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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: forgiveness
Tropes: holiday romance, redemption, secret romance, friends with benefits, enemies to lovers, right under your nose, opposites attract
Tags: quick read, secular Judiasm, high heat, spicy, spinoff series, secret relationship becomes public, chef shows love through food, sometimes being honest is a way to excuse being a raging bitch
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Chapter One

NORA


Iwish I could be in the room when you tell Noah you’re moving to New York sooner than you expected,” I said to Jenna. 
I was sitting in the back seat of Asher’s rental car as the three of us drove to my parents’ house for dinner. I saw my friend and her boyfriend exchange a look. 
“Don’t bring it up, please,” Jenna said, turning back to face me from the passenger seat.
“Why?” I asked, a little irritated that we couldn’t talk about it.
"My parents don't know yet, either," Jenna said in a low voice.
My eyes got wide. “Am I the first person you told?” I whispered, trying to hide my delight.
I could see, in the rearview mirror, Asher trying to hide his smug satisfaction, but I could see his grin. I liked Asher, but he could be a smidge insufferable when he was right. We all knew that the move was because Jenna's crafting business had grown so quickly. Since Passover, she had spent more time in New York City and less time in Boston. She was working with large companies, and events there brought her more attention than small craft fairs by us. It made sense for her to move to New York. Now Asher, who had wanted it back in April when they started dating, spent his time making the case that moving in with him was the smart financial decision. He would win, and I was glad Mrs. Stein had learned to adore Asher. It would certainly make this change easier for her.
Noah was more dependent on Jenna than anyone else. Since his parents now spent their winters in Florida, he needed someone to help him run the donut shop. Jenna had taken over as manager in late March, and she was now indispensable. Originally, she planned on moving to Manhattan next March and she was training her replacement. Noah hated the business side of the shop. He only wanted to bake, so I was sure he would have a total meltdown when he learned about the accelerated timeline. I really wanted to be a fly on the wall for that meeting.
I thought about all of this as Asher wove through the streets to my parents’ house. My mother always hosted dinner on the first night of Rosh Hashanah. It was her favorite holiday, but she loved everything fall too. She was always in a rush to pull out sweaters, scarves, hats, and heavy comforters. Even as a kid, I loved going apple picking with her. Yesterday, she and I drove an hour to the central part of the state where all the apple orchards were. We spent the day looking for the best apples so she could make cider, pies, applesauce, and other baked goods. I knew tonight she would have pulled out the best of the bushels and cut them up to dip into honey, a holiday tradition for a sweet new year.
“Do you guys go to services on both days?” Asher asked as he took Jenna’s hand and squeezed it. 
“Only one day,” I said before Jenna could. I could see her looking out the window, and I was sure she was anxious about the news she needed to share. I wished I could take that burden off her shoulders. I was more than happy to deliver difficult news.
"Maybe if the holiday was only on the weekend, but it's always difficult to justify two days off of work," Jenna continued, her voice trailing off.
“No, we’ve only ever gone for the first day. We’re not the type of Jews to cover our bases,” I corrected.
“Is that how you see it?” Asher asked, meeting my eyes in the rearview mirror.
“That’s what they were doing, isn’t it?” I asked, shrugging my shoulders. “They were making sure they celebrated when Jerusalem was celebrating by adding an extra day.”
“I guess you’re right,” Asher said, focusing on the road again.
“Do you want to go on the second day?” Jenna asked, turning to look at her boyfriend. “I’m sure my parents can get you a ticket to the services.”
I hadn’t thought Asher was asking because he wanted to do services for two days. I never thought much about how observant this man was. At Purim and Passover, earlier this year, he had seemed flexible. I had assumed he was as observant as Jenna wanted him to be. 
“I would go alone, right?” Asher asked.
Neither Jenna nor I responded. It had been challenging to get Monday off of work for the holiday. There was no way I could get my boss to agree to a second one.
“That’s what I thought,” he said with a low chuckle. “I’ll pass.”
"We have dinner tomorrow night," I reminded Jenna as we pulled into the driveway.
“Where is it this year?” Jenna asked. “Noah’s parents are already in Florida.”
"My parents are doing it, I think," I said, hoping I was right. The two dinners were a tradition between the four families, but things were changing now that we were adults.
“Let’s play that by ear,” Asher said.
As we got out of the car, two more pulled up. Noah was in one and my cousin Rachel was in the other. While Jenna and Asher helped Noah carry in the desserts (likely including apple fritters because my mother loved them), I walked in with Rachel. I was surprised that she was alone. Usually, her idiot boyfriend joined her for family dinners.
“Where’s Seth?” I asked, lingering like I expected him to jump out and surprise me.
Rachel walked toward the door without looking at me. “I don’t want to talk about it.”
“Really?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. 
Her pace was fast and heavy. “He decided to go to his parents’ house instead of coming here. We had a huge fight about it.”
I loved Rachel, but her boyfriend was an asshat. Since I was an only child, she was the closest thing I had to a big sister, and she was still my role model. I had done things specifically because Rachel had done them, like go to the same college and pick a similar major. That was, until she started dating Seth, and I started questioning her judgment. She might be angry that he wasn't coming for dinner, but I was thrilled to be missing one entitled, mediocre white man with a fragile ego.
“Hi, pumpkin,” my dad said, holding open the door for us as we walked up the steps.
My father is in no way entitled, nor does he have a fragile ego. He's a pushover who adores being surrounded by women who are as smart, if not smarter, than him. Both Rachel and I gave him a kiss on the cheek as we walked into the house. I inhaled deeply, taking in the scents of the season and holiday. I could smell the roasting veggies and brisket. There was still a hint of apples and cinnamon in the air. I turned to the right to see the dining room table laid out for a buffet-style dinner. The only way we could all fit into the house was to sit anywhere we could find a seat.
“Don’t worry,” he whispered from behind me. “Golda’s not here.”
A smile spread across my face and my shoulders relaxed. As we walked into the kitchen, my mother, still in her apron, came around the island and wrapped me in a bear hug.
“You saw me a few hours ago,” I said, not fighting her affection.
She rocked me back and forth. “I know but you’re my favorite.”
She let me go and proceeded to do the same to Rachel. I suspected even Asher had been subjected to my mother's need to hug all of us. She had clearly already put him and Noah to work. Asher was slicing pickles, and Noah was getting the desserts ready to heat up in the oven.
"You," she said, pointing to my father. "You're on carving duties now. We're eating in ten minutes."
She shooed Jenna, Rachel, and me away. We each poured a glass of wine and joined the others in the large den. Golda might not be here, but her parents were. I didn’t have a problem with them. Their daughter had turned into a bully, but the Levys didn’t seem to like it any more than the rest of us. I wondered if I should ask Asher if he knew where Golda was. I believed she technically still worked for his company, even if not for him. They were sitting with Jenna’s parents.
"How's work, Nora?" Mrs. Levy asked me once I was comfortable on the couch.
I knew what I was supposed to say. This was supposed to be a casual question, not an opportunity to vent about how miserable I was. “They want me to come in on the weekends to get my TPS reports done.”
Jenna, who was about to take a sip of her wine, let out a snort and a small laugh. Rachel laughed too.
“I don’t get it, what’s a TPS report?” Mrs. Levy asked, looking at each of us with her eyebrows drawn together.
“It’s a reference to that office movie,” Jenna’s mother said with a smirk. “She means that her job is stupid, her supervisors are obsessed with rote tasks, and she struggles to see the value in what she does.”
“You remember it well, Mrs. Stein,” I said, impressed the older woman knew the reference at all.
I looked at Jenna, who was just as amazed as I was.
"What?" Mrs. Stein said to her daughter. "I had a life even after you all were born. Plus, your dad loves the red stapler joke."
I held back a giggle.
"It's too bad that you don't love your job," Mr. Levy said, picking up the conversation again. "Not to criticize Asher, but Golda isn't happy with her job anymore. I think the reality is finally setting in."
Neither Jenna nor I said anything. It was something I knew plenty about and was sure the Levys hadn’t been privy to. Golda had been reassigned to a different department, was on a performance improvement plan, and was probably going to get fired for harassing
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