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1

One

It was not the sort of day when bad things happened. Eighty 
degrees. September breeze. Sky expanding, wide and blue, above a 
canopy of trees. Air thick with the fresh smell of pine and the loamy 
scent of earth. It was a perfect Saturday.

Gavin Robinson had reached the summit of Roan Mountain 
just after noon, enjoyed a sandwich, and was now trekking back 
down the trail. After months of setting up Robinson Construction, 
LLC, he finally had a free weekend. The late- afternoon sun had 
fallen behind the mountain hours ago, and evening was quickly 
approaching when his phone vibrated in his pocket. It was miracle 
he had a signal this far from civilization.

He fished the phone from his pants pocket. His brother’s face 
lit up the screen. Gavin stopped midpath and swiped at the sweat 
trickling down his temple. “Hey, Coop. What’s up?”

“Where are you?”
Cooper’s tense tone put him on instant alert. Had their stepdad 

suffered another heart attack? “Heading back from Roan. What’s 
wrong?”
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“We got a call from Dispatch earlier. Someone reported a small 
plane going down. A subsequent call reported a definite crash south 
of Marshall. Gavin . . . it was a yellow plane.”

His breath stuttered in his lungs. Mike, his best friend, was a 
proud owner of a Cessna Skyhawk— the only yellow plane kept at 
the local airfield. Had Mike taken Mallory and Emma for a joyride 
today? He pictured the young family as he’d seen them last week-
end, working their apple orchard, Mallory steadying a ladder for 
Mike while two- year- old Emma toddled barefoot around the grassy 
property chasing butterflies.

Please, God, let them be all right.
“He’s a good pilot,” Gavin said.
“I know.”
Gavin heard what Cooper hadn’t said: a dozen things could go 

wrong, despite a pilot’s expertise.
“Took me a while to reach you— I’m almost to the crash site 

now. The medevac arrived minutes ago. I gotta go. I’ll have details 
soon, and I’ll call you back when I know more.”

Gavin disconnected, turned on his ringer, and set off at a fast 
pace. He was glad his brother was sheriff— he’d get answers quickly. 
But Gavin had a gut feeling the downed plane was Mike’s. Only one 
question remained: Had the crash been survivable?

He refused to believe otherwise. Instead, he made a plan as he 
rushed down the trail. He would head straight to Mission Hospital, 
where they would transport the Claytons. He would use Mike’s 
phone to access his parents’ number and call them with the bad 
news. Mallory’s mom was her only living relative, but they were 
estranged.

Emma. He remembered the girl’s blonde curls bouncing as 
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she’d played hide- and- seek with him in the orchard last weekend. 
“ ’Ere are you, Gabin?”

His traitorous mind conjured up the image of her tiny body 
sprawled in the plane seat: unconscious, pale skinned, blood oozing 
from her gashed head.

No. He couldn’t think about that. He had to remain positive.

A while later he glanced at his watch. It seemed as if hours had 
passed since the call. He’d made good progress though. He was 
almost to his car now, but the hospital was more than an hour away. 
He said yet another prayer for the Claytons, his throat thickening 
as he begged God for mercy.

His phone pealed, breaking through the sounds of nature. 
Cooper. He accepted the call. “Tell me you have good news.”

A beat of silence. “I’m sorry, man. Mike didn’t make it.”
Gavin’s chest squeezed tight. His feet faltered to a stop. He 

struggled to draw a breath.
Mike.
“Mallory’s being airlifted to Mission. But it doesn’t look good, 

Gavin. They think she has life- threatening injuries.”
God, please  .  .  . no. He could hardly process it all. His best 

friend .  .  . gone, just like that. And Mallory barely hanging on. 
“Emma?”

“She wasn’t on board. Thank God for that. The plane is . . . It’s 
a wonder Mallory survived the crash, buddy.”

Gavin pressed a palm into his eye socket, thinking of Emma. 
Her father was dead, and her mother’s life was hanging in the bal-
ance. He swallowed against the lump in his throat and forced his 
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feet into motion. “I’m almost to my car. I’ll head to the hospital 
now.”

“Wait. Do you know where Emma is?”
“I assume she’s home with a sitter— they use the Bauer girl 

sometimes.”
“It’s going on seven o’clock, and the sitter will need to go home. 

Why don’t you head over there instead and relieve her?”
“Mallory shouldn’t be alone at the hospital. Mike wouldn’t 

want that.”
“She’d want Laurel with her, wouldn’t she?”
Laurel. Of course. And his ex- wife would want to be with her 

best friend. “Not thinking straight. I’ll call her. I still have her 
number— unless she’s changed it.” Or blocked him. He hadn’t 
talked to her since their divorce finalized three years ago.

“Sure, but maybe it would be better if I called her.”
“Right. Yeah.” They hadn’t exactly parted on friendly terms. 

Regret and despair over the last year of their marriage threatened 
to swamp him. But he resolutely shoved it down. “Just a second and 
I’ll get you the number.”

He put the call on Speaker, found Laurel’s number, and relayed 
it to Cooper. Somehow he’d never been able to bring himself to 
delete it.

“I’ll call her right now,” Coop said.
“Thanks, brother. Will you let me know you got hold of her?”
“Sure thing.”
Gavin disconnected and thought of Laurel, soon to be receiving 

this horrific news. His high school sweetheart had been friends 
with Mallory since elementary school. When Mallory had started 
dating Mike in their early twenties, he and Gavin hit it off. They 
became couple- friends. Even after Laurel and Gavin had moved to 
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Asheville, they remained close, meeting up for supper and taking 
weekend hiking trips together.

The divorce had put a stop to all that, of course. But somehow, 
against all odds, Mike and Mallory maintained their friendships 
with each of them. And if the weight of it strained their own 
relationship, Gavin had never noticed. They were special people.

He broke through the woods and came out at the gravel park-
ing lot where he’d left his Denali. He retrieved his keys from his 
pocket and made a beeline toward it.

He’d just thought of his friends in present tense— but Mike 
was gone.

Gone.
It didn’t feel real. And yet, right this minute Gavin was heading 

to their house to stay with a little girl who’d just lost her father.

Laurel Robinson was this close to having the position of her 
dreams— and the best thing about it? Her friends and coworkers 
were rooting for her.

Ruby, the fiftysomething supervisor of The Dining Room, 
raised her glass. “To the next Walled Garden Manager.”

“And let’s not forget, the youngest one in the history of the 
Biltmore Estate,” Kayla said.

Ruby winked at Laurel, her blue eyeshadow shimmering under 
the pendant light. “Also the first woman.”

“Hear, hear.”
Unable to suppress a modest smile, Laurel clinked her glass 

with theirs, the sounds fading into the cacophony at the Charlotte 
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Street Grill & Pub. “Lovely toast, ladies, but let’s not get ahead of 
ourselves.”

Ruby waved away her caution. “Please. Eddington’s retiring 
the first of the year. Who else would they choose but his assistant?”

“They could always bring someone else in.”
Kayla tucked her short brown hair behind her ear. “Why 

would they do that when they have the best horticulturist in North 
Carolina right on the grounds?”

“Someone who’s spent her entire career busting her butt there.”
“I appreciate your enthusiasm. I do. But I’m trying to manage 

my expectations.” She glanced at Kayla. “You remember what hap-
pened at the stables.”

“They only went outside because Ludwig didn’t recommend 
Russo.” Kayla said. “Of course they hired from the outside. But 
Eddington loves you. He’s groomed you for the position and recom-
mended you for it.”

Laurel hoped and prayed they were right. Manager of the 
Walled Garden tended to be a long- term position— Richard 
Eddington had held it for more than twenty years. This might 
be her only chance. And where else would she go? The Biltmore 
Garden was a horticulturist’s dream. She’d been enamored with the 
gorgeous estate since she first toured it in seventh grade. Scoring a 
job here shortly after she’d graduated with her master’s had been 
a huge win. She’d slowly moved up the ranks, and now another 
dream was about to come true— and with it, the kind of pay that 
would buy her the security she craved.

The server came and took their orders, and as she scurried away, 
Laurel’s phone buzzed in her pocket. Probably her mom. She tended 
to call on Saturday evenings to make sure Laurel wasn’t working.
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She checked the screen and frowned at the foreign number, 
which bore her hometown area code.

Her stomach sank like a lead weight. Had something happened 
to her mom? Her stepdad?

“I have to get this,” she announced, then headed toward the 
door for the relative quiet outside. She answered the call as she went.

“Laurel?” a man said.
It was so noisy in here. “Yes?”
He said something else, but someone’s boisterous laughter 

drowned out the words.
Laurel pushed through the door, navigating around a group 

on their way in. As the door swung shut the noise level dropped 
considerably. “I’m sorry, I couldn’t hear you. Go ahead.”

“This is Cooper Robinson. I’m afraid I have some bad news. 
There was a plane crash near Marshall early this evening, and I was 
called to the scene. It was Mike Clayton’s plane, Laurel. I’m sorry 
to tell you that he didn’t make it.”

A sudden coldness hit her core. Traveled outward, all the way 
to her fingertips, numbing them. Mike was dead? No, that couldn’t 
be right.

“Mallory was with him. She survived the crash, but she’s in real 
bad shape. She’s being airlifted to Mission right now.”

Laurel opened her mouth but nothing came out. Was this even 
real? How could this be happening? She’d just FaceTimed with 
Mike and Mallory on Wednesday. They were happy. They were 
alive. “What about Emma?”

“She wasn’t on the plane. She’s home with a sitter.”
Mike is gone. Kind, generous Mike. He’d been so patient, lend-

ing his wife to Laurel for days at a time when she went through the 
divorce. Mallory propped her up and kept her going through the 
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worst of it. And even though Gavin was Mike’s best friend, even 
though he surely sided with him, Mike never seemed to hold a 
grudge against her.

“Laurel? Did you hear me?”
She tried to clear the boulder from her throat. “I— yes. I 

should— Mission Hospital you said?”
“She’s probably arriving about now. They said something about 

internal injuries and— I’m gonna be honest, Laurel— it didn’t 
sound good.”

Dear God in heaven. “I’ll head there now. Thank you for call-
ing, Cooper.”

She disconnected, unable to process that she’d just spoken with 
her former brother- in- law for the first time in three years. Much less 
the fact that Mike was dead and Mallory was in critical condition.

She pocketed her phone and headed back inside for her purse. 
She had to get it together. Because her dear friend would need her 
now more than ever before.

What seemed like an interminable time later, Laurel parked her 
Civic in the ER lot and rushed toward the doors. Mallory would be 
fine. She had to be. She had a beautiful little girl to raise.

Was she conscious? Did she know Mike was gone? Would 
Laurel have to tell her? Please, no. The two of them . . . they were 
what marriage was meant to be.

The double doors split open, emitting a rush of cold air. Laurel 
headed to the front desk where a middle- aged woman greeted her 
with a placid smile. “Can I help you?”

“I’m here for Mallory Clayton? She was just airlifted in from 
a plane crash.”
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“Are you a relative, dear?”
“I’m her best friend. She doesn’t have any family except her 

husband, but he died in the crash.” Her voice broke on the last 
word. “I’m her emergency contact.”

The woman’s face softened. “Let me see what I can find. Just a 
moment.” She clacked on her keyboard while Laurel waited.

Seconds passed. Minutes. What was taking so long?
Finally the woman looked up from the screen. “She’s in surgery 

right now.”
Still alive. That was good news. “Can you tell me what’s wrong 

with her?”
“Someone in that department might be able to help you. I can 

give you directions to the waiting room. A doctor will come out 
when it’s over and give you an update.”

“Thank you.”

Laurel hadn’t been able to get any information. She waited in the 
room with several others, too anxious to sit. She paced from one 
window to the next, pouring her heart out in prayer. For the ump-
teenth time she glanced at the utilitarian clock. Almost an hour had 
passed since her arrival.

She had no idea if the surgery would take one hour or ten. Why 
wasn’t someone here to answer questions? Didn’t they know being 
uninformed, feeling so helpless, was torture?

A tall woman in blue scrubs entered the waiting room, and all 
eyes swung her way. “Mallory Clayton?”

Laurel rushed over on quaking legs. She didn’t like the solemn 
expression on the doctor’s face. “Is she okay?”

“Hello, I’m Dr. Mertz. Are you a relative?”
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“I’m Laurel Robinson. Mallory doesn’t have any relatives. I’m 
her best friend and emergency contact. Is she all right?”

Dr. Mertz’s eyes turned down at the corners in sync with her 
lips. “Why don’t we go somewhere more private, Laurel.”
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Gavin couldn’t help himself. He went upstairs and down the hall 
to the nursery. He peeked into the room and found Emma sound 
asleep in her crib. It was just now getting dark outside, but Mike 
had installed blackout shades, and the room was lit only by a prin-
cess night- light.

His heart clutched at the sight of the child’s sweet face. The 
slight rise and fall of her chest. She was fine. She would be fine. 
When Mallory woke from surgery, he’d take Emma to see her. It 
would be good for both of them. They were in this together now. 
Gavin would be there for them in whatever way they needed. He’d 
help keep Mike’s memory alive for Emma, telling her stories about 
her dad— he had plenty of them.

Feeling somewhat reassured, he pulled the door closed and 
headed back downstairs. He’d arrived just after Chloe put Emma 
down. They’d seen each other before in passing, so the babysitter 
knew he was a close friend of the family. He’d simply told her the 
Claytons had been delayed and that he’d been sent to relieve her. 
He didn’t want word of Mike’s death spreading prematurely. Only 
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when she stood awkwardly at the door did he realize she hadn’t been 
paid. Apologizing, he grabbed cash from his wallet and handed it 
over.

Gavin’s body felt heavy as he took the steps. He was profoundly 
glad Emma was already down for the night. He needed time to pro-
cess what had happened before he answered the toddler’s questions 
about where her parents were. She was very verbal for a two- and- 
a- half- year- old, already stringing three and four words together. 
But what was he supposed to tell her? How could she possibly 
understand that her dad was gone forever when Gavin could barely 
process it?

He’d called his mom on the drive here and broken the news 
to her. She was informing the rest of the Robinson family. Praying 
for Mallory’s recovery. Shock had faded enough that he’d shed his 
first tears as they talked.

Gavin blinked. How long had he been standing at the bottom 
of the stairs, staring into the living room? Toys cluttered the space. 
He moved automatically toward the pile of magnetic blocks and 
began cleaning up. Sunny, the Claytons’ golden retriever, watched 
from her favorite spot near the hearth, head tilted, ears perked.

He was almost finished putting away the toys when his phone 
vibrated in his pocket. Cooper. He tapped the Accept button. “Hey, 
any news yet?”

“I just talked to someone at the hospital.” A beat of silence ush-
ered in the bad news. “I’m sorry. Mallory didn’t make it.”

A chill swept through him. His legs gave way, and he sank onto 
the sofa. It couldn’t be true. Mike and Mallory just . . . gone? He 
would never see them again? His gaze swung upstairs, where Emma 
slept unaware that her world had just fallen apart.
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“She didn’t make it through surgery,” Coop said. “The internal 
injuries were too extensive.”

“This can’t be happening.”
“I know, Gav. It’s awful.”
Poor Laurel. She’d never been one to open up easily. Had 

always kept her circle small. So small Gavin wasn’t sure there would 
be anyone left in it now.

“Is Emma all right?” Cooper asked.
“She’s sleeping.” He palmed the top of his head. “What am I 

going to tell her, Coop? What’s even going to happen to her?”
“Do you know if they had a plan? A will?”
“I— yes. I think Mike mentioned something about that a long 

time ago.” Gavin was executor, if he remembered right. But surely 
that was more than two years ago— before Emma was born.

“Is there a relative who might . . . ?”
“Mike’s parents. They’re older— they had him in their forties. 

But maybe they’d step in. Mallory’s got a mother, but they haven’t 
seen each other in years.”

“Siblings?”
“They’re both only children.” Were only children. Gavin 

scrubbed a hand over his face.
“Well . . . let’s hope they named a guardian then.”
“What’ll happen to Emma if they didn’t?” Dread swelled inside 

during the silence that followed.
“Child Protective Services will have to be notified in the 

morning— and Emma will become a ward of the state.”
“What? No. That can’t happen. They would never want that.” 

Who would?
“I’m afraid that’s the way it works when there’s no plan. Family 

will have the chance to petition for guardianship. But if no one 
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steps forward, she’ll be put in foster care until a permanent home 
can be found. Hopefully it won’t come to that. Why don’t you go 
through their files and see what you can find?”

“I’m on it.” After Gavin disconnected the call, he headed to 
the home office, his mind whirling. What if they hadn’t named 
a guardian? What if Emma ended up with strangers? Shuffled 
through foster care the way Cooper’s wife, Katie, had been? No. 
Surely Mike and Mallory had a plan in place. He just had to find 
the papers.

Fifteen minutes later he was forced to acknowledge that organi-
zation had not been Mallory’s or Mike’s strong suit. The file drawers 
weren’t full of files at all, but rather stacks of papers, ranging from 
car titles to business contracts. How had they run Harvest Moon 
Orchards this way?

He sorted through the first drawer and was just getting started 
on the second when a knock sounded at the door. Probably Mom or 
Cooper. Thank God they hadn’t rung the bell and woken Emma. 
He hurried to the door and swept it open.

He froze at the sight of his ex- wife, standing beneath the glow 
of the porch light.

Her brown eyes widened. She blinked. “Gavin.”
She must’ve missed his Denali parked in the shadows at the side 

of the house. Grief was etched in the planes of her face, evident in 
the sag of her slender shoulders.

His heart squeezed tight. Her best friend had just died. And so 
had his. He reached out automatically, wanting to offer comfort.

Her shoulders stiffened and she crossed her arms. Full self- 
protection mode. It was a stance he’d seen a lot that last year.

He hadn’t thought his mood could sink any lower tonight, but 
he’d been wrong. He dropped his arms to his sides. It was a sign of 
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just how bad things were between them that the tragic loss of their 
best friends hadn’t removed a single stone from that high wall of 
hers. Three years and a mountain of regret crouched between them.

“Where’s Emma?” she asked.
“She’s fine. She’s sleeping. What are you doing here?” He hadn’t 

meant to sound combative.
Her eyes flashed. “Same thing you are— making sure Emma’s 

okay.”
“She’s fine for now.”
Sunny brushed past him and crashed into Laurel’s side, tail 

wagging.
Laurel’s long brown hair tumbled over her shoulders as she 

bent down to rub the dog’s ears affectionately. Laurel had come to 
Riverbend Gap occasionally since the divorce. Her mom lived here, 
after all. But she always managed to avoid Gavin. No accident, he 
was certain.

She straightened, meeting his gaze. “Mallory  .  .  . she didn’t 
make it.” There were no tears. But she was probably in shock. Also, 
she didn’t cry easily.

Although Gavin had managed to reduce her to a pile of tears 
in the middle of their king- size bed. He gave the memory a firm 
shove. “I know.”

“What’s going to happen to Emma?”
“Do you know if they had a plan in place?”
Something flickered in her eyes before they dropped to the dog. 

“I’m, uh, not sure.”
He didn’t know what that look was about, but he didn’t have 

the emotional reserves to decipher his ex- wife right now. “Maybe 
you can help me search. I just started going through their files. It’s 
a bit of a mess.”
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“All right.”
He opened the door wider and let her inside. Seeing her so 

wrecked, he couldn’t quite bring himself to tell her what Cooper 
had said about CPS. Hopefully they’d find the papers and every-
thing would sort itself out.

Harvest Moon_1P.indd   16Harvest Moon_1P.indd   16 3/21/22   12:39 PM3/21/22   12:39 PM



17

Three

As Laurel brushed past Gavin, a whiff of pine and woodsmoke 
took her back years, to happier days. But the sight of the stairs, 
leading to Emma’s room, yanked her right back to the present. Her 
gaze caught on the family photos stairstepping up the wall: Mallory 
and Mike on their wedding day, Mike holding a newborn Emma, 
Mallory tending the apple orchard that first year, her face glowing 
with hope and pride. She’d been such a good mother, despite the 
terrible example she’d had— maybe even because of it.

Laurel’s throat thickened with tears she would not allow to 
fall. At the hospital, shock had held her in its grips. On the forty- 
five- minute drive from Asheville, worry for Emma had taken 
precedence. But now, with her ex- husband nearby, was definitely 
not the time to give in to grief. She mentally locked her heart in a 
safe and threw away the key.

Sunny sidled up to Laurel, and she ruffled the dog’s ears. Poor 
girl. She wouldn’t understand what was happening either.

Laurel headed for the office, Sunny on her heels. She would 
find that will. It was true that Mallory hadn’t been the most 
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organized woman, but she’d loved her daughter with a fierce love. 
She would’ve made sure there was a plan in place, though Laurel 
didn’t know what that would be. Mallory was estranged from her 
mother and only had an aunt left now. Mike’s parents? Laurel had 
never met them as they lived in Colorado, but she seemed to recall 
that they were older. Surely not too old to raise a child though.

“Do you know if they had a safe?” Gavin entered the room 
behind her.

The low timbre of his voice, so familiar, so missed, sent a shiver 
down her arms. “Not that I know of. If we can’t find anything, we 
can check with Darius Walker— that’s the attorney they used.” Her 
heart gave a hard squeeze at her use of past tense.

“I’ve already searched through the file cabinet.” Gavin knelt by 
an open desk drawer, its contents piled on the wood floor beside it. 
“The attorney’s office won’t be open tomorrow.”

“No.” Which meant what? That they might be on their own 
until Monday? She would stay with Emma until then. If she had 
to miss a day or two of work, it wouldn’t be the end of the world.

Her gaze flittered to the bookshelves with their row of cabinets 
beneath. “I’ll start there. Was Emma awake when you got here?”

“No, thank God.”
In the morning the child would awaken, expecting her parents 

to be home. Mallory and Mike had gone away overnight only once 
since she’d been born. Laurel had stayed with Emma while they’d 
celebrated their seventh anniversary. Mike traveled a bit with his 
job, but Mallory and Emma had been attached at the hip.

When Mallory had worked the orchard, Emma had been 
right there with her. At first in a stroller or worn in a sling around 
Mallory’s body. Then in a playpen situated in the shade. This year 
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had been more challenging as Emma was more independent and 
wanted her freedom.

How could Emma understand her parents were never coming 
home? Laurel couldn’t even think about that right now.

The first cabinet turned up Mallory’s old memorabilia from 
high school. There would be photos of her and Laurel in those 
boxes, and she didn’t dare let herself go there tonight. She moved 
on to the second cabinet and found everything from old greeting 
cards to office supplies.

All the while Laurel sorted, she was aware of Gavin, only a few 
feet behind her. Her heart hadn’t settled into a normal rhythm since 
Cooper’s phone call, and the sight of Gavin at the door had done 
nothing to rectify that.

He looked so tired, those bright- blue eyes of his gone dull, 
the corners tugging down in that tragic way of his. His black hair 
had grown, falling in choppy waves around his face. He wore sev-
eral days’ bristle on his jaw. He’d always been meticulously clean 
shaven, had kept a standing monthly barber appointment. She used 
to tease him about it because his fastidious grooming habits were 
ironic when he was really such a man’s man.

But that was then. She didn’t know him anymore.
Her mind skipped to the night ahead. Was he planning to stay 

here? The thought played out in her head— the one spare bedroom. 
He’d insist she take it. He’d sleep on the sofa. No, that wouldn’t do 
at all. She’d send him home. She could stay with Emma. She would 
be the one to somehow answer the child’s questions.

She made a note to google that later. How to tell a toddler her 
parents are dead. Her skin broke out in a cold sweat. She squeezed 
her eyes shut.

“Found it.” Gavin’s voice jerked her from her thoughts.

Harvest Moon_1P.indd   19Harvest Moon_1P.indd   19 3/21/22   12:39 PM3/21/22   12:39 PM



D E N I S E  H U N T E R

20

She dropped a stack of yearbooks and scooted closer, edging 
around Sunny, who wasn’t budging. “A will?”

“Yeah.”
Thank God they’d planned for Emma.
Gavin sat back on his haunches and flipped through the pages 

of a stapled document. She couldn’t read from this distance and 
wasn’t about to get closer.

He stopped and locked in on a page, reading.
Laurel could hardly stand the tension. “What does it say?”

Gavin skimmed through the legalese, searching for the information 
he needed. As a contractor he’d dealt with his share of documents. 
But wills were a little different, he was finding. And with Laurel 
hovering over his shoulder, her familiar scent wafting around him, 
he was having trouble focusing.

Finally he came across the section he’d been searching for. His 
eyes locked in on the words. We, Mike and Mallory Clayton, residing 
at blah, blah, blah. He skipped down to the lines below.

To the names.
A flush of adrenaline tingled through his body. His breath 

quickened. His heart tried to keep pace. How could this be? Why 
would they— ?

“Did you find it? What does it say?”
His eyes swept across the names once more, just to be certain 

he wasn’t seeing things. Nope. There they were, just as he’d read 
the first time. He closed the document as if doing so could make 
him unsee it.
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“What? What’s wrong? Didn’t they name a guardian? Just tell 
me, for heaven’s sake.”

He cleared his throat. “No, they did.”
“Thank God. Who is it? Not her mom.”
Gavin looked up at her. “No.”
“Then who?” she fairly snapped. “Who did they name?”
He swallowed hard. No way to soften this blow. “Us,” he said 

finally. “They named us as Emma’s guardians.”
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