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Chapter One

 


February 2014

 


Peace talks in Syria off to a rough
start…

Ice storm slams the South…

More details requested on bridge closure in
New Jersey…

“Excuse me.” A voice broke
into Janelle Alvorada’s perusal of the headlines. “Do you mind
switching machines with me?”

She glanced down at her interlocutor. The
young man with buzzed blond hair and well-toned limbs looked
vaguely familiar from her other trips to the gym, but they’d never
exchanged words until today. “Why this one when you have your pick
of treadmills?” she asked, gesturing to the cardio room, which
wasn’t too crowded at this time of the morning.

“The lighting’s best over
here, and I have a video to do.” He held up his phone, and now she
knew why she recognized him. This was the guy who seemingly
couldn’t step off a machine or put down a weight without picking up
his phone to take a picture or take notes on the day’s
exercise.

“But I was here first,”
she pointed out.

“I know, and I wouldn’t
have said anything if you were in the zone. But you looked like you
were just getting started, and it should be easy to pick up again
somewhere else—like you said, you have your pick—and this is
important.”

Janelle could have argued more with him but
didn’t feel like wasting her time. “Fine. It’s all yours.”

“Thanks. I really
appreciate this.” He flashed her a smile bright enough to light up
the room even on this gray morning.

All the same, she didn’t
bother to hide her eye roll as she powered down the machine,
gathered her stuff, and stepped off with a toss of her dark
ponytail. While some would say this guy’s discipline and attention
to keeping records were admirable, these qualities had been
admittedly less so when the gym had been packed with New Year’s
dieters and he’d been holding up the wait for equipment. The crowds
had thinned out in February, but the place was evidently still too
packed for people who had favorite
machines. And now he’d called someone over to
take a video of him running. He paused his workout, looked at his
phone, then started over again. Janelle shook her head and switched
to a treadmill on the opposite side of the gym from this ridiculous
scene.

As her machine started up, she caught a
glimpse out the windows at a view that was about as dispiriting as
the news. The buildings still showed signs of the most recent
snowstorm, the few trees she could make out were totally bare, the
sky was a dull gray, and it had only felt like two degrees out when
she’d left her apartment. She didn’t live far from the Reebok
Sports Club but still hadn’t been able to get into the warmth and
light of the place soon enough.

She turned her attention back to her tablet,
but not before increasing the speed in the settings. Craig had
given her good advice ever since she’d joined the gym and sought
the help of a personal trainer, and she drew on one of his pearls
of wisdom now: Channel feelings of frustration into the exercises
at hand. With that in mind, her arms and legs worked harder as she
read the news and tried to put that guy out of her mind.

Half an hour later, as her workout sent her
into a cooldown period, she looked around the room. The cardio area
wasn’t too crowded at this time of day, but a few familiar faces
still registered. The guy who’d kicked her off her machine was one
of them, but there was also the man who was rumored to be an actor
on a soap opera that shot in the city—she didn’t have time to watch
the show and confirm it. On her right was the woman about ten years
younger than she who’d continued to come in every day of her
pregnancy and was now determined to lose the baby weight.

Janelle wiped off her machine, put her extra
layers back on, and walked away feeling thirsty and covered in
sweat, yet ultimately more alive. As she stepped back from the
water fountain, she spotted Craig. He was wearing his usual U.S.
Army tank top, gray sweatpants, and take-charge expression. “How’d
it go today?” he asked.

“Not bad. Maybe a little
too not bad,” she had to admit. “I can probably bump it up a little
next time.”

“We’ll see about that at
your evaluation,” he said. “How are you feeling now?”

“Good. Ready for
today.”

He smiled. “I’m glad to hear it. I can
already see that you’re doing well with your workouts and your
attitude.”

She smiled back and nodded to acknowledge
the compliment before going home to shower and change. The sun
still hadn’t deigned to make an appearance, but getting her blood
moving was keeping her warmer as she walked home past Magnolia
Bakery and a collection of charming coffee shops. As tempting as
their offerings looked, she knew she had a more than decent
breakfast in store for her at work.

It was her work at Helga’s that had sent her
to the gym in the first place. Last summer, she hadn’t realized how
much the sedentary job and its particularly delicious perks had
caught up with her until the weekend of Holly’s wedding. She’d
barely been able to get the zipper up on her favorite dress, and
the fear of splitting it had kept her from enjoying the meal or
getting on the dancefloor. Now not only had she lost the extra
weight, but her body also looked and felt better than ever before
in her life.

****

“How’s this?” Craig asked,
handing the phone back.

Kyle Mensing looked at the short video his
trainer and mentor had just shot. His screen self gave every
impression of running into the day ahead with purpose, but he
grimaced at the globule of saliva that flew out of his mouth. He’d
felt it at the time, and it had clearly been too much to hope that
the camera hadn’t caught it. “Can we do it again?”

“Sure.”

Kyle started up the machine and ran for
another minute before stopping to check the video again. This time,
he smiled at what he saw. The man in the video was moving briskly,
but not too fast for viewers to miss his careful changes of pace,
the movement of his arms, and the excellent condition of his
biceps, quads, and calves. He gave every impression of being
completely in the moment, yet managed to convey that without making
a stupid face. He wrote a motivational caption about running to
greet the day ahead, added every relevant hashtag he could think
of, and saved it as a draft. Now he was free to go about his
workout.

Forty minutes later, he wiped the sweat off
his machine as he stepped off, then took the towel to his face and
limbs. It was true that this area of the gym had the best light,
even on dreary mornings like this, but that also meant the most
heat at times. No wonder he was covered in sweat, but that was a
good thing. He’d gotten a good workout in and wanted to look like
it as he took a quick selfie.

 


It proved his point about that particular
machine being in the best setting for his video, but the way he’d
gotten it had pricked at his conscience during the session. He took
his exercise seriously and would have bitten the head off anyone
who’d interrupted him at any stage of his workout. He looked around
for the lady who’d been on the machine before him, but she was
gone. There was nothing he could do now but go about his day and
post the picture along with his video.

After he hit
post, he barely had time
to blink before the likes and comments began pouring in. Some were
highly appreciative messages about his body from girls and guys
alike, others appreciated his inspiring attitude, and all were
equally welcome.

The notification sound on Kyle’s phone was
starting to compete with the music at the gym. As he passed Craig,
the trainer listened to it with an amused expression. “Not bad for
a guy who started with only twenty-eight followers.”

Kyle scoffed, but he knew
Craig was right. When he’d felt financially solvent enough to
resume his gym membership, he’d been quite a bit lazier and needed
some way to keep himself accountable. The old pics or it didn’t happen dictum had
seemed as good an idea as any, and he’d decided to take pictures
and post them to what had then been his slapshot social media
accounts. A few years later, it was amazing how far things had
come. Not only had he found a whole community of fitness
enthusiasts, but his pictures were getting more likes and attention
than he’d ever imagined possible.

It was even enough to inspire him to embark
on a new career. A while back, he’d sat down with Craig in the
juice bar and asked him how he’d gotten to where he was today. As a
result of that conversation, he was taking classes online and had
stacks of books related to his personal training certification on
his nightstand at home. It’d be nice to stay in what was turning
into his natural habitat, spend the day doing something he was good
at, and help people in a way that he couldn’t at his day job.

It would certainly be a great improvement in
his current situation of endless Fox News and passive-aggressive
comments that waited for him at the office with Uncle Don, and that
didn’t even take some of these rude customers into account. The
thought pricked at the edge of his mind, and the cold air stung his
face as he opened the door to leave the gym. However, the
endorphins from his workout and the continued success of his posts
kept him too pumped to care much about any of it.


Chapter Two

 


In her upper-level office,
Janelle looked over the small mountain of messages that had come in
through the Contact us section of the restaurant’s website. The majority of those
asked if there had been any cancellations for Valentine’s Day, and
the answer was no. The timing of the holiday had prompted people to
start calling and trying to get in on New Year’s Day, despite the
fact that the website and social media clearly stated that Helga’s
didn’t take reservations until thirty days in advance. And when the
day had come, it wouldn’t have surprised her if a bunch of New
Yorkers had set their alarms or reminders on their phones. Nick had
done the same thing when he’d been trying to impress her. As badly
as things had ended, she couldn’t deny the moments of happiness
during the good times.

Don’t go
there, she told herself, as she always did
when her thoughts turned to her ex-husband. At least she could work
and put it out of her mind, but her closest colleagues probably
resented the timing and having to work a little more than she did.
Her boss had gotten engaged right before Christmas and would
celebrate Valentine’s Day on the following Tuesday, when the
restaurant was closed. Charlie would be working on the holiday too,
and she had no idea how they planned to celebrate the holiday.
Their boyfriend happened to be her brother, and Justin hadn’t said
a word about it, either.

A loud bang and the sound of screams
shattered her concentration. She shot out of her seat and ran down
the stairs. “What’s going on?”

No one answered, but the scene of chaos
spoke for itself. Diners had jumped out of their seats and were
running for the door, abandoning their plates and most likely their
checks. Charlie was behind the bar and wielding a paring knife as a
highly ineffectual weapon. The kitchen door was still swinging from
where Lena had effectively flung it open to run out of the
room.

Janelle took a second look at the scene. She
was thankful to see that it didn’t seem like the sound had been a
gunshot. She didn’t smell smoke either, but the carpet beneath her
feet was ominously darkening. She turned in the direction of the
kitchen and saw why Lena had shot out. Water was gushing all over
the room, the food, and the floor from a pipe that must have just
burst.

Janelle had to shout to be heard over the
noise. “Are you all right?”

Lena stood against the wall, her dark eyes
wide. “We were just working on the soup when we heard that, and
then water started gushing through the wall. It’s starting to rise,
so much food’s getting ruined…”

“What can I
do?”

Lena’s hair and clothes were soaked, but she
didn’t seem to notice. “Send everyone home, and call the
contractor. His number’s in the computer upstairs.”

Janelle didn’t head upstairs right away but
wound her way through the chaos to the bar. “Help me up,” she
hissed to Charlie.

They’d put the knife down when they’d seen
there was no threat, but still looked wary. “What’s wrong?”

“A pipe burst in the
kitchen, and I need to clear everyone out.”

Charlie swore under their breath as they
offered her their hand, and she took it as she climbed on the bar.
From this elevated height, she’d have a better chance of commanding
notice. “Attention, everyone! We’re having a bit of a plumbing
emergency here, and Helga’s is closed for the rest of the day. We
need everyone to clear out now. If you haven’t gotten your bill
yet, don’t worry about it—we’ll waive the cost of your meals.”

It wasn’t an ideal solution, but today’s
lunch crowd had been a small one that they could afford to comp.
However, as the grumbling group dispersed, she wondered how many
more days of losses Helga’s was facing with this. The worries
nagged at her as she headed up to her office, searched the files on
her computer, and called the plumber.

****

It had barely gone
lunchtime, but it had already been a busy day at Azzuto Brothers
Plumbing. Back at the Murray Hill headquarters, Kyle stripped off
his gloves and returned his tools to the supply closet. He put in
his headphones and turned his attention to his feeds. He was so
caught up in sending replies and liking other people’s posts that
he barely heard the music, but he didn’t care. He’d listen to
endless songs from Barney
if it blocked out those idiots on the TV that was
always on in Don’s office and that carried over all too well to the
rest of the workplace.

“Kyle! Talking to
you!”

His uncle’s red face was a short distance
from his, and Kyle quickly removed his headphones and locked his
phone. “What?”

“We’ve got another one,
and it’s urgent,
she says.” Don rolled his eyes to indicate how accurate he thought
that was. “So says every dumb broad who flushes a tampon and panics
when it clogs her toilet, but this one tells me a pipe burst in the
restaurant kitchen and it’s causing all kinds of
trouble.”

Kyle pulled himself up. “Okay. Where are we
going?”

He named an address on
East 63rd Street, and it sent a frisson throughout the team. “Why does
that sound familiar?” someone asked.

“Wait a sec, isn’t
that Helga’s?”

“Like you’d
know!”

“I would! I went to this
block party they had on the Fourth of July, and it was…”

Amidst the banter, Kyle gathered his tools
again and bundled up to join the team in the van. It made its way
up Park Avenue, then turned east and parked on the street. The
address they’d been given looked more like a townhouse than the
restaurant the guys were describing. The scene appeared fairly
calm, but he knew from personal experience that appearances could
be deceiving.

A short, dark-haired woman was waiting at
the entrance. “Great! Hello!”

“Where’s the problem?” he
asked.

“Right this way.” As she
led the team to the kitchen door, the noise of the water grew
louder.

The foreman surveyed the scene. “We’ll take
it from here.”

“Thanks.” As she nodded
and stepped away, something in her pinched expression nagged at
Kyle’s memory. But as he stepped into the room, there was no time
to dwell on why. It was more important to get the water off, see
what had caused the evident explosion, and figure out how to fix
it.


Chapter Three

 


Two hours later, a tall young man with short
blond hair came up to the office where Lena, Charlie, and Janelle
were waiting with bated breath. “The water’s off and draining now,
but it’s going to take a while before we see how much damage there
was. I’m going back down to take another look, but I wanted to
bring you up-to-date.”

“Thanks.” Janelle acted as
the spokeswoman because Lena seemed to be in a state of shock. Her
hair and clothes had dripped all over the carpet, and she had to be
freezing, but she’d made no attempt to dry off. It wasn’t even
clear that she’d known anyone else had been in the room.

When the plumber came back upstairs, Janelle
looked a little closer at him. Something about him was vaguely
familiar, but she couldn’t put her finger on it. He wore a
worn-looking shirt, old jeans, and work boots. She couldn’t help
appreciating the way his jeans fit but forced herself to pay
attention to his words.

“By the time we got the
water off, you had two inches of standing water in the kitchen, and
it leaked down to the basement and caused some trouble down there.
The carpets in the dining room suffered some damage too, and it’ll
be impossible to know what shape the floors are in until you can
get them up. Call your general contractor about that.”

His words seemed to go over Lena’s head. “So
we’re closed for Valentine’s Day,” she said flatly.

He frowned. “I’m afraid so. Even if you
wanted us to do the fastest, most cosmetic fixes, we can’t do all
that in one day, and you’d have to keep the water off for
twenty-four hours after that, which means no cooking, dishes,
bathroom … anything. But I would recommend that you let us get to
the root of this and get your systems upgraded so this doesn’t
happen again. It’ll take more time and yes, cost more money, but
it’ll be worth it if you want this place to stay standing.”

“It used to be a townhouse
from the Gilded Age before someone converted it to a restaurant,”
Janelle interjected.

His eyes crinkled a bit as he cracked an
appreciative smile that crooked to one side. Indeed, it was hard
for her not to appreciate it even with everything that had just
happened. “So it’s an old building that probably hasn’t seen new
plumbing or similar since the seventies or so. Would you agree with
that?”

The whole team nodded, and he continued.
“It’s an old building, but it’s a beautiful one that’s obviously
had staying power. And that’s what I want us to give you.”

“Yes. Of course. Do what
you need to.” A wobble had snuck into Lena’s carefully controlled
voice.

“It could get expensive,”
he cautioned.

“That’s why we have
insurance,” Janelle reminded her younger boss.

“I know. I just…” Her
voice broke, and she left the office. Charlie ran after her with a
concerned look on their face.

Janelle turned to the foreman. “I’m sorry.
This place is her baby, and I know we were all counting on a solid
Valentine’s Day turnout.”

“If things go the way I
want them to, you’ll attract big crowds for many Valentine’s Days
to come. I need to talk to my supervisor, see what the damage is,
and come up with an estimate—would you be the point person for
that?”

“I’m the manager.” It was
hard to keep the pride out of her voice.

“Okay, good.” He handed
her a business card. “If you have any questions, my information’s
on here.”

She smiled as she accepted the card from
Kyle Mensing then reached into her desk. “And here’s my card.”

****

As Kyle accepted the
business card, he studied the name on it. Janelle Alvorada meant nothing to
him, but he still couldn’t help wondering where he knew her from. A
past client? Someone from his old job? He didn’t think so somehow,
which meant it had to be more recent. But where?

As he pocketed the card,
he tried to take a closer look at the small
woman—is she even five feet
tall?—without creeping her out. She could
have been in her late twenties or early forties—between her smooth
skin and the depths of her dark eyes, it was impossible to tell and
thus harder to put a finger on where he might have met her before.
Her dark, stick-straight hair hung about an inch or two past her
shoulders, and the only makeup he could see was bright red
lipstick.

“Everything okay?” she
asked.

He startled. “Yeah. Someone should have an
estimate to you by the end of the day, and we can start repairs
tomorrow if everything looks okay. Sound good?”

“Sounds good.”

He extended his hand to seal the deal and
felt a jolt below his stomach as she took his to shake on it. It
was the depths of winter, but her skin was still startlingly soft.
It made him all too aware of what the weather and the rigors of his
job had done to his own hands: chapped them to a point where he was
considering buying stock in Vaseline.

“Thanks.” She stepped back
behind her desk, effectively dismissing him, and Kyle headed back
downstairs. He still couldn’t remember if he’d met her before, but
he couldn’t help thinking that he wouldn’t mind meeting her
again.

In the office, the foreman talked to the
team about what he’d just seen. In spite of that, when the team
returned to the office, Kyle was the one Don pulled into the office
to get a report on the recent job. His uncle listened with a poker
face, then made him sit and wait while he confirmed everything with
the foreman.

“Well, it sounds like you
got everything right, and like I taught you well.” Don looked a
little more thoughtful. “Maybe you should take a more active role
on this.”

Kyle was surprised. “More active how?”

“Get your hands dirtier.
Take a closer look at the labor involved and tell me how much you
think it’s worth to them.”

Kyle thought it over. He didn’t want to take
a more active role in his plumbing job. He wanted to step back,
buckle down, and finish earning his personal training certificate.
“Um…”

“Good.”

Kyle kept his face under control. He didn’t
remember agreeing to this, but Don had evidently taken any sound
coming out of his mouth as acquiescence. He tried to look on the
bright side—maybe this would be good practice for when he struck
out on his own and was responsible for setting his own rates. It
was such a reach he wondered how he hadn’t strained something, but
it was the only silver lining he could find.

Strain … injuries … stretching to make sure
that didn’t happen. That would be a good idea for a future post,
and he made a note of it so he wouldn’t forget. While he knew there
were times he couldn’t afford to let his mind wander in this job,
he appreciated the moments when it could go to a more preferable
place.


Chapter Four

 


Helga’s is temporarily closed as a result of
a burst pipe in the kitchen that shut down the plumbing system and
caused significant water damage to the dining room on February 12.
The extent of repairs is not yet known, and we regret that we
cannot provide a definite reopening date at this time. Please visit
our website and social media for updates, and we look forward to
welcoming you back.

 


Janelle frowned at the sign she’d typed up
to print and put on the door. All the information it contained was
correct, but it still depressed her. As excited as the staff and
diners alike were about the special Valentine’s Day dinner and
desserts, that was far from the only thing to look forward to at
Helga’s. While some staples stayed on the menu all year long, other
dishes changed with the seasons—the side dishes, the flavor of the
cake—and still others came as complete surprises. Lena’s culinary
imagination was endless, and Charlie embraced the chance to keep up
with her as far as drink pairings were concerned. She’d never been
part of such a creative environment and welcomed the challenge of
staying on her toes with this team.

“Janelle?”

Charlie’s voice broke into her thoughts.
They were standing in her doorway, putting a hat on over their
short, stylish brown hair. “Seeing as the kitchen’s shot and we
can’t do anything without water, we’re all going home.”

Janelle nodded. “I won’t be far behind.”

Janelle hung the sign and locked the front
door but didn’t head west right away. She couldn’t remember the
last time she’d had an evening off and wondered what to do with it.
She’d already been to the gym, so that ruled out taking an exercise
class… She wasn’t dying to see any of this year’s Oscar nominees,
and the other movies looked pathetic… Her nails still looked good
from her last manicure, and it wasn’t likely any of the spas around
here would accept facial or massage walk-ins…

In the end, she took her phone out and left
a few voicemails for friends, suggesting they get a drink after
everyone got off work. After she hung up, she got on the bus and
headed back to the Upper West Side. As far as she could tell, the
one upside to the plumbing disaster that closed the restaurant
early was the fact that she could go shopping for her own groceries
for a change instead of picking up a Fresh Direct delivery—as
convenient as it was for her schedule, sometimes she’d noticed that
the produce didn’t live up to expectations, or that she’d lost her
craving for whatever it was she’d ordered by the time it arrived.
It would be good to take matters into her own hands.

She walked to the Trader Joe’s that had
opened near her apartment, but her jaw dropped as she stepped
through the door. Or rather, tried to—it was so crowded with what
was obviously the local school pickup that she could barely take
two steps in to pick up a basket. This place had opened the year
before last, but it was clear the novelty had not yet worn off. She
headed a few blocks north to Fairway, giving silent thanks that she
lived in an area where she had such options.

The Upper West Side mainstay was crowded,
but nowhere nearly as bad as what she’d just tried to go through.
She got a cart and made her way through the aisles with relative
ease, pausing to nibble a small sample of cheese on a cracker. As
pleased as she was with her purchases, though, it was still hard
not to think of it as a step down compared to the meals she’d
gotten through work.

She got in a long line
that moved more efficiently than it would appear. While the clerk
scanned her items, her phone went off in her purse. Stella had sent
a text saying couldn’t go out because she had a gallery opening
that night, but she’d put Janelle’s name on the guest list. She
grinned as she quickly replied yes!
Then she paid for her groceries, bustled home to
put the food away, and changed into something more befitting of the
setting.

A quick subway ride and a short but freezing
walk later, Janelle emerged into the gallery to admire the setting,
the artwork, and the crowd in equal measure. Stella had done the
mural behind the bar of one of the hotels for the hospitality
conglomerate Janelle had once worked for, and the project had
resulted in more commissions for her and a friendship between the
two women who could not have been more different in appearance,
lifestyle, and temperament. Even from this distance, there was no
mistaking Stella’s towering figure, close-cropped platinum hair,
and alabaster skin.

She touched the arm of the man she was
talking to then headed over to hug her friend hello. “Welcome back
out!” she crowed.

“I wish it was a
celebration,” Janelle said. A waiter walked by with a tray of
wineglasses, and they both took one before she told the story of
her day, finishing with, “Bottom line, we’re closed until further
notice.”

Stella’s eyes widened as she sipped from her
glass of Chardonnay. “That’s terrible … and right before
Valentine’s Day, too!”

“Yeah, that’s all Lena’s
really worried about.”

“Still, silver lining—now
you’re free for it. Got any plans?”

“I should be asking you,”
Janelle deflected. “Your dating life was always more exciting than
mine.”

“When I had one,” Stella
countered. “I think I’ll stop by TKTS and take myself to a Broadway
show. I haven’t been to the theater in ages.”

“That’ll be nice.” Janelle
took a sip of her red wine in the hopes that it would take her away
from the direction her thoughts were taking. This conversation
reminded her of past Valentine’s Days when she’d started dating
Nick and their marriage had still been good. They’d gone to a play
once, but he had been more likely to make reservations at nice
restaurants in whatever city they’d been living in at the time.
Another year, when the holiday had happened to fall on a weekend,
they’d spent it holed up in a luxury hotel suite.

She wondered if he’d gone to similar lengths
when courting his new wife, and how the two of them would celebrate
this year, especially now that they had a baby. She couldn’t help
smirking at the thought of Nicholas Lagnate Jr.—of course he’d
named his son after himself—disrupting the celebrations.

Stella looked around the room before taking
one more sip to drain her glass. “Hate to run out on you, but I’m
supposed to be mingling with the investors.”

“Go on. Good luck.”
Janelle put her wineglass on a passing waiter’s tray then went off
to look at the rest of the art. She made small talk with a few
people but didn’t feel too inclined to keep the conversations
going. After about an hour, she hailed a cab and headed
home.

“Good evening, Janelle,” a
doorman said, handing her the mail and her newly finished dry
cleaning.

“Hi, Carlos.” She smiled,
accepted the hangers, and climbed into the elevator. The button had
already been pressed for her floor.

Upstairs, Janelle unlocked the door and
smiled as she hung up her coat and put her clothes in the closet.
The Upper West Side apartment had originally been Nick’s
pied-a-terre—he preferred to put his money into real estate rather
than the markets—and it had been all she’d asked for in the divorce
so she could live much closer to her New York office than from
their house in New Jersey. It had taken quite a bit of work from
aesthetic and personal standpoints, but it finally felt like her
home.

****

Kyle stumbled out of his shift exhausted.
After the restaurant with the burst pipe, the team had barely
gotten to eat lunch before being called back out to follow up on a
job from last week where something had gone wrong. Then the guys
had divided up for separate calls, and he’d spent the end of the
afternoon and part of the evening with a particularly unpleasant
older man who wouldn’t admit to having obviously caused the
plumbing disaster that had flooded his apartment and caused water
damage to the unit below. Coming back to the office hadn’t offered
much of a departure from that—Don’s shouting at the TV wasn’t
exactly the most peaceful background noise as he’d written his
reports and prepared the estimate
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