of my meddling family or hers…all the while my back up plan is waiting for me at home. 
 
    
 
   I turn her head to mine and look into her dark eyes. “I assure you, it will be good for my future and therefore, good for you. Just know that.”
 
    
 
    She nods and then I kiss her lightly at first then I go in with more passion. She responds by parting her lips and allowing me to seek out her tongue. After another round of sex, we pack up our picnic and head back to the house foregoing the boat ride. It’s time to make use of the multitude of surfaces in the house. I smile internally to myself. She has no idea what I have in store for her. 
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   
Chapter Four
 
    
 
   Six weeks later…
 
    
 
   As the last of my luggage is loaded in the back of the town car, Marion is standing on the sidewalk with her arms folded across her chest and a scowl on her brow. Tracing my finger over the pronounced lines on her forehead, I scold her, “You know those will become permanent if you continue to frown like that. That will make you will look older than your age.” 
 
    
 
   She opens her mouth to snap back at me but I quickly pull her in for a kiss to shut her up. To my surprise, she pushes me away. “Stop! That is not going to make this any more bearable. I cannot stand this. I don’t believe you are actually leaving me.” She looks a me with pleading eyes, and grabs at the lapel of my jacket, “Maybe I should join you. We could get a place close to campus.” I scrunch my face at her. “Daddy could buy us something.” I tune her out while she continues to babble as I get into the car.
 
    
 
   “Wait! Aren’t you listening? What do you think…Harry!” She sticks her head in the car and hollers again, “Harry!”
 
    
 
   Between clenched teeth, “First, do not yell at me. Second, over my dead body will I have your daddy buy us anything to live in. The whole point of this exercise is for me to make my own way in life.” She rolls her eyes and grunts.
 
    
 
   “But we are going to be apart for so long, I won’t be able to bear it. I don’t even know what I am going to do without you!”
 
    
 
   God, this is getting annoying. I hate it when she displays all this emotion. “Stop! We have discussed this and you know why I am doing this…” 
 
    
 
   She interrupts.
 
    
 
   “It is really selfish of you. I am going to be left behind while you are out conquering the world.” She sniffs and wipes away a nearly invisible tear. “What am I to do while you are gone?” She whines again.
 
    
 
   “You know I find this whole conversation to be useless. We discussed this to great length and everything has been settled already. I thought you had come to terms with it and agreed that this will pave our future. I’m quite furious that you are behaving like this.” 
 
    
 
   I reach out to grab and pull her in the rest of the way into the car with me; despite her arms and legs flailing, I manage to get her across my lap and I proceed to spank her small but pert bottom. At first, she protests, but as I continue, she lessens her objections and her irritated grunts replaced with moans. Probably because each time I slap her butt with my hand, I caress her clit with my other. Her breathing is ragged and I now have her calmed down. Well, sort of. 
 
    
 
   “Now, this is what I intend to do to you each time you are out of line. I will spank you like the bad girl you are.” I continue working my hand over her clit and I can tell she is in another zone now. The odd part is that I am not even remotely aroused now. I am more irritated than anything. The last thing I need for my send off is a bratty fiancée who sees me as something she is entitled too and furthermore, wants to dominate. The only one dominating in this relationship, is me.
 
    
 
   I focus my attention on finishing her off and once I believe that she has released I urge her off my lap. She settles into the seat next to me with her face flushed and hair in a disarray. “Harry, that is not helping any. If that is what will happen to me every time I am a bad girl, don’t you think I will manage to find myself out of line, all the time? Oh but wait, that would be kind of hard to do over the phone given our distance.” She hisses.
 
    
 
   “Enough. I have had enough.” I signal to the driver out the window. He gets in and starts the car. 
 
    
 
   “You may ride with me to the airport but I will not hear another word of protest, I’m really angry with you as it is. We agreed that while I am pursuing my masters that you would work for Devereaux Distribution to learn the company business. You need to find yourself Mare…before we get married. Speaking of which…I have found a date that should be satisfactory to everyone for our wedding, September 14, 1996.” There, setting a date ought to make her happy. 
 
    
 
   “BUT that is TWO years away! Over two years! What the hell Harry? That would mean we would be engaged for three years by then. I can’t wait that long.”
 
    
 
   “If you want me you will.” 
 
    
 
   She sits with her mouth gaping open and staring at me. I don’t think I have seen her speechless but for a few times, and most of them recent.
 
    
 
   “Wow Harry. You really think a lot of yourself. I do not intend to be lead along by you for the next two years. That is ridiculous.”
 
    
 
   She is being unreasonable and shortsighted. 
 
    
 
   “You and I both know that this program is going to take two years and that is if I go full time. It is entirely likely that I will take more like three years to complete this as I am going to pursue that investment opportunity in New York. If I am going to jump through the doors that are opening for me, I am going to take a running leap, no small steps for me. As my future wife, you would do yourself a favor learning that now. I will not have you or anyone else trying to dictate me. Besides, if you want a rich husband perhaps you should stop standing in the way.”
 
    
 
   Once again, her mouth is open. I reach over and cup her chin to close her gaping mouth. She flashes me a glare then her face softens. “Harry, you are rich. You are one of the wealthiest families in Montreal. Why would you need to go through all this when your bank account is already overflowing?” She is now purring at me and batting her eyelashes. Talk about a complete about face.
 
    
 
   “You are right, I do have a substantial trust and someday I will own an empire. However, I like a challenge and earning my own riches is just the sort of provocation I need to build my own dynasty. Care to join me?” 
 
    
 
   “Hmmm. When you put it like that, I feel turned on. I like it when you talk riches with me.”
 
    
 
   I see we are approaching the airport, which is up ahead. I have to put her fears to rest once and for all because once I step foot on that plane, I am leaving as an heir and arriving to the US as a fortune seeker looking for my own gold rush. I am not in the mood for her female distractions, or any other for that matter. I need to get my game on if I am going to succeed. I know that sports figures do the same thing. They focus, get in the zone, and a lot of times forsake their relations until they have won and take home the trophy. This is my time and I am not allowing her to invade that or take it away from me. This is too important to me.
 
    
 
   Caressing her arm lightly with my hand, “Don’t forget that we will see each other a lot, the flight is not too long and you will be busy anyway. It is only two to three years and then we will ride off into the sunset of our own making.”
 
    
 
   She appears to be contemplating what I said because she didn’t instantly react. That is a good sign. I grab her hand, hold it to my lips, and press a light kiss on top. I pull her into me and we kiss passionately in the last few moments before we pull up to departures. 
 
    
 
   We release from our embrace as the driver has already hopped out of the car and unloading the luggage onto the curb. She looks at me with genuine tears in her eyes and I feel a slight pang. I realize that this beautiful creature is all mine for the taking, if I want. I also realize I need to be careful with that. She is not as strong as she would like to appear. 
 
    
 
   “I am not happy about you leaving but I do actually understand. Sorry I was being difficult back there.” She wipes the escaped tear. “I will plan to come down for a visit in a few weeks, okay?”
 
    
 
   I kiss her forehead. “We’ll see Mare. Now, I need to get moving, my flight is approaching and I need to get inside and check all this luggage.” 
 
    
 
   We kiss and fold into a brief embrace and then I pull myself away and help her back into the car. Trying to ignore her sobs, I shut the door then head toward the entrance. I look over my shoulder at the car pulling away, I wonder if leaving my entire life behind permanently might not be a better plan. Moving forward into the airport, I feel liberated and my spine is tingling. For the first time in my life, I feel FREE.
 
    
 
   Once I feel relatively settled into my rented condo near college campus I have a few days to acclimate myself to the area and explore. I decide to play tourist and head out into the lovely city of ‘brotherly love’. For the next few days, I entertain myself with visiting places like the Philadelphia Museum of Art, Philadelphia Zoo and I couldn’t leave out the Liberty Bell at the Independence National Historical Park. I found the quick lesson in a crucial bit of American history to move me in a way I had not expected. I lament at how ironic it is for me to have finally found my freedom and where should I land but where the Declaration of Independence for this country was written. I feel moved and wonder if this in fact is where I will hear my bell of liberty ring once my own proclamation is completed. I laugh at myself for my indulging in such deep thoughts. It really isn’t as simple as that but the irony does still exist nonetheless. 
 
    
 
   I have two days left until I begin school when I find myself lounging in bed, a luxury I don’t normally afford myself. I have had several calls come in to my mobile phone but I have let them go to voice mail. I also heard the answering machine clicking but at least I have the volume off. I know it is Marion and I just don’t feel like dealing with her right now. I have too many other things on my mind. She is lost without me… she claims that she can’t live without seeing me daily. 
 
    
 
   I didn’t have the heart to tell her I had rented a condo off campus. If she had known, she would have insisted she come with me. At first when I told her I was doing this she was adamant that she was not going to be forced to live in the US. I reminded her that was fine because I hadn’t invited her anyway. Of course, that response brought her to tears. I seem to trigger that often. I don’t actually mean to make her cry but sometimes I find myself relishing in seeing what her reactions are to different combinations of buttons I push. I know that is wrong but she makes it so easy. I do have days that I wonder why I would want to push any buttons other than those that trigger her wanton desires. She has rewarded me with lots of sex, ever since I proposed. For that reason alone, it was a great idea to rent this condo. Eventually when I let her come here, we will have lots of privacy and the opportunity for lots of sex. 
 
    
 
   I had hired an interior decorator to furnish and style it for me so I would be comfortable. I heard of her through a friend and she did not come cheap. Working at Towers Enterprises for the last year helped my finances out considerably. I saved almost every bit that I earned so I won’t have to touch my trust for my basic expenses. I am saving those funds for a big investment opportunity that I have been working on with some other investors. These investors buy property then rehab and sell quickly. Hardly anyone is doing this so the industry is wide open. The investment group has identified several properties with immense potential. This is a bit over my head but I learn quickly. I figure if I take a leap of faith it can only go one of two ways; either a great success or a flop. I have to take a risk in order to know. I have plenty of money in my trust to ante up my share of the investment. Once I get into the swing of things here at school I plan to head up to New York for a few days to view the properties they are considering for development. 
 
    
 
   I hear the mobile phone ringing again on the nightstand so I pick it up knowing full well who it is. I flip the phone open and answer. “Hi.”
 
    
 
   “Where have you been? Do you realize I must have called you at least a dozen times? You have no idea how worried sick I have been, I was just about the talk daddy into letting me use the company jet and fly down. Would you like me to visit? I could do that. Maybe I could bring a few little toys for us to play with?”
 
    
 
   “You done?”
 
    
 
   She pauses. “Wha…what do you mean, am I done? Is that any way to talk to me after you had me so worried and did you miss the part where I am offering myself to you?”
 
    
 
   “You are just talking so fast and not letting me get a word in edgewise. I was simply making sure that I was not rudely interrupting you and you’re ranting. I imagine you are going crazy with nobody to stalk all day.”
 
    
 
   “Harry! Now you are just being rude!”
 
    
 
   I laugh. “Well if you could hear how ridiculous you sound you just might have had the same response that I have. Why are you frantically calling me all morning anyway…did it ever occur to you I might just want some peace and quiet?”
 
    
 
   “No. I just figured you would be up and around. I never dreamt you would still be asleep at noon.”
 
    
 
   “It’s Sunday Mare. Of course, I am not going to be up and around. I have a rigorous schedule starting Tuesday and I am enjoying what is left of my time off. Now, what did you call me for?”
 
    
 
   “Oh…yeah…I wanted to know if I should invite all of my sorority sisters to the wedding or can I just get away with the ones I like…what do you think?”
 
    
 
   “I think I need to take a deep breath before I seriously come unglued. Are you kidding me right now? That is was you were frantically calling me about. Isn’t that something your maid of honor or your mother should help you with? My mother is giving you my list, go ask her opinion if the former can’t help.”
 
    
 
   “But I wanted yours.”
 
    
 
   “Why? Besides, why are you worrying about the guest list now anyway? We aren’t having the damned wedding for two years, your relationship with those people is likely to change between now and then anyway.”
 
    
 
   Sniff. Sniff. 
 
    
 
   Oh no! Now she is crying. How did I manage that? Oh yes, I hit a button.
 
    
 
   “C’mon, don’t start crying again. I can’t take it when you cry. What is it you want from me?”
 
    
 
   “I just want to get married sooner. Why can’t we make it an earlier wedding?”
 
    
 
   “This isn’t what I woke up for today. We have been through this more times than I can count. Why do you want to get married sooner anyway? You know I am trying to secure our future.”
 
    
 
   “I know but I wanted to get our lives together now. I never thought I would hear myself say this but I think I am ready to get pregnant, be a stay at home mom and do all the things my mom did.”
 
    
 
   I think I am choking on my own air. I cannot believe what I just heard. I take a deep breath, and then another. I don’t answer her right away, so I can collect my thoughts.
 
    
 
   “Listen to me very carefully. I don’t want to get married until I am done with this program. Furthermore, I don’t want children. At least not now.”
 
    
 
   “WHAT? Since when do you not want children?”
 
    
 
   “I didn’t say I don’t want children, I said I don’t want them now. Frankly, it’s strange to hear you say you want to be barefoot and pregnant posing as the happy little homemaker. Especially when you previously made it clear to me that you wanted no part of that until you had nannies, a cook, house cleaners and a personal trainer. I am sure it was in that exact order too. In fact, this summer at the lake house you asked me if I would be opposed to us having a surrogate carry the baby so that you didn’t have to mess up your figure. Isn’t that right?”
 
    
 
   “I kind of remember that but I have the right to change my mind don’t I? If it makes you happy, I could have the kid and then get corrective surgery. Besides, I kind of like the practice of getting pregnant. Don’t you?”
 
    
 
   I feel my body stir at her reference to sex. That is the one thing I had not considered in all of my excitement to get out of Canada and away from everyone trying to control me. I didn’t think about what I was going to do for sex aside from my own hand. I am not the philandering type so that is out. I guess I will have to rack up frequent flyer miles a bit more than I had originally planned. I will fly her down here. Initially we can stay in a hotel until I decide she can see my new condo…she still thinks I rented a studio. Although that will be only after she has plans firmly in place for the wedding so she won’t be able to change the date. She has it in her head she needs to move down here with me, married or not. 
 
    
 
   “Harry? You still there?”
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, sorry. I my mind wandered for a minute. I was thinking you should visit in a few weeks. How about I get you a ticket?”
 
    
 
   “Ohhh!” She squeals. “No need for a ticket, I will just ask daddy for his plane!” 
 
    
 
   “Right, of course how could I forget. In that case, see if you can come down in three weeks for the weekend.”
 
    
 
   “Why not sooner?”
 
    
 
   “Because I have to get settled into a routine for studying and I have no way to gauge what kind of work load I will have until I have been at it for a few weeks. I’ll book a hotel for us.”
 
    
 
   “Ooh, see if there is a Ritz. I love their bathrobes.”
 
    
 
   I laugh, “Okay I’ll see what I can do. Now in the meantime, I want to get some more rest so I’m going to hang up. I will try to send you an email this week.”
 
    
 
   “Oh yuck. I just hate using the computer and I never remember how to check my email. Can’t you just call me?” 
 
    
 
   “You really need to figure out how to embrace modern day conveniences. You don’t seem to have a problem with flying everywhere with your daddy’s jet or whipping out his credit card. I don’t have time to sit on the phone with you so I am sending you an email. Take it or leave it. I’ll let you know what hotel I book. Now I have to go.”
 
    
 
   “Aaack! You make so crazy Harry...Do you realize that?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I’m afraid I do. Talk later.”
 
    
 
   “Bye mi amore, I love you Harry.”
 
    
 
   I mumble something in response and flip the phone shut. Staring at the ceiling, I contemplate the rest of the day. Do I get up or do I grab the remote, do something completely unheard of, and click my way through the day. 
 
    
 
   As it turns out, I opt to go for a jog. It is a beautiful day out and exercise is probably the better choice of anything. I need to clear my head of the consuming thoughts of home and make room so that I can focus on my agenda. None of which involves a simpering fiancée or controlling family; both of which have delusions that I am going to walk down the gold gilded path that was pre-determined for me. I am calling the shots from now on. I will not allow any more manipulation. I may only be twenty-four but I know what I want and I know how I am going to get it. Time is on my side right now and I am going to take full advantage of that. If I stick to my plan, I will be the man I want to be without restraint.
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   
Chapter Five
 
    
 
   Over the next several months, I wade through the mountain of course work and gain my stride. Marion has already visited a handful of times. As much as I hate the distraction, I like the sex and female companionship so I tolerate it as much as I can. I think I may have screwed things up though. The last time she visited was a couple weeks back and I finally revealed my condo to her. When she arrived at the condo, she was furious that I have withheld it from her for so long.
 
    
 
   “What is the meaning of this Harry? Why didn’t you tell me that you rented a condo? Is this your love nest…are you fucking someone else?”
 
    
 
   I chuckle, “That is preposterous…why the hell would I cheat on you and where would I find the time?”
 
    
 
   Before I get a chance to register what is happening, she has lunged toward me and is banging on my chest yelling, “Just tell me! Just tell me...are you fucking someone? Who is she damn it!” I attempt to push her away but one of her hands now has a firm grasp of the whole left side of my hair. 
 
    
 
   I push at her again and she tightens her grip. “Shit, let go of my damned hair...NOW!” She doesn’t let up she continues to keep her hold. I push at her again while she is still hollering and pounding on me with her other fist. 
 
    
 
   I decide to try another approach. I grab her around her backside, pull her into me, and plant my lips on hers to shut her up. At first, she protests and tries to bite my lip. I dart my tongue into her mouth seeking out her tongue that moments ago was busy flapping at me. I run both of my hands down to her ass and pull her into me with a force that makes her release an involuntary moan. I squeeze and massage her ass while I continue to kiss her with a force that she can’t oppose. When she finally lets go of my hair and her tense body relaxes in my arms, I abruptly push her away and put at least ten feet between us. 
 
    
 
   “What the fuck possessed you to get violent with me? Who the hell do you think you are? You had better check yourself or I am done. Do you hear me?”
 
    
 
   Her face is blotchy with red spots and her wide eyes match her gaping mouth. At this moment, she is anything but the exotic beauty that gets me hard. Standing before me is an unstable young woman who I can’t imagine marrying and bearing my children someday. I turn to leave the room when I hear a rustling and look back to see she has crumpled into a pile in the middle of the floor. For her next performance, she is apparently going to sob uncontrollably on my imported Turkish rug. Instead of pandering to her, I head back to the master bedroom and lay down on the bed. Maybe I’ll give her a few minutes to collect herself, then I will decide how I am going to deal with this. 
 
    
 
   I am sure it wasn’t more than five minutes and I hear a small voice from the other room, “Harry? Where are you?” 
 
    
 
   Shit! I had figured she would have taken at least ten more minutes, long enough for me to shut my eyes for a catnap. Reluctantly I reply, “I’m in here.”
 
    
 
   She enters through the doorway looking like a pile of shit. “Wow, you are not doing well. What is going on with you Mare? It can’t be this.” I wave my hand through the room referring to the condo. 
 
    
 
   She shakes her head but does not answer me. Instead, she begins to unbutton her blouse to reveal her tiny but sexy breasts. I feel a little stir and should be ashamed. The last thing I want to do is have sex with this girl after her outburst. She takes a few steps closer and then drops her blouse completely so she is naked on top. I watch as she turns her back to me. I hear her unzip her jeans. She moves her hips side to side while she slides the tight denims down her butt then steps out of them. She turns to face me and I enjoy the view of her wearing nothing now but a little white thong with pink hearts and a tiny red bow right where her love trail begins. I feel my body betray me as I am now rock hard. Despite her lunacy, I want her. 
 
    
 
   I move back further onto my bed. She follows me and straddles my hips rubbing and rocking herself on me as her hands work on the button fly on my Levis. I pull my white t-shirt over my head and she gasps. “Harry! Have you been working out more?” She runs her hands over my chest and abs. “My word, your body looks incredible. You have been weight lifting haven’t you?”
 
    
 
   I smirk at her, “Yes, it’s that obvious?”
 
    
 
   “You jerk, you know you look good.” She purrs. 
 
    
 
   I don’t respond but instead I pull her down to me and kiss her pouty red lips. I work myself the rest of the way out of my jeans with my boxers still on making a tent. She reaches down, grabs my cock in her hand, and rubs it through the material. I let out a moan. God it’s been a few weeks since I have had a female touch. I roll onto my back and let her pleasure me for a while with her mouth wrapped around my shaft I lie back and enjoy. Just as I am about to cum, she abruptly stops. My eyes fly open and she is staring into my face. 
 
    
 
   “What?”
 
    
 
   “Before I give you what you want, you need to give me what I want Harry.” She sticks her bottom lip out in a childish pout.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit…not now! What is it?”
 
    
 
   She is now tracing my pecks with her finger and my patience is starting to run short. Not that I have much for her these days to begin with.
 
    
 
   “I want to move in with you. I think it is time we start our lives together. This condo will make due for now but maybe we can upgrade to a larger unit, perhaps one with more of a view.”
 
    
 
   My erection is now gone…in fact my whole drive has catapulted off a cliff. I decide I had better choose my words carefully to not experience a repeat of the scene in the living room. 
 
    
 
   She is waiting for an answer. “Are you fucking kidding me! You know that won’t work. I am in the middle of the deal in New York and I already have mid-terms approaching soon. It would only cause too much interruption for me. That is the whole reason I did not tell you about the condo in the first place. I knew you would try to work your way into living here; I just don’t need you underfoot.”
 
    
 
   She is sitting up now and I guess I found another one of her buttons because rage emulates all over her face. “You are an ass. I would not be underfoot and besides, I want to make sure it is me you are fucking those long dark winter nights and not some sleazy college coed you meet on campus.”
 
    
 
   “That fucking pisses me off that you would think I am a skirt chaser. I have never cheated on you nor would I ever. I would just call things off with you first. I do not intend to be that guy and you should know better. You have been around me our entire lives…did I ever cheat?”
 
    
 
   She sits staring off at something on the wall instead of at me. Then her usual look of mischief returns to her face. Good, at least I averted the demon that was surfacing. 
 
    
 
   “No, I guess you never cheated but since you are this far away how am I to keep tabs on you? A good-looking eligible guy like you is very appealing to any woman.”
 
    
 
   “It is all going to rely on trust. If you don’t trust me, we don’t have the basis for a relationship. Now, don’t you have a job to finish here or am I going to have to take what is mine?”
 
    
 
   She squeals and then leaps off the bed and runs for the door while yelling over her shoulder, “Gotta catch me first!”
 
    
 
   Ok, I love it when she slips into her playful mode. I prefer this Marion. I take off running after her. When I get out in the living room, I don’t see her anywhere. I am all too aware that I am naked and she is too aside from her panties, naked hide-and-go seek, that’s a new one.
 
    
 
   “Oh lover, cum out cum out wherever you are!” I doubt she heard my intentional innuendo as I hear nothing in response.
 
    
 
   I open closets, look under the coffee table and peek behind the sofa and nothing. I head into the kitchen when I hear a noise coming from the hallway. I throw open the bathroom door and don’t see her…yet. Peeking behind the shower curtain and into the linen closet and nothing. I look behind the door and there she is, hovering behind clothes hanging on a hook. She giggles and comes out with two of my ties around her neck. I get an idea. I walk over, pick her up and hoist her over my shoulder, all the while she is giggling and squealing. We return to the bedroom and I throw her down on the bed. I take the blue tie from her neck and then the red one and lay both on the bed beside me. Pushing her onto her back, I grab both of her hands and tie them together with the blue tie above her head. I then grab her ankles and loosely tie them together with the red tie. She doesn’t even protest instead she giggles. I begin to work on her little erect nipples taking them into my mouth and nibbling on them. She squirms and giggles some more. Not the reaction I expect but I continue by massaging and sucking on her breasts until the nipples are both red and throbbing from all the attention. Meanwhile, she continues to giggle. 
 
    
 
   I finally stop and look at her, “What is so funny?”
 
    
 
   She giggles again, “A lot of good any of this is going to do, you forgot that I still have panties on. Looks like Mr. Suave will have to untie me first.” Her tone mocking me. 
 
    
 
   That’s it, I have had about enough of her taunting me for one day. I take both hands and rip her panties clean off her body exposing a shaved pussy that I want to be inside, NOW! As the fabric rips away from her body, I pick them up and dangle them in her face.
 
    
 
   “You were saying…lover?”
 
    
 
   She has no words apparently as her mocking look has left her face, her eyes are now hooded with desire and I take that as my green light. I lean down and spread her thighs further apart making room for my body to settle in between her bound legs. I lift her hips slightly and enter her with an exaggerated slowness. She arches her back throwing her head further into the pillow. I move slowly in and out of her watching every reaction to the pleasure registering on her face. She licks her lips and I pull out. I move the head in and out of her wet spot in a tortuous slow pace, taunting and teasing. A low guttural growl escapes her lips as she bucks her hips toward me and wrestles with her legs and arms still bound. In one swift and fluid movement, I thrust my hips with force fully into her core and begin pumping myself in and out of her until both of us cum. I collapse onto her noticing both of our bodies dewy from the intense exertion. 
 
    
 
   After a while of lying together in our afterglow, I realize that I still have her tied up, which then turns me on all over again. I roll onto my side and see that she is crying. I pretend not to notice and I flick at her nipple with my tongue. My arousal is too strong to ignore. I roll on top of her and go for another round. She responds with full abandon but she doesn’t say a thing, she doesn’t have to, her body does all the speaking needed. 
 
    
 
   By the end of the weekend, the only thing we really accomplished was several orgasms and a lot of tear shed. I can’t understand why she is so emotional, her reactions to everything has been puzzling and cause for concern. She doesn’t really have anyone that I can contact other than her family. I think I may need to tell my mother and she can contact Mrs. Devereaux. We need to get to the bottom of this. I don’t need this distraction. 
 
    
 
   I ride with her to the airport and at the curb, we say our goodbye, which is filled with more of her tears. I finally have had enough. I grab her by both arms and give a gentle but firm shake. “Mare! What the hell is going on with you? I have never known you to be so emotional! What is going on and don’t tell me it’s because you can’t keep minute by minute tabs on me!” 
 
    
 
   She jerks her arms away and covers her face with her hands. “Oh God Harry, I am three weeks late, and I cheated on you so it’s possible that it may not be yours!” 
 
    
 
   I am stunned so I have no response. Did I hear her correctly? My heart is palpitating and I am hardly aware that I am speaking… I am so enraged. “You need to leave. I do not wish to discuss this with you on the sidewalk in front of the airport.”
 
    
 
   She tries to grab my arm but I yank it away. “Do not touch me.” I growl, “ I don’t want to look at you, you disgust me.”
 
    
 
   She stamps her foot. “Well if you weren’t so far away maybe it would never have happened!” 
 
    
 
   “Are you out of your fucking mind? Tell me you aren’t blaming me for you cheating!” I leave her standing on the sidewalk and get back into the town car. Before the door shuts, she shoves her hand in then her body. “Get out!” I yell.
 
    
 
   “NO! Not until you hear me out. Then I will leave.” She then asks the driver to call ahead and tell the crew that she is running late. “Listen Harry. It was a one-time thing, it will never happen again. I swear to you…please forgive me.” She is now sobbing and once again, all her tears and efforts to make me feel guilty are falling on deaf ears. 
 
    
 
   I do not reach out to console her. I don’t care to forgive her. I just want her out of my car and out of my life. 
 
    
 
   “Harry, please, please forgive me. I won’t leave until you say you will forgive me!” She has now grabbed my hand and is pleading with me just short of getting on her knees and groveling. I taste bile at the back of my throat. 
 
    
 
   “I am far too disgusted with you to have a rational discussion right now. You need to get out of this car now. When I am ready, we may or may not discuss this. As for right now, we are through.”
 
    
 
   She sits back in her seat straightening herself. Holding her chin up high, she leans in to me and whispers, “Daddy knows all about it and has offered over a million dollars toward your investment project, if you are willing to forgive this indiscretion and move forward.” She holds up her finger toward my lips before I get a chance to bite her head off. 
 
    
 
   “Wait, before you protest, I know that you can’t touch any of your trust all at once and that it is dispensed as an allowance, just like mine. So, before you decide to throw me out on my ear, think about what a million dollars could do for your project! Maybe I can even get daddy to double that if I pour on the pout! Now, why don’t you just think about it and then let’s chat when I get home. In the meantime, think about how we just spent the weekend. Imagine a whole lifetime of that kind of fun. I promise you, I will never have such an indiscretion again and I will always be faithful from here on out!”
 
    
 
   The bitter bile taste in my mouth is unbearable. I just want to leave but I can’t without getting the final word. I bite the last words out, “I will not be bought… nor will I forget that you cheated on me.”
 
    
 
   Before I continue, I have a slight change of heart. This may solve a few problems after all. 
 
    
 
   “Although, if we can work past this, I will take the money for the investments and when I make the money back, I will pay your father back with interest.” She starts to speak and I shake my head. 
 
    
 
   “I wonder though, what about the pregnancy? Is it mine or is it his? When will you know? I will not agree to forgive you or stay with you if the baby is from another man. Get that sorted out and then we will talk. In the meantime, get the hell out of my car and go home.” 
 
    
 
   I turn away from her as she tries to kiss me. She slowly retreats from the car. I pull the door shut behind her and instruct the driver to leave. This is not at all what I have planned. The only reason at this point that I would pretend to forgive her is for the money. After I make myself rich, I will pay her daddy back and dump her. It seems a lot to go through just to get this real estate venture off the ground. But, I don’t dare go to my father for the rest of the money. He would hold the money over my head and insist I grovel in some way. Pretending to be in love and that I have forgiven her seems a smaller price to pay. A much smaller price in contrast. 
 
    
 
   The main hitch in this plan is the baby. If it’s mine, I am bound to the bitch the rest of my life, no matter what. If it’s another man’s I can walk away.  In any case, I may have to explain a lot to my family and friends until such time that I can leave her. I will have to take some time to think this all through. I am honestly still in shock over her cheating on me. I honestly thought I was the center of her world, to think I have been so faithful to her. Cheating is a deal breaker for me.
 
    
 
   A month later, I get a frantic call from Marion’s mother. She lost the baby. We will never know who fathered it aside from a special test but I declined. It is irrelevant now. I had already decided to pretend to forgive her and go along with the farce that we were going to be married. I told her that she is on probation and that until such time that I say, she is to do no further planning for the wedding. I instructed her that when people ask about how the planning is coming along, she’s to tell them it is great. Nothing more and nothing less. Keep up appearances I told her. 
 
    
 
   She was relieved that I said we are keeping our wedding date of September 14,1996. However, in the first few months following her miscarriage we saw each other infrequently. She fell into a deep depression and started seeing a therapist. Her father was so ashamed of her that he demanded that she get her act together and repent… to him. He forced her to work at Devereaux Distribution, much to her chagrin. That was always the plan to begin with but deep down, she had hoped she wouldn’t have to work. The only work she did was work hard to avoid working. She much preferred lunching and shopping her days away. For that reason, it appeared that her dalliance brought about some good. For me, I still don’t want to touch her nor do I feel good about myself for the charade I am playing. I know that given some more time, I may come to actually forgive her and welcome her back into my bed, but I’ll never forget she is a cheater. 
 
    
 
   It is going to be hard to marry her after all this. Despite the fact it would mean a powerful union for both families. I can’t wrap my mind around being bound to one person for the rest of my life whom I don’t know if I can trust. Furthermore, I know I don’t love her the way a man should love a woman. I only love her as someone I have always known. I suspect it’s a different type of love. I know my parents love each other but I question whether that is too a love of convenience or if they are in love. What I mostly feel for Marion these days is contempt and occasionally lust. An interesting and shallow combination. Only time will solve my dilemma and possibly heal a few wounds. However, some I fear, run too deep. 
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   
Chapter Six
 
    
 
   I continue to attend school and when I’m not at school, I travel to New York City. My first investment project is well under way. The demolition on the building is completed and the renovations are in progress. I have so much to learn so I try to absorb as much information as I can by being as hands on and involved as possible. 
 
    
 
   A recent visit brought about running into a friend from college. I was just coming out of a bank when I hear my name, “Harrison…Harrison Towers!” 
 
    
 
   I turn my head and see a cute little blonde smiling and waving at me. I am confused, as she doesn’t look familiar. As she heads toward me, she looks more familiar but I am having a hard time placing her. Once she is standing directly in front of me, I realize she is Marion’s college roommate Adelaide.
 
    
 
   “Oh hi! How are you?”
 
    
 
   She looks up at me with her sparkling blue eyes that I had never noticed before. “I’m doing great, how are you?”
 
    
 
   “I’m doing well. I didn’t recognize you at first, seeing you away from Montreal and all…so what brings you to New York?”
 
    
 
   “Well, I am actually attending NYU to work on my masters in education. I will graduate in late spring.”
 
    
 
   “Really. What a coincidence, I am going to graduate school myself, in Pennsylvania though.”
 
    
 
   A smile comes over her face. She has to have the most angelic smile I have come across in a long time.
 
    
 
   “So you will be attending business school?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, actually I’m at Wharton Business School.”
 
    
 
   “So what brings you to the city then?”
 
    
 
   “I am working on a few projects here. Believe it or not, I’m jumping into the real estate market here.”
 
    
 
   She looks surprised. “Oh wow, I would never have figured you for a real estate guy. What is the project?”
 
    
 
   “It’s kind of a long story. The short version…a few of us have formed an investment group. Our objective is to buy and sell properties making our money back with a profit.”
 
    
 
   “Sounds interesting. You weren’t kidding that you are going to pave your own way. I’m impressed.” She hesitates, then pretty much blurts out, “I heard the wedding plans are on hold.”
 
    
 
   I clear my throat. I don’t want to discuss Marion right now, especially not with her best friend. I am shocked that she knows the plans are on hold. I told Marion to keep up appearances. I would have thought she’d kept tight lipped to save from embarrassing herself. 
 
    
 
   “Well, I want to get through graduate school and see where these investments take me first. The wedding planning can wait…though the date has not been changed.”
 
    
 
   “Hmm. Not spoken like a man who wants to go to the altar at all.” 
 
    
 
   She is fidgeting with her sleeve, which I find to be kind of cute. I hadn’t ever noticed how attractive she is before. I find myself taken a little off guard that she would be so blunt though.
 
    
 
   “We just need to take this next step carefully is all. When is the last time you spoke to Marion? I thought you two are close?” 
 
    
 
   “We are close, but with my having been here for the last year and half, we don’t talk much. I heard about the wedding actually from one of our sorority sisters, not from Mare. We aren’t as close as you might think anyway.” 
 
    
 
   Oh, that is a surprise. I am interested in just how this information is floating around out there. I glance at my watch and notice I need to get across town in less than twenty minutes. “Listen, I have to run across town, but it was nice running into you.” 
 
    
 
   “Oh…it was nice seeing you too…take care…maybe I’ll see you in September after all?”
 
    
 
   “September?” I’m confused.
 
    
 
   She laughs and it sounds like tinkling glass. “Wow, I’m referring to your wedding in September.”
 
    
 
   I groan, “Right. I’m sorry my mind is already on my meeting. Hey, perhaps you would like to meet up while I’m still here?”
 
    
 
   Her laughing face falls. “I don’t know, I have a tough schedule.”
 
    
 
   Damn. I was hoping to probe her for info. “Okay, never mind then, I understand a tough schedule, maybe some other time.” 
 
    
 
   “Well, wait…maybe we could grab a quick coffee and walk over to Central Park?”
 
    
 
    “I can do that, why don’t we meet tomorrow around eleven?”
 
    
 
   “Okay how about we meet at the Coffee d’Art, it’s near the park at 85th.”
 
    
 
   As the cab I haled stops, I nod and start to hop in, “Yes, see you then. Oh, and you might not want to mention this to Marion should you speak with her. She may not view it as innocently catching up with a college pal.” 
 
    
 
   There’s her tinkling laugh again, “I doubt I will be speaking with her but I couldn’t agree more. See you tomorrow.” 
 
    
 
   She turns and continues walking to who knows where. For some reason, I really want to talk to her more. If I didn’t have to get across town to a meeting, I would have taken her to dinner. I never looked at her twice back in college but then Marion demanded all my time anyway. When Marion and I would take our ‘breaks’ or break up, I never once considered Adelaide as a love interest. I don’t have an interest in her now either. I am simply intrigued to hear what her take on recent events may be. She is certainly bold and blunt, which is amusing coming from such a sweet little thing. I smile to myself as we pull up to the curb, I have to stop thinking about her. 
 
    
 
   A month later, I am back in town and once again, meeting Adelaide for coffee. She prefers to keep our meeting as ‘hanging out’ and in the form of coffee and the park. Each time I hang out with her, I realize there is an incredibly intelligent woman behind those sparkling blue eyes and pert nose. I do wonder what it would be like to have sex with her. I watch her lips move and think about sealing mine over hers. Instead, I routinely give her a sideways hug and make my best attempt at seeming aloof and not interested. I am supposedly engaged to her pseudo best friend after all. I have learned quite a bit about Marion in the past few weeks. I thought I knew her but seeing Marion through Adelaide’s eyes has shed a whole new perspective that concerns me to great lengths. On our last coffee walk as Adelaide calls it, she turns to me with a serious look that hardens her soft feminine features. 
 
    
 
   “Harry? Can I be blunt?”
 
    
 
   I almost choke on my coffee, “Since when do you have to ask permission to be blunt? You always are anyway!” I am now chuckling at her.
 
    
 
   She seems thrown off by my response as her face is now blushing. That is a characteristic that makes my blood simmer, on the right woman, it is incredibly sexy. “Oh sorry. I sometimes can’t help myself. I do tend to speak my mind and at times it’s rather inappropriate I’m afraid.”
 
    
 
   Again, I laugh, “It’s okay, what did you need to say to me that required you to ask permission first? You know I am rather thick skinned, I mean look at whom I am supposed to marry!”
 
    
 
   “Well, that’s just it, I know she is supposed to be my dear friend but I don’t trust her as far as I can throw her.” She pauses and starts fidgeting with her sleeve. A habit I have begun to notice she does when she is nervous.
 
    
 
   I nod, “Go ahead, speak freely, I’m not going to fly into a rage and bite your head off.”
 
    
 
   She smiles and then stops with her sleeve, “I guess I am wondering how you can still plan to marry someone that lacks integrity. She is shallow, ruthless at times and I fear she is more unstable than most of really know. Just think about how she practically stalks you. I don’t know how you can stand getting all of those emails and phone messages. I wouldn’t be surprised if she hired a private detective to report in on your day-to-day activities.”
 
    
 
   Silence falls between us as I ponder what she has said. I assume she is wondering if she said too much because she has taken up with her sleeve again. “You know, I will pose the same to you…why do you remain friends with her?”
 
    
 
   She looks surprised, “Well have you considered the alternative? I would much rather be on her good side than her bad side. My family does not have the money or clout that the Towers or Devereauxs have. I figure if I keep my safe distance from her, I am none the worse by remaining friends with her. It’s probably easier for me because I think I bore her anyway so she doesn’t think of me much. However, you, I wonder how you do it. Are you in love with her? Is she really your forever?”
 
    
 
   “Wow, that is really a loaded statement or should I say question. You really know how to lower a weight on someone’s shoulders.” I ponder how to answer her question for a moment. “I don’t really know how I am feeling about her. On one hand, I suppose I feel a sense of duty like everyone has always expected us to marry but on the other, I feel resentment toward her.”
 
    
 
   “So where does that leave you exactly?” 
 
    
 
   I wonder why she is probing me so hard. I thought I was the one pumping her for information. Then I start to feel suspicious, “Look, I hope you aren’t playing me and going to head straight back to her with what we have discussed. Can I trust you?”
 
    
 
   She gasps, “Harrison! Of course, you can trust me. I have told no one of our running into each other, the least of which Marion. I just think you are a great guy and I would hate you to make a mistake that could haunt you the rest of your life. Its none of my business really, I know that. I must seem like a terrible friend for meddling and planting these seeds of doubt. Just forget I said anything.” She then slides off the cement wall we are sitting on and gathers up her things.
 
    
 
   She turns to me, “Really, I am sorry I said anything. I have to run, congrats on the big coup on that building! That is super exciting…I can’t wait to see your name in the papers,” she waves her hand through the air, “I can see the headline now, ‘Harrison Towers…Mega Mogul signs another multi-billion deal!” 
 
    
 
   “Oh stop…however, thanks for your vote of confidence. Don’t be sorry you said anything. You just gave me a lot to process. You know I already have a lot to consider with her. I know deep down there is another path I am supposed to take. It’s time for me to have a serious talk with myself. I have ignored it and put it on the back burner for far too long. Thanks for pointing that out and congratulations to you too! In just another week you will have some more letters to stick behind your name!”
 
    
 
   “Thanks Harry. I do have to run. I will be interested to know what you decide. Keep in touch. As soon as I graduate next week, I am heading back home to take a few months off before I start teaching in the fall. I won’t be able to do coffee anymore so you’ll have to drop me an email from time to time.” She smiles, “And please do not give up on finishing your degree. You have come this far, I would hate for all your real estate successes to stand in the way. It would be good to fall back on should your ventures not carry you where you want to go.” 
 
    
 
   “Spoken like a true educator.” 
 
    
 
   She blushes.
 
    
 
   I give her a sideways hug and then as she starts to head off, “Addy, thanks for all of your time. I think I have a new perspective thanks to you.”
 
    
 
   She whips her head around, “Uh oh! I hope I didn’t say too much or misguide you. Honestly, Harry, I have never been in love…only had crushes. I don’t know what it is yet, but I imagine when I do fall in love, it will knock me over the head and I will feel it radiating through my entire being. Anyway, gotta run. Take care and good luck to you!”
 
    
 
   “You too!” 
 
    
 
   I watch her walk away with a lift to her step. After a bit, her figure is out of my sight but I remain sitting with my face toward the sun. With this real estate deal making me more money than I had planned, my timeline has accelerated by a year. I now know what I am going to do. 
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   
Chapter Seven
 
    
 
   I am flying back to Montreal today. There is a lot on my mind… I need to discuss the future of mine and Marion’s relationship with someone.
 
    
 
   Getting to know Adelaide has completely turned my world on axis. I really am quite sure if I marry Marion, it may be the biggest mistake I could ever make in my life. Being this unsure about a life decision, leaves me with no other option.
 
    
 
   Marion and I have known each other since we were kids. It is only natural that we should end up as a couple one day. Our families have been pushing for our union ever since we were young. It never occurred to me that there were other choices I could make and alternatives to marrying her. Until now. 
 
    
 
   After I make my way through customs, I grab my cell out of my pocket.
 
    
 
   “Hi, I just made it into town. Can you meet me at Seven Bistro in thirty minutes?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, it is important. Okay, thanks father.”
 
    
 
   If there is anyone I need solid advice from right now, it is my father.
 
    
 
   I arrive at Seven’s and take a seat at the bar. I order a crown and coke, needing something to take the edge off. My mind keeps racing. I keep thinking of Adelaide and her sweet kind ways. Her gentle demeanor and the class she exudes. She is breathtaking. I really can’t seem to get past this. 
 
    
 
   “Harrison, how was your flight?” I feel my father’s hand placed on my shoulder as I am chugging back my first glass.
 
    
 
   “Father, thanks for coming. It was good, thank you.”
 
    
 
   “It must be pretty urgent I suspect to get me out of the house at 9PM on a Sunday evening.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t think I can go through with it.”
 
    
 
   “Harrison. What are you talking about?”
 
    
 
   I sigh, “I am talking about my upcoming marriage to Marion. It will not work. She is not the one.”
 
    
 
   “She has been the love of your life for all these years Harrison.”
 
    
 
   “No, actually she has been you and mom’s choice for me.”
 
    
 
   “Do you really feel this way? Are you prepared to throw away all the years and history between you two?”
 
    
 
   “Honestly father, I know in my gut that Marion is not the one for me.”
 
    
 
   “Have you met someone else? Is there someone else in the picture Harrison?”
 
    
 
   “No one serious. So, no.”
 
    
 
   “You are young, you have your whole life ahead of you. If in your gut you know Marion is not the one, don’t go through with it. You can’t live your life wondering what if. When you know she is the one, you won’t ever be able to let her go.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, exactly. I really don’t care to be with Marion for the rest of my life. Do I care for her, yes. Do I love her? I don’t think so.”
 
    
 
   “Well son, there is your answer. My advice to you would be to tell her sooner rather than later. The family still thinks there will be a wedding to plan for.”
 
    
 
   “Yes. Thanks father, I just needed....”
 
    
 
   “Anytime son. You have my complete support. I will handle Marion’s family. You on the other hand will have to speak with Marion, and I suggest this week.”
 
    
 
   “She thinks I am coming in tomorrow. I have arranged dinner tomorrow evening and I will take care of it.”
 
    
 
   He waves the bartender for another round and then we both head home.
 
    
 
   I wake in the morning with a terrible headache. What a wonderful way to start the day. This, on top of getting maybe two hours of sleep last night. This is going to be one hell of a day. I check my email and I have nearly ten from Marion, along with about a dozen voice mails. I guess she got past her computer phobia. I crashed as soon as I got back last night, and I had forgotten to charge up my mobile. Boy that sure was a mistake. The wrath of Marion isn’t pleasant.
 
    
 
   “Hi, I just got all of your messages...Marion hold on.”
 
    
 
   “Would you please just stop talking for a moment. I crashed last night and didn’t put my mobile on the charger. If you want to spend another hour rehashing why I didn’t call you back last night that is on you. I on the other hand have business to attend to.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I will see you at the restaurant around eight.”
 
    
 
   I went for a long run and replayed everything over and over that I want to say to Marion. I decided to meet her in a public place to ease the path of disaster she will inflict my way. I can’t believe I was actually going to go through with this marriage, thinking about her this way. It is almost coming together for me. I really do not see her as the mother of my ‘someday’ children. Have I just been in a fog for all these years? If so, Adelaide has awakened me again. I now see that there is more to my personal life than Marion Devereaux. 
 
    
 
   I pull up to the restaurant at a quarter to eight and I see Marion’s car in the valet. That is quite surprising, considering she is always late. I walk inside and shake hands with Samson the owner, a long-time family friend. 
 
    
 
   “She is at the bar Mr. Towers. Oh, and we are looking forward to the big day.” He pats me on the back.
 
    
 
   I give him a half smile and head towards the bar. Marion’s back is turned to me and I can tell that she may be on her second round of cosmos by now, because she has made friends with the gentleman next to her.
 
    
 
   Before she spots me, I turn around and head back towards the main entrance. 
 
    
 
   “Samson, can you show Ms. Devereaux to our table when she is ready?”
 
    
 
   “Certainly sir.”
 
    
 
   “I have a quick call to take in the gentleman’s lounge. Thank you.” I nod and then duck through the door. 
 
    
 
   I make a quick call to check on the status of a commercial property deal of which I am in the midst of. Now that Marion has had many rounds of drinks, I better get some food into her but keep this brief.
 
    
 
   I head back to the table Samson has reserved for us in the private corner of the restaurant. Marion is sitting there with her third drink in hand. I walk to the table and take a seat directly in front of her. This is already awkward. 
 
    
 
   “Harrison, what is wrong with you? I can tell there is something going on. What happened in New York?”
 
    
 
   “There really isn’t any other way....”
 
    
 
   “I knew it. I knew it. Who is it? Who is the other woman?” Her voice is loud and she is now standing. 
 
    
 
   “Excuse me? What are you talking about?” I glance around the room and notice people are looking our direction. “Sit down.” I command.
 
    
 
   She scowls at me as she takes her seat opposite me. “You have been avoidant, not answering my calls, wanting to meet for dinner...just get it out already.”
 
    
 
   “I honestly feel that I am not the right man for you.”
 
    
 
   “What the hell Harrison, who are you fucking?” Her voice is getting increasingly louder.
 
    
 
   “Honestly, there isn’t anyone else. I have had a lot of time to reflect while in New York. You know we have spent so many wonderful years together but...”
 
    
 
   “Harrison, I am the love of your life. You know that. The one and only love of your life!”
 
    
 
   “Oh hell, you were my arranged love. You know that our families planned for us to be together since we were young. Since we were born practically!”
 
    
 
   “Yes, and…what is wrong with that? I gave myself to you, YOU and only you. I am your one and only true love.”
 
    
 
   “Why do you keep saying that? Don’t you see it? We are an arranged couple. I am not in love. You slept with another man practically the minute after I left town and then got knocked up most likely by him. Now I am supposed to marry you. I have a lot more self respect and dignity than that!”
 
    
 
   “Oh Harry, surely you know by now the pregnancy was made up. I was never pregnant. I was just trying to get some emotion out of you. I wanted you to feel something for me. You and everyone else played right into it and before long I was in too deep. So I had to make it seem I suffered a miscarriage.”
 
    
 
   I am stunned and sickened at the same moment. “What the hell do you mean you made it all up? What kind of person makes up something like that? Do you have no conscience? So was the guy made up too?”
 
    
 
   She shakes her head without looking at me. “No I did sleep with him once. But that was it. I hardly think that is enough to throw away our whole relationship. I mean haven’t you had at least one slip while we’ve been together?” She tries to grab my hand but I pull it away.
 
    
 
   “No! I never cheated. That’s not how I operate. I am a trustworthy person who let the wrong person occupy my bed for too many years. I don’t want you now nor will I ever.”
 
    
 
   “You don’t know what you are saying and you know damned well that was a moment of weakness, one I truly regret. Besides, you do too love me and I love you!” She pauses for a minute then with tears now filling her eyes, “How about all of those promises you made me the night you took my virginity? I would never have given you myself if I had known you were going to give it back.” 
 
    
 
   She takes another long sip. 
 
    
 
   “How about the ruckus we made the night you proposed? My whole family was there but you didn’t care. You have made me a sex deviant and now here you sit, throwing me away as if I was yesterday’s trash? I don’t think so Harrison Towers.” 
 
    
 
   She has thrown back her third Cosmo, and the bartender is heading over with another. I hold up my hand as to stop him from coming in our direction. She must have given orders to keep them flowing. Good lord. She has stopped making sense, her babble is hard to follow.
 
    
 
   She looks at me with almost a vacancy. It’s like something else has taken her over it makes me very uncomfortable. It’s as if she is assessing me in some way. 
 
    
 
   “So are you really just telling me that you want some time apart to think about us? If that is what you are thinking, I will do anything you want. I know we're supposed to be together Harry. I won’t be able to go on living without you.” The desperation in her voice is sickening. 
 
    
 
   “I don’t know how else to say it, we are over. I have made my decision. Moreover, as for my supposedly taking your virginity…well, you actually threw yourself at me and if I am not mistaken, you actually lost it to Frank Monroe. Besides, we were teenagers. Kids say all sorts of things that aren’t true or they don’t mean. But ultimately, it’s the cheating on me last year and the baby, and all of your attempts to control me that lead me to this conclusion, we just aren’t right. I want to be happy and be able to trust the person I am with. I don’t trust you. You are a pathological liar I’m afraid.”
 
    
 
   I can see the rage in her eyes building. I can’t believe I was considering marrying a woman who is so crazy and unpredictable. I feel like I have unleashed a monster. Though I know this is a shock to her so I will give her the benefit of letting this process.
 
    
 
   “I know that once you take a minute to think about this, you will see that you too will be happier with someone else. For many reasons, we have grown apart and this thing between us is not what makes for a happy marriage.”
 
    
 
   She is rapidly shaking her head no. She now seems panicky. “Okay Harry, how about we just take some time apart and put the wedding on hold. I know I am the one for you and you for me. Don’t throw it all away. Take some time and get your head on straight, okay honey?”
 
    
 
   I mutter, “Don’t hold your breath.”
 
    
 
   “What was that? What did you say? Don’t hold my breath? How dare you Harry, what has gotten into you!”
 
    
 
   In literally a millisecond, Marion picks up the nearest full glass that just happened to be ice water, and chucks it at me.
 
    
 
   “Shit Marion, calm the hell down. This is exactly why it is not going to work between us!”
 
    
 
   “Wake the fuck up Harry...we aren’t done yet.”
 
    
 
   She stands up, grabs her handbag and storms out of the restaurant. People are now talking and looking in my direction, and I couldn’t give a damn. It appears I have just dodged a major bullet. With her father now paid back, I can start the rest of my life with a clean slate.
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   
Chapter Eight
 
    
 
   Six years later, it is 2002 I’m thirty-two years old and I am moving to Oregon, which is on the west coast between Washington and California. It was a big leap for me to take but one of which is already paying off. I had a tip some time back on several parcels that are on reclaimed land and is now able to be developed. I seized the opportunity and decided I would move out here to oversee the many projects that I am going to develop over the next several years. My financial advisor Scott advised me against this dramatic move. I told him I trust my gut. It is a risky venture but I am sure that with hiring the right team of contractors and keeping on budget, I will obtain the yield I am seeking. 
 
    
 
   My first project is a small condo based resort on the central-coastline right on the Pacific Ocean. I have already rented a small beach bungalow where I plan to set up as my home base in a neighboring small town, Cannon Beach. 
 
    
 
   On the recommendation of a business associate, I hire myself a contractor with an impressive resume. Karl Halverson. He immediately informed me that this project would come with a hefty price tag with all of the geological studies, zoning, permits, materials and sub contractors. I’m not sure if he was trying to scare me or simply attempting to up the price. I challenged him back with keeping on schedule and budget and he will be the recipient of a generous bonus upon completion. That must have done the trick as over the next two years he not only worked hard to stay on budget. There were some significant overages in the structural framing budget, we managed to stay on track in other areas. The project only exceeded the original completion date by three months. It is almost unheard of to be so close to deadlines. I feel like I am on a high that nothing can match, nothing. 
 
    
 
   During my time away from the construction site, I took up surfing. The Oregon coast has excellent waves but the water temperature is like an arctic freeze even during the summer. Like a complete rookie or kook as the surf shop owner called me, I bought a board and then headed straight out to the water wearing only my swim trunks. With no prior experience wielding a surfboard, I was in for a complete shock to the system with ample shrinkage. It was straight out of a Seinfeld episode. Talk about being a fish out of water. I did not even get past the break before I couldn’t feel my fingers or toes anymore. There was no way I would ever learn to surf under those conditions. After my body thawed out, I headed back to the surf shop with my head hung low. I took the shopkeeper up on two things, outfitting me with wet suit gear and then I signed up for his expert instruction. Over the duration of the construction project, I became pretty good at surfing…for a kook. 
 
    
 
   Toward the end of the construction project, I went into Portland and looked at more property for purchase. More reclaimed property that I had discussed with my broker, Olivia Castor. She has been a broker in the Portland market for over twenty years with a reputation that precedes her. I hired her over the phone hoping she would perform for me. She has exceeded my expectations in finding me property within the Portland Metro area that doesn’t fall under problematic zoning and geological issues. With urban growth boundaries an ongoing issue, it is not a small order to fill. 
 
    
 
   Lady luck has been smiling on me for quite some time. In early 2004, I manage to purchase properties in three separate locations that are within a five-mile radius of downtown Portland with the fourth property being located smack in the middle of town. An old derelict building that has just gotten new zoning which allows for hotel use. We will do a complete tear down but will save the front to retain the historical façade. The building has been condemned for over nine years prior and had become a cesspool of vermin and vagrants. I have the vision of turning it into a boutique hotel with an international flare. I project completion on this project to be sometime within the next year. I hired Karl Halverson to oversee the project. It is likely that I will continue to use him for the future work providing he carries on with sticking to deadlines and budgets. 
 
    
 
   The other land I purchased will have to wait. I have a large piece of land that I plan to develop into a small upscale subdivision. Olivia suggested I open it up as a Street of Luxury Homes and pattern it after the already existing Street of Dreams. I figure why not. It will only give my company Towers Holdings more clout. I don’t plan to break ground on that project for another few years. I am unsure as to what I am going to do with the riverfront property I also purchased. Previously viewed as wasteland, city developers made the property available for development as an urban renewal project. I jumped at the chance, as it is prime South Waterfront property. That is as far as I have gotten with it. When I consulted with my architect about the possibilities, it became clear to me that it would be over one-hundred million to complete a massive tower construction project on this land. Due to funding, I have to wait until I either have enough investors or my own resources to go forward. 
 
    
 
   In the meantime, I have my broker seeking out other opportunities for me. I have the dream of owning my own vineyard and have her actively on the lookout for something in either the Columbia River Gorge region, which is about an hour’s drive East of Portland, or Southwest of Portland in the Willamette Valley. Either location has good growing conditions though the Gorge is much more windy, which might make an opportunity for me to use my newfound surfing skills and take up kite surfing. 
 
    
 
   I am sitting at a coffee shop, pondering my next move when someone catches my attention, it’s a woman who looks a hell of a lot like Marion. It isn’t her, but it sure looks like her. I sometimes wonder what life would have been like had I gone ahead and married her. I sure would not be sitting here with all of this immense success under my belt. I know for a fact she would have held me back. 
 
    
 
   She was right about one thing, we both are already wealthy by birthrights, but I had to make my own way. I was determined I would not be another rich boy who took over the family business with nothing else to show for him. Now, I do realize that I would not be where I am today with my successes without having had all the education and start up funds available to me. Especially for the money I borrowed from Mr. Devereaux, but I took what I started with and made myself into the success that I am. As it stands, my net worth is in the upper hundreds of millions. I have invested, developed and sold over a billion dollars worth of property in New York, Montreal, California, and now Oregon. I find myself incredibly satisfied with my achievements, though it has come at a personal price. I am lonely with no one to share this with. 
 
    
 
   In weak moments, I have thought about calling Marion and picking up where we left off. But, the instant my mind wanders there, I remind myself of all the reasons I broke things off with her to begin with. Only in the bleakest moments of weakness does my mind wander like that. Usually after a long day and a couple of drinks and an empty cavernous condo with an even lonelier empty bed. Good thing she is getting married so I no longer have to fight my weak moments. 
 
    
 
   My phone ringing on the table pull me out of my thoughts once again. I look at the caller ID and see that it is my broker. I wonder what she wants.
 
    
 
   “Harrison Towers.”
 
    
 
   “Mr. Towers… so glad I caught you, it’s your amazing agent Olivia.”
 
    
 
   I smile, “My amazing agent eh. To what do I owe this pleasure?” 
 
    
 
   “I think I may have found the perfect location for your vineyard!” She sings into the phone. 
 
    
 
   Now she has my attention. “ Really? Where is it?”
 
    
 
   “It’s near Hood River, just past the Bridge of the Gods.”
 
    
 
   “Excuse me…the what?”
 
    
 
   She laughs, “The Bridge of the Gods. A bridge connects Oregon to Washington over the Columbia River. The name is in reference to a local Native American legend about the original natural dam that gave way after the water washed much of it away. Anyway, when the steel bridge was built, it was constructed at the same site as the original dam and that’s how it got named that.”
 
    
 
   “Hmm, that’s actually very interesting. Sounds like an intriguing area. Tell me about the property.” 
 
    
 
   “It is thirty-five acres with the homestead taking up close to five of that. So you would have close to twenty-eight acres with setbacks that you could use for the vineyards. The house is set atop a knoll and overlooks a small valley.”
 
    
 
   “What style is the house? Are there any outbuildings?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, there is a barn and horse stables as well as a three stall equipment shed. The house is kind of Mediterranean style but I have to warn you it needs some serious work. The land is also underdeveloped and has a lot of overgrowth. You will definitely have your work cut out for you but I think it could be a contender. Do you want to take a look?”
 
    
 
   “Another undertaking. I will have to think about it, I had kind of hoped for something with more bones.”
 
    
 
   “Sure I understand, I just thought that for the price and the amount of land, it was a shoo-in for you.”
 
    
 
   “Tell me, what is the price and any terms or contingencies of any sort?”
 
    
 
   “The price is over a hundred thousand below your budget and it is free and clear. In fact, it is an estate, the previous owner passed quite some time ago and it has been in limbo while the family fought over what to do with the property. You go in and offer cash, I would be willing to bet you could knock off another hundred and fifty thousand, which would cover a piece of equipment you need to buy.”
 
    
 
   I chuckle. “Ok, I will at least take a look, but no promises. I still maintain that I would prefer less of a project considering I have been in nothing but project mode for the last three years. Speaking of which, since the last time we have spoken, any luck on selling those last two condos at Cannon Beach Surfside?”
 
    
 
   “I was hoping you would forget to ask.” She laughs, “I am still waiting to hear back from their agent, the buyer’s lender is dragging their feet. Until we hear back, we are in a holding pattern. As for the vineyard, when do you want to go out there?” 
 
    
 
   I look at my watch and notice it is only 4:30 PM, “How about now?”
 
    
 
   “Wha…what? Now? Well, I suppose we could do that. I have an appointment this evening but I could move that to the morning…it will take at least an hour to get there though and with the traffic, I am afraid you won’t get much in the way of sunlight.”
 
    
 
   “That’s okay, it’s not sunlight I am after, I want to see the sunset. You said it’s on a knoll. Then perhaps it has spectacular sunsets.”
 
    
 
   “Well, perhaps you are right. Okay then, let me make a few calls and we can go.”
 
    
 
   “I will pick you up in twenty minutes then.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, okay that sounds perfect. I’ll just come down to the curb in twenty then.”
 
    
 
   As I pull up to the curb, Olivia is just leaving the building. I come to a complete stop and watch her walking my direction with a large smile on her mature face. I am thirty-four and I would wager a guess that she is at least forty-five. She is a beautiful and sexy woman in a Mrs. Robinson way. Built like an old-fashioned woman with a traditional hourglass shape. Her features remind me a little of Sophia Loren with dark brown glossy hair, wide brown eyes, full lips and a proportionate nose. She is sophisticated yet sexy as hell. I never really noticed her in this way before, it must be my loneliness getting the better of me. I know better than to ever mix business with pleasure but if I were to, she would definitely be fun to take for a spin. I hop out of my car and head to her side to open the door for her. She smiles a brilliant smile and then settles into her seat while expressing her thanks. 
 
    
 
   Once we are heading down the road, she gives me instructions to get us on the right road to head out of town. Caressing the leather seat with her hand, “Wow, this is really a beautiful car, it smells new.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I just got this a couple months ago. I negotiated a great deal with the Range Rover Company and got if for a decent price.”
 
    
 
   “Well I like the black with the tan interior, its sexy…if fits you.”
 
    
 
   What a little minx. I do believe she is flirting with me. 
 
    
 
   An hour into the drive and we approach our destination, just as the sun is starting its decent behind us.
 
    
 
   “So we are almost there, I hope we can beat the sun.”
 
    
 
   “As long as it’s less than ten minutes away I think I will get my sunset.”
 
    
 
    The drive up here is gorgeous as soon as we left the metropolis about fifteen miles outside of Portland city limits. Most of the drive East on highway 84, you can see the Columbia River as it snakes along parallel with the highway. I have always been rather partial to water. I grew up in a grand mansion that has its own private lake. I always dreamed that I would have my own lake or live riverside someday. 
 
    
 
   She points to a gated drive and we proceed down a long driveway to a clearing. I feel my breath catch in my chest. Just up ahead, I see the tell tale orange and yellow glow of the sun setting on the property. The house is perched on the knoll, just as Olivia promised and I had hoped for. 
 
    
 
   I pull the car to a stop and we both hop out. Olivia was out before I could get around to opening her car door. Without saying a word, I walk up toward the house and walk around the side of the house facing the valley and the sunset. I sense Olivia walk up beside me and we both take in the serenity of the scene before us. 
 
    
 
   After watching the sun’s descent I turn to Olivia, “I’ll take it.”
 
    
 
   “What? Really? But you haven’t even seen inside the house!” 
 
    
 
   “I don’t need to. I mean yes I want to look at it, but all I needed to see was that view and I am hooked.”
 
    
 
   “Great, maybe tomorrow we can draw up papers, but in the mean time, shall we step inside so you can at least get a gauge for what you are in for?”
 
    
 
   “Hmm, that’s not a very good sales pitch Olivia but yes, let’s go inside. I just want to stop off at the car for something.”
 
    
 
    “Okay, I suppose you are right, that’s probably not the right thing to say to someone who hasn’t actually signed anything yet.” 
 
    
 
   We both laugh as we head back around the house I leave her at the door and head to the car to retrieve my bag of goodies from the back.
 
    
 
   When I come back around, I find Olivia has opened the front door and already entered the house. I walk through the large open doorway and shut the door with a clatter behind me. My reaction is that I am immediately impressed with the large open ceilings and the tile floors. It is cavernous, cold and devoid of feeling. It is perfect, positively a blank slate. I hear a noise ahead in the kitchen. I advance toward the room and see a light flicker on as I walk through the arched open doorway. Olivia turns around and fixes her eyes on the bag I am carrying. 
 
    
 
   I place the bag on the dusty counter. 
 
    
 
   “I took the liberty of anticipating something to celebrate and grabbed this on my way to pick you up.” 
 
    
 
   I reach in and pull out a bottle of champagne along with two long stemmed glasses. I swipe the counter with my hand before setting the bottle down. She saunters over to where I am standing. 
 
    
 
   “Well, you are full of surprises today. How very prepared you are. I like your style.”
 
    
 
   I pop open the cork managing to not lose a drop and pour generous glasses of the bubbly liquid. Handing her a glass I clink mine to hers, “Here’s to another successful venture.” 
 
    
 
   “Yes, successful indeed.” She purrs.
 
    
 
   I throw back my drink and pour myself another while topping off hers. I wander around the various rooms assessing the amount of work I will need to put into this place. We end up in the master bedroom in the bathroom to be exact and I see all sorts of opportunity to make this place into a show home. The fact that it already has a Mediterranean flare is certainly a plus. I like that the entire home has flooring in Spanish terra cotta tiles. The bathroom needs gutting though. It appears to be a throw back from the seventies. The harvest gold tiles on the tub surround that continues up the walls, in the shower and the sinks is awful. The tub looks beaten up but the terra cotta flooring looks to be salvageable. I turn around to see Olivia watching and studying me. I feel slightly taken aback.
 
    
 
    “What?” I smirk at her. 
 
    
 
   “I see that you are in deep thought, I assume that means you are playing out the scenarios that enormous bathtub will provide. It’s very sexy and with a little sprucing up, this could be a lot of fun.” She wiggles her eyebrows at me. 
 
    
 
   Ah, I get it. She is feeling the attraction too. Rather brazen of her to be so suggestive to a client. I wonder if I took her here and now if it would change our dynamics too much. I might be willing to find out. The look on her face tells me that she is mine for the taking. I haven’t had a woman in my arms for far too long and besides, I’ve never had an older woman. This could be fun. 
 
    
 
   I walk over to where she is standing while throwing back the rest of my drink. As if she is reading my every thought, she finishes the rest of hers and places her glass on the counter next to mine. I push her up against the counter, grab her face with both of my hands, and kiss her lightly at first to test the waters. She parts her lips, returns my kiss with more ardor, and slips her tongue in my mouth in search of mine. I respond by grabbing her ass and pulling her against my body. I don’t feel anything. Nothing stirs. I try again and my body still does not respond. Shit! She doesn’t turn me on. Now how to let her down easy without her feeling rejected. I pull away and grab her glass. 
 
    
 
   “Looks like we are on empty.” 
 
    
 
   “Oh. I thought maybe you were going to fill me up.” She coos at me. 
 
    
 
   Oh no, that’s awful! Did she really just say that? She is a beautiful woman but lacks the ignition to light my fire. The bubbly must have already gone to her head otherwise,  I can’t find any other reason why a poised woman would say such a tacky thing…to a client. Even if we did just kiss.
 
    
 
   “Listen Olivia, I am attracted to you but I really think it is in our best interest to keep this professional. I can’t in good conscience take advantage of you here, not like this.” Pouring on the charm, I flash a brilliant smile, “You are on the same page as me, right?”
 
    
 
   She looks a little annoyed but recovers quickly, “Of course, of course, I find you irresistible but let’s face it, things could get awkward if we took it any further. After all, I plan to sell you a lot more property honey.”
 
    
 
   Whew, glad that went better than how it could have gone! As we walk back out to the kitchen together, I am curious as to why I couldn’t get a charge from her. It’s not usual for a man to make out with a woman and not feel something. I can’t get over how flat it felt to kiss her. I shake my head, pack up the bag, and turn to Olivia who is busy fixing her lipstick.
 
    
 
    She smiles at me, “Shall we? It’s getting late and I still have dinner and kids to deal with.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, I’m sorry; I didn’t realize you had kids waiting for you at home.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah and a husband. My kids are teenagers and are capable of taking care of themselves, but at some point I have to materialize and play mom.” 
 
    
 
   “Wait a minute, you have a husband?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, technically we are married but we have an…arrangement.” She laughs, “Wow, don’t look so shocked, surely this concept isn’t so foreign to you. A man like you can have any woman he wants; I am willing to bet that is often and in plural for you.”
 
    
 
   “Well I am a little shocked I guess. You have me pegged wrong though. I am not the womanizer you think I am. I have had my fun here and there but I am so focused on business and success that I have had little time for a personal life.”
 
    
 
   “Well that’s a shame isn’t it? Maybe you need to do something to change that?”
 
    
 
   “Maybe I should. However, for now, I have to attend the wedding of my ex this weekend and I am not looking forward to it. She is marrying my cousin of all things. Anyway, I would like to be done with negotiations on this property before I leave if possible. Can you get the offer drawn up tomorrow?”
 
    
 
   “I can have them ready for you to sign by 10:30 in the morning, is that soon enough?”
 
    
 
   “That should be perfect. I’m anxious to set down some permanent roots.”
 
    
 
   She smiles and rests her hand on my thigh. 
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   
Chapter Nine
 
    
 
   The upbeat jazz music playing in the background, gold flickering candles illuminate the shimmering gold tones around the room. Cream and blush colored roses fill every inch of space around us. Twinkling lights hit at every angle. Extravagant, over-the-top, the Four Seasons Hotel is one of the most desired wedding locations in Montreal. Of course there is nothing low budget for Marion. I can’t believe she has actually convinced a man to marry her, let alone my own cousin. If she couldn’t have me, by damn she had to weasel into the Towers name somehow.
 
    
 
   I make my way to the nearest bar. I notice that there are beautiful people everywhere. 
 
    
 
   I honestly didn’t expect more than 100 people to show up to Marion’s wedding. She doesn’t exactly go around spreading happiness everywhere. There seems to be like 250-300 people. Some look familiar...I recognize a lot are family members from both sides. 
 
    
 
   “Rum with a splash of coke please on the rocks.”
 
    
 
   I lean on the bar and wonder why the hell I am even here. I know I would never hear the end of it from the family if I hadn’t at least come to the reception. They are all lucky I made it this far, I did not intend to hear her exchange fake vows with my poor unsuspecting cousin Derek. He is a Towers by name and stands to make a decent amount of money within the company, just not as much as me. 
 
    
 
   Pulled out of my thoughts, “Harrison, what a pleasant surprise.”
 
    
 
   I turn to see whom the seductive female voice hovering next to me belongs. I am speechless because I do not know who this woman is. I must have furrowed my brow or taken too long to respond, as she is now looking at me with great expectation.
 
    
 
   “I am sorry...have we met?”
 
    
 
   “Yes silly!” As she places her hand on my forearm.
 
    
 
   “Don’t you remember that night we all skinny dipped in your parents lake one summer when we were in high school? I think it was our junior year!”
 
    
 
   “I am sorry I really do think you have the wrong man.”
 
    
 
   “You are Harrison, Harrison Towers right?”
 
    
 
   I shake my head yes and look towards the dance floor. Either I am losing my memory or she really has me confused. She simply does not look familiar. I don’t usually forget a pretty face.
 
    
 
   “Mademoiselle, I am sorry. It seems as if you know me but I ....”
 
    
 
   And there she stood. Across the room over by the small bar. A petite blonde with golden skin and a pert nose. She is wearing an emerald dress and nude strappy heels. Could it be? Her hair is pulled back exposing her neck. She is holding an almost empty glass of wine. 
 
    
 
   “Harrison, Harrison...we really ought to rekindle and reconnect. Let’s take this outside, shall we?”
 
    
 
   “I have to say hello to a friend, have a great evening.”
 
    
 
   I can’t remember her exactly, but she seems to believe we had a fling years and years ago. Wishful thinking on her part. I didn’t even want to entertain that conversation.
 
    
 
   I slowly make my way to the other side of the room. It is her I can’t believe it. In all the years, what is it, like six years? She has sure matured into quite a stunning woman.
 
    
 
   “I will take two glasses of whatever the lady in the emerald green dress is drinking.” I point to her.  
 
    
 
   “Certainly sir. The house white, right away.”
 
    
 
   I grab the drinks and approach slowly. I watch her. She makes her way to an empty tall cocktail table and slides onto the tall bar stool. She is checking her phone a few times. Her glass now empty. 
 
    
 
   I make my way to her table. I stand behind her and whisper in her ear, “If I forget to tell you tonight, you look stunning.”
 
    
 
   She freezes for a moment and I can hear the gasp out of her mouth, as I place my hand on her shoulder.
 
    
 
   “I thought we both could use another glass of wine.”
 
    
 
   “Harrison...”
 
    
 
   “Adelaide.”
 
    
 
   “Harrison, I had no idea you would be here.” She stands and gives me a soft but firm hug. 
 
    
 
   God she feels good in my arms.
 
    
 
   I extend her at arm’s length and give her a look up and down.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Harrison. Stop it.”
 
    
 
   I spin her around.
 
    
 
   “Come on now.”
 
    
 
   “What, you just look ...wow. We really need to catch up.”
 
    
 
   She giggles, “Well you don’t look so bad yourself in your monkey suit. I have to admit, a black tux does add a certain sophistication to your appearance. You may want to wear one more often!”
 
   “With such kind remarks, I may have to buy two tuxes just in case one has to go to the cleaners.” I wink at her and she blushes. 
 
    
 
   “Okay so what are you doing here? Aren’t you the ex? The long-time ex?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes. But you do know that my cousin is the groom, right?”
 
    
 
   “I know it was sure a surprise. I mean you have got to be kidding me.”
 
    
 
   “I know, it was a bit of a shock for me at first but then I realized she has always been an opportunist.”
 
    
 
   “I know she was trying to land you for years. It appears she settled for your cousin. Was it about you or the....”
 
    
 
   “The Towers name? Well looks like we got our answer today didn’t we!”
 
    
 
    “I can’t believe how many of the men here in this room she has either dated or slept with or maybe both!”
 
    
 
   “Really?” Now this is getting interesting but I feel a little sickened though, I am included in that distinction. “So are you telling me that she invited all of her exes?” I survey the room wondering which one is the man that she slept with practically the day I left for graduate school. 
 
    
 
   “Every single one of them. She invited every one of our sorority sisters too. By now, most of them are either married to or are dating most of the men she has been with.”
 
    
 
   I am astonished. I knew that when we were dating she got around but we weren’t really sleeping together then. Our relationship while we were in high school was tumultuous and not consistent at all. During the many times that we broke up, she got around. I think most of the time she did that just so she could prove to herself that she was desirable. I think she never realized just how much of all that I actually knew. She tried to make me believe I was her first back in our sophomore year of High School. I always knew about her sleeping around a lot but, to see it in perspective with all of these men here, its alarming. 
 
    
 
   I must have the most crazed and confused look on my face as Adelaide gives me a questioning look. 
 
    
 
   “What a fucking circus. Who in their right mind invites people from their sexual past to their wedding? Not to mention Derek is very traditional. I wouldn’t be surprised if he were a virgin.”
 
    
 
   Adelaide shoots me another look.
 
    
 
   “Okay, okay yes you are right. She is rarely in the right frame of mind. You know, when we were together and planning our wedding, she asked me if she should invite all of her sorority sisters to it. I told her times change, and you may not be as close to them. So maybe that was really just her way of weaseling in all of the exes. I’ll be damned if she didn’t succeed.”
 
    
 
   “Your poor cousin.”
 
    
 
   “You know if it is meant to be, it will last. So time will tell. Though you will not catch me holding a single breath. I doubt if that woman can be happy with one person.”
 
    
 
   “I’m afraid you might be right Harry.” She touches my arm as her tinkling laugh fills the stiff room. 
 
    
 
   “So, what have you been up to Adelaide?”
 
    
 
   “Well, as you know, I finished my masters degree and I moved back here to teach.”
 
    
 
   “Where are you teaching?”
 
    
 
   “I’m teaching English and Reading at a middle school. I am also the school counselor. I have been thinking about going back and getting my PhD though but we’ll see. I also just started a reading foundation that raises money to provide enhanced literacy programs for the schools and community centers.” She shakes her head and then looks up at me with her big bright eyes, “How about you, I heard you moved again…somewhere on the West Coast, right?”
 
    
 
   “Correct, I moved out there in 2002. I made a killing on New York real estate and decided to follow some strong leads that have taken me out West.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I remember the last time I saw you, a deal had just closed or was closing and you were happy because you made a ton of money. So where out West are you?”
 
    
 
   “I’m in Oregon. Are you familiar with the West coast at all?”
 
    
 
   She wiggles her hand back and forth. “I am a little bit. I know of Oregon because one of our sorority sisters moved there after school for some kind of marine biology opportunity. They have a good oceanography program out there through a state college I believe. Anyway, so you are in Oregon. Is there a lady in your life?”
 
    
 
   She would be good at poker. You never see her hand coming until she has laid it out on the table. Straight to the point without a trace of bashfulness. It is refreshing. I get tired of the simpering idiots trying to gain my attention. I have women literally throwing themselves at me all the time, or maybe its my name or bank account. And they play lots of games that I am simply not interested in playing. It’s exhausting and I don’t actually have time for useless dead end relationships. I kind of figure while I am wasting my time on the wrong person, I may not recognize when the right one has entered my life. 
 
    
 
   “No special lady at this time. How about you, married with ankle biters yet?”
 
    
 
   She gently hits me in the chest with her hand, “Harry, now that is not a nice way to refer to children. And the answer is no, I have not married or had kids yet. I have been so focused on my career and besides no one worthy has entered my life anyway.”
 
    
 
   “Well in that case, we have something in common right there. Listen, I am up here for a couple weeks, why don’t we grab dinner and catch up. I’d like to hear more about your foundation. I might know someone who would like to help you get investors.”
 
    
 
   She lets out a dainty squeal, “Yes, I would love to grab some dinner with you and catch up.”
 
    
 
   I reach into my pocket and fish out one of my business cards. 
 
    
 
   “Here is my cell number, please call me anytime and we will set it up.”
 
    
 
   “Sounds great.” 
 
    
 
   She tucks the card into her little purse as I feel two hands placed on my shoulder behind me. “Oh this is just too cute. Exchanging phone numbers, I am so happy you two ran into each other. Look at the three of us here, like old times.”
 
    
 
   Dear God, what the hell does Marion want now?
 
    
 
   “Marion, congratulations...it was a beautiful ceremony.”
 
    
 
   “Ah thank you Adelaide. You are always so sweet! So happy you could make it. I see you have found Harrison, what has it been like ten years since you all have seen each other?”
 
    
 
   “Something like that.” I give Adelaide a knowing look. Marion has no clue that we had run into each other in New York six years ago, and keeping it that way will avoid a scene.
 
    
 
    “Congratulations as well on your wedding. Say, it looks like you did decide to invite all of your sorority sisters after all.”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, I couldn’t leave anyone out. You know most of them are married or are engaged now, so it is really nice to connect with everyone.”
 
    
 
   “Ah yes, I hear that you have quite the connections with some of them. That was indeed so very kind of you to invite all of them. I am sure you have enjoyed catching up with their relationships.”
 
    
 
   She shoots me an evil look, as she squeezes my shoulders.
 
    
 
   “Ha ha ha...oh Harrison you are too funny. It was great to see you two...I hope you both stay for dessert, loved seeing you.”
 
    
 
   That did it. She escaped from us as fast as she could, after seeing my cousin heading in our direction. Good god she has probably slept with half of this room.
 
    
 
   “Well that was funny. Looks like she saw a ghost Harrison, good one.”
 
    
 
   “Yah, with that woman you have to put her in her place, or else she keeps on pushing. Well it was an absolute pleasure running into you Adelaide. I look forward to seeing you again.”
 
    
 
   She starts to blush. So I do have an effect on her. Good.
 
    
 
   “Yes, likewise. Have a good evening Harrison.”
 
    
 
   She gives me a hug goodbye and I think it’s about time to head toward the nearest exit. I am now intrigued with Adelaide. Interesting but maybe a successful evening to say the least.
 
    
 
   I am driving home from the reception thinking of what an interesting evening I was handed. I can’t believe I ran into Adelaide. As much as I was dreading to go, it was well worth it.
 
    
 
   It is about 11:45PM and I receive a phone call on my cell that I do not recognize.
 
    
 
   “Harrison Towers.”
 
    
 
   “So, I was thinking we should do dinner tomorrow evening. How long are you in town again?”
 
    
 
   “Um, and this is? Oh...Adelaide?”
 
    
 
   “Yes sorry. Hi.”
 
    
 
   She called tonight. This is getting interesting.
 
    
 
   “I am in town for three weeks, and yes I would love to take you to dinner tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   “Who said you were taking me out to dinner? I believe I’m inviting you.”
 
    
 
   Well isn’t she bold. I have never had a woman tell me she is taking me to dinner, no if’s ands or buts about it. She sure is a feisty little thing.
 
    
 
   “In that case, I accept. How about I pick you up around 7:00 PM?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, that would be great. I was thinking maybe we could go to Bistro 71 on Parrway Avenue.”
 
    
 
   “That sounds like a good place.”
 
    
 
   “Perfect. My place is just down the street, the Fenway Building.”
 
    
 
   “Got it. Looking forward to it Adelaide. It was nice spending time with you this evening.”
 
    
 
   “Yes me too. Loved seeing you after all these years. Goodnight.”
 
    
 
   “Goodnight.”
 
    
 
   Wow. I am completely dumbstruck. There is some point she is trying to prove taking me out to dinner. I am not sure what her game plan is, but it does intrigue me. I am not used to this. After tonight I’m so ready to climb in bed and get a good night sleep, if I can sleep after all the evening I had. 
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   
Chapter Ten
 
    
 
   The following evening I started to get ready for my dinner with Adelaide. For some reason, I am a little nervous. I pick out a nice pair of charcoal pants and a steel blue button down shirt. I want to be relaxed but not too casual. The town car picks me up around 6:45PM and I head over to Adelaide’s place. On the way, I make a stop at a local vendor who is selling fresh cut flowers near a market. They are beautiful, and I think they will be the perfect touch. 
 
    
 
   We pull up outside Adelaide’s building. I give her a ring on her cell.
 
    
 
   “Hi. I am here, what is your apartment number, I will come up and get you.”
 
    
 
   “Oh 416. It’s okay, I will head on down to the lobby.”
 
    
 
   “No, no I insist. I will be right up. Don’t move.”
 
    
 
   I quickly walk to the elevators and press the fourth floor. I find her apartment and knock one time and there she is.
 
    
 
   “Wow, you look amazing. Here these are for you.” As I hand her the flowers and gently kiss her on the cheek.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you, these are beautiful. Let me place them in some water before we head out. That was very sweet of you.”
 
    
 
   I can’t stop staring. My mouth must now be literally on the floor of her apartment. She is wearing a midnight blue one shoulder cocktail dress and some blingy type of sandals. Very pretty and chic for an evening out. Her apartment is very neat and tidy. Simple lines, light and bright with dark wood floors. Lots of windows and glass. Typical for units in this building.
 
    
 
   We make our way to the restaurant. It has been a while since I have been to Bistro 71. It is a quaint little place, perfect actually for conversation, good food and drinks. I order a bottle of Extra Dry Champagne and a round of appetizers.
 
    
 
   “Are we celebrating something?” She looks a little taken back.
 
    
 
   “We are celebrating all of our accomplishments over the years, and how far we both have come.”
 
    
 
   “You know Harry, I have known you forever, but I don’t really know you.”
 
    
 
   “What exactly does that mean?” 
 
    
 
   She is really distracting me in that dress she is wearing. 
 
    
 
   “I have known Marion for so long, being her college roommate and all. You have always been around but I feel like you were kept at an arm’s length away from me. We never had any type of in depth conversation. It was always short and rushed.”
 
    
 
   “I was kept at an arm’s length from all of Marion’s friends. She never wanted me to associate with any girls. She would run interference between her girlfriends and me. I am not sure if it was the insecure part of her or what her deal was.”
 
    
 
   “Well seriously, look at you, you are quite the catch.”
 
    
 
   I can feel I am starting to blush a little. Harrison Towers blush, since when do I blush?
 
    
 
   “Well thank you. She is just bat crazy that is really all there is to it.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I agree with you there.”
 
    
 
   We are sitting opposite of each other at a small table in this romantic little restaurant. Dimmed lighting, candles lit all around and live piano music playing in the distance. After one bottle of Champagne, our dinner arrives.
 
    
 
   “So, do tell. You are thirty-four, probably the world’s most eligible bachelor who has never been married, no kids...so tell me your story.”
 
    
 
   “Well honestly, I have been married to my work. My family really had pre-arranged my previous engagement to Marion. I really don’t wish to talk about that part of my life anymore because it is in the past. I have moved on. Marriage is something I take very seriously, and if I were to get married, it would have to be forever to the right woman. Someone who can understand that I have several companies and business ventures to run, but also know and trust that I will be a good family man.”
 
    
 
   She seems to be listening intently and hanging on my every word.
 
    
 
   “Yes, I agree.”
 
    
 
   “How about you? You feel the same way?”
 
    
 
   “Well...yes, I would love to be married and start a family. It does take time to make sure you are marrying the right person. I feel that we go through what we are dealt in life for a reason. I have focused for years now on my education and career. At my age, I really don’t want to waste my time dating around. If I am going to date someone, it is going to be because we both mutually have the same goals and I would be able to see that person as a life partner.”
 
    
 
   “What grade do you teach?”
 
    
 
   “I am a middle school counselor and I also have my own classroom that focuses on reading and comprehension. I was hired on as a reading specialist. I love what I do, and it is very rewarding. I feel that we can change the world if we teach our kids to read and show them a love and passion for reading.”
 
    
 
   “That is wonderful. You have found your passion in life.”
 
    
 
   “Yes. You know this is so funny to me. I feel like we are on a blind date, but not really. I am really happy that we have reconnected.”
 
    
 
   “I agree. Do you ski or snowboard at all?”
 
    
 
   “I can, yes. My parents would take us up to Whistler as kids. It has been a while but I love going there.”
 
    
 
   “How about Quebec City?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, I love Quebec City. It is so romantic, the Cathedrals and history it’s just so enchanting. I think it’s a special place.”
 
    
 
   “Well, you know I am here for the next few weeks. I would really like to take you to both. I think it would be fun. Are you able to get away on the weekends?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, of course. I would love to.”
 
    
 
   “Perfect. I will arrange everything.”
 
    
 
   “So, does this mean we are going on a date?”
 
    
 
   “I thought we are already on one.” 
 
    
 
   She smiles and our eyes lock. I think she may like me. Who would have thought, Adelaide and I on a date.
 
    
 
   We wrap up dinner and order a round of chocolate strawberries and dessert wine and finish out a lovely evening really getting to know each other and catching up on our pasts. I take Adelaide back home and kiss her gently on the cheek at her door.
 
    
 
   “I had a great time. Thank you again.”
 
    
 
   “Good, as did I. See you Friday…how about I pick you up around 4PM?”
 
    
 
   “Sounds great. Goodnight.” Then she shuts the door behind her. 
 
    
 
   I head back to the town car and head home. I like her, I really do. There is a spark of innocence, but also a upbeat spit fieriness about her. For a petite thing, she sure can hold her own.
 
    
 
   I toss and turn all night long. I can’t get her out of my head. It’s weird because I never gave her a second look or thought back in the day. Even in New York, she didn’t interest me. But here I am now and I don’t think I have ever met another woman who does what she does to me. I can’t get her off of my mind. I don’t think I can wait until Friday to see her. I have to call her. I look at the clock and it is 4AM. Too early for a phone call. I will text message her in another hour, I don’t want to seem too eager.
 
    
 
   5:30AM
 
   Harrison 
 
   Can you meet me for breakfast at the Four Seasons?
 
    
 
   5:45AM
 
   Adelaide
 
   Yes. How about 7AM?
 
    
 
   5:47AM
 
   Harrison
 
   Perfect. I will see you then.
 
    
 
   We have a pleasant breakfast at the Four Seasons. I have a feeling that this little thing we have going might just end up going somewhere. I feel out of control, not sure where this is going but at the same time, it feels so right. I have never been so eager to spend time with a female in a non intimate way. I can’t wait to get my lips on hers. I am finding that Adelaide is special...which is very intriguing. I feel myself letting go with her, and letting my guard down. I don’t want to tie her up and throw her down. Of course that wouldn’t be such a bad idea, she is just more fragile. Could she actually be the one? When I see her, I feel as if I have been punched in the stomach. In a good way. Could she be my forever? I remind myself to slow the hell down. I dismiss my thoughts and try to focus on my work. 
 
    
 
   The next two days are hard to get through. I have so many deals going on that it is getting hard to concentrate. I decide on sending her a few flower arrangements to her apartment. 
 
    
 
   I decided to rent a large luxury SUV for our drive to Quebec City on Friday. Adelaide looks breathtaking as usual. I get to see more of a casual side of her. She is wearing a pair of coral shorts, a white lace and silky top and a pair of wedges. She looks good dressed up or down. Her hair tied back into a low pony tail, minimal makeup and she looks beautiful. A natural beauty that is rare to find.
 
    
 
   We spent Friday night taking a sunset dinner cruise along the St. Lawrence River. Taking in the view of one of North America’s most romantic city aboard a Crosiers’ AML ship. We floated under a glowing sky at sunset, eating a gourmet meal for two. Wine flowing, conversation like we have really known each other for years and a chemistry that has become undeniable. We danced on the ship into the night, with the Chateau Frontenac and Old Quebec’s 18th-century architecture as our backdrop. It was quite the evening, and Adelaide really seemed to be enjoying herself. We shared our first kiss on the ship under the stars. It was romantic and perfectly placed at just the right moment. The connection between us has built and it feels more than right to be in each other’s arms.
 
    
 
   We make our way back to the Fairmont Le Chateau Frontenac, it is known as Quebec’s magical “castle”. It’s historic charm and romantic setting was the perfect hotel for our weekend get-a-way together. I rented out the presidential suite, luxury at its finest.
 
    
 
   That night was the first night Adelaide and I were intimate with each other. It was beyond what I could of ever thought or experienced. That was love making. Pure, raw and passionate love. We spent hours into the early morning exploring each other’s bodies, our most intimate desires surfaced and talking in between. There is an electricity between us that cannot be explained. An attraction that pulls us closer together as if it were meant to fit and just be. We spend the next day sleeping in together followed my more love making and sleeping.
 
    
 
   The next morning we spent lingering over rich lattes, French pastries and pots of local blueberry jam at the coffee shop around the corner. We picked a table along the rue du Petit-Champlain for morning people-watching then ventured out into Quebec City to shop and explore the architecture.
 
    
 
   I planned another surprise for this evening. After showering and cleaning up to get ready for our evening, we hear a knock at the door. I ask Adelaide if she would open the door, as I have just stepped out of the shower.
 
    
 
   “Harrison, there is a package here that arrived. It is a large white box with a light blue ribbon around it.”
 
    
 
   “Please, go ahead and open it.”
 
    
 
   I walk out just as soon as she lifts the lid, so I can see her reaction.
 
    
 
   “Oh my!”
 
    
 
    She gasps and picks up the gold sequin dress in the box.
 
    
 
   “Is this the dress...?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, the one in the window you were eyeing.”
 
    
 
   “How did you know my ....”
 
    
 
   “Your size? I have my ways. Please try it on. There are also accessories to go with it under the tissue.”
 
    
 
   “This is just too much. Thank you. It is just beautiful.”
 
    
 
   “You are quite welcome.”
 
    
 
   I love to see her smile; it makes me a very happy man.
 
    
 
   We make our way out in front of the hotel, where our chariot awaits us.
 
    
 
   “Oh wow, is that for us?”
 
    
 
   “It is. Have you been in one before?”
 
    
 
   “No, this is amazing. What a wonderful idea.”
 
    
 
   We both step aboard a horse drawn carriage. We stroll through town as the rhythm of the horses’ hoofs and carriage wheels echo off the 18th-century inns. You really do feel like you have been transported to the old world. We finish the evening dining on French cuisine by candlelight in Old Quebec, wrapping up the  meal with maple syrup pie and glasses of ice wine.
 
    
 
   All of the great restaurants are hidden in the alleys around Place-Royale and along the Upper Town artery as well as rue Saint-Louis. I intend on taking Adelaide to all the best hidden jewels in the city. 
 
    
 
   We end our last night in Quebec City taking a stroll atop the city walls. There are narrow stairways among the thick stone walls that allow access to the ramparts and bird’s-eye views of Quebec City’s twinkling lights reflected in the Saint Lawrence River.
 
    
 
   We spent what seems to be hours in the outdoor hot tub on our terrace. I ordered champagne and strawberries, and we took in the glorious city lights. I made love to Adelaide again in the sizzling water high above the city. Our bodies wet gliding over one another under the moonlit sky. 
 
    
 
   I carry her inside wrapped in a warm fuzzy robe, and place her gently on the bed. I push the button on the wall and the flames of the fireplace begin to roar. It is our last night in Quebec City and I want to make it memorable for the both of us.
 
    
 
   I make my way into the bathroom and grab the massage oil I had delivered to our room earlier from the gift shop. I remove the robe from her and start to pour massage oil up and down her body. Caressing every inch of her body from front to back. Preparing her body for what’s to come next. I begin to kiss my way from her belly button, to her neck and then her luscious lips. We must have made out for about an hour it seems like. We couldn’t keep our hands and other parts off one another.
 
    
 
   We made love over and over again till our bodies were shaking and we were exhausted. That is the kind of love making I have been waiting all my life. All I want to do is be here, lying next to her. I feel safe and I believe I have fallen for Adelaide.
 
    
 
   During the week when we are back in Montreal, we talked a lot by phone, as I had to fly to New York for a last minute business meeting. I missed her a great deal. I couldn’t wait for the trip I had planned for her. Initially I thought I would whisk her away to Whistler, but I decided on Mont Saint-Sauver. I know I mentioned it to her, but I kind of wanted to keep the location a surprise. This location is closer to us, then flying to the other side of Canada. This spot is located nestled in the heart of the Laurentian Mountains, right next to the enchanting village of Saint-Sauver.
 
    
 
   We spent the weekend at the pool-spa, alpine coasting, shopping and dining. It was another wonderful weekend away. I rented a chalet for us for added privacy. Once again, we spent countless hours in the bedroom. 
 
    
 
   The last night I decided to cook dinner for Adelaide. Never in my life have I ever prepared dinner for a woman. Ever. This was a big moment for me. I made up the master bath with candles, music, and flowers for Adelaide, while I prepared our meal downstairs. If there is one thing I know how to do, it is grilling. I made a mean New York strip, asparagus and garlic mashed potatoes. I created a spot near the fireplace lit with candles and soft music. I would have hired someone to do this, but something sparked inside of me and brought out this romantic side I really didn’t know I had in me.
 
    
 
   I could hear Adelaide walking down the stairs into the great room.
 
    
 
   “Oh my, this is just lovely. You did this all by yourself?”
 
    
 
   I had to chuckle out loud. I know she probably didn’t think I had it in me. But I had to show her that I have more to me than the businessman I have become. I can also handle a meal and a little ambiance.
 
    
 
   “Yes of course I prepared every bit of it. I will take all the credit mi amour.”
 
    
 
   “Mi amour huh! I like the sound of that.”
 
    
 
   “I thought you might.”
 
    
 
   I lead her into the great room and pull out her chair. 
 
    
 
   “I hope you like steak.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I do. Wow, this looks wonderful. I don’t think anyone had ever cooked for me before.”
 
    
 
   “Well, this is a first for us both then my dear.”
 
    
 
   “I am impressed Harrison. The candles, flowers, music, the relaxing bath...a girl could really get use to all of this.”
 
    
 
   “Well, I think you should. This is only the beginning.”
 
    
 
   “Only the beginning?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Adelaide. I know the best is yet to come for us, I feel it.
 
    
 
   We finished the evening off with wine flowing, dancing in the great room and making love once again until the early hours of the morning. It was as if we were actors in a movie, and our dreams were becoming a reality. A fantasy I never knew had existed.
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   
Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
   Our romance continued at the same pace as in the beginning but over the next two years, I fall head over heels in love with Adelaide. She completes me in a way I would never have thought that I would connect with another human like this. I hear those sappy love songs on the radio and think that’s only happens in make believe, but I am living proof that everlasting love does exist.
 
    
 
   Adelaide is on her way to visit me in Portland. I’ve had a long stretch where I have not been able to break away to visit her in Montreal. I am tied up with closing a deal on buying my office building in downtown Portland. I think it’s finally time to go big with Towers Enterprises and expand my portfolio even more. She has been to visit many times before so she is less the tourist now days so we spend a lot of time at home in my condo or walking around the Pearl District neighborhood checking out quaint shops and eating at locally owned restaurants. 
 
    
 
   She has a small break at the school where she works so she is staying with me for a few days. It is never enough but I will take what I can get. In these instances, I fly her on a private jet to get her here and back without wasting all the time flying commercially can sometimes mean. 
 
    
 
   On this visit, I thought I might show her a little bit of what I do specifically developing raw property. I decide to stop by Whole Foods and put together a picnic and then take her to my waterfront property that I haven’t developed yet. We park in the middle of the property and pull out a blanket spreading it out on the hard ground. Facing the river we settle onto the blanket and enjoy the tasty morsels packed in the basket. 
 
    
 
   “So what is your plan for this place? It’s such a great location being river front property.”
 
    
 
   “I fell in love with it the moment I saw it. I knew I wanted to develop it into a planned community where one could live and work. I have spoken to an architect and he has been working on plans for building not one but three glass towers. I have always had a fascination with water and glass and I sort of feel like they go hand in hand. What do you think?”
 
    
 
   “That sounds interesting. What kind of towers?”
 
    
 
   “We are talking about having the top floors as housing with the lower floors businesses. In one of the towers, I want to have a workout facility as an amenity. I may even have a rooftop pool, spa, and party area on one of the towers. The surrounding grounds would be ideal for coffee shops, restaurants, a green space and perhaps a private boat dock with moorage for our tenants.”
 
    
 
   “I love it Harry. I think what interests me most is that you said this is reclaimed land, right?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, it was a toxic waste site but after it was decommissioned, it has been detoxified and given a clean bill of health and therefore approved for public inhabitance. What would you think about my building the top floor of one of the towers into my personal residence?”
 
    
 
   “Oh that sounds great! A penthouse, like the one in New York?”
 
    
 
   “Exactly except this one will be more modern and sleek. As opposed to the one in New York with all its charm, this one will be outfitted with state of the art technology.”
 
    
 
   “So what if you named each of the three towers after this river here and two other local rivers? And, if you haven’t named it already, call it the Three Rivers Project or maybe call it the Glass Towers.”
 
    
 
   “You are brilliant Adelaide Thomas!” I plant a big kiss on her and share in her enthusiasm, “I like the idea of naming each of the towers after three rivers found here in Oregon. This one here is named the Willamette. There's another river named the Columbia that is between Oregon and Washington. I think I remember seeing another one called Rogue. So, there we go the three rivers project.” I wrap my arms around her as she squeaks from being squeezed. 
 
    
 
   “We make a good team Addy.”
 
    
 
   She nods and snuggles into the crook of my arm. Everything about this feels right.
 
    
 
   A few months later, I am back in Montreal. 
 
    
 
   I decide the time is finally right, and I have found my forever. I am going to ask Adelaide to marry me. 
 
    
 
   I plan it out to the last detail. I invite her to my house in Westmont and instead of cooking the meal; I hire a caterer to make a dinner fitting for a proposal complete with Polenta Fries for starters, a salad of arugula, shaved parmesan dressed with olive oil. The main courses is braised beef spareribs served with creamy spaetzle, and hunters sauce. For dessert, we are to enjoy a salted caramel cheesecake. I have candles lit everywhere and a cozy fire lit in the fireplace. 
 
    
 
   The food and wine are incredible and Adelaide looks the angel that she is. Wearing a black and white short jersey dress with a plunging neckline and a small belt around her tiny waist. I notice and extra sparkle in her eyes tonight. I think she knows I am up to something. 
 
    
 
   We dance to some old Marvin Gaye and I twirl her around with the skirt of her dress swirling around her legs. I dip her down and bring her up to where I can lean down and kiss her sweet lips. She responds letting me know that she is mine. 
 
    
 
   I bring her back to the sofa facing the fireplace. I get down on one knee, “It has been two years together now and I have completely fallen for you.” She looks at me tenderly smiling from ear to ear. 
 
    
 
   I grab her left hand. 
 
    
 
   “I know this has gone pretty fast for the both of us and has taken us by surprise. I am thankful for you every day of my life and I love you Adelaide. I have a deep love for you that has grown deep inside me. I love every moment we spend together, and when we are apart, my body and heart aches for you.”
 
    
 
   She is no longer smiling and not talking at all. She is silent. I am not sure how to read her. She looks nervous.
 
    
 
   “Harrison, this is... I have deep feelings for you too. I mean, I love you too, you know that. I can’t believe how close we have come and how right this feels. It’s been a long time coming.
 
    
 
   “You have disarmed me but yet you put me at ease and make me feel like you and I are the only ones who exist. I want to take our relationship to the next level.” I pull out the red velvet box and open it, “Adelaide will you marry me?”
 
    
 
   “Yes. I will marry you …yes, yes, yes!” I place the solitaire three carat ring set in platinum on her finger and she leaps into my arms pushing me back to the floor. I am fulfilled as I have found the one. Now, this is what love is supposed to be…this was meant to be. 
 
    
 
   We decide to set our wedding date for a year away in the late spring. I may have a hard time waiting that long to start the next chapter, but I know it will be here before long and we can start our happily ever after. 
 
    
 
   Or so I thought. 
 
    
 
   Two months later…
 
    
 
   The phone is ringing and ringing. I go back to sleep only to hear the phone ringing again. I look over and see that the red numbers on the clock read 4:43 AM. Who the hell would be calling me at such an hour? I reach over and snatch my phone off the charger. I squint to read the bright screen and see that it is Adelaide. I am startled into being wide awake and quickly answer...noting in my mind that its three hours ahead there.  
 
    
 
   “Addy, what’s up, you okay?”
 
    
 
   I hear sniffles, “Oh darling, the most terrible thing, I just went out to my car and all of my tires are slashed. I ran back into the house and barricaded the door. But I don’t know what I should do? Call the police?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, you should call the police and then call the school and let them know what has happened. Obviously, you won’t be in for a while. This is likely the work of one of your students viewing it as a prank rather than destruction. It probably was not meant to scare you.”
 
    
 
   “Oh how I wish you were up here. I am just not good with this kind of stuff. I get scared and turn into a blubbering idiot.”
 
    
 
   “You are anything but a blubbering idiot. I too would be taken off guard to find my tires slashed. Anyone would. Now, let’s hang up and you make your calls. In fact, why don’t you text me your insurance information and I will start on getting a claim filed for you.”
 
    
 
   “Oh right, see I hadn’t even thought of that. I really need you Harry. How much longer until we are living together?”
 
    
 
   “Not soon enough mi amore, not soon enough. Once you are done placing your calls, I want you to call me back.” I hear her quietly crying. “Addy, don’t worry. It is likely just an isolated prank ok?”
 
    
 
   She sniffs again, “I know, it’s just so disconcerting.”
 
    
 
   “I know it is. Now, I’ll let you go and will expect to hear back from you in a little bit. Don’t forget to text me the insurance information. I love you.”
 
    
 
   “I love you too.”
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   
Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
   A few days later, Adelaide has new tires and is a nervous wreck. She is convinced that someone is following her. I tell her it’s just her nerves and nothing more than that. She did file a report with the local authority and that was about all that could be done. They told her that if she had any further incidents, she was to contact them immediately. I called later in the day after she initially filed to find out if any other reports of vandalism had come. They said nothing with any resemblance to her case came in. 
 
    
 
   I am planning a trip up there in another week but in the mean time, I have to handle matters out at the winery. I am living in a rented condo in the city in a high rise that overlooks most of the Pearl District. It is impersonal and I hate living there but it was necessary after Marion began working as a liaison between Devereaux Distribution, our clients and Towers Enterprises. She handles the details of the foreign orders including customs, tariffs, governmental agencies and other crucial details necessary to the success of all the wineries. 
 
    
 
   Ever since I broke off the engagement eight years ago with Marion, she became fully immersed in her family business and therefore, in my family’s business too. That was where she struck up a relationship with my cousin Derek. But after only a little over two years of marriage, she called it quits with him claiming it was because he was pressuring her to start a family. She decided she liked her work and didn’t want kids after all. I suspect she left him because she didn’t need him anymore. She had staked her claim in the Towers camp and has now set her eyes back on me. Therefore, I can’t live in my house at the winery for the time being. It would be too easy for her to make use of that convenience as she lives in the guest house when she is there working.
 
    
 
   It has gotten back to me from a very reliable inside source that the day she found out Adelaide and I had announced our engagement, she threw a tantrum in her office breaking several things including her glass desk. A Waterford Crystal clock thrown at the was also a casualty. Like me, Marion travels between Oregon and Montreal every couple of weeks. I make a concerted effort to be up there when she is here but crossing paths is always inevitable. 
 
    
 
   Adelaide is uncomfortable with our working arrangement but she is intelligent and realizes it cannot be avoided. It is a good thing that she is so self assured and trusts me. Otherwise, this marriage would be doomed. It is highly likely that I will always have to deal with Marion Devereaux. We, Adelaide and I, just need to figure out how to handle her and keep her out of our personal life. I have even gone as far as suggesting to Addy that we elope so we don’t have to include Marion on our wedding guest list. 
 
    
 
   When I go up to Montreal for business or pleasure, I always stay with Adelaide while my big mansion in Westmount sits empty. Addy has a small modest home that is so comfortable and inviting that I prefer it over my home. On my last visit, we got shocking news. 
 
    
 
   One morning as Adelaide was getting ready for work, she began to feel putrid like she was going to throw up. She rushed to the bathroom and did just that. The rest of the day, she ran a fever and continued to feel nauseous. She eventually went home early from work. We chalked it up as a bug or touch of food poisoning. This continued though the rest of the week while I felt fine. I went to work each day and had no symptoms. By the weekend, she was so fatigued and still had a fever, so she took to her bed both days. 
 
    
 
   By Monday though, she was feeling a little better. I suggested she go see a doctor none the less. The doctor ran some blood tests and came back with surprising results. It seems she had been poison, they found she has small traces of arsenic in her blood. As if that wasn’t shocking enough, the real clincher is that she is pregnant! 
 
    
 
   I don’t know which piece of news had me the most tongue tied. I look at her and see horror registering on her face. I think we are both having the same thought. If she has been poisoned what about the baby?
 
    
 
   I am trying to remain calm and not show how fucking scared I am. “Doctor, how can we tell how far along she is and how long she has been poisoned? How would she have arsenic in her bloodstream anyway? How is that administered?”
 
    
 
   Before the doctor answers, I look at Adelaide whose face is sheet white. I get up, stand by her as she sits on the exam table, and wrap my arms around her little shivering figure. I look into her eyes and see fear. Straight up fear. “It’s going to be okay.” I assure her as I stroke her soft apple fragranced hair. 
 
    
 
   She nods at me but I can see she is not convinced, as large tears have welled up in her eyes. 
 
    
 
   “I’m going to run more tests before I can answer your questions thoroughly. I will have you get dressed now and I will write up instructions for the lab. Tell me, what is the date of your last period? We can determine how far along you are based on that and then we will do an ultrasound as well. Once we get the labs back and we measure how much poison is in your system, we will be able to decipher the rest.”
 
    
 
   She quietly nods her head while a series of tears rolls down her cheek. I quickly swipe them away for her as I caress her head once more with my other hand. I kiss the top of her head. “Maybe I should leave you to finish up in here. I will wait for you in the lobby.”
 
    
 
   She nods quickly and musters up a sweet smile that I know all too well she really didn’t feel like displaying. I shake hands with the doctor and proceed out to the waiting area. I say a quick prayer in my head asking for the safety of my unborn child and the health of my beloved Adelaide. 
 
    
 
   After we went to the lab we drove back to her house in silence. The shock we both are experiencing is palpable. I never dreamed that this was why she was sick. I thought she just had a flu. Finding out two things that are out of clear left field makes me feel out of control. Shit! A pregnancy is not what was planned at this point in our relationship. But the thought of having a child with this woman makes me feel something I have never felt in my life. Almost like the world is suddenly pared down to only Adelaide, me, and this new little person that we have created out of love for one another. I feel a lump forming in my throat. I look over at Adelaide who is still silently crying tears for the fear she holds for the baby inside her. The fear of the unknown has us both paralyzed and unable to express our thoughts and emotions to each other. 
 
    
 
   We pull up to her home and I turn the car off but I don’t make a move to get out. I sit there staring ahead at nothing. I can’t bring myself to say the words to her, nor can she express hers. We continue to sit in silence for quite some time before she finally speaks. “Harry, I want to go in now.”
 
    
 
   Hurrying to get out of the car, come around to her side, and open the door for her. As I assist her out, she falls into my arms and begins to weep. She is inconsolable to the point where she collapses in my arms as I scoop my arm under her legs and carry her in through the front door. I don’t notice the note that had been slipped under the door in the tiny foyer. 
 
    
 
   I carry her directly into the bedroom and gently lay her on the bed. I remove her shoes and start to exit the room to give her some quiet time when she reaches out her arm and grabs me. “No.” She whispers, “Hold me.” 
 
    
 
   I slip out of my shoes, then climb onto the bed. I lay behind her spooning her with my hands resting on her tummy, where our child lies beneath.
 
    
 
   Adelaide ends up taking an extended leave of absence from work while she recovers from the poisoning. The test results revealed that the poisoning is actually comprised of the same toxins found in rat poison. It can be administered easily in her morning coffee for instance. From testing her hair, they determined she couldn’t have been poisoned for more than two weeks. They can tell by the toxins collecting in the follicle and using growth averages to determine the amount of time possibly in her system. 
 
    
 
   The news about the baby is both good and bad. We now know that she is around eight weeks gestational. She had a small period a few weeks ago and just chalked up the brevity to nerves and stress. She did not have any other indication she is pregnant. It is far too early to tell if the baby has sustained any damage due to how early we are in the pregnancy. We have to wait another four weeks before we can get any baselines and even then; we won’t really know much until they can run further tests. It is almost more than I am prepared to handle right now. That, along with the harassment I am about to go out of my mind. I have to protect her and I have failed miserably. If I had been up here with her, she may never have been poisoned. We have no idea how it was administered or by whom. 
 
    
 
   The morning after we learned of the pregnancy and the poisoning, I went out to the living room to make a phone call when I noticed an envelope on the floor. I open it up to find another threatening and menacing note. I immediately call the police. They instructed me to save it and bring it in so they can enter it into evidence with the rest of the letters. She has now received eleven threats, typed, with no leads to whom is doing this. There are never any fingerprints and since the envelope has not been sealed, no saliva for DNA testing. 
 
    
 
   I have my own nagging suspicions… though I am having a hard time believing that someone we know could be behind this. All the notes have said the same thing, Leave or you will regret it. It’s too cryptic for the police to make any use of them. This last one though said, 'Since you haven’t left, you will now regret it.' I used to think it was from a student at her school or possibly a past student. However, I wonder…could Marion have slipped a brick and has now resorted to harassment or worse? I haven’t voiced that to Adelaide because it is probably more than her weakened senses can take. When I told the officer about the new note and the poisoning, he informed me that this was possibly an attempt at homicide. My blood goes cold. “Are you telling me that you think someone was trying to kill her, not just scare her?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, that’s exactly what I am saying. We are assigning this to detective Bolin. He will take good care of you. Now, what time did you say you were going to come by, I’d like to make sure he will be here to meet with you?”
 
    
 
   “I will be there within the hour if that works for you.”
 
    
 
   “Yes. I’ll let Bolin know.”
 
    
 
   After I arrive back home, I find Adelaide sitting up in bed talking animatedly on the phone. She waves me in the room and I sit on the edge of the bed. As she hangs up she looks excited. “That was my sister, she is going to take some vacation days and come down to stay with me for a couple weeks while you go back to the States.”
 
    
 
   I feel the tightness in my chest lighten a little. “Oh thank God, that is great. But you know my mother would love to have you stay with them. You would have round the clock care and pampering.” I take her foot in my hand and begin to rub lightly. 
 
    
 
   “I know. While I completely appreciate the offer, I would feel more comfortable in my own bed. I would prefer you here with me but since you must return to your work, I think my sister is the next best thing. I had to make her swear up and down that she wouldn’t tell anyone about the baby though. I want to get through the next few months and then make the announcement.”
 
    
 
   I drop her foot and take her hand in mine. “About that.” She tilts her head with a question in her eye. “I think we should go ahead and elope.” She starts rapidly shaking her head. “Wait, hear me out. I want to make an honest woman of you before the baby comes. We can plan a reception for everyone to rejoice in our marriage and baby. I just want our vows to be between us.” I take her hand and kiss her finger where her engagement ring is usually perched. 
 
    
 
   “Wow. That is going to require me to give it some serious thought.”
 
    
 
   “What’s to think about? Everyone already knows we are getting married. What difference does it make if everyone we know is there to witness our vows or not? Our marriage is not between us and everyone else. We have already started on the creation of our family, don’t you think it would be best to marry before you are showing?”
 
    
 
   She crosses her arms over her chest and appears to be pondering my plea. “Let me think about it. Now, are you going to feed me or am I to starve to death instead?”
 
    
 
   “I’m not sure what there is to think about but I’ll give you time. You can give me your decision once I return from hunting and gathering dinner. Got any cravings?”
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   

 
  

Chapter Thirteen
 
    
 
   Exactly one month later, we have our civil ceremony planned. I agreed to allow our parents and a few other close family members along with long-time friends attend the ceremony. We are keeping the pregnancy a secret still. We want to wait until we have the ultrasound to make sure everything is okay with the baby before we get our loved ones excited about a new Towers. I have been spending more and more time in Montreal and less time in Oregon for the past four weeks. While I am away, her sister stays with her. Detective Bolin hasn’t any leads but has some theories that he has not been willing to share. There have not been anymore threats as of late, however, Adelaide still feels like she is being watched or followed. This morning she had another doctor appointment and there are no more signs of any of the poison remaining in her system. Since she is pregnant, she was not able to undergo normal treatments for poisoning so she has been seeing a naturopath to treat her. She got to hear the baby’s heart beat while there and so did her sister. She was elated. But that was short lived. 
 
    
 
   On the drive out to the winery I listen to some soft rock station, thinking about my phone conversation I just had with Adelaide before I left. It’s a Lionel Richie song about his ballerina girl. I am feeling like this sentimental fool right about now but I can’t help to feel the words resonate in my mind. My sweet Adelaide is so lovely, delicate and fragile yet she sometimes seems to be made of steel. She is the perfect complement to my sometimes overbearing personality. She just takes me with a grain of salt but never questions me and that I like. The main topic of our conversation overshadowed the happiness she felt from hearing the baby. When she left the doctor’s office, she got out to the car; she has yet another threatening note left on her car window. 
 
    
 
   “I can’t take much more of this… I need you up here protecting me. I feel unsafe and now I am being followed to my doctor appointments. It isn’t safe for me here. I think I should return home with Hannah to Ottawa I can stay there until you return.”
 
    
 
   I sigh, “Yes, I agree. Go home with your sister and once I return, we can decide what to do. By the way, what did the note say?”
 
    
 
   She sniffs and then I hear her sister’s voice, “She is really shaken. We are going to get her packed up and head up to Ottawa tonight. My husband is expecting us.”
 
    
 
   “Can’t you leave in the morning? I would feel much more comfortable if you went during daylight.”
 
    
 
   “While I respect where you are coming from, I have to think about her sanity. The note is bad. She read it to me but I have not seen it. She crumpled it up but I reminded her we need to hand it over to the police.”
 
    
 
   “Yes you do need to give it to the police. I asked her what it said but she handed the phone to you. What did it say Hannah?”
 
    
 
   “It said, “There are more ways of killing a cat than choking it with cream.” She whispers into the phone.
 
    
 
   I feel bile collecting at the back of my throat. “My God, someone is threatening to kill her…and I think they know about the baby. I change my mind, go ahead and leave tonight. It’s only a little over two and half-hours away from there. Can you leave soon?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, she is in packing right now. We will have to wait to turn the letter over to the police though. We want to get on the road soon and I don’t think that stopping by the police department is going to work out for timing.”
 
    
 
   I wish I owned a plane right about now. I have always found it easier and cheaper to buy out the entire first class section of a plane than to own. Right now, I kick myself for my frugality. Maybe I can still make it better. 
 
    
 
   “What if I send you a car service so you don’t have to drive? Would that ease the tension?”
 
    
 
   “No, I think we just want to get out of here. She feels like she is being watched. As long as we are in the car heading to my house, she will feel safer. I am going to drive her car since I took the train down.”
 
    
 
   “As long as you are sure. I guess it’s the best that we can do for now. I will feel better about her being safe in your home away from hers. Though you will be a few hours away, we can’t be sure this is one of her students so you still need to be cautious. Can you put her back on the phone now?”
 
    
 
   “Let me find her.”
 
    
 
   A moment later, I hear muffled voices, “Harry. I miss you so much. I need you here; can you cut your trip short?”
 
    
 
   “That is exactly what I plan to do my love. Besides, we are to be wed next week and I don’t want anything to interfere with that... I need you and my baby safe. I want you to call the minute you get to your sister’s and do not stop for anything.”
 
    
 
   “Yes my love except I am bound to need restroom breaks.”
 
    
 
   “If you need to stop I want you to go somewhere heavily populated like a bustling restaurant. No rest stops, understand?”
 
    
 
   “Yes. Now let me go so I can finish packing and get on the road before it gets too late.”
 
    
 
   “Fine. However, know this; I will never let you go. Now message me if you need to stop so I know where you are at all times. I am heading to Hood River right now to wrap up my work and I hope to leave here by the day after tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   She sighs, “Oh that’s a big relief. I can’t wait. I love you and I will call you later. Safe travels my love.”
 
    
 
   “Same to you mi amore.”
 
    
 
   I think about the conversation I had with the detective after I hung up with Addy. I told him of the letter and her leaving town to her sisters. Overall, it has been over five months of harassing messages, tires slashed and the feeling of her being watched. Never in my life have I been so worried and helpless. I would normally have let Marion handle the situation out at the winery but it seems the problems far exceed even her so I must tend to it. Upon my arrival, my estate manager greets me at my car. 
 
    
 
   “Stuart, what has you so worked up?”
 
    
 
   “I’m not a hundred percent sure but I think someone has intentionally sabotaged the crop. There are signs of fencing damage that looks more human than animal. The deer got in and decimated the plants.”
 
    
 
   “What? Deer don’t usually eat the grapes.”
 
    
 
   “No! The grapes weren’t eaten they were trampled. You can see hooves but no shoe prints. It wasn’t a human who trampled the plants. Come, let me show you.”
 
    
 
   He hops into his Gator and I follow him and hop in the passenger seat. He points to the fallen fencing along the long rows upon rows. We stop at the furthermost rows and get out. Once again, I follow Stuart over to the damaged rows. There are at least three dozen rows that have been destroyed. It’s not good, but it’s not the catastrophe Marion made it out to be. I turn to Stu, “Can’t you just repair the fencing and put up the shotgun sirens like we discussed weeks ago? Matter of fact, why wasn’t that done by now? I gave the approval for that so I assumed you would have had that installed and where the hell is Marion?”
 
    
 
   He clears his throat. “I don’t know where she is. I talked to her this morning and she told me that I needed to handle the damage and that she was not approving the sirens because you said no. Now I am really confused.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah and I am angry…those plants cost me money and if those sirens had been in place, whether it be human or animal, they would have alerted staff or scared off the predator. Either way, it sounds like it’s not your fault. Let’s just get this fixed before any more damage occurs. I will handle Marion. You have my verbal consent to get the equipment ordered.”
 
    
 
   He gives me a toothy grin, ‘Thanks boss. That will make my life a little easier. However, have you ever been woken in the middle of the night by one of those sirens? It actually sounds like a cannon going off! Jars a man clear to the bone I’ll say that.” 
 
    
 
   “No I haven’t ever heard one in the dead of night. Let’s hope we won’t have to.”
 
    
 
   “Take me back to the house and you can get your guys down here to fix the fencing. I need to locate our errant Miss Devereaux.”
 
    
 
   He laughs and then fires up the Gator. He drops me off at my car and I retrieve my attaché case from the passenger seat and head into the house. I am greeted by my house manager, Bessie. She used to be retired but her husband drives her up a wall all day so she took on running my house a few hours a week, to escape her own. 
 
    
 
   “Ah Bessie, what are you cooking? It smells wonderful!”
 
    
 
   “Mr. Harry, so good to see you. When I heard you would be staying out here, I decided to whip you up some dinner. The hubby won’t let me cook anything exotic so I hope you don’t mind if you are my guinea pig.”
 
    
 
   ‘That all depends on what you are cooking.” I laugh. 
 
    
 
   She proudly sticks her chest out like a puffer fish with an immense amount of pride, “I am trying my hand at curry, so I am making you a little Thai dish called Coconut Curried Shrimp. I am serving it over a bed of Jasmine rice.” She crinkles her nose, “I hope that sounds good to you.”
 
    
 
   “My mouth is watering just thinking about it. Have you by any chance seen Miss Devereaux around?” 
 
    
 
   She begins to shake her head when I hear a voice behind me, “Looking for me?”
 
    
 
   I whirl around and see Marion standing in the arched doorway of the kitchen. “Why yes, I was looking for you. We have some business to discuss...now!”
 
    
 
   She saunters toward me with an exaggerated sway of her hips. “We do, do we. Well, let’s go to my office and we can discuss business Harry.”
 
    
 
   “It’s Harrison and we will discuss this here.”
 
    
 
   She looks past me to Bessie and then back at me. “Well, if you insist discussing business in front of the help, then by all means, let’s do it here.”
 
    
 
   Something about the way she said that makes me believe she has some hidden meaning behind her word choice. I shake my head and proceed to put my attaché case on the counter by where I am standing. I pull out a note pad. “Now, care to tell me why you would tell Stuart that I did not approve the crop alarms? Have you seen the damage that not having the system has caused? It is going to cost me a great deal of money to replace those plants. Not to mention that it may be too late to replace them this season anyway.” I look at her and she is smiling at me with a vacant look in her eyes. “What do you have to say about this? Don’t just stand there looking at me with that dumb look on your face.”
 
    
 
   She walks past me and pulls a bottle of wine out of the wine cooler. I watch her with fascination as she pulls out the cork and pours herself and then me a glass of Towers Vineyard Chardonnay. I start to reject her offering but then decide some wine might calm me down. I take a sip and then wait for her to speak. When she finally does, I want to yell at the top of my lungs. “YOU’RE FIRED!” But I can’t because ultimately, she is a contractor for all of the companies concerned, and we all need her much to my chagrin.
 
    
 
    “Harry, oh yes, Harrison. The crops and equipment are not my concern. I am hired to make sure the orders are facilitated properly. This menial work,” She looks at Bessie then back at me, “Is below me. I am offended that you treat me like nothing more than your secretary. Now, what is that delicious smell Bessie, I am simply famished!”
 
    
 
   Bessie is now staring at Marion as she wanders over to the stove to peer into the large copper pot. Her eyes dart to me and she raises her brows. I shrug while shaking my head. If she were a man, I would want to clock him. But alas, she is a woman and as such, I am best to attack her with my words. So with that, I unleash. 
 
    
 
   “You must know that I would fire you if you weren’t so crucial to the success of the Devereauxs and Towers wine exportation. Why you father ever saw fit to allow you such a big responsibility is way beyond my comprehension. However, since we do have to work together and play nice, I expect you to conduct yourself with professionalism and integrity. The former I know you struggle with on a daily basis. But let me tell you, while you are on my land, working on my behalf, you will extend respect to those who also work here in my employ. Should I ever hear that you have undermined me again, make no mistake, I will find another specialist to replace you even if I have to recruit from the nether regions of the world. You will not make a mockery of my company or me.  Have I made myself clear?”
 
    
 
   She wiggles her hips, “Oh yes, loud and clear master, anything else master?” She purrs. Then she does the unexpected. She clanks her glass down on the granite counter, grabs my face with her hands, and plants her full red lips on mine. She darts her tongue in my mouth as I fight to get away. Her grip on my head tightens as I push her away with more force she falls against the island and she lets out a shriek. “You barbarian! How dare you assault me?”
 
    
 
   “But I didn’t, you grabbed my head and were forcing yourself on me!” I turn to Bessie, “You saw the whole thing, and I didn’t lay a hand on her until I tried to break myself free of her grip on my head.”
 
    
 
   “Yes I sure did see the whole thing Missy. Don’t you go making up stories now!”
 
    
 
   “Well, if I didn’t know any better I would say you are turning against me. What has that Adelaide done to you? She has made you hate me. Do you realize if it weren’t for her, we would have been married a long time ago? Yes, I can see by the look on your face that you didn’t realize that I know she is the one who encouraged you to dump me just months before my wedding. Oh I mean our wedding.” 
 
    
 
   I can see that she is shaking and so are her words. I had better tread lightly as I think she is having another one of her episodes. I had forgotten that she has these episodes of lunacy. 
 
    
 
   “That is so long ago; I thought that you had moved on. We were never meant for each other. I thought you agreed. Why are you pulling out old skeletons now?  You know as well as I do that nothing good can come of it.” Then it occurs to me, of course! She has gotten wind that I am marrying Adelaide next week and she is finding a way to cause interference. Well it won’t work, I won’t allow it. 
 
    
 
   “You sound like a broken record. Someday maybe you will come to the realization that we belong together. I just wish you would come to your senses sooner than later and save all of this heartache and hassle.”
 
    
 
   “What would save us this heartache and hassle is you coming to terms with the fact that I will never love you. Accepting that and moving on would be your best bet.”
 
    
 
   “Wow, think much of yourself? I’m growing bored of this conversation anyway. I need to check on some things before the end of the day. I’ll just leave you with this, when you broke off the engagement I told you we weren’t done yet and we’re still not….not by a long shot.” With that she whirls around and storms out of the house with a slam of the heavy imported Spanish door. 
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry you had to witness that Bessie. I’m afraid I have lost my appetite but go ahead and dish me up, I can’t pass up something that smells so good.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t you worry, people like that don’t realize Karma is a raging bitch who will come back around and bite them, when she least expects it, she’ll get what’s due her, a big bite in the ass!”
 
    
 
   I look at her sweet aging face and am shocked, “Bessie, I am surprised at you! I never knew you had it in you!”
 
    
 
   “That’s what happens when you work in a high school cafeteria for twenty-five years.” She cackles and dishes me up a delicious plate of her Thai cuisine. 
 
    
 
   I try to get Marion out of my mind. I cannot allow her to get under my skin, which is exactly what she was trying to do. Instead, I think of my sweet little Adelaide, anxiously awaiting her call to tell me they arrived safely. 
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   
Chapter Fourteen
 
    
 
   An hour later my phone finally rings, “Addy?”
 
    
 
   “Yes it’s me Harry. We finally made it to Hannah’s. We ran into some traffic but we are here safe and sound.”
 
    
 
   “Oh thank God, I’m so glad you are safe! You still seemed to have made good time despite the traffic. I am handling things here at the winery. As it turns out, Marion was just being difficult and I didn’t really need to be here. I’m going to wrap things up tomorrow and then catch a red eye tomorrow night so I can get up there by Friday afternoon. You only have to make it two more days my love.”
 
    
 
   I hear her sigh. “I’m so glad Harry. You know what? Seven days until we are married. I can hardly believe it. My mom called me today asking if we had a preference for where we are going to dinner afterward. I’m so exhausted, I forgot all about making a reservation. Do you have a preference?” 
 
    
 
   “Wherever you want to go, nothing too fussy though. I’d prefer to keep this intimate. How are you feeling anyway, aside from feeling exhausted?” 
 
    
 
   “I’m good. It’s just the exhaustion that is getting to me. In fact, let’s talk in the morning. I’m going to bed.”
 
    
 
   “Of course you should get to bed, it’s nearly 11:00 there. I’ll call you before I head back to Portland tomorrow. I can’t wait to seeing you and I am looking so forward to marrying you next week. It is all I can think about, nothing else matters to me right now.”
 
    
 
   “Oh Harry, I love you so much!” 
 
    
 
   “And, I love you too, goodnight mi amore.”
 
    
 
   Just as I hang up the phone, I hear a slight noise outside my office door. I stand up just in time to see a shadow move in the hallway but by the time I make it out there, no one is there. I head outside and look around but I still see not a soul. It is puzzling as most of the staff would be gone by now. Only Stuart, Marion, and I should be here. I go back to my desk and log out of my computer. After locking up my office I head back to my master bedroom to spend the rest of my evening with the door locked. If Marion is prowling the house, I’ll be damned if she has access to my room. 
 
    
 
   Less than two days later I am pulling into the driveway of Adelaide’s quaint home. She is driving back from her sister’s and should be arriving soon. I was glad to have a little time before her arrival. I have a few little surprises for her. I quickly make work of setting up my welcome home for her. I am putting the final touches on things when I hear her car pull into the driveway. I stand in the entryway waiting for her to come up the walk. I hear her footsteps on the front porch and throw open the door. She lets out a loud squeal, “Oh Harry! Look at you!!” 
 
    
 
   I am standing there in the tuxedo I wore to Marion’s wedding reception. Hiding behind my back is a bouquet of flowers. I present them to her once the door is closed behind her and she is heading toward me with a brilliant smile on her beautiful glowing face. “Surprise my love.”
 
    
 
   “Oh! Those are lovely. What have I done to deserve this?” She buries her face in the flowers taking in the fragrant scent. 
 
    
 
   “You have done everything to deserve all the flowers in the world, and in a few days, you will be my bride. You deserve nothing but the best Adelaide.” I cup her chin with my hand and kiss her lightly at first then I feel her arms wrap around me flowers in her hand. The longer we kiss the more I cannot control my desire for her. I want to make love to her like no other man has made love to a woman. We haven’t had sex since she was poisoned and since we found out she is pregnant. I hope she is ready to resume our intimacy. 
 
    
 
   “Harry, put these in some water for me while I freshen up then meet me in the bedroom love.” She smiles at me demurely which makes me want her all the more. I quickly go into the kitchen and put the flowers in a glass found in the cupboard. I figure she can get out a vase later. The kitchen is still a bit empty after we disposed of all the food in the house. We had no way of knowing for sure where the poisoning had originated so the police had us throw it all out after they took samples of literally almost everything that something like rat poison could be disguised. I shake myself of the morbid thoughts and think of my bride in the other room getting ready for me. I set the flowers on counter, check the front door and then go in search of my beauty.
 
    
 
   When I enter the bedroom, I am taken aback. Lying across the bed is the most beautiful woman I have ever seen. Her golden hair is spread out on the pillow in almost a fan shape, while her body is clad in a black lacey bra and panties set and a sheer short robe that is loosely tied around her hips. As I enter the room further, a spicy floral scent fills the room and I hear soft music playing in the background. Yes, she is ready for me. I walk over to her taking in the sight of her, etching it into my memory. She sits up as I join her on the bed. I begin undressing myself as she kneels on the bed helping to hasten the process. I feel my arousal begging to be released of the confines of my garments. She deftly removes my shirt and begins work on my pants. I step out of them kicking them aside and then bend down to  remove my socks. I stand before her naked and ready to feel her silky soft skin on mine. I climb onto the bed next to her and untie the satin bow around her hips. As the silky chemise falls to the bed beside her, I feel my breath catch in my throat. She is already starting to get a small roundness to her tummy. It’s not something someone else would notice at this point, but I can tell. I rub my hand over her firm tummy and then lean down to kiss it. She moans and it’s obvious to me that she is ready for me to do more than pay attention to her baby bump. 
 
    
 
   I start my seduction by softly kissing her lips. She responds with tenderness that only fuels my fire. I kiss her more passionately and she returns my kiss by slipping her tongue into my mouth, searching out my tongue. As we continue to kiss I reach down and feel that her body is ready for mine. I push her back into the bed, and insert myself into her waiting hot wetness. She softly moans and sighs. I watch her as I gently move in and out of her, being careful so I don’t hurt her in any way. She looks at me with her hooded sex eyes and she is positively glowing. I have never seen a more beautiful creature and she is mine. I get to claim her as my wife in just a few short days, and in the near future, she will become the mother of my child. My God, I am so filled with love for this woman. All I ever want to do is continue to make her happy. Nothing else exists in this world but her and me. 
 
    
 
   We are one right now as I push myself in her further I feel her legs part to accommodate my body. She is grabbing onto my butt pulling me into her deeper. She is thrashing her head around on her pillow and I watch her mouth for an ‘O’ as I feel her sex muscles contract and she begins her descent into her orgasm. I finish pumping myself into her until my own body cums in unison with her. With my body still entwined with hers, we lay together in a steamy embrace. We both fall into a deep sleep and when I awaken, it is morning and she is gone. 
 
    
 
   I look around the room and see evidence of a night filled with sex. My clothes are strewn about, there are candles that burned to the end with wax now pooling on the dresser and nightstand. I see she must have changed already as a pile of black lace is lying on the floor next to my tuxedo shirt. I bend over to uncover my boxers and in she walks, the most beautiful pregnant woman who ever lived. I stand up and expose to her my erection. She looks down at my morning salute and then back up to my face. 
 
    
 
   “Well, that answers that. Let’s wait on breakfast, it looks like we are to start our honeymoon early.”
 
    
 
   I grab her and spin her around and onto the bed. We spend the rest of our weekend quite literally in bed. We barely knew what time of day is it but for the light outside. We ordered take out for delivery and literally had sex until we couldn’t take it anymore. It was like we were teenagers. We talked for hours discussing baby names, hedging bets on whether it is a boy or a girl, what color of hair he or she will have and deciding on what preschool is the best choice. 
 
    
 
   “Oh Harry, we are getting ahead of ourselves but I did hear that we have to get on a waiting list early.” Her tinkling laugh filling our bedroom puts a smile on my face and a permanent etch on my heart. I place my hand on her stomach thinking of the future she holds in there.
 
    
 
   Late Monday morning, I stand on the steps kissing her goodbye before I head into the office to wrap up some last minute work. We are getting married on Wednesday and  I want to get everything at a good stopping point so we can take our honeymoon in Barbados without being bothered. I want to give her my undivided attention.  As luck would have it,  I don’t have anything needing my attention for a few weeks. Besides, I have my father to oversee everything anyway. Once I return from the honeymoon though, I will have plenty of work demanding me. 
 
    
 
   As I pull out of the driveway, I am almost tempted to turn around as I watch the sway of her hips leave the steps and head into the house. I would love to continue our weekend, but alas, I need to pick up our rings from the family jeweler. Once I am at the office I call to make sure they will be ready. 
 
   “Yes Mr. Towers, they are ready for you. Please feel free to pick them up any time after we open tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   “Great! Thank you. I appreciate that you got them done so quickly.”
 
    
 
   “I am happy to for such a momentous occasion.”
 
    
 
   “See you tomorrow.”
 
    
 
    I never made it to pick up the rings. 
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   
Chapter Fifteen
 
    
 
   After I hang up the phone I find myself staring out the window. I am finding it hard to concentrate on work. I keep replaying the past forty-eight hours in my head. We had the whole weekend to ourselves. No outside influences and no disturbances. She gave herself to me in ways I wouldn’t have expected of her. 
 
    
 
   At the end of one of our lovemaking sessions, she broke down in tears. When I asked her what I had done to make her cry, she told me they were tears of sheer joy. I never in a million years have had a woman cry from making love with me. Honest tears of joy. It almost brought me to my knees. It was that moment that I knew without a doubt that I had made the right decision and that Adelaide is indeed my forever.
 
    
 
   With that thought running through my mind, I don’t notice my phone vibrating. I get up from my desk leaving my phone behind and head downstairs to the lobby and outside in the late day sun. I walk from the building to the coffee shop around the corner. I order myself a house coffee and visit with the owner who is filling in for his sick employee. After I wasted about forty-five minutes there I casually head back to my office. I have lost complete track of time. Looking at my watch I notice its already past six and I was due to have a quick meeting at 6:30 to discuss distribution options. I hurry back to the building and head up to our suites just in time to get into the conference room just as the board members have assembled. It is still light out but is rapidly getting darker as the meeting is about to adjourn, my father’s secretary peaks her head in the door and looks straight at me. 
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry to interrupt but there is an urgent call for you.”
 
    
 
   “Excuse me gentlemen, I must take this.” My stomach is flopping as I suddenly have a sense of foreboding.
 
    
 
   “Here, you can take it here.” She thrusts the phone in my hand and then pushes a button. I look at her and see that she too knows something bad has happened.
 
    
 
   “Towers speaking.”
 
    
 
   “Is this Harrison Towers?” An unfamiliar male voice asks. 
 
    
 
   “Yes it is. Who is this?” I feel my stomach flip again.
 
    
 
   “This is Alex Gainer, I am a physician’s assistant at Mercy General. There has been an accident and you need to get to the ER as soon as you can. Your fiancée Adelaide has been mortally injured. She was brought here by medic flight and her prognosis is grim.”
 
    
 
   I drop the phone.
 
    
 
   The secretary picks up the phone and talks to the caller. She hangs up and turns to me with her face ashen. “Mr. Towers, you need to go…but you can’t drive, not under these conditions.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll drive.” A voice behind me says. I know instantly it’s my father. Without turning around I run the rest of the way to my office and grab my phone then join my father who is waiting for me by the elevators. 
 
    
 
   Helen yells out to me, “I will be praying for her.”
 
    
 
   I look down at the phone in my hands while my father speeds us to the hospital. I notice I missed over a dozen phone calls and it appears I have several messages. I can’t bring myself to look at who called or listen to the messages. I feel numb and I keep replaying in my head the words, mortally injured…mortally injured…just what the fuck does that mean. Is she near dead and they’ve had to revive her? Mortally injured…is she….
 
    
 
   “Were here. Jump out I’ll park and then find you.”
 
    
 
   I snap back into the present and am surprised that we are pulling up to the doors of the ER. What would normally take twenty minutes took us ten minutes to get here. My father must have floored it and I hardly noticed. As my father said to do, I jump out of the car and head straight in. I walk up to the nurses’ station and ask for Adelaide. 
 
    
 
   “Are you immediate family or next of kin?”
 
    
 
   “I’m her fiancée!”
 
    
 
   “Well I will have to get you approved before I can release any information.”
 
    
 
   My blood is now boiling over. “Listen, uh Mary,” reading her name tag, “My fiancée is laying behind that door somewhere and I am going back there to find her whether you fucking approve me or not! Now, I suggest…”
 
    
 
   “It’s okay Mary, I called Mr. Towers. I’ll take care of this.”
 
    
 
   I whirl around, “You’ll take care of this? I got a phone call that my fiancée has been in an accident, can somebody please tell me what has happened to her? I need to see her now!” 
 
    
 
   “NOW!!” I hardly realize I am shouting. The room is starting to spin and then I hear my father’s voice. 
 
    
 
   “Harrison, calm down. Let the man answer you.” He is speaking in a low voice. 
 
    
 
   I stand staring at the PA, Alex. He has a grim look on his face and I just know…I just know this is bad. 
 
    
 
   He takes me by the arm by my elbow and shows me to an exam room with a sliding curtain while my father trails behind giving us some space. My heart is beating out of my chest. I can hardly breathe. 
 
    
 
   “Mr. Towers. As you know, your fiancée Adelaide has been in a serious car accident. She has sustained injuries that cannot be fixed. She received a blunt force trauma to the head that is so severe that there isn’t any brain activity.”
 
    
 
   I begin to collapse but an orderly who materialized out of thin air braced me and helped me to the exam bed. I stand here with my hands on the table bracing myself. Is this a fucking nightmare that I am going to wake up from? I try to speak but my tongue is stuck to the roof of my mouth. My head is pulsating and I am having trouble forming my thoughts. I take a couple breaths and then find my voice. 
 
    
 
   “Sir, are you telling me Adelaide is brain dead? Is that what you meant when you said mortal injuries? Can I see her? Where is she? I NEED TO SEE HER!” I am panting like an animal after shouting again. The orderly has his hand on my arm. I stick out my hand out. “Please take me to see her. I need to see my Adelaide!”
 
    
 
   “Yes, we can take you to see her but I warn you. We have her on life support but what you are going to see there is only her body. It’s not really your fiancée anymore.” 
 
    
 
   I feel weak and my spine is having a hard time supporting my weight. We pass through white double doors into a blinding white sterile hall. It is so impersonal and glaring. We enter through another single door and I am led over to her bed. 
 
    
 
   Nothing could ever prepare me for what I was about to see. I stand by her bedside and her face is almost unrecognizable. Though her fragile body is bandaged, I can see it is horribly maimed. Her head is wrapped in several layers of gauze with sprigs of her golden blonde hair sticking out. I reach down to take her hand and notice even her fingers are cold, damaged, and bloody. I caress her silky fingers with my own. I hold her hand up to my lips and kiss the back of her hand and then I collapse on the hard floor right beside her bed. I cannot bear the site of my sweet, sweet Adelaide broken like this. 
 
    
 
   “Oh God why her? Why not me? She doesn’t deserve this!” Then the even worse thought strikes me. 
 
    
 
   “What about the baby? My God, she’s pregnant, what about the baby?” I am still on the floor on my knees as he lowers the final blow. 
 
    
 
   “I’m afraid the impact was too great. The fetus did not survive either.”
 
    
 
   That was it. I fall the rest of the way to floor…I feel my whole body wracked with pain. I could not stop the uncontrollable sobs radiate my entire being. I am destroyed. My one true love has been destroyed. She is all I have to make me happy and now she and my child have been stripped away from me. 
 
    
 
   I feel hands helping me up into a chair that has been brought over. Off in the distance I hear a collection of sobs. Through tear-blurred eyes, I see Adelaide’s family with the Physician’s Assistant, Alex. I struggle to hear what is being said between their sobs and my own. Before long all I can do is focus on her sweet, bandaged, angelic face. I hear her family sobbing behind me as I continue to hold her hand. Someone touches my shoulder and I look up to see my father looking as stoic as he can with tears trickling down his face. 
 
    
 
   “Son, it is time to let her slip away. You and her family need to say your goodbyes and then they will turn the machine off.” 
 
    
 
   I don’t move. I’m frozen. I watch as one by one, each of her family members say their goodbyes to her broken body. It’s not her, I think to myself. She’s not here anymore. Her body is here hooked up to this machine but I know…Adelaide is not here. 
 
    
 
   After they have all had their say and the tears continue to flow. I stand up…onto legs that feel like they might collapse at any moment. I hear from the other side of the curtain the PA telling one of the family members that she probably died on impact and that most likely there was no pain or suffering. I wonder though, if the same can be said for me. The minute she dies, marks the moment where my pain and suffering begins. 
 
    
 
   I lean down to kiss her and can’t bring myself to do it. I stare at her and wonder what I will do without her. Is this really happening? Just a few hours ago we discussed her dinner plans with her girlfriends. Now, no more than a few hours later I am here saying goodbye to her. What kind of sick twist is this? Why is my sweet angel being taken away from me? 
 
    
 
   The next thing I hear is the flat line of the monitoring machine and the nurse announcing the time of death. That’s when a piece of me died too. 
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   
Chapter Sixteen
 
    
 
   It has been several months since the accident. Since the plug on my life has been pulled. I am but a shell of a man…my soul left with Adelaide. 
 
    
 
   The police ruled her crash as an accident but I know better. I hired a team of private investigators once I heard some neighbors near the crash saw her run off the road by a black SUV. Once my investigators began to dig deeper though, the eyewitnesses began to sing a different tune. We offered to match whatever their hush money was and double it but no one budged. Not one person who originally reported having seen elements of the accident is speaking now. Somebody got to them and I will not rest until I find out what happened. The police have instructed me to drop it but I have no intention of doing so. It is not an accident when a large vehicle runs a smaller one off the road causing it to flip several times into a ravine. My little angel was heading back from getting her hair cut at a salon in town in preparing for our nuptials two days later. She was on her way to meet at a girlfriend's home for dinner. She must have been followed by whoever has been threatening her, only this time, they made good on their threats. 
 
    
 
   Since the funeral I have not been able to bring myself back to Montreal. Adelaide’s death, it is big news up there and I could not take one more meddling reporter or another bouquet of flowers. After that day, I never returned to her bungalow. I couldn’t bring myself to step foot in there again. It would be too painful. As it is I am on antidepressants until this passes as my doctor has put it. I don’t think pain and despair from the death of the love of your life magically goes away with a little pill but it takes the edge off. 
 
    
 
   Instead of my going to her house, her siblings and parents went. Hannah called me on many occasions telling me there were some important items I needed to come around and collect. Personal effects as she put it. I told her to put them in a box and have it sent to my home in Westmount. I told them not to sell the home or anything that I would pay the mortgage off and that way they could decide at a later time what we should do with it. I told her I did not want a single bit of furniture or decorations removed or rearranged. I need for everything to be just as she left it. 
 
    
 
   She begins to sob. I join her. 
 
    
 
   “Hannah, look if this is too hard on you, just leave it. It’s not going anywhere. We all need to give it some time.” 
 
    
 
   Though for me, time will only be my cruel enemy.
 
    
 
   I hear her blowing her nose over the phone. “Yes I know, I just feel closer to her when I am surrounded by her things. She had bought some things for the baby that she had tucked away in a drawer. It just about did us in. I am so sorry. I mean she is my sister and the bond there is so deep but I know that she was your soul mate and I do understand the difference.”
 
    
 
   I can’t breathe, “I have to go, I’ll let you know when I can come up there, but it won’t be for a while. I need more time.”
 
    
 
   “I understand. Take care Harry.”
 
    
 
   “You too Hannah.”
 
    
 
   Setting the phone down on the desk, I cover my face with my hands and sob. The uncontrollable body wracking convulsive gasps are tearing me apart. I am in so much pain that it’s unbearable. After four months of mourning, I have no idea how to move on with my life. 
 
    
 
   I am in limbo and don’t want to live without Adelaide. My therapist tells me to acknowledge the grief, don't deny it. I acknowledge it alright. But I don’t know how to process it. I feel like I have a constant dark cloud following me. I have nightmares and wake up hoping this entire thing has been a horrific dream within a dream. In the dead of night, when I wake and realize that Adelaide is truly gone the despair debilitates me. I am rendered immobile and incompetent. I’ve taken up jogging and working out again hoping the exercise will help me release the sorrow. It hasn’t. The only thing it has done is made my body lean and strong. I feel anything but strong, however. 
 
    
 
   I decide to take a drive down the coast to my condo development. All units sold a long time ago but I kept two one for income property and the other for a place to get away. With it only being an hour and half from town, it makes the perfect quick escape. And, it’s not a place stamped with Adelaide’s touch. Not like the Pearl District home. This beach condo had been rarely used when she was in town. We gravitated to the winery when she was here or and the bachelor pad in the city. I grimace at the thought of how much time we spent lying in bed looking out the sky-high view of practically the entire city’s skyline. It was a breathtaking view and with my love in my arms, I felt like I was soaring. 
 
    
 
   I arrive to the beach condo late in the day but there is still enough sunlight for a quick spin. I quickly change into my wet suit and grab my board. Running down the path, I make it out to the beach and see that I wasn’t the only one with the idea to catch a few waves before the sunset. It’s a beautiful day despite my feelings of despair, I find breathing the salt air into my lungs cleansing. I take a couple runs and then head in following more experienced surfers lead. I sit on a beached log and watch as the sun finishes its descent. It occurs to me, that Adelaide would not want it like this. She would tell me to move on and live my life. While I can’t live without her, I can at least delve into my work. I’ll just become the richest mother trucker on the planet. No holding back now. I got soft there. Adelaide made me soft. Never again will I allow myself to be vulnerable or exposed. That was my one chance at happiness and apparently it was undeserved and now I am left to figure out what is next. 
 
    
 
   In the morning, I grab my phone and make a few calls. It’s time to get back in the saddle and resume my mogul status. The last call I make before I take a break and head out to surf is to my contractor Karl Halverson. He is surprised to hear from me.
 
    
 
   “Hey hey, good to hear from you. Where the hell have you been? Ready to get underway with those projects?”
 
    
 
   “You have no idea what I have been through.” I clear my throat, “Ah yes, which is why I am calling, I am indeed ready to break ground, but hang on to your hat, I want to get the Glass Towers project under way. We already went through all the plans, permits and studies. I was just waiting on the additional funding and as of this morning, I have the funds I need to go forward with this project. Go clear out your schedule for the next three years, because I am going to keep you busy!”
 
    
 
   Laughing, “You’re kidding right? You do realize I have a full plate as it is?” 
 
    
 
   “I don’t really care, and if you can’t do it, you do realize there are many others that can?”
 
    
 
   He hems and haws for a couple minutes and then asks if he can take a couple days and then call me back.
 
    
 
   “Sure, you get one day and then I start calling other hungry contractors.”
 
    
 
   “Ok. Just let me see what I can do. I DO want this project, but I have to make sure my other projects don’t suffer, I have a reputation to uphold.”
 
    
 
   “Fair enough. I can respect that but I still have my agenda to worry about, not your other clients so call me back tomorrow and let me know if you are going to play it my way or not.”
 
    
 
   Once we hang up I decide to make one last call. 
 
    
 
   “Olivia Castor.”
 
    
 
   “Miss Olivia Castor, my amazing agent, how are you?”
 
    
 
   “Is that you Harrison Towers, my sexiest client?”
 
    
 
   I chuckle, “I do believe you flatter me too much.”
 
    
 
   “Or maybe not enough?” She laughs again.
 
    
 
   “I am ready to resume acquiring more properties. Care to show me some options?”
 
    
 
   “I thought you’d never ask! What do you have in mind honey?”
 
    
 
   I hate it when she pours on her Mrs. Robinson act. Especially now.
 
    
 
   “Maybe something in the country. I want something on the Westside…close to downtown but rural. I want something run down that we can renovate and restore.”
 
    
 
   “Nothing pops in my head immediately but let me do some checking. Do you want acreage?”
 
    
 
   “Yes! Definitely some acreage, I want an estate, a manor house.”
 
    
 
   “Wow, what you described doesn’t usually exist in this area. Those type of homes are closer to town and don’t usually have much more than one to two acres. I do know that in the Vista Hills that frame Portland there are some estates like that but they rarely come on the market. Portland is a relatively new city when you compare it to the Eastern US. So there just aren’t too many of those homes around . I’m up for the challenge though but I warn you, it could take some time so be patient with me.”
 
    
 
   “You are in luck, because I’ve got nothing but plenty of time on my hands. Keep in touch and let me see anything with acreage that comes across your radar. I think I know what I want but I don’t know if I can describe it to anyone. I’ll know it when I see it.”
 
    
 
   “Fair enough. How about I touch base with you as soon as I find a possibility?”
 
    
 
   “Ok”
 
    
 
   “Oh and Harrison, I heard about your tragedy. I want you to know I am truly sorry for your loss. But, I also know how hard it is to move on so, I will not say another word. Just know I have two shoulders should you ever need one.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks Olivia. I best go. Talk soon.” Just when I start to feel a length of strength return, I get a bitter reminder of where I am really at. The tight chest and lump in my throat never seem to go away. Damn it! I don’t want this, none of it! I slam my fist on the table leaving no mark on the wood but a shooting pain traveling up my arm. I would rather feel that sort of pain. 
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   
Chapter Seventeen
 
    
 
   In the last nine months, I have finally made significant progress both emotionally and professionally. It has been exactly thirteen months since Adelaide died. I am now able to think of her without sobbing or choking up… although in the dark of night when the world is it’s loneliest…I do find the overwhelming sadness creep in if I let it. I have been mourning the death of her and my baby for a year straight and I am making every effort to train my focus on my work and nothing else. I have made little or no time for a personal life. I keep my social life to a minimum and that is in the form of making a brief appearance at mandatory events. 
 
    
 
   I turned Adelaide’s house into headquarters for her charity with her family’s approval. In fact, Hannah has been instrumental in helping to make that happen. Adelaide would be happy to know that her home has been turned into a reading resource center and a hub for the fundraising. There is a lot of funds needed to continue to provide counseling and support to schools for children with learning disabilities. 
 
    
 
   On the anniversary of her death, instead of mourning her all over again, Hannah came up with a brilliant way to ensure she leave an everlasting mark on the world. That was the day we chose to do the ribbon cutting ceremony of the new center. We invited everyone and it was a successful fundraiser and a way to make it through the day. 
 
    
 
   I however did not fare so well that night. I created somewhat of a shrine with her picture and the one ultrasound image we had and I sat and cried the remainder of the night. I had to let it out. I have been strong for the last year and have been learning how to live without her by my side but now watching over me. It hasn’t been easy and I have found myself vulnerable and weak at times. I continue to vow that I will never let myself be open and raw again. I will never let myself love or be loved. The loss is far too great to risk it again. 
 
    
 
   The phone rings on my seat next to me in my car. The caller ID reads Olivia Castor. I debate on whether I want to answer the call. She may have found me something to look at so I answer.
 
    
 
   “Harrison Towers.”
 
    
 
   “If it isn’t still my most sexy client!”
 
    
 
   “Hello Olivia, it’s been a while.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, it  has been far too long my dear. Listen, have you any time for the most amazing agent today? I think I have finally located a possible country manor for you.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t have time today I am heading out to the winery as we speak. Can you make it later in the week say, Thursday?”
 
    
 
   “I just so happen to have time Thursday. Say eleven? Oh, and I’m not telling you a thing about it. I want you to base your opinion on your initial reaction. Suffice it to say that it’s in your price range, it has most of the character you are looking for and it has a few things that you did not ask for but I think you will like. Sound good?” 
 
    
 
   “Eleven it is and you have me intrigued. Email me the address and I’ll see you then.”
 
    
 
   “You may want to grab another bottle of champagne, I am betting you will want to celebrate once you see this place!”
 
    
 
   “Hmmm. Enticing. Talk soon.”
 
    
 
   That woman does not change. 
 
    
 
   We meet at her office on Thursday and while I’m standing in the lobby, I notice four 3-D house plans sitting on a white acrylic table. I walk closer and admire the floor plans and the thought that went into the space planning. 
 
    
 
   “That’s a subdivision we are selling. Interested in investing?” 
 
    
 
   “Ah Olivia. Good to see you.” She looks at my outstretched arm and ignores it grabbing me into an embrace.”
 
    
 
   “We’re old friends, handshakes are for strangers and people you don’t like and I really like you.”
 
    
 
   Shaking my head. “It’s been way too long.” I am still laughing under my breath.
 
    
 
   “So you interested?” She points to the plans.
 
    
 
   “No but I am interested in obtaining that architect for the house plans in my subdivision.” I smirk and then walk around the plans to look at the backside. A moment later she too is leaning down looking at me through the windows of the mini house. I stand up. “What Olivia?”
 
    
 
   “Are you going to tell me about this outright or do I have to pull the information out of you?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I’ll tell you but let’s do that on the way to the country manor. Shall we?” I gesture toward the door.
 
    
 
   “Of course, let me just grab my things.” She sashays past the reception desk and disappears. After a few moments she reappears with her handbag, jacket, a stack of papers and a folder. “Ready.” She turns to the receptionist. “I will be out the rest of the day. Take messages and if it’s urgent patch them through, I have my Nextel.” 
 
    
 
   I wait for her out at my car, holding the door open for her. She cackles something unintelligible and while I shut the door, sadness washes over me as a petite blonde passes me on the sidewalk pushing a baby stroller. I watch her as she passes and feel the emptiness inside of me gurgling. I straighten myself and walk around to the driver’s side. I struggle with my resolve for a moment but I get in and muster up a smile. 
 
    
 
   All the way out to the manor house, we chat about my ideas for the Street of Luxury Homes project I want to do. Olivia is full of ideas. She is pleading with me to spearhead the project on behalf of her realty group. 
 
    
 
   “Olivia, I would trust no other group of agents to handle the sales at this project. You should know that!”
 
    
 
   She claps her hands together and squeals. “Oh, this is going to be an amazing project. Are you going to bring in different architects and interior decorators for each lot? How are you planning this?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know, maybe you should advise me on that. You know this  market place better than I do. I just have a few requests to make.” 
 
    
 
   “Sure, such as?”
 
    
 
   “I want one of the home’s designs to be similar to a bungalow but on a grander scale. For the  other home I want it to be ultra modern, high tech, almost cold in feeling. The two homes have to be next door to each other too. The facades have to exhibit cohesion with one another, especially since they are to be pricey million dollar homes in a neighborhood of twenty other homes.” 
 
    
 
   “Wow! Kind of a tall order Harry. A bungalow meets Tron in a neighborhood. Almost sounds like a bad bar joke. This ought to be interesting. Maybe that architect’s work you were admiring in the lobby would be good for the bungalow, but I will have to think about the other.”
 
    
 
   “I already have someone in mind for the Tron house as you put it. I just want someone to really catch the essence of the sweet bungalow home and that guy who designed those homes seems to have the touch I am looking for.”
 
    
 
   “This sounds very personal to you Harry.” She says in a hushed tone. 
 
    
 
   “It is.”
 
    
 
   “Oh turn up there.” She points to a tree lined drive that appears to go on for some distance. 
 
    
 
   Turning down the small lane, I notice that it is overgrown but I can imagine it with manicured grass all along the trimmed and shaped trees. This would be an impressive approach to a manor. Once we are through the clearing there is another large overgrown area of unrecognizable foliage in the middle of a circular drive. I pull up to the house and note that I could have seen her here. It’s her style. 
 
    
 
   I take a deep breath and get out the car. Olivia has already scrambled out of the car and is heading up the grand stairs to the covered wraparound porch. 
 
    
 
   “Oh! This place must have quite a few stories to tell! I didn’t get up here to preview it so this is a first for me seeing it too!” She is struggling with the lockbox. “Ugh, can you help me with this?” 
 
    
 
   She punches her code in again and we hear a click but the box won’t open. We punch in the number once again and the same thing happens. I let go of the box that is attached to the railing. I walk over to the front door and push the knob down with my thumb just in case it’s not really locked… it doesn’t budge. I walk around the perimeter and see no windows open and end up at the back door. I turn the knob and push on it with my body and I feel it budge a little so I do it again and with a loud pop, the door opens. Olivia joins me just as I stumble inward and I turn my head to see the surprised look on her face. “Well, I do hope you plan to buy it now that you have broken in the back door!”
 
    
 
   “The minute we turned down the drive it was mine. Now let’s see what I am in for.”
 
    
 
   She flashes me a knowing look but if only she really knew my thoughts. It is bittersweet for me. Here I am snatching up one property after another. Essentially buying homes for a lonely bachelor who is in purgatory. It is easier to invest in property than people, the risk doesn’t seem to be as great.
 
    
 
   She joins me in what appears to be a mudroom with built in benches, pegs, and cupboards. We pass through the interior door finding ourselves in the dated kitchen. 
 
    
 
   “This is in need a complete gut job. It looks like the last time it was updated was in the 1970’s.” I chuckle,  “The almond appliances and avocado green tiles are awful!” 
 
    
 
   She nods and seems to be speechless. “Although the apron sink is kind of cool…maybe we can salvage that and possibly the base cabinets and island but the rest is just garbage. Let’s see what else this place has to offer.” 
 
    
 
   We head through a butler’s pantry that had all the usual features such as cabinets and a sink. Nothing exciting there. The next room is an enormous dining room with a table that could possibly seat a small softball team. Above the table hangs a magnificent chandelier that I will definitely keep. There are built-in china cabinets with leaded glass windows that Addy would have loved. I stand looking at them envisioning Addy stowing away her pretty dishes after a dinner party. ‘Snap out of it Harrison, I secretly scold myself’.
 
    
 
    The large living room through the arched doorway has a nice view of the over gown yard and valley beyond that. Out in the foyer is a large impressive staircase and an enormous chandelier that is wearing what appears to be a few decades worth of dust. I follow Olivia up the stairs trying not to watch her hips wiggle from side to side.
 
    
 
   “Olivia, what kind of floors are these, do you know?” I ask as we ascend to the next floor on the squeaky steps. 
 
    
 
   “I think once all the years of wear and tear are sanded down, beautiful mahogany flooring will be revealed. Oh and by the way, I read on the listing that there is a ballroom and a gentleman’s study and lady’s parlor on the first floor. We need to take a peek at those when we head back down, before we leave.” 
 
    
 
   “Ok.”
 
    
 
   On this floor there are several bedrooms to one side and then we head in through a door that reveals an enormous room. “This must be the master suite Harry. Oh look, there’s an old bed. What do you want to bet that thing has been here since the house was built?”
 
    
 
   I laugh, “Yeah, it looks so old I wonder if the room was built around it. Can you imagine how many men it took to haul up here?” 
 
    
 
   Looking to the direction of Olivia’s gaze, I see what has her attention. The room is filled with natural light through the many windows that have a spectacular view of the grounds and the valley. I like this room. It is pleasant and doesn’t appear to need too much work. In fact most of the rooms up here just need wood restoration and other cosmetics like a good scrubbing, some paint and new window furnishings. I wander around the room looking in the nooks and crannies and then go into the master bathroom. I turn to Olivia who is following me. “Isn’t this a bit odd for a house of this age to have a master bathroom?”
 
    
 
   “Well, yes and no. I mean you have to figure that whomever had this built clearly had some money and this appears to be a custom job. I am guessing it was to please a woman.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah and what makes you say that?”
 
    
 
   “Well, this built in dressing table for starters and this enormous soaking tub. It is clearly built for at least two. I think the master of the house built everything around pleasing his wife. I think she must have been adored. Look at the intricate detail of this vanity here, the inlaid tiles in this garden motif is quite extraordinary and extremely unusual.”
 
    
 
   I look at what she is referring to and agree that it is unique but not to my taste. I don’t think I can bear to tell her that I would probably demo this room and start from scratch. It feels desperate to me. The man who built this may have been trying to lure his prey rather than already having caught it.
 
    
 
   As we head for the stairs, Olivia points out a servant’s stairway through another door and two other bathrooms. It is an extravagant home for whoever originally built this. At almost a century old, this must have been quite the showplace back then.
 
    
 
   Back on the main level we quickly check out the other rooms we missed on the first pass. I declined from viewing the third floor servant’s quarters and the basement. We head through the kitchen back out to the mudroom then back outside. She looks at the door and then gives me a dirty look. “Ok Mr. Towers, how do you plan to fix this?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t …just leave it. I’m buying it anyway. Let’s get back to town and get the papers drawn up.”
 
    
 
   “Oooh, have I told you lately that you are my most favorite client?”
 
    
 
   “No you haven’t, you’ve only focused on how sexy I am.” I am laughing outside but cringe inside, how lame that must have sounded. 
 
    
 
    “Oh you are such a charmer. Are you going to start working on this house right away too?”
 
    
 
   “No. I am going to sit on it and decide what I want to do with it. I had thought I would make it my personal residence but then it seems to have a microclimate so it might make a nice place to grow grapes. I guess I will know what to do with it when the time is right.” 
 
    
 
   “Well, let’s get back and put this deal together.”
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   
Chapter Eighteen
 
    
 
   Another year has gone by since my Adelaide passed. To honor her, we had another open house at her bungalow and raised more funds to keep her charity thriving. I decide that it is time to make this a bigger foundation and hire a master fundraiser Penelope Swanson. She is a local socialite in Portland, who is well connected and is successful in fundraising. She does not come at a small price however. I have to dip into my own pocket to pay her fees. She is the daughter of a rich lumber and shipping magnate. Needless to say, despite the dwindling lumber industry in Oregon, this family is not affected in the least. Penelope is always at the center of all the movers and shakers events. After our initial meeting, I knew this was just the woman for the job. When I call her to tell her of my decision, she is beyond ecstatic. 
 
    
 
   “Miss Swanson, its Harrison Towers. Did I catch you at a good time?”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, I have all the time for you.” She coos into the phone. 
 
    
 
   “Well, I am just calling to tell you about my decision about the foundation event chair. I have decided to bring you on as the head of the foundation events. I think you are just the person to get that rolling here in Oregon. As you know, my sister-in-law handles the foundation in Montreal so you can work closely with her to get things started. Oh, also I am willing to pay you the fee we discussed plus travel and other expenses. How does that sound?”
 
    
 
   “Perfect! When do we get started?”
 
    
 
   “Well, I’ll have my assistant send over the contract that spells out the terms of agreement and I’ll have Hannah contact you to set up plans for you to meet. I will not be all that involved with the details, I just want final approval where large amounts of money are being spent. Otherwise, I will leave everything else to you and Hannah.”
 
    
 
   “Well, this is great. I am honored you would select me and let me assure you, I am not taking this project on for my salary, I really believe in what you are trying to accomplish. It must be really hard for you to carry on after such a loss.”
 
    
 
   I take a deep jagged breath and then feel the burning urge to get off the phone quickly, the tears have long since been dried but the pain is persistent. “Thank you Penelope. Now, I will pass your number on to Hannah. Expect a call from her in the next day or so. In the meantime, we will send you the contracts to go over. Feel free to email me with any questions you might have…I am glad to have you on board!”
 
    
 
   “Thanks again Harrison I am excited to get started!”
 
    
 
   Once I’m finally off the phone I open my email to see my inbox loaded with messages from the architect, contractors, my attorney and one from Marion. I almost delete the message but something tells me not to. I have avoided her to the best of my ability for the past two years. I rarely travel out to the winery and when I am in the office like today, I instruct the staff to screen my calls for her.  I only travel to Montreal once a month now and never divulge when that will be. 
 
    
 
   I open up the email and instead of reading it word for word I scan it. She is asking for me to meet her. She says I can’t avoid her forever. I beg to differ. I delete the email.
 
    
 
   She has not given up on us, after all this time and all that has happened, she still is convinced we will be together. It’s unbalanced. In fact, in my opinion, she is a stalker. When Adelaide was alive, she would turn up at places we were eating dinner. She made unwanted advances at me and tried to corner me at the winery on many occasions. One time while Addy and I were dating we were heading to Hawaii for a vacation. Once we get there we discover who else should be staying at the Grand Wailea, but Marion! She claimed she had a male travel companion with her but during the entire two weeks, we never laid eyes on him. She was alone every time we saw her at the resort. I kicked myself the entire trip for not renting a private house. 
 
    
 
   I also wondered how it was that she always seems to know my moves. She clearly has an inside track on my personal life. I asked around the Towers Enterprises offices and nobody seemed to know anything. She didn’t seem to succeed with as much in Oregon. I suspect she was paying someone in Montreal to keep her in the loop. Obviously she didn’t have anyone here yet.
 
    
 
   When Marion showed up at the funeral, I had her escorted away. After which, I received a scolding phone call from Mr. Devereaux himself. He said I acted in poor taste and I had better watch the accusations I had been throwing around town that I thought Marion was behind her death. I told him in no uncertain terms that I would someday pin it on her and when I did, he would be the one who would be sorry. 
 
    
 
   When my own father got wind of the conversation, he had his secretary forge a letter of apology from me and sent over with a bottle of scotch. Mr. Devereaux returned the gesture with a cease and desist letter. He blames me for Marion being a mess…he thinks that I ruined her. If he only knew what a disaster she really is. He would have gotten her help a long time before my engagement to her. I decided then and there I would never give up trying to uncover the truth. I would continue to pay the private investigator team to keep looking. I made it clear to them that I didn’t care how long it takes or how much it costs, that someday, I want Marion to be held accountable for her ruining my life. She took my love away from me. For that, she must pay. They assure me that they will be on the lookout for new evidence or information and that they would keep it on the down low. I don’t want to alert the Devereauxs. 
 
    
 
   That was also when I decided that despite the fact I can’t stand the sight of her, I would have to keep her working for the two Towers companies. I figure that at some point, she will slip up and I will be able to out her for the murderer that she is. That saying keep your friends close but your enemies closer applies here. The trouble is that I had no idea that by doing so, I was in fact inviting the devil smack dab into the middle of my life. I think of it like giving the devil and inch and she will take my soul. And that, she almost did.
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   
Chapter Nineteen
 
    
 
   It is mid-October in 2009, I am almost thirty-nine and until now, I managed to keep space between myself and Marion. My father and a few other key personnel are flying to Paris for a four-day wine making symposium. The subject is sparkling wine, specifically champagne, something I am particularly interested in going into production in the next season. My father, despite everything, insists that Marion come along on this trip. He feels that it would be good for her to do sourcing at the trade show that is running concurrently and it wouldn’t hurt to make more contacts. I couldn’t disagree more. 
 
    
 
   “I don’t know what you are thinking, father! I cannot stand to be in the same city as her much less on the same airplane or hotel. This is not appropriate given the circumstances. Not appropriate at all!” I feel veins popping out of my neck as I am hollering. 
 
    
 
   He simply gives me a blank look and then turns back to his desk. “I’ll ask you to lower your voice. I am sorry son, I do understand your views, however, it is important that she go. You don’t have to sit next to her on the plane and the hotel is big enough I am sure you won’t have adjoining rooms. And…”
 
    
 
   “Sure sure, that’s hardly the point and you know it. She had Adelaide killed and I can’t do a damned thing about it, yet. So in the meantime, to keep the peace, I have been working very hard to stay away and focus on my work. It was my idea to go to this in the first place but it certainly never included her!”
 
    
 
   He is looking up at me from his chair void of emotion. How could he be such a cold ass? 
 
    
 
   “I know you believe Marion is out to get you and that she had something to do with Adelaide’s death. But the evidence suggests otherwise. She did not cause Adelaide’s death. You are grieving and I appreciate that…it’s been two years now and you need to put that behind you and live your life. Stop living in the past…”
 
    
 
   “Damn it father! You don’t seem to understand, SOMEBODY wanted to cause her harm. SOMEBODY poisoned her and the baby, and SOMEBODY slashed her tires and threatened her and there was not a fucking thing I could do about it. Not with all the money we have was I able to protect my family. How am I supposed to move on from that? Just turn a blind eye like you would do? Pretend she never existed. Or maybe I should be indulging myself in every woman that comes my way so as to ease the pain.”
 
    
 
   That got him. He is now standing with his chair wheels spinning behind him. He is a man of my same stature so we are staring at each other eye-to-eye. 
 
    
 
   In a low and controlled voice my father speaks after a long silence between us. “You are completely out of line speaking to me like that. I will not tolerate your disrespect. I will forgive you because I know you are hurting and in your convoluted mind, you are convinced of those atrocities are of Marion’s doing.” I begin to interrupt but he holds up his hand. “I am not asking you erase the memory of Adelaide or the baby, but I am suggesting you find some help and figure out how to move forward with your life. And I don’t mean professionally. You are forty this year and it is high time you produce me an heir.” 
 
    
 
   “I was trying to start a family when that bitch interfered. By the way, I have been seeing a therapist for over a year now. The only thing I have clarity on, is that I hate Marion Devereaux and that I never want to be in love again. It hurts too much. I can’t do it.”
 
    
 
   “Then at the very least find you someone with no strings attached. But just know that Towers Enterprises needs and heir someday to carry on the legacy. Do you really think I want your uncle Frederick or his idiot sons to take over? It’s bad enough they have to be allowed to sit on the board and collect a paycheck every month.”
 
    
 
   I laugh, I don’t think my father has ever been that candid with me. He is usually so stoic and all business. My mother is the warm fun one. She is helping Hannah with the foundation now and is in her element. 
 
    
 
   “As for Marion. I suggest you put on your executive hat and keep things strictly professional with her. But maybe you can find yourself some young little Parisian thing to help you blow off some of your steam.”
 
    
 
   My mouth flies open. It takes a lot to shock me, but coming from my father, I am simply floored. “Are you seriously telling to get laid?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, that’s exactly what I am telling you.” He gives me the patented Towers smirk and then rolls his chair back to his desk and takes a seat. “Now if you will excuse me, I have work to finish before we fly out. Since I did charter a plane for the trip, I suggest you keep in mind this trip is crucial to expansion for the wineries. I don’t care if she is in the same airspace as you. Its only nine hours and maybe you can get some sleep, I’ve never seen you so high strung. Oh, and take my advice, you need to find a pressure release somehow.”
 
    
 
   “Fine, I’ll go workout. Know this though, I will not be expected to interact with her. I wonder how Derek is feeling about this, did you tell him he was travelling with his ex-wife?”
 
    
 
   He looks surprised, “Why no, it slipped my mind. Be a good son and tell him, wont you?”
 
    
 
   “Father you are an insufferable old goat. I wonder if you planned this all on purpose.”
 
    
 
   He smirks again, “Now I must get back to my work. See you in the morning.”
 
    
 
   I start to leave, “And son, I expect you on your best behavior. Bon gré mal gré.”
 
    
 
   As I shut the door I bark, “Well, I don’t like it…not one bit.”
 
    
 
   I mumble a few expletives under my breath as I pass by Helen at her station outside my father’s door. She gives me the most pathetic look of sympathy. This is exactly why I despise coming up here. I am much better off in Portland. Nobody knows me there, and no one knows my plight.
 
    
 
   The next morning we fly out on the chartered jet to Paris. The city of love, or in my case, the city of ill repute…if it were up to my father that is. I take a seat toward the back of the plane and spread out the plans for Glass Towers Project. I decided to name the three towers after the rivers as Addy suggested. I plan to dedicate one of the towers to her and the other to the baby. The towers represent the three of us. Forever a family even if we are not together in the flesh. I feel eyes boring into the side of my head and I know it’s that damned bitch. I don’t look up but instead, I continue to pour over the plans and make notes. After a few hours, I finally grow wearing of staring at lines and numbers so I roll up the plans and put into the canister. As I stow the tube under my seat I sit back up and find that Marion has slinked over and has taken the seat next to me. 
 
    
 
   Under my breath I hiss, “Just what do you think you are doing?”
 
    
 
   She actually has the nerve to look surprised, “What do you mean, what am I doing? I came over to say hello. I haven’t seen you in an eternity.”
 
    
 
   “Did it ever occur to you that I don’t want to see you?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah about that, why are you avoiding me? What have I done to deserve your wrath? I have been nothing but friendly with you and you continue to treat me poorly. My therapist says  it because you have unresolved issues towards me. Is that true Harry? Do you still have issues or feelings toward me?”
 
    
 
   The damned bitch. She still knows exactly what buttons to push to get my blood boiling. I take a deep breath and bite at my lip to keep from exploding. I am afraid of what I will do if I allow myself to unleash. I take another breath and then calmly respond, “You know as well as I do that I do not have feelings of the sort for you. In fact, I’ve never had feelings other than contempt and pity for you. Now if you will excuse me, I don’t find anything that we need to discuss and I have more work to do.”
 
    
 
   I turn back to my pad of notes and start to jot down more when I turn and see her still sitting next to me. The look in her eyes say it all. She is not going to back down. I am still in for a fight with her. 
 
    
 
   “You know the old Harry knew how to push my buttons but the new and improved soft Harry only knows how to nudge.” Then she leans over and whispers in my ear, “Has other things gone soft or limp too?” She then moves away glancing down to my groin and then makes her way back up to her seat before I could respond. 
 
    
 
   I grit my teeth so hard I feel the muscle in my jaw flinching. I’m going to take her down if it is the last thing I do. Besides, I am not soft, in any way or shape. Bitch! Out of the corner of my eye I see Derek looking at me. No doubt he too blames me for his marriage to Marion failing. Again, not my doing. She is fixated on me and I honestly don’t understand why. I thought after she married into the Towers clan she would be satisfied. Her daddy takes care of everything for her so she has means. It’s a good thing she is involved in her family’s business though as both of her brothers are spoiled and useless morons. I seriously doubt either one has spent a single day working. Instead they womanize and enjoy every luxury that their vast fortune affords. Not us Towers, we are a hardworking lot…to a fault. Apparently, when we love, we love hard too. 
 
    
 
   Nevermind all that, I just want to get through the next four days and then return to Oregon. I hated leaving while I have two gigantic projects under way. I really did not need to go during this crucial time, but when we originally planned to attend this symposium trip almost a year ago, I had not broken ground yet. I should have cancelled a while back but I am curious about making champagne or bubbly wine so this is going to be useful unless Marion makes a nuisance of herself. I am so deep in thought I barely notice Garrin Leone, a friend of mine who is also an employee is now seated next to me. 
 
    
 
   “Harrison, how have things been for you?” He gives me a no-nonsense look. I know damned well what he is getting at.
 
    
 
   I keep my voice down, “Honestly…things are better. I have my moments… frequently but I keep busy.”
 
    
 
   “Do you still think she was behind it?” He is almost whispering.
 
    
 
   “Damn right!” I blurt out. I don’t care who hears me.
 
    
 
   “Well, keep me posted and let me know if you want me to do some looking into things for you. I gotta say…the evidence just does not point to her. I think she is simply your jealous ex who can’t let you go. If things had been a little different, you may have ended up with her.”
 
    
 
   I shake my head no but I think deep down I know the evidence is not clear-cut. I just feel it in my gut. But my therapist suggests that my convictions are fueled by my anger at her for things that happened between us when we were together. 
 
    
 
   “So Garrin, why did you come on this trip? Production and sourcing, it’s not really your department.”
 
    
 
   “Your father didn’t want you to know, but he felt under the circumstances, I should come to run a buffer of sorts…between you and the rest of the group. Besides, I’m your right hand man, aren’t I? Maybe we can have some fun here?”
 
    
 
   “So…are you saying you came to babysit me? Or is it to make sure I behave?”
 
    
 
   “When you put it that way, it does seem I am your keeper. Well, let’s make the best of it. It can’t hurt my being here and I always enjoy a visit to Paris. Who doesn’t, I usually have a great time with the local women at least.”
 
    
 
   I scoff, “When don’t you have an easy time getting women? Your tall, dark, and handsome routine seems to work no matter where you are. Especially in the United States, women there seem to not get enough of your look.”
 
    
 
   He laughs out loud, “And who do you think you are fooling, I watch women practically swoon over you Towers. It’s no wonder a certain someone is so obsessed…she would always have competition.”   
 
    
 
   I nod, smile, and then cross my arms over my chest shutting my eyes. Maybe I can get a couple hours sleep before I have to deal with that woman again. I predict I am in for more of her antics in the next four days. I try to visualize my sweet Adelaide’s face before I nod off so thoughts of Marion aren’t my last before I doze. I struggle with conjuring up her sweet face. God how I miss her.
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   
Chapter Twenty
 
    
 
   Three days into the conferences and trade shows and I successfully manage to keep Marion at an arm’s length. Having Garrin here has been more useful than I originally thought it would. I always sit by my father and then Garrin sits next to me. It is an easy way to keep her from being close to me, though she is never far. The last night of the trainings they have a formal gala and tastings. This is what I have been looking forward to. Everyone dresses in black tie as it’s a rather formal affair. The hotel and conferencing area is actually just outside of city limits so it has meant most of our time has been spent at the facilities. Garrin and I decide to grab a taxicab and venture into the city before the event, which starts in a couple hours. Decked out in our tuxes, we head out.  
 
    
 
   After checking out three bars on a quaint cobble stone street, we wander out to a main road and hail a taxicab back. Once in the back seat, I realize I have had a couple too many. Now I have to make it through a stuffy dinner and my favorite part, the tastings. I fight to keep myself alert when all I want to do now is head up to my room. Garrin does not seem as snookered as I. Perhaps playing babysitter requires that of him I think sardonically. We arrive back to the hotel conference area and Garrin takes care of paying the driver. I stumble out of the backseat but quickly recover by pointing out these small cars backseats are not made for someone of our height. Garrin just smiles and nods. Probably a good choice on his part to say nothing. Once inside we find our way to our table joining the others.
 
    
 
   My father looks up with a grimace on his face, “You’re late, where have you been? You missed the first of the presentations.”
 
    
 
   “I’m sure I will live, now where is our waiter, I’d like to order a drink.” I shoot my father a challenging look just as it appears he was about to say something. He must have changed his mind as he turns to Derek who is sitting next to him and says something to him instead.
 
    
 
   Without realizing I left myself wide open for what came next. I am busy taking a swig of my whiskey sour when several of the people at my table stand up. Looking up at the stage, I cannot see anyone so I remain seated. As the men sit down I feel an elbow in my ribs, Garrin’s elbow to be exact. I look at him, he nods to the other side of me, and I look and see Marion standing next to the empty seat to my right. Derek had scrambled like a desperate schoolboy to pull out her chair for her then he returns to his seat with a forlorn look on his face. She must have really rocked his world in order for a grown man to be so affected so deeply by a banshee. I ignore her and continue on with my conversation with Harold, our distribution specialist who is sitting on the other side of Garrin. Once salads have been cleared, mine I had hardly touched, I feel a warm hand on my leg.
 
    
 
   Mission accomplished, she now has my attention. I turn to look at her and damn if she didn’t look fucking hot tonight. All I see is red pouty lips and a bosom that appears to have grown with age busting out of the top of her deep red gown. I quickly grab her hand off my leg and with a firm grip around her wrist I hiss under my breath, “Well, look at what I just found caressing my inner thigh, does this belong to you?”
 
    
 
   She actually looks taken aback, but regains her composure quickly. “It is mine, now may I have it back before you bruise it?” I didn’t realize how tight I am squeezing and I immediately release it. 
 
    
 
   “Just watch that it doesn’t go where it doesn’t belong.”
 
    
 
   She downs the rest of her cocktail and then to my horror, her hand darts back under the table grabbing my balls, “Well, maybe it belongs here.” She purrs into my ear. 
 
    
 
   Before I could reach her hand she has given my balls a quick squeeze and then removes her hand, placing her errant hand on the table. I find that I am clenching my jaw again. Every time I am around this woman I am practically giving myself lockjaw.
 
    
 
   “That, is quite enough. I suggest you mind your manners so I don’t make a scene.”
 
    
 
   “You wouldn’t dare make a scene in a room full of so many esteemed winemakers and perhaps even colleagues.” She sticks her chin in the air, “No, I believe that would be a monumental mistake. Now, can you pass the pepper please?”
 
    
 
   She points to the shaker sitting near my plate and I feel like steam is about the escape through my ears. I place the pepper in her hand and look away quickly. I will just make every attempt to ignore her until dinner is over, then I will take my leave, or escape may be more like it. 
 
    
 
   We make it through the rest of the meal and the pairings. I have downed several more rounds of drinks and the room is mighty hazy. Once again, Marion is trying to push my buttons. This time, she places her hand higher up on my thigh and then looks at me licking her lips. I’ve had enough of her taunting me. I hate this vile creature. She is very well behind all of my pain and suffering and loss...my horrible loss. I stand up and Garrin stands up with me. 
 
    
 
   I shake my head no, “You can stay here if you want, I am going back to my room. I suffered through the keynote speaker and dinner, I’m heading to bed now, I had way too much to drink.”
 
    
 
   “Do you want me to help you back?” 
 
    
 
   “No, I’m fine, but thank you. Stay and enjoy the music and dancing. Maybe one of those women over there would like to waltz with you!” I point to a group of elderly distinguished looking women. I elbow him and he elbows back. 
 
    
 
   “Yeah, thanks a lot. I think I’d rather be single the rest of my life.” 
 
    
 
   I walk outside on the terrace for some fresh air just as the music changes from a fast song to a slow dance. The dance floor is filling in and I imagine what it might have been like to dance the night away with Adelaide. Oh dear God Adelaide, my heart is hollow with the emptiness you left behind. 
 
    
 
   After my lungs feel full of crisp evening air I make my way back through the banquet room all the way back through the hotel up the elevator and into my room. I sank down on the floor against the door onto the cold marble floor. I drank way too much and I miss my Adelaide. I am lonely, and I am horny. All three combined is a horrible mix. I clumsily stand up, make my way into the sitting room, pour myself another stiff scotch, and take a swig. I loosen my bow tie and step out of my shoes. I walk over to the windows and peer out at the view. Though we are on the outskirts of the city, I can still see the tower lit up in all its glory. We never made it here together. I promised her I would bring her here but we never found the time. Or maybe I just never found the time. I wonder if I had been up there more if the course of events would not have happened. I was there the night of the crash but if I had been there more frequently or permanently maybe things would have been different. This and many other things I will never know. 
 
    
 
   I am so deep in my sorrowful thoughts that I don’t hear the door at first. I look out the peephole and don’t see anyone. So I stand and wait, maybe I was hearing things. After a few seconds, I hear a soft knock again and I throw open the door. 
 
    
 
   “Shit! What the hell are you doing here?”
 
    
 
   “Oh come on, I brought some liquid fun! I just won it as a door prize. Or maybe it’s more of a booby prize!” She tucks the  bottle of champagne into the bodice of her dress parking it between her boobs.
 
    
 
   “What do you want? You know I despise you and don’t want you anywhere near me why the hell would you show up to my room. You want more verbal assaults or do you just want to be rejected by me again?”
 
    
 
   She sticks out her bottom lip and pouts. “But Harry, I thought I would share my winnings with you. Besides, when’s the last time you had a woman? Have you gone chaste or can’t you get it up anymore?”
 
    
 
   I grab her by the wrist and bark at her, “I can get it up just fine. I don’t need you to insult my manhood. I can still fuck the living shit out of you or any other woman if I so choose!” 
 
    
 
   “Hmm, that sounds good,” she purrs, “Get me a glass.” She jerks her arm away from my grasp and walks past me into my suite. She pulls the bottle out of her dress and thrusts it at me. “Don’t spill when you pop my cork!”
 
    
 
   “What do you think you are doing? Get out of here!” I am still standing in the doorway with the door wide open and the bottle of champagne in my hand. “Marion! I’m serious, I want you out of here!” I am hollering now. Just as I am about to say something else the door across the hall opens and a man pokes his head out telling me to keep it down. I nod and then shut my own door. Damn it!
 
    
 
   As I storm into the sitting room in a loud voice, “I’m fucking serious, you need to…” Then I stop dead in my tracks as Marion is standing in the middle of the room with nothing on but her necklace, heels, and red satin skimpy panties.
 
    
 
   She looks at me under hooded eyes, licking her lips, “I’m serious too.” Then she holds up two drinking cups, “Look, I found glasses.” 
 
    
 
   I shake my head at her and start to walk out of the room toward the front door, she grabs the bottle out of my hands and says “If you can’t pop the cork then I will.”  
 
    
 
   I whirl around, “Enough of your innuendos, what do you want from me? I’m really trying to keep my cool but I am about to throw you out on your ear, no clothes and all.”
 
    
 
   She turns around and aims the bottle at the wall. POP! Goes the bottle with a minor amount of spillage. She licks the bubbly liquid off the bottle, taking care to wrap her full lips around the mouth. I sigh knowing full well what she is trying to do. It’s not working for my head but my damned dick has other ideas. I ignore my nether region’s betrayal and wait for her to answer me. I continue to watch as she pours two glasses, picking both up and delivering mine to me. I have a hard time not focusing on her naked body and her boobs jiggling as she walks toward me. I also have a hard time with her closeness knowing full well that she is a fun fuck. 
 
    
 
   With my back to her, I set the glass down, refill my own glass with more Scotch, and then slam it followed by another. 
 
    
 
   “Whoa, slow down captain!”
 
    
 
   “I’ll drink however much I want. You have no right to be here anyway and I’d like you to get dressed and leave. I turn around to see her standing in the same place with her glass empty. She picks up my discarded glass and takes a few sips looking at me over the rim of her glass. 
 
    
 
   I feel like we are at an impasse. She is silently refusing to leave and I have not physically forced her yet. With all my being, I just want the bitch to leave, but something is stopping me from insisting. Must be the liquor.
 
    
 
   I take the last of my drink into my mouth and swish it around then swallow the warm rich liquid. She is watching me as I am watching her. She doesn’t flinch as I take a couple steps toward her. “I’ll ask you for the last time, what is it you want from me?”
 
    
 
   She laughs and drinks the rest of the bubbly liquid. “What are you stupid. Are you really asking me that? Isn’t it obvious, I want you to screw my brains out and I think you want me.” She grabs my bulge and then coos, “Oh yes, I do believe you want me really bad. It’s been a while hasn’t it.”
 
    
 
   I grab her hand away but she drops her glass and wraps her arm around my back. She pulls herself into my body grinding hers on me. I know I should push her away but her warm body feels good against mine. 
 
    
 
   She grabs my ass and pulls me closer, as I find myself giving in to her persistent advances. Before I realize what I am allowing myself to do, I take back control, push her up against the wall, and aggressively return her kiss. She bites my lip and I feel a moment of pain and the taste of blood as I hear my own voice yell out. I push my knee up between her legs forcing her to spread. I shove my hand down her panties and force my fingers inside her hot sex. She moans and throws her head against the wall. I work my fingers in and out of her as she writhes between me and the wall. I withdraw my hand from her as she works on removing my pants. Once I am naked I push her toward the sofa knocking over the coffee table in the process. I trip over the leg of the coffee table landing on the edge of the sofa knocking the wind out of me. I have never been a klutz. It’s due to the alcohol. My head is so fuzzy I can hardly focus. She is grabbing at me urging my body onto hers as she spreads herself wide open for my entry. Once I am fully inserted into her welcoming body, I begin moving in and out while losing almost all sense of reality. 
 
    
 
   I look down at Adelaide and smile. I settle into a steady pace focusing on keeping myself erect. Fighting the effects of the alcohol. She moans and claws ferociously at my ass while I increase my speed. I don’t realize that I am pounding her so hard that she has now given up clawing my back and is hanging onto the edges of the sofa for support. I hold off my release as long as I can when I finally can’t take it any longer. As I blow, I yell out her name over and over again, “Oh Adelaide, Adelaide, my love!”
 
    
 
   As I move off her I stand up and try to re-focus and as I do so, I realize that in my stupor, I mistook Marion for Adelaide. 
 
    
 
   Oh the devil has taken my soul. My God, what have I done? I reach down, grab my shirt laying there, and wipe myself off while my body sways fighting to stay upright. 
 
    
 
   The next thing I remember is her voice shrieking at me about calling her the wrong name and the room spinning. Then everything fades to black.
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   
Chapter Twenty-One
 
    
 
   I slowly sit up on the sofa I am draped over. My head is pounding so hard, it feels like I have a vice grip tightly attached to it. My back and butt burns from being scratched. Looking around the room, furniture is turned over, clothes are strewn everywhere and two empty bottles lay in the middle of the floor. Trying to get up, I push my hands below me and the room spins… I feel sick. I manage to push off the sofa after a second try and stumble my way to the bathroom noticing a passed out Marion in my bed. 
 
    
 
   After getting sick, I get into the shower and turn the water on cold. I sit down on the marble shower floor in a hunched over position. I am sickened. I am horrified that I slept with the person who I hate most. What the hell is the matter with me! What transpired with Marion keeps playing over and over in my mind. I can’t escape the visuals of my body connected to hers, lips on lips, bodies mashed together. I wish I could wash my mind clean. No amount of time in this shower is going to cleanse the dirty, soiled feeling I have. I sold out to the devil and I lost. The bitch has won. 
 
    
 
   I wash myself over and over scrubbing my skin almost raw. How could I betray Adelaide in this way, and forsake her memory. I step out of the shower and dry myself off. I look into the mirror and despise the man looking back at me. I spit at my reflection while I wrap the towel around my hips. In the bedroom, Marion is still lying sprawled across the bed. I quietly walk past her and get dressed. I walk back out into the main room and retrieve most of her clothes. I bring them with me into the room and throw them on her. 
 
    
 
   “Get up.” I say in a loud stern voice. She doesn’t stir. I firmly shake her. “Get up!” She opens one eye and looks at me with a furrow of her brow. 
 
    
 
   “What? What time is it?” 
 
    
 
   “It’s 4:30 in the morning, now get up!” I pull my suitcase out of the closet place it on the edge of the bed and begin packing my belongings. 
 
    
 
   She props herself up on her elbow and then growls, “Why are you up and packing? Seriously, what the hell are you doing?” She pats the bed beside her, “Why don’t you come to bed, we can talk about this in the morning.”
 
    
 
   I muster up some self-control because every fiber of my being wants to shout at her, probably waking the entire floor. Taking a deep breath I silently count, one, two, three. 
 
    
 
   In a calm voice, “I am packing my bags and going home. Now get up and get dressed. Go back to your room and don’t ever try to contact me again.”
 
    
 
   She is now sitting in the middle of the bed…naked…wearing a smug smile. God how I want to wipe that smug look off her face. What is wrong with this woman…what is wrong with me?
 
    
 
   “Nobody is going to scold you for having sex with me. It was simply two lonely, drunk people on a business trip together. Nobody could find fault with that. Now come to bed and sleep the rest of your stupor off.” She crawls on all fours to find her way under the covers. 
 
    
 
   “NO!” I yell. I am going home, and you are leaving my room.” I pick up her dress and chuck it at her.
 
    
 
   She lets it land next to her on the bed and sticks her bottom lip out. 
 
    
 
   “Aren’t you a little old for the pouty school girl look? It’s not working on me. I’m not going to ask you again. Get dressed!”
 
    
 
   “You are really disappointing me. I thought we’d go for another round. How about we knock another one out? You can take out your aggressions on me…I can take it, just don’t call me by the wrong name again.”
 
    
 
   “Do you hear yourself? Where is your self-respect? Nevermind, don’t answer.”
 
    
 
    I retrieve my personal items in the bathroom and then pack them in my case. I remember my tuxedo in the sitting room. When I go out there I look at the scene before me and feel completely nauseated all over again. I am so disgusted with myself but I can’t focus on that right now. I finish restoring the furniture and picking up the rest of the mess. Back in the bedroom I discover she is refusing to get dressed, she is still in bed with no clothes on. I throw her panties and shoes onto the bed next to her. I finish stowing away my belongings and close the case. Placing my jacket over my arm I start to head out the door and then I turn back. I see tears are forming in her eyes. Once again I count to three and take a deep cleansing breath.
 
    
 
   “Save the tears for some other poor sap who gives a shit. This was nothing more than a one night enormous mistake. Don’t fool yourself for one minute that it was anything more than that. You must have a low self-esteem to throw yourself at me like that. Let me just assure you that will never happen again.” She starts to speak but I shake my head, “Do yourself a favor and don’t say a word. I have had enough of you. Don’t bother going back to your room, feel free to stay here but keep in mind I am checking out.”
 
    
 
   I don’t wait for an answer, I leave the room, stopping off at the front desk to check out making sure she doesn’t have any services or amenities at my expense.
 
    
 
   I manage to purchase two first class seats next to each other. This way I don’t have to deal with anyone on the long flight home. I am flying to straight to Oregon. I have a layover in New York with nothing but time to think about how  I have dishonored Adelaide’s memory and for that, I have to pay for it with my own guilt. 
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   
Chapter Twenty-Two
 
    
 
   One year later, I am back in Montreal for my parent’s 40th wedding anniversary. Its late spring and a lot has progressed in my life. I have been learning to live without Adelaide. It has been hard to let her go but I have made peace with things as best I can. I have sunk myself into my work. I have both of my big projects coming to completion within the next year. 
 
    
 
   I am throwing my parents a huge bash to celebrate their anniversary. I invited all of their friends and our extensive family. While the Devereauxs are invited, I am hoping Marion does not come. After the one nightstand with her in Paris last fall, I have gone back to avoiding her as much as humanly possible. The difficulty is that she still consults at both my winery and Towers Enterprises. I email with her out of necessity and we occasionally attend some of the same meetings and functions that I couldn’t avoid. With that, I have not interacted with her. I catch her looking at me but I do not return her gaze. I treat her like she is invisible. 
 
    
 
   At the advice of my therapist, I have begun dating casually again. Truth be told though, nobody holds a candle to Adelaide. I try not to compare but I can’t help myself. There was such a sweetness and raw honesty about her. Women like her are a rare breed especially when you consider I am a wealthy man. It’s always hard to know if someone is interested in me, or my money and I am just not ready to invest anyway. I prefer no strings attached, no expectations. It’s hard to find a woman who doesn’t want a ring on her finger so I remain prone to superficial entanglements that are easy to walk away from. There are plenty of those kinds of women around. They tend to be too young and too eager…making them easy to spot. I never want for someone warming my bed. I know Adelaide would never approve but I have to stop viewing everything I do as something I need to seek her approval. It’s not a sustainable way to live. 
 
    
 
   At the anniversary party, old friends and family got up, gave speeches, and toasted to the couple. Toward the end of the evening, I look over and see how my father looks at my mother. I know that I would have had that with her if we’d had the chance. I get that old empty feeling back, one that I have spent over three years trying to get past. At the end of the evening as I am walking out to my car my father stops me.
 
    
 
   “Son, thank you for the party. It was wonderful and your mother had a fantastic time. I don’t know how you tracked down everyone from our wedding party.” 
 
    
 
   “I know! It’s hard to believe they are all still alive.” He laughs. “I got a little help from Garrin, he really did most of the work tracking them all down. I’m glad you had a good time. Seeing the look on mom’s face tonight made the whole night.”  
 
    
 
   He pats me on the back.
 
    
 
   “You are a good man, son. I pray every day that someday, you will find the love of your life to replace the love you have lost. Before you say anything, listen to this; someday you will meet someone who takes your breath away. Don’t dismiss it. Act on it. I don’t want you lonely the rest of your life. Besides, you still owe me an heir.” He winks at me.
 
    
 
   “Okay father, I’ll take that under advisement.”Now, I have to head back to the airport to fly back to Portland on a red eye tonight.”
 
    
 
   “So soon, you just got here yesterday!”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I’m afraid so. I have a piece of property to look at Saturday morning that is just hitting the market. It’s a hot beachfront property that will no doubt go quick. Olivia has an inside track so I get to see it before it’s officially listed Monday.”
 
    
 
   “My son, the real estate mogul. You work too hard.”
 
    
 
   “Ha, look who is talking! I learned that from you. I’ll say goodbye to mom on my way out.”
 
    
 
   “Son…I love you.” He says quickly and then looks away.
 
    
 
   In all my almost forty-two years, I can only remember my father saying that to me a handful of times. The last of which at Adelaide’s service. 
 
    
 
   “I love you too father.” We give each a slap on the back and a sideways hug and then I take my leave of the opulent hotel ballroom. 
 
    
 
   After saying my goodbyes to my mom, I leave to head to the airport. On the ride,  I think about what my father said about being open to loving someone again. Hell, I would be tempted to let myself if I could find someone who measures up. I don’t have the same optimism as he. Furthermore, in all truth, even if I did meet someone worthy, I really don’t have the desire to risk the loss again. No. I am better off alone with companions from time to time.
 
    
 
   Once I arrive back in Portland I head back to my condo in the Pearl to catch up on much needed sleep. I think I must have slept the entire day away. Its late in the afternoon as I head to my offices in a high rise building I had purchased last year. Since it’s a Friday night, none of my staff will be there. I am sitting in my glass-enclosed office and I see a reflection. At first I ignore and chalk it up to shadow play. I look back to my computer screen. But a few seconds later, I see it again. It’s like a faint female shadow…If I didn’t know any better, I would guess it were Adelaide. I get up from my seat and walk toward the reflection in the glass. As I get closer it seems more vivid. I barely recognize my voice as I say her name. Just as I reach the glass window, the image disappears and all I see is dusk and the city skyline. I shake my head realizing maybe I do work too hard. I turn around and let out a yell. Standing in the doorway to my office is that damned bitch, Marion.
 
    
 
   “You just scared the hell out of me! What do you want…why are you here? How are you here in my office?”
 
    
 
   She saunters in my office with a bemused look on her face. “Are you talking to yourself in here Harrison?” She laughs. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”
 
    
 
   “Stop right there. I’m not engaging in your rhetoric tonight. I’m too tired.”
 
    
 
   ‘Fine.” She pouts. “I was actually going out to the winery tonight. I just flew in but I thought there were some briefs for the fundraiser ready to go for my meeting Monday with Penelope that I needed to pick up. That’s the only reason I am here.”
 
    
 
   I expel the air I was holding. I am relieved that it seems I may not need to fight her. “Ok so how do you have access to the offices after hours? I don’t recall issuing you pass cards and a key.”
 
    
 
   “You didn’t but your secretary Hilary happily got that together for me. It seems ridiculous that I didn’t have access to my place of work.”
 
    
 
   “This isn’t your place of work, you aren’t an employee. You are a contractor so therefore, you don’t have the same benefits as an employee. However, I’m not going to fight you on this because as a longtime contractor for the company, I do see the value of you have adequate access. But, no funny business Marion. I mean it. You do anything sideways toward me, and I go to the board.”
 
    
 
   She makes a choking sound, “Do you realize any time we have a conversation these days you follow everything up with threatening to go to your board if I misbehave?”
 
    
 
   “That’s because the few times we have spoken over the last several years, it’s about you being delusional and you wanting to control me somehow. It’s never actually about business with you, no matter what, it always gets personal with you. I am the one that got away and you can’t stand that.”
 
    
 
   “You are so damned arrogant, you really do think everything revolves around you. I don’t care that you got away. I can still have you any time I want you. I proved that to you in Paris. Which by the way, I am still mad at how you just left me there after you ravaged every inch of my body. I didn’t realize you have resorted to use me and abuse me type of sex these days. You were never the one night stand kind of guy.”
 
    
 
   “Well things change and I’m not actually having this conversation with you now or ever. Paris was a monumental mistake…one that I can assure you without a doubt will never in a million years happen again.”
 
    
 
   “Oh that’s too bad, I liked how you took what you wanted and then threw me away.” Her voice dripping with sarcasm.
 
    
 
   “If you are looking for an apology you won’t find one in this office. I’m leaving so you need to get whatever it is you came here for and leave as well. I despise you but I will at least make sure you make it safely to your car.”
 
    
 
   I snatch a stack of papers off the desk, usher her out of the room, and then lock it. I wait for her to get the items she came here for and we leave the offices together. In the elevator down she tried to make small talk but I didn’t engage. We walk to her car and once she is in, I turn to leave. “I know you hate me, for reasons I can’t figure out, but can’t we just get past this. I really would like to extend the olive branch.”
 
    
 
   My blood is starting to boil and before I unleash on her, I try the exercise my therapist gave me again and count to three. I turn around and face her looking at her through her rolled down window, “I have reason to believe that you had Adelaide hunted and killed. I haven’t been able to prove it yet, but when I do, I will have you lynched for what you did.”  I start to turn but add my final say, “I have no choice but to comply by my father and boards decision to continue to work with you and your family’s business. As such, since we are forced to work together, I will agree to remain civil for professional purposes only. Do not ever make the mistake of thinking that because I am civil I have changed my feelings toward you. In fact, when you harassed and killed Adelaide and the baby, with her death, you died too. You are dead to me and are merely someone I have to deal with in business. Nothing more. And let myself be clear, I am only allowing you into Towers Enterprises, not Towers Holdings. My investment and development firm is none of your concern.”
 
    
 
   Her mouth is poised to speak but nothing comes out. I find it hard to believe she is speechless. “Do you understand Marion?”
 
    
 
   “What baby? I don’t know what you are talking about?”
 
    
 
   “Oh come on, playing stupid is not going to work on me. You know damned well Adelaide was pregnant.”
 
    
 
   She shakes her head then the words come tumbling out, “What the hell Harry? I did NOT know she was pregnant, and  I did nothing to Adelaide, she was never right for you anyway. I will happily keep my distance from you, you arrogant asshole. Someday you will come to see that you and I were meant to be, you have just lost your way.” She starts up her car and throws it in drive, “Get out of my way before I run your ass over.”  I jump to the side as she turns the wheel sharply so as to swerve her car in my direction then she angles it to speed out of the garage ramp. 
 
    
 
   What a bitch.
 
    
 
   I walk over to my black Range Rover SUV and get in. I sit staring at the cement wall for a few minutes letting my pulse return to normal. I always feel sick to my stomach after my interactions with her. It’s like she is the plague and sucks the life out of me. Before she interrupted me in my office, I had that weird experience where I saw Addy in the window. I know that’s not what I really saw and that it was my mind playing tricks on me. I wonder if it means I have a problem, like a psychosis. I sure hope not. After everything I have been through I hope it is from my fatigue and nothing more. 
 
    
 
   Monday morning I roll into Cannon beach bright and early. After a good night’s sleep, I woke up extra early and made the hour and half drive to catch the sunrise on my surfboard. When I arrived to my condo, I threw my things onto the floor in the living room and suited up for the cold early summer Pacific Ocean. Hell, this ocean is always cold but later in the season it is more bearable. This morning is especially glorious with a cornflower blue sky and crispness in the air. I lay on my board and paddle past the break line and then I sit straddling the board just in time to watch the rest of the sunrise in the East. The red and orange glow touching the treetops on the distant mountains catches my breath for a moment. All of the sudden, I feel hopeful. My chest isn’t as heavy as usual. Feeling a burst of exuberance, I surf my brains out for the next hour. I chat with some of the other regulars to this spot. Conditions have been crummy lately so today they are showing up by the droves. I feel the energy and excitement spreading like wild fire. Yes, I do believe today is going to be a good day. I just might surf the rest of the day after I view the property with Olivia. 
 
    
 
   After I head back to the condo and get showered, I drive down Highway 101 to meet Olivia at the property. I feel youthful today like somehow a weight has been lifted off my shoulders. I am not sure as to what has changed or what I can attribute this feeling to. Perhaps it was setting things straight with Marion last  night. Or maybe it was my so-called apparitional visit. It could be none of that but the results of a good night’s sleep. No matter what, I want to keep this feeling, it kind of feels like me again. 
 
    
 
    “Ah Olivia, you are looking well. Pink suits you.” I give her a sideways hug.
 
    
 
   I do believe she is blushing.
 
    
 
   “Thank you…you are looking especially well today yourself.” She tilts her head, “What is going on with you? Are you a man in love or did you just get some?” Her hand flies to her mouth. “Sorry, scratch that last comment, not very professional of me. But you look different today…seriously, what’s up?”
 
    
 
   I shrug my shoulders and bite my lip, “Since when has not sounding professional stopped you from speaking your mind?” We both laugh.
 
    
 
   “You know what Olivia, I just got a really great night’s sleep.  Plus, this morning, I got down here early enough to see a spectacular sunset over those mountains while sitting in the water on my board. Now, I am here with my most amazing agent about to decide on whether or not this property is worth my money. What more can I ask for today?”
 
    
 
   “Well, I can’t argue with that. It’s good to see you with a smile on your face. Come let’s take a peek here.” Her heels sink into the sandy lot making it hard for her to walk as we traipse through to the edge of the property that overlooks the ocean. “Damn, I don’t know what I was thinking wearing heels to the beach.” With one hand on my arm to steady herself, she removes her heels. “There, that’s better.” 
 
    
 
   We walk down a crude makeshift path to the beach and I turn around to look at the property from the ocean side perspective.  I imagine that this would be a fantastic location for a small but upscale property development. The zoning is perfect for it. I could put four to five houses here with a community park in the middle. I’ll make it an exclusive gated entry.
 
    
 
   I turn to Olivia who has her back to me facing the ocean. “I’ll take it. I crunched the numbers already and when I am ready to develop this, I’ll make some money.”
 
    
 
   She claps her hands together. “Great, shall we go to my hotel and draw up papers or your condo?”
 
    
 
   “Neither, if you don’t mind, give them a verbal offer for me and then send the papers over for me to sign. It’s such a great day out I want to get in some more surfing. Maybe we can finish the papers over an early dinner?”
 
    
 
   “Oh honey, I would love to but I have my family down here with me. Even the hubby, we are going to counseling trying to make things work. There’s a new restaurant by that new art gallery on the main drag in Cannon Beach we are dying to try out. Say, you are welcome to join us.”
 
    
 
   “Nah, I don’t want to intrude on your family time. Just fax the docs to my office and I’ll send it back to you.”
 
    
 
   Back up at the cars I give her a hug goodbye and whistle while I get back in my car. 
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   
Chapter Twenty-Three
 
    
 
   Heading in from another killer run on my board I catch an amusing site on shore. There is a brunette woman walking a dog in a long flowing white dress. Well actually, it appears the dog is walking her. I watch as she makes her way along the shore picking up shells along the way. Occasionally she stops to smile at a child flying a kite, then gets jerked along by the exuberant dog. I move out of the water and unzip my suit letting it fall to my waist. The sun on my cold skin feels wonderful. I close my eyes and tilt my face toward the sun feeling its warmth radiating through my body. I open my eyes to see the woman has stopped walking and is standing close to forty feet away from me just staring at me. 
 
    
 
   I smile at her and say, “Good afternoon.” She then looks around her as if I was speaking to someone else. Then I notice she has dropped the leash and the dog seizes the opportunity and heads over to the nearby blanket to partake in the couple’s picnic. 
 
    
 
   All the while the gorgeous unassuming creature turns back to me and says, “What?”
 
    
 
   She has no clue her dog is pulling a Yogi Bear and heading straight for their basket. I point, “Isn’t that your dog?” I say in a loud voice since she obviously can’t hear me very well.
 
    
 
   The look of shock on her beautiful face was comical. She shouts, “No! I mean yes! I mean... Stormy, No! Down Stormy!” Then she runs up the beach to catch the wet and sandy beast.
 
    
 
   Laughing, I pull my suit back up and paddle my way back out past the break. I watch the poor thing running around the beach after the dog. As the next swell comes in, I think to myself I could watch her all day. She is slim, graceful, and awkward all at once. I wonder who she is. Someone like her is probably married with children and that was their family dog. 
 
    
 
   I look over to the thatch of trees and bushes behind the couple on the blanket and notice a long camera lens sticking out one of the bushes. I start to head in to get a closer look when the camera disappears into the  thicket and it’s obvious that someone is retreating given the rustling of bushes left in their wake. He obviously did not want to be found and saw that I had spotted him. I wonder why the hell someone would be taking pictures of me on the beach, hiding. How fucking weird! 
 
    
 
   I turn to see if the intriguing woman was still struggling with her dog and it appears she has left the area. I look up and down the beach and see no sight of her. Damn!  
 
    
 
   Finishing out my day surfing as the sun starts to set. A few other regulars are calling it a day as well. I walk over to a group of them and listen to their usual banter. Tonight, they have my interest piqued.  I hear the younger blonde kid with a funky nose that had been broken by his board talking about the girl in the white dress. Ah, maybe I wasn’t the only one who took notice.
 
    
 
   “You mean the one with the dog?” Another guy asks.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, that’s right she had a long haired black and white dog. She was smoking hot bro!”
 
    
 
   Okay, I’ll bite, “Anyone know who she is? Local? Tourist maybe?”
 
    
 
   Doc a local surfboard builder and repairman, hence his name doc, jumps in the conversation. “I think I seen that dog at the new Art Gallery on Hemlock.” All the guys look at him with curiosity, “What? It’s next door to the Shore Tender Pub.” 
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I think I saw the dog out front before but not with the girl. I heard the folks who own it,  have a daughter from Portland.” Another guy Phil chimes in.
 
    
 
   “Well maybe we should take up going to art galleries if girls like that are around them.” The kid with the nose replies. 
 
    
 
   I excuse myself and head back up to my car. I place a call to Garrin Leone. 
 
    
 
   “Hey man. I’m sorry for calling late but I have a little job for you. It might be pointless and is definitely impetuous but I saw a woman today whom I want you to find.”
 
    
 
   “Who is she and why do you need me to find her?”
 
    
 
   “That’s just it, I saw her on the beach and spoke to her briefly. She was walking her dog and I was surfing but I felt something. It was weird. I can’t explain myself.”
 
    
 
   “Okay so do you know her name? Or, where she lives, anything?”
 
    
 
   “Not exactly. We didn’t really talk or introduce ourselves. It was a chance meeting, albeit ever so brief. I need to know who she is. It’s odd I know but could you just help me?”
 
    
 
   He sighs, “Yeah sure. I’ll give it a try. What DO you know?”
 
    
 
   “Well, I know her parents own a gallery in Cannon beach, Oregon. They have a dog that is black and white. One of the locals thinks she is from Portland.”
 
    
 
   “Seriously, that’s it? He chuckles, “Not a lot to go on but at least there’s the gallery. You don’t know the name of the Gallery do you?”
 
    
 
   “No but they said it is on Hemlock near a pub called Shore Tender.”
 
    
 
   “That’s something at least. I’ll let you know if I find out anything. In the meantime, I’m tired and I need to get back to bed. It’s almost eleven here.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks, I appreciate it. Bye!”
 
    
 
   Heading back to my condo I smile to myself. I have no idea what I think I am doing. Why on earth would I track down a woman whom I exchanged a few words with? Maybe it’s the thrill of the hunt or the unknown. I do know one thing, she caused something to stir deep inside me that I have not felt in a long time and it’s not my libido. It’s something else. Odd.  
 
    
 
   Three weeks later, Garrin sends me a text to call him. He tracked down the girl in the white dress.
 
    
 
   “Harrison. I finally got around to looking into that woman on the beach and I got some information about her.”
 
    
 
   “That’s what your text said, so tell me about her.”
 
    
 
   “Her name is Danielle Austen-Pyne. She lives in Portland and your guys were correct, her parents own that gallery. Word has it that she is going through or just finished a divorce and works as an interior decorator somewhere downtown Portland.”
 
    
 
   “Do you have a place of work?”
 
    
 
   “No but I am guessing you can look her up. She can probably be found on someone’s website as part of their staff or something. Right?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I have a few ideas. Thanks Garrin. I appreciate it!”
 
    
 
   “Don’t mention it but Harry, I don’t know what you are hoping to accomplish but don’t get your hopes up. It’s kind of a strange way to meet someone…tracking them down after a brief encounter. Some might consider it borderline stalker.” He laughs. 
 
    
 
   “Trust me. My hopes are anything but riled up. I don’t know what is driving me but I have this intense urge to find her. It may lead to nothing but a torrid affair or nothing at all. Whatever it is, I want to find out.”
 
    
 
   “Okay. You know I’m here for you. Let me know if you need anything else. Hey, maybe we can play some golf next time you are up?”
 
    
 
   “Sounds good. Thanks again.”
 
    
 
   Now I need to forge a plan to track this mystery woman down. Danielle Austen-Pyne, I’m intrigued. 
 
    
 
   A couple months later I receive a call from an excited Olivia. “Harry, I found her, I found your decorator girl for you! Well, kind of at least. It’s actually a funny story. I was at the Women’s Group of Realtors boutique fundraiser last night. It’s a time where vendors set up a shopping boutique and donate a portion of their proceeds or pay a fee to set up a table to advertise their services to the members.”
 
    
 
   “And?”
 
    
 
   “And…I was visiting with some of my friends while wandering from table to table and who should I stumble upon but your Danielle Austen-Pyne Design.” She squeals, she is simply lovely and what a sweet personality.”
 
    
 
   I laugh, “Slow down Olivia, did you get her contact information?”
 
    
 
   “Did I ever. You can imagine my surprise when I came across her name. I actually pulled up the email you sent asking me to keep my ears open for her name. I mean I thought you were ridiculous for suggesting that I would run into her.”
 
    
 
   “Well I figured when you would set about finding decorators for the luxury homes project you may have an opportunity. I was right, wasn’t I?”
 
    
 
   “Yes you were. So, do you want me to contact her? Did you want to meet with her first? How do you want to handle this?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t want her to know I basically stalked her or sought her out. Instead, I want you to contact her and make it seem she is bidding on it.”
 
    
 
   “Okay but do you realize the only house left is the Tron house? It’s the only one we haven’t assigned a designer. Are you sure you want her to decorate that one?”
 
    
 
   “I want her to bid on the Tron house, I am sure.”
 
    
 
   “Okay, your wish is my command.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you Genie. Now contact her and lead her to believe she is bidding on the project. In fact, see if you can send her an invite to submit herself and then lead her to believe she worked hard to get it. Maybe ask for professional references, that sort of thing. Then call her and offer her the project a few weeks later. That will give her just under nine months to complete the job. You will report to me her progress and when the time is right and if I so choose, I will meet with her.” I know it’s crazy, but I am drawn to her for reasons unknown to me. I have to follow my gut. 
 
    
 
   “Understood.”
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   
Chapter Twenty-Four
 
    
 
   Almost nine months later the project is complete and we are about to open the Street of Luxury Homes to the public. We haven’t officially listed the homes yet and Olivia and her crack sales team have sold nearly half the homes during the V.I.P preview days. I am encouraged about that given the economy. The housing market is in such a down turn that I was taking an enormous risk in going forward with upscale homes. It seems there is a market for this price point, if you have the right agents marketing it properly.
 
    
 
   I’ve made my final walk through of the other twenty homes, leaving the so-called bungalow and Tron house for last. I laugh inside, when did I ever agree to calling it the Tron house anyway? I finished walking through the bungalow house and am very pleased how the decorator managed to capture the essence of the bungalow I was trying to recreate. Adelaide’s bungalow. The only thing the home lacks is Adelaide’s heart. That can never be replicated. After four years of grieving, I am free of the lump in my throat that her memory used to cause. I will forever love her. That will never change, I may never find another love like that and I may never open myself to it again.  I’m standing in the grand foyer of the home and decide it’s time to leave, I may never return to this house. It’s time to move forward. 
 
    
 
   The Tron house is next door and I do know that Miss Pyne is there finishing up the last touches from what Olivia has told me. I want to see what she came up with. I wonder if she will recognize me?
 
    
 
   I walk up the flagstone walkway lined with a stream of water on each side that spills into a sleek fabricated stone catch basin in a sheer descent waterfall. Its sleek, modern, and all me. Once I enter through the large etched glass door, I am immediately impressed with the home’s architecture and décor. 
 
    
 
   In the soaring entry a large round glass table sits below a modern chandelier with varying lengths of crystal strands with small l.e.d. lights. After taking three steps down I walk through to the open room concept. We chose a white travertine that covers the entire main level that comprises of nearly 3500 square feet. I wander into the kitchen and admire the poured concrete counter, the double ovens and the industrial hood. The decorator took care to bring elements of water in to the room in subtle ways like a vignette on the island for instance, a tall sleek cylindrical pitcher sits with lemons and water filled halfway and matching glasses grouped around it. 
 
    
 
   On the peninsula eating bar, she has places set with again, glasses that have a wave etched into the side of the glass and so forth. It’s a good thing this house was not officially named the Tron house, it doesn’t come across as the stiff and cold state of the art home that it is. Instead, it has a presence of life in here. Something I am unable to put my finger on. 
 
    
 
   In the adjoining great room a cow print rug has a modern cream-colored leather sofa and two matching club chairs that sit above the floor on chrome feet. The coffee table is charcoal colored tempered glass with a coffee table book titled, “Voyages” and yes, it’s a clear blue ocean with a white sailboat as the picture. I like the subtle but infrequent touches. Above the enormous fireplace a large mirror flanked with smaller geometric shaped mirrors hangs and a large sculpture of a Chinook Salmon in a bronze patina sits in the corner. 
 
    
 
   I hear noise upstairs and head up to see if its Miss Pyne. As I ascend the travertine stairs, I am practically knocked over by a young woman carrying a lampshade. “Oh my, I’m so sorry!” 
 
    
 
   I steady her with my outreached hand, “It’s okay, watch yourself though, it’s a long tumble.”
 
    
 
   “I know, right?!” She then continues scrambling down the stairs. I guess I am assuming that she is part of the decorating team. 
 
    
 
   I arrive at the top of the stairs and walk to the master bedroom where it seems the activity is taking place. I stand looking in the double doors and enjoy the view. Miss Pyne seems to be distracted therefore has not noticed me yet. She is clearly trying to put the finishing touches on the master bedroom. I don’t even notice the décor, all I notice is the beautiful flustered creature bustling about my master bedroom. Well, I guess it’s not mine, at least not yet. She is wearing a black snug fitting knee length skirt with a cream soft silky blouse tucked in and a chain belt at her waist and black pumps. She is sexy but sophisticated. Just the kind of woman who turns my crank. Let’s see if she has any brains to go with those looks.
 
    
 
   “Ahem.” I clear my throat, she whirls around startled, and apparently dumb struck. 
 
    
 
   “Huh?” She looks straight into my eyes and my heart stops for a brief second.
 
    
 
   I reach my hand out, “My name is Harrison Towers. This is my project. You must be Danielle Pyne?” 
 
    
 
   As I take her hand, I feel a zap of electricity, like I just made a significant connection. 
 
    
 
   “Austen,” she stutters.
 
    
 
   Now I am confused, “Excuse me?” 
 
    
 
   She seems to be blushing, “Oh I’m sorry, you caught me off guard. My name is Danielle Austen… I just changed it.” 
 
    
 
   I decide to play dumb, like I don’t know anything about her, “Oh, are congratulations in order?”
 
    
 
   “Um, not really, or um, for what?” She looks confused. 
 
    
 
   I decide this is fun and play with her a little, “Well if you changed your name recently, you must have gotten married?”
 
    
 
   She seems distracted by something, “Oh no, I just changed it back to my maiden name. I divorced a year ago… I started my design firm right after things were official and named it accordingly. I only recently felt that I wanted to re-establish myself as an independent woman, so a little late for my firm name, but not too late for me.”
 
    
 
   My God, the woman is sure rambling. I try to disarm her by flashing her one of my award-winning smiles and look her up and down, then lock eyes with her. “Well then, I would say congratulations are in order.” 
 
    
 
   She blushes again. I do believe I am getting to her and good, she really is single. At least not married, and the rest of the possibilities don’t count so she is fair game in my book. 
 
    
 
    “I wanted to meet you and talk about another project I am interested in having you work on. I like your work here, I am partial to ultra-modern and contemporary finishes, and I think you might be the right person for this project.”
 
    
 
    “Well, yes I would be very interested, what sort of project is it?” She is twirling her hair, and I find that very sexy. 
 
    
 
   “I have a high rise development in the city. Three towers to be exact. I would like to have the three lobbies decorated as well as a penthouse in one of the towers.” 
 
    
 
   She coolly replies, “I would love to bid on your project. When shall we meet to go over the scope of work?”
 
    
 
   Now, I want to meet with you now! I think to myself I want to get close to this woman immediately. I don’t know why but I am smitten and I don’t even know her. “I would like this done within a month’s time, possibly even less. Can you meet me at the end of this week on Friday at the Columbia Tower?” I hand her a card, “10:00?”
 
    
 
   She pulls out her smart phone, looks to be scrolling through her calendar and then casually replies, “Why yes, I do happen to have this Friday at ten open.” 
 
    
 
   She puts the phone back in her pocket and I just stand there smiling down at her with an amused look on my face. “Until then, enjoy the Parade of Luxury Homes, Miss Danielle Austen.” 
 
    
 
   With that, I turn and exit the room. As I head down the stairs I wonder what scent she was wearing, it was light and fresh almost like cherry blossoms. 
 
    
 
   I look forward to meeting her at the Towers on Friday. I wonder if she will remember me from the beach last year. I seriously doubt it, the interaction was ever so brief and distracting with that dog. 
 
    
 
   If this ever led into anything more, I doubt I would tell her how I orchestrated this meeting. Sometimes when life leads you down a path and when you reach the end you have to choose which path to take next, you have to take matters into your own hands and manipulate your own destiny. I think that’s what I may have just done. 
 
    
 
   But I am getting ahead of myself, the Glass Towers need tending to first. 
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
   
Chapter Twenty-Five
 
    
 
   “Sir, sir?” I feel a hand on my shoulder gently shaking me. 
 
    
 
   Looking up at a young woman with an apron on, I realize I must have fallen asleep. I look around me and recognize I am in still in the café with my arms folded on the table in front of me. Embarrassed, I look around the room and see it is just me, the server and a couple huddled on a couch together by a bookcase. 
 
    
 
   “Oh sorry. I must have dozed for a minute. My wife just had a baby and I am a bit fatigued though I have no right to be.” I start to get up, but she motions for me to stay and shakes her head. 
 
    
 
   “No, you are fine. We are kind of used to people coming here and crashing, I mean we are directly across from the hospital. Anyway, I just heard your phone kind of ringing off the hook…I thought maybe I should wake you in case it’s urgent.”
 
    
 
   “Oh thanks!” She turns to walk away as I feel all the blood rush from my face. The last time…well… this is different.
 
    
 
   I pick up my phone and see that she is right I have missed several calls. I gather up my notebook with my personal thoughts for the ghostwriter. This ought to be interesting, Memoirs of a Mogul. I am not sure that people really care how I achieved my success and the roads that led me here. But, the writer seems to think I have something to say. Standing up and heading out the door, I drop a five-dollar bill in tips jar and nod at the smiling server. I login to my voice mail and let out a sigh of relief. It’s Danielle; she is excited that she finally got Giles to latch on. She is wondering where I am, she is worried because I have been gone for a couple hours and she can’t reach me. 
 
    
 
   I hurry back across the street, to rejoin my family. My god, I never thought in a million years I would have this. After Adelaide, I went down a dark spiral. I became a cold, cynical, ruthless womanizer who had no respect for himself and especially not women. Only by Adelaide watching over me and guiding me to Danielle, did I get a second chance at happiness. It was as if she gave her life so I could have this life with Danielle and Giles. A sob catches in my throat at the thought.
 
    
 
   Back on the women’s floor, I make my way to the room housing my family. I peer in the door and notice it is dark in there except for one light. I quietly enter the room, noticing the soft sounds of Danielle sleeping. I remove my shoes and slip over to where Giles is sleeping in the bassinet. 
 
    
 
   I look into his face and once again am in awe of him. It is clear to me in this moment that everything in my life has been nothing more than a chain of events that have led me here, now. 
 
    
 
   On my way over to attempt to get some rest on the ‘sleeping’ couch something catches my eye, I see a bigger than life teddy bear, holding a helium balloon that says ‘Congratulations’.  That was not there before I left the room earlier. I walk over to look at the card. It says:
 
    
 
   Congratulations on the birth of your son.
 
    
 
   PS. We are still not through.  
 
    
 
   Damn that woman, will I never be rid of her? 
 
    
 
   I am tempted to call her and yell through the phone, ‘get it through your damned head…we are through if I say we are!!’ But somehow, I know that would only fuel her fire. 
 
    
 
   She is still locked up in the loony bin and is likely to be there for years to come. If she were to be found mentally eligible for release, she would have to stand trial for all of her atrocities. For that reason, I doubt she will ever get well.
 
    
 
   She can’t hurt us anymore and with that, I crumple the card and throw it into the garbage. Curling up on the sofa, I look one last time at my new family before I close my eyes… I finally feel whole and at peace. 
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Read the story of Danielle and Harrison in the
 
    
 
   Glass Towers Trilogy
 
    
 
   Available on Amazon
 
   Book 1: Champagne Showers
 
    
 
   Book 2: Shattered
 
    
 
   Book 3: Surrendered
 
    
 
   Or try the boxed set
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   A spin off series of the Glass Towers Trilogy, featuring Danielle’s quirky friend Simone is now available in:
 
    
 
   Simone Clarke, Memoirs of a Lonely Girl Abroad…Paris!
 
    
 
    
 
   New Series Just Released!
 
   ‘It wasn't his heart she was after, she wanted his soul.’
 
   Book One
 
    
 
   Her Power, His Shame-The Breaking
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Find Us:
 
    
 
   http://www.glasstowerstrilogy.com/
 
    
 
   http://www.adlerandholt.com/
 
    
 
   https://www.facebook.com/GlassTowersTrilogy
 
    
 
   www.twitter.com/glasstowerstri
 
   
 
   mailto:adlerandholtauthors@gmail.com
 
  
  
 images/00001.jpeg
Harrison Towers
Memoira of a Mogul

A}

v’

ADLER AND HOLT





