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      Twelve friends. Ten-year reunion. One $50,000,000 lottery ticket.

      

      Local hockey legend Andie Ronald returned to Hopewell dumped and broken after an injury ended her pro career. Then she hit a fifty-million-dollar jackpot, which could allow her to open the hockey skills academy of her dreams and get back in the game. But if her latest surgery goes badly, she may have to hang up her skates for good.

      

      Contractor and co-lottery winner Freddy Turnbull can update Andie’s stuck-in-the-70s kitchen and drive her to physiotherapy, but he can’t make her believe he’s in her life to stay after the last year has taught her nothing is permanent. It’s going to take a lot more than luck to convince her that, no matter what the future holds, a life in Hopewell with him could be the biggest win of all.
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      Sign up for Elle’s newsletter to be informed of all her new releases.
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      “Do you have your toothbrush?”

      “Yes, I packed it this morning when I was done with it.”

      “And your pills.”

      “I remembered those too.”

      “What about⁠—”

      “Sweetheart, you do realize I’m eighty years old and not a ten-year-old going to sleepover camp, right?”

      Andie Ronald let out a deep sigh. “Sorry, Pops.” She remembered to breathe again and squared her shoulders under her well-loved Hopewell Panthers hockey jersey. For the last six months, she’d been sharing a house with her grandfather. She took care of the chores he could no longer manage around the house, and he let her stay while she tried to figure out what she was going to do with her future after a series of life-changing shake-ups. Now her roommate was leaving. “In that case, what are you still doing in Hopewell? To the big city with you!”

      “That’s my girl.”

      She hugged the old man carefully, mindful of his recently diagnosed osteoporosis, which was the reason he was moving out of his house in the first place. Her grandfather was one of her favourite people in the entire world. She didn’t want him to go, but she knew he couldn’t stay, not with his growing medical problems.

      He inched up the sidewalk, not because he had trouble walking on his arthritic toes, but because the path was lined with friends and neighbours. The Ronalds had lived in this house on Matlock Drive for sixty years. Her pops moving out was the end of an era for the family, even though Andie would be staying in it for a few more months.

      She held on to her smile even when her knee twinged as she escorted her grandpa to the car. She could limp once he was safely on his way to his new apartment in a new seniors’ complex in Brandon.

      He hesitated at the car door and brought her in for a hug. “This is a good thing, sweetie. Take care of the house for me. We’ve had a lot of good years here.”

      “We sure have.”

      “I’ll see you for dinner on Sunday.”

      “I’ll be there.”

      Andie saw him off with waves and smiles, and as soon as the last of the other well-wishers returned to their homes, she limped back up the walk and collapsed on the porch swing. She closed her eyes, hung her blonde ponytail over the seat back, and let the September sun warm her. Summer was still holding on in Manitoba. They’d had nothing but clear skies and sunshine for the last month and a half, but Andie knew all they needed was the first rain of autumn to flip the switch into cool fall weather.

      The fall would lead into winter, and that realization turned her heart to ice. It was the first winter she could remember that she wouldn’t be playing hockey. When Andie moved back to Hopewell, she’d had a lot on her mind. At first, she’d been hopeful the surgeons and specialists in Winnipeg would see something their counterparts in Calgary had missed, something that would fix her knee and get her back on the ice despite the dozen nos she’d already heard.

      When they’d disappointed her too, the fifty-million-dollar lottery win had taken up all her time for a while. The biggest Maxx Money jackpot in history had pushed aside her worry about her knee for a little while. Unfortunately, the buzz didn’t last long, and she was more concerned with what she couldn’t do than she was with what she could now afford.

      Then Pops’s diagnosis happened, and she’d spent the last month dealing with rounds of doctors’ appointments and getting him ready to move into a seniors’ complex. At least she was able to offer sincere sympathy at his osteoporosis and the reluctance to accept the help necessary for living life on a daily basis. She knew it all too well. He’d do well in his new home, but now she was all alone again. Andie was ready for her next distraction. Working with Freddy on the house and thinking about plans for her future would be just the ticket.

      A shadow fell over her, and she opened her eyes. “Hi, Freddy.”

      Freddy Turnbull, friend, former Hopewell High School classmate, and fellow multi-million-dollar lottery winner, held out a bottle of iced tea. “Is he gone?”

      She accepted the drink gratefully. “Gone and pretty pleased about it. I think he’s looking forward to it more than he wanted to admit. He likes the apartment he found. He really likes the fact there’s a dining room he can go to rather than having me cook his meals. I do a mean roasted chicken and excellent pork chops in mushroom sauce, but I can’t complete with restaurant service.”

      “Maybe, but he’ll miss this place.” Freddy sat in one of the wicker chairs on the porch. His six-foot frame barely fit. “It’s a great old house. I’m itching to see what you plan to do to it.”

      “It is great. It’s small, but it’s perfect for its size.” Andie loved it for all of the memories attached to it. She knew years of birthdays and holidays here meant she looked at it through rose-coloured glasses, but it made her smile to hear the same observations coming from a contractor who knew what he was talking about in a strictly professional sense.

      She was still getting used to thinking of Freddy as a contractor rather than a soldier. He’d left the service at the beginning of the year after ten years in the army. He’d studied engineering at university and had joined up to pay for it. Now he was back to civilian life and had recently started a small but thriving business, fixing roofs all over the southwest corner of the province with his crew. He made the decision to break away from the company he’d been working for since he’d left the army and open his own after attending their ten-year reunion in their hometown; their high school friends had been encouraging him to take the leap into self-employment, and Andie had a feeling it had happened much sooner than he planned.

      Then again, a lot of their friends felt their lives had been turned upside-down in the last few months. When she and her classmates got together the past June for their ten-year reunion, they expected a supper and some laughs, nothing more. All the attending former students chipping in for a lottery ticket had been a spur-of-the-moment decision. It had been a joke, not a plan to better their lives.

      They’d graduated with a small class of twenty-four, but only twelve of them had come home for the reunion. Four of them had never left. Scarlett St. James waited tables at Ruth’s Place with her mother. Tyler Lawson worked on his family’s ranch. Kirby Campbell got married right after graduation and had moved a few miles outside of Hopewell to her husband’s farm. And Jason Nickel had bummed around town for the last decade, picking up enough jobs to keep himself in rent and beer.

      A few of them had gone to the city for higher education but had come home afterwards. Evelyn Richer had taken a business diploma course at a community college in Brandon. Noah Long had taken a trade program at the same college, earning a plumbing ticket. Jonathan Gilbert attended the University of Manitoba in Winnipeg for six years to get his education degree, then came home to teach English.

      The rest hadn’t looked back. Cameron Irvine had moved to Toronto the summer after graduation with his twin sister to break into the acting scene. He’d lived in Los Angeles for the last few years. Doug Little had spent most of the last ten years in university, then medical school, and had recently returned to Hopewell to temporarily act as one of the town’s doctors to fulfill a scholarship condition. Cordelia Ito taught English all over the world. Freddy joined the army. Andie had chased her hockey dream from coast to coast as she moved from team to team.

      But then the unexpected happened. They won the fifty-million-dollar jackpot. The next day, over four million dollars’ worth of life-shaking and future-altering lottery winnings roared down on Freddy, Andie, and each of the other ten reunion-goers. It was more than enough to transform not only their own lives, but also change things for the people and town around them.

      Now it was months later, and Andie still thought it might be a dream. Most of her winnings were still in the bank while she dealt with the reality of being a washed-up hockey player with a bum knee.

      At least she had the house to keep her busy while she was unemployed or retired or whatever she called her current situation. She needed the distraction. She’d promised her grandfather she’d do some repairs and updates to make it more saleable before she put it on the market. There were a few minor and a couple major changes she’d love to make while still maintaining the original character of the house. She was sure any future owners would appreciate the balance of old and new. Even better, Freddy had agreed to help her do most of them herself. He’d be doing more of the complicated hands-on work while she supervised, but she looked forward to spending time with her old school friend.

      The house wasn’t large or fancy. The square two-storey building had a kitchen, dining room, living room, and three-piece bathroom on the main floor, plus the laundry facilities in the mudroom at the back door. Upstairs had a full bath and three bedrooms. Andie couldn’t imagine six people crammed into the space, but her father, who had grown up in the house, had never complained. Now the whole thing was hers for as long as it took her to get it ready for sale. She should get off her butt and get started on that.

      “I saw your grandpa receive quite the send-off. How are you doing?” Freddy asked, concern obvious on his face.

      Andie stuck out her bottom lip, then broke into giggles when she was unable to hold the sad face. “My little chick has flown the coop. Can a twenty-eight-year-old have empty nest syndrome?”

      “Not when she’s in charge of renovating the nest. That’s why I came over. To get a sense of what you want to do to it.” He ran his hand through his brown hair, still in an extra-short military haircut. Freddy may be a civilian now, but as far as she could tell, he’d held on to all the regimented structure of his old life. “Do you want me to come back tomorrow?”

      “No. Please, stay. I could use the company.” She wasn’t ready to wander through empty rooms yet. Some days she and her grandfather had passed like ships in the night as roommates often do, but it had always been comforting to have another presence in the house.

      She leaned forward to get up, but Freddy stopped her with a finger pressed to her forehead. “Sit for a minute. Drink the tea. Rest your leg. We have time. You were limping. Again.”

      When Andie saw Freddy’s glare, she leaned back into the cushions. “I’m fine.” It was barely a lie. Her knee hardly hurt at all today.

      “Not yet, but you will be. When are you going in?”

      Freddy and a select handful of people in town knew about her upcoming surgery, but it wasn’t common knowledge yet. It didn’t have to be a secret; it wasn’t going to affect her professional hockey career anymore, since she no longer had one. The incident that had ended her time on skates had been well publicized. The operation wasn’t to get her back into competition form; it was to get her walking properly and pain-free again. “The doctors don’t know yet. It’ll be a couple more months, probably, but I’m also on the cancellation list.” She shrugged, aiming for a casualness she didn’t feel. “It’ll happen when it happens.”

      “That’s no fun.” Freddy leaned into his own cushions, then gestured at the front yard. “Tell me what you want to do out here.”

      Renovations were a much happier topic. Although she loved her family home and it was perfect its own way, she had to admit it had a couple of problems, like a seventy-year-old design and an eighty-year-old owner who didn’t want to admit some of the maintenance had been beyond his aging capabilities. “The foundation is solid, and the porch is in good condition, but it’s due for a new roof. The front steps need to be replaced too.” The wooden planks were worn and sagging due to the amount of porch traffic it received from April through October. It was a small price to pay for the boisterous conversations and friendly visitors the house had welcomed.

      Andie cracked open the bottle of iced tea and took a sip. Her eyes widened. “Peach? Where did you get peach iced tea? Greenley’s doesn’t carry it.” Much to her dismay. She’d been back in Hopewell since March, and she was still trying to get Vaughn, the local grocery store manager, to bring it in.

      It was cute, the way Freddy’s nose turned up at the mention of peach flavouring. “I bought a variety pack when I was shopping in the city and remembered you were complaining about not having any peach. It’s not like I’m going to drink it.”

      The hit of fruity tea re-energized her. “Let’s discuss the front yard first.” When Freddy groaned in dismay, she caught his hand and hauled him to his feet. “Come on.”

      The yard was huge. A dozen rose bushes filled the flower beds on either side of the porch steps. Another flower bed ringed the towering oak tree in the front yard. The orange and yellow marigolds in it were still blooming.

      “I don’t see a problem,” Freddy said.

      “There isn’t one, really,” she replied. The house itself needed a lot of work, but landscaping wasn’t part of it. “We could use some more soil around the foundation to keep the water away, but the front yard is fine. My pops managed to keep it up after my grams passed away.” Her grandmother had lived for her garden in the summer. Not just the summer; she’d spent all winter plotting what she was going to do once the snow was gone. Andie was still finding gardening magazines on closet shelves and under furniture. Her grandfather planted simple annuals only, but he’d made it his mission to keep all the flowerbeds weed-free.

      “What about the back?”

      The backyard was bigger. Four trees lined the back fence: two apple, two plum. There were two blank spots where her grandparents had repeatedly tried to plant cherry trees, but they’d never managed to keep them alive more than a couple of years. If Andie were hanging around, she would have given it one last go. “That’s a different story. The yard is fine. Again, the grading by the foundation needs work. Here’s the real problem.”

      A concrete slab lay in the shadow of the fruit trees, covered in debris. What had once been a wood-framed gazebo had fallen into such disrepair that half the ceiling lay on the cement pad. Yellow caution trap fluttered from each of the surviving posts.

      “Why haven’t you brought the rest of it down?” Freddy asked.

      “I didn’t want Pops using a chainsaw, and he felt the same way about me. It seemed smarter to leave it to someone who knew what they were doing.”

      “That’s probably best.” Freddy circled the dilapidated structure. “You’ll have lots of firewood when I’m done.”

      “That’s not a bad thing.” There was nothing like a fire on a cold winter night. “The rest of the yard is okay. This”—Andie waved at the back door—“is where the real problems start.” Started, but by no means ended. She took another sip of iced tea. “You might want to start writing this down.”
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      Freddy Turnbull shivered as he watched Andie gulp down more peach iced tea. He hadn’t been kidding when he said he never drank it. He couldn’t stomach the sugary stuff.

      He’d lied about it being part of a variety pack. He picked up an entire case of peach tea the last time he was in the city, for the sole reason of having it on hand when Andie came around. When he realized this afternoon was the perfect opportunity to visit her, he grabbed one as incentive for her to ask him to hang out.

      Even with her bad knee, Andie was still one of the strongest—and most stubborn—women he knew. It wasn’t easy to offer help without her taking it as a reminder about her condition. Working on her grandparents’ house was a job he’d planned to handle by himself, unless he absolutely needed another person on the job. He thought together they could deal with almost anything that came up.

      “What’s wrong with it?” he asked, as she gestured at the rear of the house.

      “Take a look.”

      While he’d known Andie for years, they hadn’t been close in high school. He remembered that she’d been at her grandparents’ house a lot, but she hadn’t grown up here and he’d never been further than the living room since she’d moved in. He approached and saw the rotting remnants of a wooden screen door. “Yeah, that door needs to be replaced sooner rather than later.” The rest of the back wall looked like the front. It could use a fresh coat of paint, but the building itself looked solid.

      “Go inside,” Andie instructed. She held the door open for him, so he was forced to precede her. One step into the mud room, he stopped dead between the stairs to the basement and the kitchen.

      “Wow! I’ve gone blind.”

      He closed his eyes and let her laughter pour over him in waves. Freddy raised a hand in front of his face and peeked through spread fingers. “Nope, still blind,” he whispered.

      “No take-backsies. You promised to help,” Andie said, prodding him forward.

      “You didn’t tell me it would be like this. Wallpaper,” he spat out like it was a curse word. Wallpaper everywhere. Every square inch of visible wall in the mudroom and in the kitchen was covered with the thick, vinyl wallpaper from the seventies that never wore out, no matter how often it was scrubbed. The yellows and oranges were still bright. “I think the flowers are moving.”

      “Stop it! Don’t insult my grandparents’ taste!” Her laughter belied her harsh words.

      “Please tell me you don’t want to keep the wallpaper.” According to the decorating class he’d taken online, the look was considered vintage now, but getting rid of it would be a favour to the world.

      “It’s going, along with almost everything else in the kitchen. The cupboards and the counter and the floor and the ceiling,” she told him. She snagged his hand and pulled him through a narrow opening into the dining room. “That wall is going too. We just need new paint and carpet and windows in here.” Andie didn’t stop moving until she was in the living room.

      Freddy stared at the decor. “Oh.” It wasn’t an encouraging exclamation.

      A knee-wall with spindles to the ceiling separated it from the front entry. Built-in shelves filled one entire wall, except for an area where four of them had been roughly cut out to fit a flat-screen television, and there was more, slightly less hideous, wallpaper. Andie waved her hand at the whole thing. “Right now, I have no idea how to fix this. I’m not touching it until I’ve invested in a dozen decorating magazines and a hundred hours of home renovations shows.”

      He nodded in relief. “Anything would be an improvement. I think my living room might be in better shape.” That was saying something considering the house he’d purchased used to belong to a hoarder. He still hadn’t found most of the living room floor.

      The tiny bathroom between the stairs to the second floor and the kitchen looked functional, just hopelessly out of date. “I see what you meant about a list,” Freddy said after Andie pointed out the updates she wanted to do.

      She walked out the front door and resumed her seat on the porch swing. “Right? We can live with things how they are, and we have been—but if Pops wants to sell this place, we need to get it updated for the new millennium.” Andie gulped some more iced tea with a sigh. “This stuff is so good. Thanks again.”

      “You’re welcome.”

      “What do you think?”

      He relaxed into the chair until the wicker began to creak, then sat straight again. When Andie laughed, her hazel eyes crinkling, he knew she’d heard the chair’s complaint. “There’s a lot to do here, Andie. I hope you weren’t planning to put it on the market before Thanksgiving.” This was supposed to be a side project and an excuse to hang out with Andie; with the amount of work he’d seen on the first floor alone, they could both be old and grey by the time he finished.

      When he thought of it that way, adding an extra month or two onto his estimate didn’t sound like such a bad idea. “Or Christmas,” he amended.

      Freddy had been searching for reasons to spend time with Andie since he’d returned to Hopewell. She’d arrived at the same time he had, for much worse reasons. His return had been well planned.

      He’d decided not to re-enlist with the Canadian armed forces. He’d earned his structural engineering degree while he was enlisted, and he was proud of his time in uniform, but as he neared the end of his service, it became painfully clear it wasn’t what he wanted for a career. As soon he fulfilled his obligation, he wanted to put his full education to use.

      Until recently, he’d used his degree for demolitions, but after years of bringing down decrepit buildings and replacing them with soulless new construction while he was in the army, he decided he wanted to save things instead of destroying them. He knew there had to be a more environmentally friendly way to modernize, even if it took a little more time or effort. He wanted to travel a greener path and take buildings that were falling down and turn them back into unique, useful houses and businesses.

      He’d started roofing with another company in Winnipeg, but after hearing his boss turn down a number of jobs in the country, Freddy decided there was a need for a rural renovation company like his. He put together a small crew and within a month had several roofing jobs lined up, which had kept him busy over the summer. Those paid the bills, but his heart was in the occasional renovation they got to do. Now that winter was on the horizon, he needed more inside jobs.

      What Andie wanted to do the house was definitely green. She’d brought him into several repurposing and recycling conversations in the last few months as she’d plotted and planned the house’s makeover. He liked that Andie felt her family home should be preserved and protected, and he liked it even more that she picked him to help her do it.

      He didn’t have time to start going over the massive list of repairs Andie wanted due to the arrival of two of their fellow lottery winners. Evelyn Richer and Kirby Campbell waved from the street, then strolled up the front walk and deposited themselves on the porch without asking if they were welcome, as old friends did.

      With her blonde curls hanging out of the back of a ball cap, and an oversized pink sweatshirt, Evelyn looked nothing like the professional, award-winning car saleswoman she was from nine to five. “This looks cozy,” she said. “What are you two doing?”

      “Andie is explaining how I’m going to be working for her for the next year fixing and updating this house.”

      “Sounds like fun. She asked me this summer if I had any home décor magazines that she could use for inspiration,” Kirby said.

      “I know, and I regret to say she still has no idea what to do with the living room.” He thought of the kitchen wallpaper again. “I can tell you right now that anything she decides will not include saving the wall coverings.”

      Andie and Kirby laughed, while Evelyn simply looked confused. “Where did you get peach iced tea, Andie?” she demanded, changing the subject.

      “Freddy brought it over. I think he’s regretting it now that he’s seen the laundry list of jobs that need to be done.”

      “He could ask for some reciprocal assistance,” Kirby suggested. Her brown hair was cut short and stuck out from under her hat. “We could use it. I’ve been sorting the junk in his house for two weeks, and I’ve only made it through two rooms. I need the help. Are you working on another project? Please save me from doing another room by myself.” She batted her big brown eyes.

      Andie shook her head. “I am gainfully unemployed at the moment. It’s why I’m the one in charge of Pops’s house. I have the time. It’s not like I have any job prospects on the horizon.”

      She was smiling, but she sounded utterly defeated. “Andie…” Freddy started to say.

      She waved him off. “I know. It’s not like lottery winners need a job. I could sit on the front porch and eat truffles and drink champagne all day, but I’d rather do something productive with my life.” Andie pointed at Evelyn. “You’re buying into the car dealership where you work.” Then at Kirby. “You’re doing enough charity work for three people, not including helping Freddy out. He started his own business and is employing local tradespeople. I need to find something to fill my days before I go nuts.”

      “We can work on that,” Evelyn offered. “Somebody someplace is dying for you to join the team. They just don’t know it yet.”

      “Join the team? She could lead one. She’s done it before,” Freddy said, harkening to Andie’s captaincy of the national women’s hockey team. “She can certainly do it again. Only this time, she can do it wearing a different jersey.”

      “You guys didn’t come here to talk about me, did you?” Andie asked.

      “No, we’re here to talk about Scarlett. Do you know what she’s up to?” Evelyn asked.

      That was the question that had all of new millionaires buzzing. Scarlett St. James, a fellow lottery winner, had already purchased Ruth’s Diner, where both she and her mother had worked. But their friend was up to something else. More than one of her friends had seen out-of-country area codes pop up on her cell phone before she scurried off to answer, and word had spread through the town when homebody Scarlett had passport photos taken. “Has she said anything?”

      Evelyn shook her head. “She wasn’t at the diner this morning. Her mother said she had an appointment she couldn’t miss.”

      “I even tried bribing Mrs. St. James with one of Jackie’s late-season strawberry roll cakes, and she turned me down flat,” Kirby added.

      This was serious. “She turned down one of Jackie’s cakes?” Freddy asked. Nobody turned down Jackie Dunn’s cooking. He certainly never did. There was a reason her catering company had managed to succeed in a dying town in rural Manitoba. Thankfully, hiring her to host their bi-weekly “Winner Dinners,” as the lottery crew called themselves, meant they usually got first dibs when they needed to book her for an event. But lately finding nights when she was available was getting harder. “Did you ask Jackie if she knew what was going on? She and Scarlett are pretty close.”

      “Jackie’s concentrating on other things right now. She’s trying to adjust to Doug’s news that he plans to leave Hopewell in a couple months,” Andie said.

      “I know. It stinks. I really wanted to have another family doctor in town, especially since old Doc Roberts is retiring. Doug is great with kids,” Kirby agreed. The sun disappeared behind a cloud, and a breeze popped up at the same time. Kirby shivered at the sudden change of temperature.

      Evelyn gave her arms a brisk rub. “I should have worn a jacket too. Since you two are no help with the local gossip, we’re going to keep digging for information. Text me if you figure out what Scarlett is up to. The curiosity is killing me.”

      He and Andie stayed on the porch after the two other women left. “Now they’ve got me wondering what Scarlett is doing,” he admitted.

      “You’ve got to watch the quiet ones,” Andie agreed.

      Freddy heard a roll of thunder, but when he looked at the sky, he didn’t see any clouds dark enough to be holding rain. “I’m going to take another look around back to remind myself of what needs to be done, if that’s okay.”

      Andie rose to her feet, favouring her bad leg again. “That sounds fine. I’m going to get started on supper. Thanks for keeping me company this afternoon. I needed the distraction.”

      “You’re welcome.” Freddy waved nonchalantly as he headed around the corner. He intended to make sure his to-do list was as detailed as possible.
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      Andie had made a terrible tactical mistake in not insisting she help pack the kitchen. Her parents had sent her grandfather off with all the china in the house, which was fine since she had stored her dishware in the garage when she moved back to Hopewell. The problem was that they’d also packed up all the pots and pans, and some of those had been hers. Now she had a fridge full of food and not a single pot to cook in.

      Andie checked the drawer under the stove again. It was still empty. They’d even taken the cast iron frying pan from the back of the bottom cupboard shelf. She shook her head. Why would they think Pops needed four frying pans and six pots? She had no doubt she’d get them back the next time she saw him, but for now she needed supper.

      “I supposed I could light the barbecue and grill something,” she said to herself.

      “Let’s not and say you didn’t,” Freddy said from outside the kitchen window.

      She jumped. “I thought you were gone.” She had no idea how a man as big as Freddy could be so quiet. Maybe he received ninja training when he was in the army.

      “We had an agreement. You’re supposed to stay away from barbecues after the incident at my place. What do you need grilled?”

      “Anything,” Andie said. “I apparently don’t have any pots or pans, so it’s something grilled or toast.” She checked the freezer. No bread. “Or ice cream for dinner.” After years of physical conditioning and treating her body like a finely tuned machine, she could hardly even say the decadent words.

      “Why don’t I make you dinner tonight and we can talk more about what you want done?” Freddy offered.

      “I couldn’t.”

      “You could bring the ice cream for dessert.”

      That sounded like a better idea. Not as much fun, but healthier, and she’d still get her ice cream at the end. “It’s a d—” not a date “—eal.” She had a good friendship going with Freddy. She didn’t want to make it weird.

      He glanced over his shoulder, and she looked through the window and saw what he was staring at. The cool breeze that had driven Evelyn and Kirby from the porch had been the precursor to a bank of grey clouds blowing in. “We might be cooking inside. We should get moving before that weather gets here.”

      “I’ll grab the ice cream.”

      Freddy’s new place wasn’t far, but then, nothing in Hopewell was. The house kitty-corner to the high school had been called the Corner House for as long as Andie could remember. It was the oldest building in Hopewell, having been a homestead before the town went up around it. It had sat empty for the last few years while it lingered in estate limbo, the last owner having passed away years
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