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  To everyone who was pissed that Asher and Jenna didn't get their happily ever after.
Don't worry! I got you.
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Content Notes


Below you can find all the tropes, content warnings, and tags that could impact your enjoyment of this book. It's not an exhaustive list, but I think these are the main ones. Your discretion is advised and let me know if there are some you found. 
Themes: freedom to be yourself, escaping from expectations (self imposed or from others)
Tropes: holiday romance, billionaire playboy, different worlds, fling to relationship, different worlds,
Tags: duology, quick read, secular Judiasm, high heat, spicy, spinoff series, secret relationship becomes public, alpha male is really a cinnamon roll. 
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Chapter One

ASHER


Isaw a car pull up in the Steins’ driveway. I was still in the Levys’ house, but I could see Jenna in the driver's seat. It had been a month since our Purim fling, but I would know her anywhere. Through the window I could see her thick black hair up in a high pony tail. I had been obsessing about her since I went back to New York City. I knew, as soon as I had left town after Purim, that I would be coming back to try again at Passover. I hoped a month away from each other would make her more interested in being with me. I tried be content with the time she had been willing to give me. My anxiety only increased to the point that I found it hard to sleep. I would shut my eyes and my mind would replay our afternoon in my hotel room. I found it difficult to date other women. I kept comparing them to Jenna even though I knew I didn’t really know who she was. It didn’t change that I wanted her and nobody else. In the past I had found flings so easy because I had never felt a connection with other women. I couldn’t put my finger on what connection I was feeling with Jenna, but her drive to have things on her own terms felt familiar. 
Coming back to Massachusetts for Passover was the perfect plan. If there was something more than physical desire, I would be in the right place to find out and have enough time to spend with her. If she was willing to spend time with me. My first goal was to learn if Jenna felt the same way as I did. She had seemed at peace when she rejected me, but was that because I was only asking her for more meaningless sex?
"I can't wait to see their faces when you come in with me AGAIN!" Golda said, coming down the stairs.
She had been suspicious of what had happened over Purim. She had gotten more aggressive with probing questions after I had refused to discuss Jenna with a woman who clearly disliked her. I was more focused on making sure Golda knew that she had no chance with me. Using her to get an invitation to a Passover Seder had been a step in the wrong direction. Still, it didn't stop me from calling Mrs. Levy. I made a point of being honest with Golda's mother, since, at Purim, she had seemed very aware of her daughter's delusion. While Jenna’s mother seemed to want Jenna to be more like Golda, the opposite was true for Mrs. Levy. She was very aware of how much her daughter bullied Jenna. 
“I think you’ll find Jenna’s a bit different than she was last month,” Mrs. Levy told me when we spoke. 
“In what way?” I asked, wanting to pepper her with more probing questions like she was my spy.
There was a moment of silence as Mrs. Levy decided what to share with me. “She moved out and is working full time at the donut shop as the morning manager. She’s exhausted, but I think in a much better place than she was previously.”
I smiled to myself. That was part of what had impressed me about Jenna. I had been under the impression that working three small jobs was something she was doing out of necessity. Even if the job as manager might be beneath someone with a college degree, she wasn’t too proud to take what she could get while she figured out her next steps.
“I don’t want to impose,” I explained to Mrs. Levy, “but I don’t know another way to get an invitation to the first seder. Golda said you’re probably going to spend it with the Steins. If Jenna rejects me, I’ll leave.”
There was more silence on the call. “I think that’s a smart idea, but you do realize that Golda will believe whatever she wants about you joining us.”
I shut my eyes and braced myself for this. It wasn’t like anything else had convinced her and this would be a step backward. I was already building my case to fire Golda, but I was sure she would only see that as me clearing the way for us to be together. “She does that no matter how clear I am. I would just appreciate it if you don’t tell Golda my true purpose right now. It will become clear before the end of the night, but I’m concerned that she’ll use it to attack Jenna.”
“I agree,” Mrs. Levy said, a firmness in her voice. “Golda’s always been jealous of Jenna.”
Now I was here, in the Levys’ house, waiting to walk over to Jenna’s home. I had a bottle of wine, kosher for Passover since I didn’t know how strict they would be about the rules, to thank the Steins for including me.
“Golda,” I said without turning away from the window, “I told you, many times, that we’re not going to be a couple. Ever. My reasons for being here are not ones I want to share with you.”
“You could have stayed here,” she said, the smirk on her face making it clear that she was ignoring what I was saying.
I had booked a hotel room. I was only asking the Levys for the invitation to one seder and I wanted to have a place where Jenna and I could be alone if needed. “I’m only joining your family for dinner tonight. Your mother was generous enough to include me.”
Golda waved her hand to dismiss my objections. “We’ll see! There’s one more seder and then like five or six more nights.”
That made me turn around and look at her.
“Five or six?”
She shrugged. “Well, we only celebrate for seven days, but Noah’s family seems to do eight. Something about the Orthodox celebrating eight nights just in case Israel, blah blah blah.”
I rolled my eyes. My mother, who had been raised Orthodox but chosen Reform Judaism as our denomination, still held the Passover rules close to her heart. We never kept kosher in my family, except at Passover. Not only did we have Passover specific dishes and silverware, but we had two sets: one for milk and one for meat. My secular Jewish father had struggled with my mother's rules, which forced her to tape over the cabinets to keep him from sneaking in to eat regular food. We celebrated Passover for eight days because the ancient, dead rabbis decided that you do that outside of Israel.
"It's because the rabbis didn't know exactly which day to celebrate, so they covered their bases by celebrating for eight days," I tried explaining to Golda, but I knew she didn’t care.
“Well, we only do seven days because the Torah says seven.”
“Fair enough, but it’s more than blah blah blah.”
Golda rolled her eyes. “Whatever, I would celebrate for less time if I could. I hate matzo.”
I couldn't disagree. The flat, flavorless cracker that dominated modern Passover food was unpleasant. My mother had taken to making her own, but it was worse. According to my father, she hadn't made any this year. She was angry that I wasn't coming home for Passover, but she stopped all the guilt when I explained that there was a woman I needed to see. Her dreams of me getting married and giving her grandchildren were far more important than where I celebrated Passover one year. She also made me promise to bring Jenna next year. I was worried I couldn't keep that promise. Even if I won Jenna’s heart, would she want to celebrate Passover with my family?
Another car pulled up behind Jenna's, and Noah got out. Only then did Jenna and Nora, who had been in Jenna’s car, get out and walk to the door. Did Jenna know I was here, or was there another reason she wanted support before going to her parents’ home?
I pulled on my jacket as the Levys were doing the same.
“If we got married,” Golda said in a sing-song voice, “I would be Golda Gold! I might have to keep my last name.”
I let out a deep sigh. “Golda, we are never getting married.”
“You say that now, but you’re here for Passover,” she said as she tried to take my hand.
I closed my eyes and pulled my hand out of hers. I was counting down the days until my HR team gave me the thumbs up on firing her. It couldn’t come soon enough.
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