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        This prologue first appeared as the epilogue to Take a Chance, the previous book in the Sawyer’s Cove: The Reboot series.

      

      

      Ariel Tulip was starving.

      She’d driven to Misty Harbor from New York in one straight shot. It had taken her longer to get out of the city than she’d planned, and her apartment just off Misty Harbor’s Main Street had an empty refrigerator. She hadn’t been there since Harbor Fest, over a month ago, and she hadn’t hit the market to stock up yet. Her pantry held the staples—olives, crackers, and champagne—but she craved something hot and greasy.

      Luckily, her apartment was a block from Melba’s, the retro fifties diner. She parked, left her bags in the car, and made a beeline for the restaurant. The lunch rush was over, and the early dinner crowd hadn’t started yet. In fact, there were only a half dozen customers in the place, including a familiar man sitting at the counter with a cup of coffee and an open laptop in front of him.

      “Hey, Loretta,” Ariel greeted the server who materialized with a menu.

      “Hi, sweetie,” Loretta said laconically. “Sit anywhere.”

      Ariel nodded. She usually asked for a window booth if one was free, but today she went to the counter. “Fancy meeting you here.”

      Ryan Saylor, the creator of Sawyer’s Cove, the man who’d hired sixteen-year-old Ariel to play Lily Fine, changing her life with her first big break, looked away from his computer and into her eyes.

      The look in his gray-green-brown irises shifted from distracted and wary to surprised, then warm.

      “Ariel, hi,” he said, swiveling the high-backed stool so he could half stand up and hug her lightly in greeting.

      She hugged him back, then dropped onto the stool next to him and surveyed him. He wore brown corduroy pants, and a green plaid shirt under a tweed jacket complete with elbow patch, like an English professor from 1985. The jacket’s left arm had been removed and tailored so it ended at the shoulder, due to his limb difference. Ryan had been born without a left arm.

      She hadn’t seen him in person in years, and there were new fine lines around his eyes. His chestnut brown hair was shorter than when he’d been the precocious twenty-five-year-old in charge of his own TV show, but it still curled around his ears and nearly brushed the collar of his jacket.

      “So, what are you doing in my neck of the woods?” Ariel asked.

      “Oh, is this your neighborhood? I thought you lived in the West Village.”

      “When I’m not in Misty Harbor,” Ariel agreed. “As of five minutes ago, I live right around the corner until we wrap.”

      “Still? Didn’t you live somewhere around here back in the day?”

      Ariel was surprised he remembered. “I did, and I do. In the very same apartment, actually. The first season of the reboot, I made inquiries, but someone else was renting it, so I stayed at the inn. But when the last tenants moved out, the landlord offered it to me. I’ve been here off and on for over a year now. I like having my own space, and it’s handy for Harbor Fest and Cove Con.”

      “With Jay and Cami and Nash all settled here, it really feels like Misty Harbor is your second home.”

      “I’m a city girl at heart,” Ariel reminded him, “but it’s nice to get away from Manhattan sometimes, too. Misty Harbor is a regular Cloudy Cove.”

      “So I’m learning,” Ryan said.

      “When did you arrive? Wait.” Ariel flagged down Loretta and ordered a grilled cheese with tomato and a chocolate banana milkshake. “You want anything else?”

      “No, I ate, thanks,” Ryan said. He glanced at his computer screen, which had gone dark.

      “Oh, I’m keeping you from your work.” She’d been so excited to see a friendly face that it hadn’t occurred to her he might not want her company. Story of her life. She went on being her effusive, emotional self, and usually far too late picked up on the clues that she was too much for some people. Most people, actually.

      “It’s okay,” he said quickly. “Just banging my head against some spreadsheets. Selena left everything in great shape, but I already feel behind. I’m better at words than numbers.”

      Ariel had been as shocked as anyone when, a couple of months ago, showrunner Selena Echeveria had announced she was turning over the reins of the third and final season of the Sawyer’s Cove reboot to Ryan, the original creator. Selena had been given a green light to turn her boyfriend Warner Mathis’s bestselling mystery novel Gunsmoke into a limited series. But studio backing depended on casting one of Hollywood’s biggest stars in the role of Jake Wilton, the private detective hero, and the star in question’s availability had overlapped with the Sawyer’s Cove shoot, so she’d had no choice but to step away. Lucky for all of them, Ryan had agreed to take her place.

      She already missed Selena and her steady, no-nonsense hand, but none of the Sawyer’s Cove family had wanted her to lose out on this opportunity. Plus, it was exciting to have Ryan come back to the show. Ariel was determined that the third and final season was going to be amazing for the cast and crew. They’d been given a gift with this reboot. It had been a chance to renew old friendships, for new relationships to blossom, and for fans to fall in love with the show all over again. It was only when she thought about the end of the shoot, about three months away, that she, typically for her, got weepy.

      Once the season was over, the core group of actors wouldn’t have any reason to get together with the same regularity they had for the past three years. She was going to miss the camaraderie. On top of which, she wasn’t sure which direction she should try to take her career in. Everyone else had their lane, seemed to be cruising along in it, while she was barely keeping up.

      It also didn’t help that everyone was oh-so-happily paired up. Ryan had only dealt with one on-set romance the first go-round. As she bit gratefully into her sandwich, she filled him in on the rest of the gossip.

      “So you know about Jay and Cami, obviously.” Their rekindled romance had been all over social media, fanning the flames of excitement for the reboot in the process. “But how up are you on the rest of the Sawyer’s Cove news?”

      Ryan cringed. “Do I really need to know? Surely everyone keeps things professional.”

      “Sure, we’re all pros. But you need to know the basics. Want a quick primer?”

      “Will there be a test?”

      “Oh, definitely,” Ariel said with a wink. “And I’m a very hard grader.”

      “Then I better pay attention,” he said, closing his computer and turning toward her.

      She shifted in her seat, suddenly self-conscious. She was used to an audience, but not an audience of one. Ryan was giving her his full attention, and it felt nice—but unsettling.

      He’d always intimidated her—he was so smart, so much older than her, more worldly and experienced.

      Over a decade later, the age difference didn’t strike her as that big a deal anymore. He was what—forty-one? Forty-two? But it was hard not to feel a little nervous around him all the same. He was essentially her boss, even if he was the new kid in town.

      “Well, Nash is with Jay’s sister, Mimi, who’s the head of the town library. They have this awesome old Victorian house. They did a bunch of work to it and turned the basement into a recording studio for Nash, and the first floor has this library out of a fairy tale, I swear. They’re having a barbecue this weekend, if you didn’t already hear, so you can see it for yourself.”

      Ryan’s face rippled, but she couldn’t read his reaction, so she plowed on. “And of course, Crosby and Darren are together. I’m assuming Darren will be around a fair bit, between directing and things going well with Noah and Will finally after all the drama last season. Please don’t tell me you’re going to break them up, because I might have to hurt you.”

      “You and every other fangirl,” Ryan said, holding his hand up defensively. “Don’t worry. Will and Noah will get their happily ever after.”

      “Excellent. Which means we’ll be seeing a lot of Darren, and Crosby will be happy. They’re nauseatingly in love.”

      “And what about you?” Ryan asked.

      Ariel took a long pull on her milkshake while he stared at her steadily. “What about me?”

      “Who’s your significant other? A local hero or a New Yorker?”

      Ariel squinted at him, but Ryan didn’t appear to be joking. She ignored the stab of sadness his words invoked and decided to keep things as airy as the meringue on the pie in the refrigerated case behind the counter. “Alas, I’m but a poor unattached female.”

      Ryan’s brow creased, as if he didn’t understand the concept.

      “Somehow I’ve managed to escape the love curse that seems to affect everyone else when they get inside Misty Harbor’s city limits,” she went on gaily. “What about you?”

      Ryan took a second to respond. “I’m single, too. Divorced.”

      Ariel had heard about his divorce. She’d never met his wife, but they’d been married for a while. She wondered what had happened.

      “We could start a club,” she said. “Sawyer’s Cove Singles.”

      Ryan stroked his chin. “Or we could pair up and appease the Misty Harbor love gods before anything terrible befalls the town.”

      She grinned at his over-the-top suggestion. “Oh yes, we could make ourselves tributes by dating each other. Great idea.”

      Ryan’s cheeks colored at her acquiescence. “No, I wouldn’t put you through that. I’m hopeless at dating. I think I’ll just enter my crotchety-old-man phase early.”

      “Nonsense.” Ryan might dress like an aging professor, but he was far from elderly. His clean-shaven face had small lines that made him look distinguished, while his body was as lean as ever. Ariel didn’t know what kind of exercise he did to keep fit, but whatever he did, it was working. “I may not be great at dating myself, but I am an amazing wing-woman.”

      Ryan laughed. “Oh, I don’t doubt it.”

      “I could get you a date to the barbecue by tomorrow,” she persisted, feeling as if she had something to prove, even though he wasn’t challenging her.

      “The barbecue. Nash mentioned it, but I don’t know that I should go.”

      “Why not? Everyone will be so excited to see you.”

      “I have a pile of work. And you’ll have more fun without me.”

      “What are you talking about?” She was genuinely mystified.

      “Just that you’re all so close. It’s awesome, but I’m like the stuffy dad or the weird uncle.”

      “Is that how you see yourself? You gave us our livelihoods. You created Sawyer’s Cove.”

      “A million years ago. I’m a fossil. Anyway, I have so much work to do I can’t⁠—”

      “You can and you will, Ryan Saylor,” Ariel declared. “I expect to see you at that barbecue, and I’ll bring someone nice for you. Even if you just make a friend, you could always use another friend, couldn’t you?”

      “I suppose.” He looked at her thoughtfully. “Does anyone ever say no to you?”

      She laughed. “Only all the time. But I’m glad my powers of persuasion work on you, at least.”

      “You make it easy to say yes.”

      “Really?” The comment pleased her. She always worked hard to make things happen, in her life, in her career. It was nice to feel a sense of ease around someone for a change.

      “And what about you?”

      She sucked noisily on the dregs of her milkshake, then peered into the empty glass, but there was no hidden compartment filled with more at the bottom. “What do you mean?”

      “Am I supposed to bring a guy for you? Like a When Harry Met Sally thing?”

      Delighted as she was by him referencing one of her favorite movies of all time, she shook her head vehemently. “Absolutely not. I don’t think you’ll be able to find my soulmate in forty-eight hours when I haven’t found him in thirty-three years.”

      “Your soulmate?” His brow furrowed. “I was thinking more like a nice, regular Misty Harbor resident.”

      “I already know I’m not going to find my soulmate in Misty Harbor,” she said. “I’ve spent so much time here in the last couple of years, I can’t imagine I wouldn’t have met him already.”

      “Sorry, but what’s with the soulmate obsession?”

      “Isn’t that the dream—to find the person who completes you? Your other half?”

      “Dream?” He scoffed. “It’s a fantasy, Ariel, take it from me.”

      “This from the man who wrote all those beautiful monologues for Sawyer about looking for his soulmate?”

      He grimaced. “I was young and romantic. And Sawyer never found his soulmate, remember?”

      She bristled. Sawyer had been with Lily Fine for most of season two of the reboot, and she was beginning to think they had been endgame this entire time.

      “Nope, uh-uh, you aren’t allowed to take this from me. I need something to justify being pathetically alone while all my friends find the loves of their lives in this one-horse town. No offense, Loretta,” Ariel said to the server who was picking up her empty plate.

      “None taken, hon. Want dessert?”

      “The milkshake was enough for me. Just the check.”

      Loretta slid a piece of paper onto the counter and shuffled away.

      Ariel dug out her wallet and removed some cash. “I will see you at the barbecue. Oh, this is going to be such a bittersweet season. I’m sad already.” She sniffed, then brightened. “But finding you a girlfriend, despite you no longer being young and romantic, is a worthy challenge. See you soon, boss.”

      Ryan chuckled, but when she didn’t laugh, he stopped her before she left. “Wait, Ariel—if you’re serious about the date thing, I have one rule. No actresses.”

      “No actresses?” She frowned. “What’s wrong with actresses?”

      His expression turned sheepish, as if he’d belatedly remembered what she did for a living. “Sorry, it’s just a thing I’ve had since I first got to Hollywood. I don’t date actresses.”

      “No actresses,” she said crisply. Well, whatever. It wasn’t like she was going to set him up with anyone from the cast. That would be unprofessional.

      “No offense,” he said weakly.

      She channeled her inner Loretta. “None taken, hon.” Then she swept out of the diner with all the haughtiness she could muster.

      No actresses, indeed.
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        Sawyer’s Cove: The Reboot

        Episode 301: The Pancake Breakfast

      

        
      
        INT. LILY FINE’S CLASSROOM - DAY

      

        
      
        SAWYER looks longingly at LILY. Lily notices him.

      

        
      
        LILY: Do I have something on my face?

        SAWYER: Yeah.

      

        
      
        Lily wipes at her face.

      

        
      
        LILY: Did I get it off?

      

        
      
        Sawyer shakes his head no.

      

        
      
        LILY: Well, what is it?

        SAWYER: Timeless beauty.

      

        
      
        Lily rolls her eyes.

      

      

      Ariel despised humidity, and August in New England wasn’t the place to be if you wanted to avoid it. Her thick auburn hair hung heavy as an anvil down her back, and she’d already sweated through her favorite peach-colored linen dress. Her second-floor apartment was close enough to Misty Harbor’s coastline to benefit from cooling ocean breezes, but a sticky marine layer had settled over the town two days ago and hadn’t let up. She’d been mainlining iced tea and obsessively checking the weather app, praying for a break in the oppressive mugginess.

      Damp and sticky, she fanned herself with a copy of Gun Shy, Warner Mathis’s latest Jake Wilton novel. The long-awaited follow-up to his debut mystery, Gunsmoke, had instantly hit all the bestseller lists upon its release earlier in the summer. Ariel had picked up a copy in New York before she drove up to Misty Harbor, but hadn’t gotten more than a few pages in. She’d been busy since arriving in town. The table read for the first episode of season three of Sawyer’s Cove was in a few days and she’d been dutifully studying her script. She’d also been distracted by planning a surprise for her Cove cast mates.

      In three months, they’d finish filming the final season of the reboot, and everyone would scatter. They might run into each other doing press when the third season dropped, or at Cove Con, the small fan convention that had run in conjunction with Harbor Fest for the past two summers. But there wouldn’t be any reason for the five—well, six if you counted Darren Silverstein, and Ariel did—core Cove actors to be in the same place at the same time after the shoot ended.

      She knew the drill—the entertainment business was temporary by design. Actors got close on set, bonding through intense emotional situations and long hours over short periods of time. Then production wrapped, everyone went back where they came from, and you never saw each other again.

      She was luckier than most. She’d been able to keep up with Cami and Nash and Crosby fairly well after the original Sawyer’s Cove had ended nearly fourteen years ago. They’d been so young, they’d become true friends over the initial three-year run. She hadn’t been willing to give up her friendships, and she was stubborn enough to keep them in her life. Only Jay, by disappearing from public view entirely when he’d opted to stay in Misty Harbor, had eluded her attempts to stay in touch. Luckily, two years ago Cami had convinced him to give Sawyer’s Cove another chance, and with it, Ariel had been given the opportunity to cement their friendship. She hadn’t squandered it.

      In fact, she was meeting Jay in a few minutes to pitch him on her surprise project. She hurried down the stairs and through the street level door. Her apartment was smack in the middle of the long main street that started at the Misty Harbor Inn and ended at the beach. She kept the bare necessities there—her real home base was in Manhattan, in the West Village apartment she’d bought about ten years ago. As she walked, she lifted her mane of hair off her neck, rummaging in her big shoulder bag for a hair tie to put it up with. God, it was putridly hot.

      Sweat dampened every cranny of her body by the time she reached The Cove, the neighborhood bar Jay owned and operated. She’d heard that The Cove had done good business before the Sawyer’s Cove revival, but nothing like now. The place always seemed full, no matter the time of day. It was too early for dinner, but there were lots of people inside The Cove’s cozy brick walls, drinking, of course, and partaking of the upscale pub food.

      Jay was a busy man—he owned the bar, he was involved in a lot of local business groups, and he invested in Misty Harbor real estate. He’d renovated another brick storefront on Miller Street, and his longtime Cove manager Danica Brown had turned it into an independent bookstore-slash-wine bar with her boyfriend Ethan Simmons. Ariel admired Jay’s business ventures and what he’d done for Misty Harbor. From what she’d seen, and what Cami had told her, his leadership and investments were a big part of why the small town had become a vibrant, tourist-friendly destination.

      Ariel stopped at the bar to order yet another iced tea and asked the bartender to let Jay know she was there. While she waited, she checked her phone, responded to a few social media posts, and sent a text to her mom to remind her that Anna’s, Ariel’s younger sister, birthday was in a few days. Her mother tended to forget birthdays. And everything else. Ariel had always been the one to keep track of her dance classes and homework and theater practice, the one who got herself to auditions and deciphered her contract with her first agent. Her mom had spent three hours getting sixteen-year-old Ariel settled into her new life in Misty Harbor, where she was about to shoot a twenty-two-episode season of television, before returning to their split-level in upstate New York where Anna was a middle-schooler. That was after her mother had readily signed the papers making Ariel an emancipated minor.

      She loved her family, but she’d learned early to rely on nobody but herself.

      Her iced tea arrived at the same time as Jay.

      “Hey, you.” He joined her on her side of the bar, looking like an extraordinarily handsome guy trying to stay under the radar in worn jeans, a plain gray T-shirt, three days of stubble, and a ball cap covering his signature nearly shaved head. The effect wasn’t exactly subtle.

      “Hey. Can we sit for a minute?” She tilted her head toward an empty booth on the other side of the room.

      “Sure. Hang on.” To the bartender, he said, “Hey, Lee, can I get the new pilsner?”

      They settled into the booth and the Cove employee brought the draft beer a minute later.

      “What’s up, beautiful?”

      “I wanted to talk to you about something before we get caught up in shooting. It always gets crazy once the cameras start rolling.”

      “Tell me about it. I’ve been trying to get my ducks in a row. I know I signed up for it, but I’m really glad this is the last time we’re doing this. Shooting a television show kind of interferes with my day job.” He smiled wryly.

      His words stung a little. Shooting television shows was her day job, but she knew for Jay this was a one-off that had turned into a three-year project. Still, he’d gotten an incredible girlfriend in Cami and renewed interest in Misty Harbor out of the deal. “Anyway, since this is our last go-round, I have an idea for something special we could do to celebrate, and also raise money for a good cause.”

      “I’m listening.”

      “Picture this—you, me, Cami, Crosby, Darren, and Nash all together on stage for a live taping of The Sawyer’s Cove Rewatch Project Podcast. We’d sell tickets and donate the proceeds. The fans would love it, we’d get a really nice memory to wrap up the show, and contribute to a good cause. Win-win-win. The podcast hosts are super nice—Erika and Jules.”

      “Oh yeah, I know Erika. She’s the one dating Henry, right?”

      “Yep. They met at the first Cove Con, adorably.”

      “So I show up, get asked questions by Erika and Jules, and try not to sound like an idiot?”

      “Basically.” Ariel had been on quite a few podcasts doing press for her last few projects. When done well, they felt like intimate conversations. It would probably be chaotic to do a live show with that many people, but she was confident in the production team.

      “My friend Kate Treanor’s production company got the podcast onto their network last year. Kate’s going to come out and produce it in person. Bonus for me.” She saw Kate a fair amount between her visits to L.A. for work and Kate’s visits to her in-laws in New York. She and her husband, restaurateur Oliver Mercier, had recently opened a New York location of his signature restaurant, Mercy, and were living in New York temporarily, making it extra easy for her to come up and produce the podcast herself.

      “Oh cool,” Jay said. “Well, I don’t see why not, especially if it’s after we wrap.”

      “Yeah, I have to double-check the schedule, but that’s what I’m aiming for.”

      “Count me in.”

      “Spectacular. Thanks, Jay.”

      “I’m sure Cami will be excited,” Jay said. “Want me to ask her? Or do you want to do it?”

      “You can mention it to her, but we’ve been trying to find time for lunch, so I’ll get her official okay then.”

      “You ready for the table read? It’ll be weird with Ryan there instead of Selena. Like the old days.”

      “I’m ready,” Ariel said, “if I can keep my shit together. I’m already getting emotional about it being the last first table read ever.”

      “I hope Selena told Ryan to have plenty of tissues on hand,” Jay said with a smile.

      “Speaking of Ryan, this is kind of a weird question, but you know more people in Misty Harbor than I do. Can you think of any eligible women who might be interested in a divorced forty-something TV showrunner with one arm?”

      Jay barked a surprised laugh. “Why? Is he looking?”

      “I sort of said I’d help him get something of a social life while he’s here. You know, everyone is all paired up like matching socks, and it can be hard to meet new people in a small town.”

      She’d been regretting her impulsive promise to find Ryan a date since she’d made it. She’d offered to set him up, but his one condition still had her feathers up—he’d made it clear the only unsuitable candidate would be an actress. Apparently, he never had and never would consider one as a potential partner.

      Not that she would have volunteered for the role in the first place, but it was the principle of the thing.

      Jay shrugged. “I’m not good at this stuff. You should ask Danica. She always seems to know who’s single and looking.”

      Ariel pouted at Jay for a second, but she’d gotten his agreement to do the podcast, so she couldn’t be too annoyed. “All right, I’ll stop by her place. I can always use another book I don’t have time to read, anyway.”

      “That’s the spirit.”

      “Thanks, Jay.”

      “You coming to Mimi’s barbecue?” he asked.

      “Of course. What should I bring?” Besides a date for their boss.

      “I’ll have Mimi text you if she needs anything.”

      He refused her offer to pay for her iced tea, gave her a hug, and went back to work—the important business of full-time bar owner and part-time heartthrob.

      Ariel left The Cove refreshed by the drink and air conditioning, but the thick summer haze quickly had her fanning herself again on the short walk to the Miller Street Book Bar. The Instagram-ready brick building housed a bookstore in one half and a wine bar in the other.

      She pushed open the doors, thankful for the climate control in this establishment as well.

      A few customers browsed the books while a slim woman with long brown hair efficiently sliced limes behind a polished wooden bar top. Ariel spotted a romance with a promising cover on a table and grabbed it on her way to the bar. “Hey, Danica. Ariel.” She put her hand on her chest in introduction. She didn’t know the woman that well, but she’d met her once when they’d shot some Sawyer’s Cove scenes at The Cove.

      “Hi there, Ariel,” Danica said warmly, setting the limes in a plastic container. “Can I get you something?”

      “Unfortunately, it’s so hot a glass of wine would probably put me right to sleep,” Ariel said.

      Danica nodded. “We’re going through a lot of rosé right now.”

      “Oh, now you’re tempting me.” Ariel laughed. She did, in fact, have a bottle of sparkling rosé chilling in her apartment fridge. But she didn’t want to contemplate yet another evening that began with opening a bottle of wine for one. She was thirty-three with the habits of a middle-aged divorcée, though she hadn’t ever been married. She’d never even come close. It had never bothered her until recently, when the happy couples around her began oozing contentment. It was easier to bear her own single status when everyone else in her orbit was unpaired and messy, too. But suddenly they were all lined up like penguins marching into their happy futures, and she was out in the cold. Metaphorically. It was still hot as hell outside.

      Maybe she should ask Danica for help with finding her a date. But if she fell for someone local, she’d either end up in a long-distance relationship, which she didn’t have the stamina for, or she’d be stuck in Misty Harbor. While she loved this little town, she didn’t want a small-town lifestyle. Cami and Jay were different—his roots were deep here, and Cami had started handling most of her producing work remotely from Misty Harbor with a work trip to Los Angeles every other month or so. Cami had even stopped acting except for Sawyer’s Cove.

      Ariel didn’t want to stop acting. That was the only thing she knew for sure. Otherwise, she was lost, unable to commit to any project after Sawyer’s Cove, her agent looking for the just-right part that would get her excited. Unfortunately, she had the sneaking suspicion her best parts were behind her. She had lately only been offered boring mom roles. She hadn’t been able to bring herself to accept any of them, but she might have to if nothing better came along.

      Right now, she had to focus on her mission.

      “I have kind of a weird question,” Ariel said. “But Jay suggested I ask you, for whatever that’s worth.”

      Danica stopped in the middle of restocking cocktail napkins and looked at her with an intrigued expression. “What’s up?”

      “Do you know Ryan Saylor? He’s steering the ship this season, but he’s new to town.”

      Danica smiled. “Yeah, Jay brought him by a couple of days ago. He seems nice. He practically bought out our entire Hollywood history section, so he’s got a friend for life in my boyfriend, Ethan.”

      Ryan liked Hollywood history? She supposed it wasn’t surprising. “Cool. And Ryan is really nice. He’s also single. Can you think of anybody he might be a good fit with? Like, romantically?”

      Danica widened her eyes. “Wow, I wasn’t expecting that. I might have to give it some thought.” She looked at Ariel quizzically. “He’s looking for a girlfriend here in Misty Harbor? Isn’t he from L.A.?”

      “He’s making a fresh start,” Ariel said, not wanting to share too many details. “I…volunteered to help him meet someone new. If you can’t think of anyone, that’s totally fine. I just thought I’d ask.”

      “There’s always Zelda Won,” Danica said, staring out the window as she spoke. “She was seeing Alphonse, the butcher, but they broke up a couple of months ago. And she’s terrific. She gets shit done, which I appreciate. She comes to the store’s book club, too.”

      “Zelda.” Ariel turned it over in
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