
[image: ]



[image: ]





[image: ]





This is a work of Fiction.

She Wrote, He Wrote: A New York Love Story

All rights are reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner without the copyright owners written permission except for quotations in book reviews.

Copyright  2025 Ashley Wren Collins and Jordan Rockwell

ISBNs

978-1-959811-88-6 (Paperback)
978-1-959811-89-3 (e-Book)

Library of Congress Control Number: 2025905993

1st Edition

Book Cover Design: Okomato

Interior Design: Amit Dey

Editor: Marjorie Saki Winful

Author Photo Credit for Ashley Wren Collins: Ted Ely

Author Photo Credit for Jordan Rockwell: Adam Hendershott

Website: www.wordeee.com

Twitter.com/wordeeeupdates

Facebook: facebook.com/Wordeee/

e-mail: contact@wordeee.com

Published by Wordeee in the United States, New York, New York

Printed in the USA





ADVANCE PRAISE

Collins and Rockwell have completely reinvented the romance novel. Charming, hilarious, smarta delightful, fun story set against the always romantic backdrop of NYC. Its a home run, and youll be begging to spend more time with Joanna, Logan, and their friends. I couldnt stop laughing.

Jay Newman,
author of UNDERMONEY

Warm, witty and irresistibly upbeat, this romantic comedy offers a fresh twist on the classic opposites-attract trope. Set against the lively backdrop of Manhattan, the story follows two young professionals with drastically different lives as they stumble, soar, and sabotage their way through the muddle of their messy love lives and complicated careers. With quickfire dialogue, oodles of humor, and an insightful examination of what it really means to find yourself (and maybe love, too), this cheerful novel is a wonderfully modern take on romance and never taking yourself too seriously.

Jacqueline Friedland,
USA Today bestselling author of
COUNTING BACKWARDS

If youve ever wanted to be young and single in New York, youll live out that fantasy in these pageswith all the fun, extra laughs, and none of the stress. A beautifully, weirdly, perfectly New York kind of comedy.

Gin Phillips,
author of FIERCE KINGDOM
and FAMILY LAW

She Wrote, He Wrote: A New York Love Story is a charming, fast-paced romantic comedy. Equal parts Sex and the City and When Harry Met Sally, this is a laugh-out-loud love story. Collins and Rockwell bring to life the chaos of dating in New York.

Joselin Linder,
author of THE FAMILY GENE,
THE GOOD GIRLS GUIDE TO LIVING IN SIN
and HAVE SEX LIKE YOU JUST MET 

She Wrote, He Wrote: A New York Love Story is a fast-paced and utterly delightful romantic comedy. Funny, sweet, and heartfelt, the story is just as much an ode to New York as it is to every last hopeless romantic in search of their happy ending, odds be damned. Grab a pint of ice cream and a bottle of wine, and dig in.

Sash Bischoff,
author of SWEET FURY

A delicious cocktail of humor, heat, and heart! The alternating viewpoints provide clever surprises and rich character development. Light some candles, pour some wine, hop in a bubble bath and let this charming, sparkly and spark-filled New York love story whisk you away.

Uma Incrocci,
screenwriter of Hallmark Channel movies
ROMANCE WITH A TWIST, NATURE OF LOVE and
A CHRISTMAS CAROUSEL

She Wrote, He Wrote: A New York Love Story is an entertaining, innovative and enjoyable romp through Manhattan!

Robert Scott,
author of EMAILS FROM JENNIFER COOPERS
and the SAILOR DOYLE novels



We (Ashley and Jordan) are happily married to Francisco and Julie, respectively. But we are eternally grateful for the rollercoaster that came before, for it ultimately led us to recognize the loves of our lives when they walked into ours.

So, if any of our exes are reading this...
you know who you are

Thank you.





JOANNA

SPEED

Pee in this cup.

Nurse Chang held out the plastic receptacle, a white sticky label with Joanna Peterson-Mills and her DOB scrawled across it. Joanna took it, her reverie where a platinum blonde Ryan Gosling was pledging his undying love for her, shattered. She brushed her most stunning feature, a cascade of strawberry blonde curls, behind her ears as her cornflower blue eyes narrowed, assessing the size of the cup in relation to the fitness of her bladder.

A woman giggled, peering at them over the top of a dog-eared copy of What to Expect When Youre Expecting, her hand resting on her pregnant belly. Joanna downed two full cups of water from the water cooler and locked herself in the bathroom to fulfill her mission, leaving her offering among the other half dozen sealed specimens on the counter next to the nurses desk. She stepped on the scale.

Valtrex prescription to Apthorp Pharmacy for Debra Blumenthal! The receptionist slammed the phone into the receiver and shouted to the nurse practitioner down the hall.

Just say Code Blister, the NP shouted back. We get at least three of those a day.

The receptionist shrugged. She said it was an emergency because shes getting on a plane to Iceland.

59, 153 pounds, said Nurse Chang, adding the numbers on the physician scale and making a note in the chart open on her iPad.

Does that 153 include clothing and shoes, too? Joanna asked wistfully.

And how many pounds are included for a stellar personality? 

Nurse Chang removed her glasses, heaving a heartless sigh and spinning the stool out from under her. She held open the door to the exam room and pointed at the gown on the table. Leave it open to the front. The doctor will be in shortly. She shut the door.

Joanna was going to have to lay off late-night bowls of cereal if she wanted to reach her desired 140 pounds. 135 pounds would be nice, but then shed have to starve herself, and all women who starved themselves were seriously lacking in the charm department, mostly, she assumed, because they were so hangry. Hangry, meaning theyd accelerated far past hunger, free-falling into downright anger.

She peeled off her green pants, distressed brown boots, pomegranate sweater (the sign on the mannequin in the store window insisted it was Falls Must-Have Color), and old Target bra, and shrugged into the shapeless pink gown, self-consciously wrapping her freckled arms across her body to warm herself in the cold exam room.

Three rapid military knocks and Dr. Ilene Knickerbocker burst into the room, her silky, straight, golden-yellow hair a walking advertisement for Japanese hair straightening. I just checked your chart. Saw you had a birthday last week. Happy 28th!

Thanks! This year has just flown by.

I got married and had a baby since you were last here! Today is my first day back, she flashed a broad smile and peered at Joannas chart on the computer screen.

Thats amazing! Congratulations!

Dr. Knickerbocker whipped out a tiny flip photo book. Only four months old, but smiling and cooing up a storm. Flashes of pink swaddled babyness rolodexed by like a Panavision montage. Her name is Milagra. It means miracle, she smiled again. Feet up.

Joanna stuck her blue, polish-chipped toenails in the stirrups, and Dr. Knickerbocker began the breast exam. I met my husband, Hector, on Tinder. You think youre just swiping, and the next thing you know, youre saying, I do. Dr. Knickerbocker percolated. We met and had this instant connection, and we both wanted children, and it happened very fast, but I have to say, it just totally feels right. We got married Memorial Day Weekend with just our family present, and I gave birth one week later.

Joanna stifled a nervous giggle. Youre not the only one who laughs, Dr. Knickerbocker said, kneading Joannas left breast. All good. She wheeled a stool to the spot just between her legs and snapped on a pair of surgical gloves. Now, this will feel a little cold.

Mortified, Joanna realized she hadnt shaved her legs since that Labor Day barbecue on the Williamsburg, Brooklyn rooftop. She stared at the ceiling for what felt like an eternity.

Results will be back in a week. No news is good news! She stomped on the foot pedal of the medical waste bin and tossed in her gloves. Now, Dr. Knickerbocker said, What about you? Anyone special in the picture?

Not really, Joanna cleared her throat. No one of any importance, I mean. If theres ever anything, though, I do, you know, use protection. Her voice trailed off.

Dont wait around for Mr. Right, Dr. Knickerbocker said pointedly. Youve got to make your own opportunities. Ask the universe to listen to you. Notice I didnt say Mr. Perfecthes a myth. Mr. Perfect uses far too much hair product. Never trust a man who spends more time on his hair than you do. But Mr. Righthe lives in the same neighborhood.

Okay.

Your prescription will be sent to your pharmacy on file, Dr. Knickerbocker said. And remember, the pill is not enough. If you dont know where hes been, well, lets just say that the bed might be a lot more crowded than you realize. In my line of work, you learn that theres always a bigger story behind every night of beer pong or after-work cocktails. Stay safe and take care, okay? And when you come back next year, I want to hear all about that special man in your life. She slammed the door behind her.

A glance at the exam room clock told Joanna it was already 5:25 PM. She had just enough time to make it to the speed-dating event with Pauline in Bryant Park. She dressed hastily and headed to billing as her phone rang from the depths of her electric blue handbag.

Fifty-dollar co-pay, said the woman behind the desk in billing.

Joanna saw she had missed a call from Jacob Papadopoulos, her creepy boss. She cradled the phone between her ear and shoulder to listen to the voicemail and took out her checkbook.

Hiiiiiiiii! How are you, Joanna? Jacob crooned into his message. He had yet to accept that #MeToo was here to stay.

You can tap your phone to pay, the woman in billing said, annoyed.

Identity theft victim, Joanna pointed to herself. It wasnt fun telling those credit card companies I didnt open those accounts, so its made me very last century, she said, writing the check made payable to Dr. Knickerbocker and Associates. Do I look like someone who shops at Chicos and Home Depot? She slapped the check on the counter and ran out of the doctors office toward the subway.

Home Depot also sells plants, the receptionist said to her retreating back.

Jacobs voicemail message continued. Just wanted to remind you that I need your story on how the manufacturing and production of sheet metal that began leaving the United States last century has contributed to the downfall of the American dream. I want the full socio-economic impact of it.

Joanna received another incoming call and groaned inwardly; Miles Lanville. He ran the writers group she belonged to and would be presenting new material in front of in two weeks. He also happened to be on staff at The Mighty Pen, the prestigious literary journal, the one shed been submitting to since she was a sophomore in college. Theyd been on several casual outings over several months, and it was clear he thought of them more as dates, but Joanna wasnt as into him as he was into her. Maybe it had to do with the fact that he never once asked her a single question about herself. For a writer, he wasnt all that interested in the world around him. And then it also probably had a little bit to do with the fact that he chewed with his mouth open. And then there was that really weird time he spent the night.

They didnt sleep together, but he slept in her bedwith his underwear (not that weird)and jeans (very weird) still on. Shed been avoiding further contact with him because she didnt want to sabotage her burgeoning writing career before it even fully launched by making him feel rejected.

Hey, Joanna, havent heard from you in a while. Whats up? Miles asked.

Oh, Ive just been really busy with work and writing.

I was wondering if you wanted to get together for a drink?

Tonight?

Yeah, its Monday, Miles said, as though she couldnt possibly have other plans.

Im on my way to meet a friend, Joanna said. Im running to the subway right now, so if I lose you.

What about tomorrow? Miles persisted, like a dog with a bone.

Tomorrow? she said weakly. I have a dinner party.

At Winston and Chloes? he asked, the enthusiasm in his voice palpable. Youve told me their dinner parties are legendary. Why dont I join you? We never get to spend any quality time together at the workshops.

Joanna didnt know how to weasel her way out, and she had to make it to Bryant Park in time to check in before the event began.

Okay, sure. It starts at 7 PM, but I wasnt planning on getting there until about 7:30 PM. Meet you in the lobby? 83rd Street and Third Avenue. I cant think of the number right now, but the building with the giant orange wall behind the doormans desk. You cant miss it.

Great. See you then!

Joanna hung up and let loose an Aargh! under her breath. She dashed off a text to Chloe:


One more 4 dinner 2morrow. Miles. Dont hate me.



She quickly pecked out another text message, this time to Pauline:


Meet you on the NE corner of 42nd and 5th?



The Uptown 6 train at 33rd Street was crowded with rush hour commuters. She stood staring into the armpit of a Wall Streeter while simultaneously sticking her butt into the bag of an East Village hippie. When the door opened at 42nd Street, Joanna shimmied up the stairs of Grand Central, pulling her shirt down over the muffin top threatening the waistband of her pants, and headed west on 42nd Street. Her phone dinged with two texts:






	CHLOE:
	No, Smiles Miles. [image: ] No problem. More the merrier. X



	PAULINE:
	Perfect. Meet u there.






Pauline Krivnetsova stood on the corner of 42nd Street in all of her Russian glory, taking a drag on her cigarette. Her brunette locks were curled, framing her cat eyeliner and purple eyeshadow, and her curves poured out of her black minidress. Fuchsia lipstick and a Pucci scarf completed the look. Pauline bear-hugged Joanna with the full force of her 220 pounds. How was the gynecologist? she asked.

Oh.

So long as you dont need Valtrex, its win-win, Pauline said. I already signed you in and got your bracelet. She handed it to Joanna. We get 10 guys for 4 minutes each. When the bell dings, they move down the line, and the next one arrives. After 10 guys, we have a fifteen-minute break to pee, get a drink, and fill out our evaluations, and then 10 more guys after that. A night of quickies, just the way I like it! Pauline stomped out her cigarette and led the way.

They pushed their way through the throng of eligible late 20 and 30-something men and women of all shapes, colors, and sizes, stopping at the check-in desk to write their names on nametags with Sharpies.

Miles is coming to Winston and Chloes tomorrow night, Joanna lamented.

What? Well, clearly he wants it, so hes going after it. But if pussy is not appeased, she must move on to greener pastures. Pauline helped Joanna fix the nametag on her shirt. Wear your hair in front of your shoulders. Your shoulders slope funny, but its easy to hide them so no one notices.

Seriously? Joanna asked. Why are you pointing this out just now?

A woman at a microphone on a platform tapped a fork on her wine glass. Welcome, eligible and fabulous single men and women of New York City! This is Four Minutes in Heaven, benefitting the Leukemia and Lymphoma Society, and I am your host for the evening, Holly McIntyre, Holly said. A round of polite applause followed her statement.

Ladies, you should have been given a number from 120, so please find the table that corresponds to your number and take a seat. Men, you should also have been given a number from 1-20, so please stand in front of the empty chair at the table that corresponds to your number, but do not sit until the bell rings.

A chorus of Excuse mes and a general hubbub of excitement buzzed as participants made their way to their seats. Joanna was number 7 in the second row of 4, and Pauline was last, in the fifth row, at number 20.

Man number 13 bent his head to lean into the woman sitting at Table 13.

Tsk, tsk! Holly chided into the microphone. We havent started yet! Tonight, may you all experience four minutes in heaven with your soulmate as we take one step closer to curing cancer.

As if the two are synonymous.

On your mark, get set, go! Holly rang the bell.

A wiry, attractive, ginger-haired guy with tortoise-shell glasses and a dusting of sporty freckles sat across from Joanna, smiling.

Hi, Im Ted, he said. Nice to meet you.

Joanna. Nice to meet you as well.

This is weird, right?

Totally!

Ive never done one of these things before, Ted confessed, leaning in, his warm brown eyes sparkling.

Me neither. Joanna nervously pushed her hair behind her ear, fluffing it so the bottom part was in front of her shoulders.

So were both virgins!

Um, right! In, uh, this case. She didnt want to give Ted the wrong idea.

Look, I have no idea how to go about this, but I was thinking maybe we could play twenty questions, sort of, like, just interview each other and see if theres, well, if theres any possibility of us in the future. Is that nuts?

Im game.

Ok, great! Ted said, smiling again. Ill go first.

Works for me!

Ok, favorite movie?

Tie between Call Me By Your Name and Barbie. You?

Dune: Part Two followed by Despicable Me 3.

Wait. Minions?

Arent we all minions? Go ahead, its your turn. Lightning round.

Since when is it a lightning round?

Um, okay. How many brothers and sisters do you have? Joanna asked.

Im an only child.

That explains it.

You? Ted asked.

One brother.

Cool. Ok, where do you want to be in five years?

The ever-famous interview question, Joanna laughed. Ok, well, I really want to be getting paid to write all of my own stuff.

No, I meant personally.

Oh! You mean, likeoh, ok, I get it. Um, yeah, I think in an ideal world, if I found the right person, I would really like to get marriedso maybe married in five years and having a great time, and eventually start a family. But no rush! Joanna said, a little too loudly. You?

Marriage sucks. Someone gets fat or cheats. Or both. Human beings arent meant to be monogamous. A good relationship lasts ten yearsmaxand then he made the sound of an airplane nose-diving. It flatlines.

Dont you think that when that happens, its because those people werent right for each other?

Nah, its just how Mother Nature intended it. Whats your pet peeve? Ted asked Joanna.

Men who fart in front of othersI mean, thats what the bathroom is forlateness, and cockiness. You?

When people squeeze the toothpaste tube from the top instead of the bottom and use bath towels to dry their hands instead of hand towels, Ted said as the bell clanged loudly.

Holly leaned into the microphone. Men, you have fifteen seconds to say goodbye and move to your next table and stand in front of it.

Times up! Joanna said.

Ted stood, pushed his chair in huffily, and moved to the table to his left.

Joanna took her pencil, put a big fat X next to #1, and wrote Ted is dead in the notes column. Joanna limped through numbers 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, and 9. No one made enough of an impression for her to muster any excitement, and she was getting tired of the intense 4-minute laser focus periods on strangers. All she could see of Pauline, three rows ahead of her, was the bobbing, animated back of her head. Just as Joanna exhaled noisily, she heard a musical baritone voice above her.

Hey, said a hunky guy with swimmingly deep brown eyes and an inviting athletic build.

Hi! Joanna tugged nervously on her hair, sitting taller in her seat so as not to accentuate the slope of her shoulders any more than necessary.

Names Pete Kwan. Just moved here from North Carolina.

Hi, Pete from North Carolina! Im Joanna Peterson-Mills. Welcome to New York City! Do you like it?

Oh, yeah, its great. I love it so far. I just finished the MBA program at Duke.

Congrats! What do you do?

I just started working at the mayors office. I like business and politics, so it seems like a good fit. What do you do?

I work for a trade magazine company that publishes magazines on things like metal production.

Didnt know there was such a thing! Pete smiled a crinkly smile.

Joanna laughed. Yeah, well, its not too exciting, but its a start. I love writing, and Im hoping to make my living doing it.

Thats cool! I dont meet too many creative types. What do you like to do in your spare time?

Travel, bike, yoga, catch any live entertainment I can, explore museums and restaurantshave fun, the usual! What about you?

Im into Warrior Watch, Pete said.

Is that like Dungeons and Dragons?

Its a group of men who believe that the world will end in our lifetime, and the only way to appease the force of nature driving us to that end is to spin our life force as many times as possible for the survival of mankind. Were warriors watching out for Planet Earth and all of the Mighty Ones creatures, Pete said. I joined in North Carolina, but since moving here, Ive been able to join the Tribeca branch.

Spin your life force? Joanna took a sip of water.

Ejaculate as much as possible.

We will now take a fifteen-minute break! Hollys voice boomed through the microphone as Joanna spat out her water.

Joanna took her pencil, put another X next to Number 10. Pete wants to repeat. NOT WITH ME, she wrote, rising from the table in search of the restroom.

Pauline accosted her when she emerged from the stall. So?

So far its Virgin, Loser, Blah, Bore, Woman-hater, Mother-hater, Gay, Too Preppy, Smelly, and Certifiable. Not exactly the dwarves I want to be stranded with on a deserted island, Joanna said.

Its little people now, get with the program. Ever been with one? I had one whose dick was as thick as a soda can and his face in missionary hit me right in the tits, and lets just say, I would do it again, Pauline continued. Anyhow, with tonights batch, if I wanted a guy whose mother still does his laundry, Id date my super. Pauline reapplied her lipstick.

They weaved through the crowd to the bar. Pauline fished a $20 bill out of her purse and wolf-whistled. Every head swiveled as she barked to the bartender, Two Alabama Slammers! A couple of guys in earshot snickered as the bartender gave Pauline the shots. She downed one and passed the other to Joanna.

Ladies and gentlemen, please make your way back to your assigned tables for Session Two! Holly said into the microphone.

Joanna set her shot in front of an unsuspecting girl with wire-framed glasses. This ones on the house. Joanna endured nine more candidates - Bad Breath, ESL, Too Much Hair Gel, In Need of Dandruff Shampoo, Lazy Eye, Spinach Tooth, One Liner, Fargo, and Gnarly Nelson, whom she named for his zealous overuse of the word gnarly. Finally, she had just one more candidate to meet.

Hi, Im Max Larkin, a handsome, faintly Eastern European-looking man said.

Joanna Peterson-Mills.

He grinned contagiously. Meet anyone interesting?

Anyone I want to spend more than four minutes with?

Right. No one to bring home, Max laughed. Where are you from?

Pottstown, Pennsylvania. You?

My family is originally from the Ukraine, and I was born there, but I moved here when I was six.

Cool! Do you speak Ukrainian?

Not really, but I understand it. I learned my first words in English by watching Backstreet Boys videos. My teachers didnt know what to do with me when I walked around telling them, You are my fire. The one desire.

Hilarious!

So, Joanna, what brings you here?

Joanna pointed three rows ahead of her to Pauline. My friend is number 20. You?

Im trying to expand my horizons, Max explained. Im also trying to get over my ex.

Joanna wasnt sure this was something one should divulge in a four-minute meet-and-greet.  Did you guys break up recently?

Two weeks ago. She said she wanted to be with awith a real man.

Max looked so distraught that Joanna instinctively reached her hand across the table to rest her hand on his forearm. Why would she say something like that?

I told her I was thinking of getting tattooed eyeliner to make my eyes pop more.

Joanna froze.

Women get Botox, whats the difference? Its a competitive world, jobs are hard to come by, youve got to stand out! Maxs voice rose several notches. She said I needed to get more in touch with my masculinity!

Oh, oh! Dont cry! Joanna said and began to fish tissues out of her purse. Listen, most women would kill for a sensitive guy, so you just, you know, stick to your gunsyoull find the right woman who supports you.

You seem like you understand, Max sniffled and looked at Joanna hopefully.

I have a boyfriend, and we just got in a huge fight, and I signed up for this event as a social experiment for an article Im writing, Joanna fibbed.

Ladies and gentlemen, your 20 sessions of Four Minutes in Heaven have now concluded. Thanks to your participation, we raised $4,000 toward cancer tonight, and hopefully, at least some of you are one step closer to finding your soulmate. Please leave your comment cards in the box up front, so we can join together those of you who wish to continue beyond your 4 minutes.

Im sorry, I have to run. Good luck, Max!

I hope things work out with your boyfriend! Max called after her.

As she walked away, Joanna took her pencil, drew an X next to Number 20, wrote Max no fire/desire in the notes column, and dropped the response card in the box.

She began making her way toward Pauline but saw she was engrossed in conversation with some man. His back was to Joanna, and Paulines head was bent low, her hair covering her face. Joanna didnt have the energy to make idle chit-chat with another stranger after twenty disasters in a row. She knew Pauline would fill her in at the dinner party tomorrow.

Joanna hightailed it to the Times Square subway station to take the Q train downtown to Union Square. When she made it to 13th Street, she clomped up five flights to the rent-stabilized apartment she shared with her roommates, passing Biki on the steps between the 3rd and 4th floors. Biki was the Lithuanian superintendent of her no-elevator building who, for some reason, always called her Juliet or Julie, but never by her actual name. He mopped the stairs three times a week after his doorman shift ended at another building in Chelsea.

Ah! Ah! Ah! You walk on wet stairs! Biki clucked disapprovingly. Eh, good night, Julie, he grumbled.

Joanna grimmed (half-grimace/half-grin), as a result of the energy required to haul it up the stairs and continued her five-flight sprint. The trick she had found was that once you gained momentum, not to slow your pace, or the five flights would be sheer agony.

Joanna did not live alone. Her roommate, David Owens, was a cater waiter/photographer who divided his time playing online poker, pleasuring himself, and taking photos. Every month or so, amongst the recycling lined up on the kitchen window ledge, she would inevitably find an empty bottle of lubricant. Shed handle it with a tissue when putting it into the recycling bag. Some NYC residents had to cope with an endless parade of their roommates bar hook-ups; she could handle an empty bottle or two of Astroglide.

Her other roommate, Candace Hattori, kept to herself and seemed to spend most of her spare time baking. Of course, Joanna would love the luxury of living alone, but it simply wasnt possible for an aspiring writer on her salary. Still, she considered herself lucky to live in the hip and easily accessible East Village. After all, she was able to claim legitimately that she lived in Manhattan, even with the Astroglide and the ever-present wafting smells of baked goods.

The familiar electronic sounds of a poker game mingled with the sounds of the YES Network, the only television network devoted entirely to the Yankees.

Hey, Joanna said.

Hey. Davids eyes were glued to the computer.

Any mail today? she called to Candace in the kitchen.

Nope, nothing!

Joanna hung her coat on the hanger hanging from the pull-up bar in the living room doorway, yanked off her boots, and tossed her clothes into the laundry basket. She threw on her favorite nightgown that made her look like some dead presidents wife from the 1800s and headed into the kitchen, where she poured herself a quarter glass of milk and spread a single cracker with Nutella. Joanna passed through the living room and pulled the accordion door of her converted two-bedroom shut and heard it click into place with the magnetic lock, pulled back the sheets of her bed, propped up her pillows, and sat. She took a long, slow bite of the cracker with the Nutella, savoring each morsel, and chased it with a sip of milk.

Will I ever meet a man who understands my nightly dose of Nutella?

Nicholas Sparks The Notebook sat on the hot pink nightstand next to her bed. She was re-reading it for the first time in five years. Noah was in the middle of telling Allie she was the answer to all of his prayers, insisting he didn't know how he ever lived without her.

Joanna read until she could barely keep her eyes open. She set the alarm and turned off the light. Three minutes later, she rapped on her convertible door. David, can you turn it down? She heard the volume of the YES network lowered, and the computer moved to silent.

The next morning, Joanna arrived at work, out of breath from her battle with the snooze button. With Jacob at an all-day conference and the annoyingly bubbly office manager out sick, she was able to make progress on her article edits. She worked right through lunch, and before she knew it, it was 6:45 PM.

Shoot! Winston and Chloes dinner party! With Miles.

Joanna packed her things hastily and dashed across town to the east side to catch the 6 train uptown to 59th Street before switching to the express 4 train and getting off at the 86th Street stop. As soon as she emerged above ground, she ran into the liquor store.

It was hard to imagine Winston and Chloe living anywhere other than the Upper East Side. Their perfect couple on the front of the holiday card vibe fit perfectly in the NYC zip code, boasting an unbeatable combination of luxury shopping and the highest number of Ozempic prescriptions juxtaposed against an already obsessively thin neighborhood with a cultivated addiction to Botox. Not that Winston and Chloe indulged in any of these pastimes.

She opted for a Francis Ford Coppola Merlot, threw down $20, got $4 back, and hurried onto the street, heading east. She turned right onto Third Avenue, smacking into an old man walking his dog.

Im so sorry! she said. The old man gave her a dirty look, muttering unintelligibly.

Joanna made it to 1478 Third Avenue, pushing through the revolving door with all her weight as the wind rushed in. It was 7:43 PM.

Miles was waiting for her in the lobby. You said the building with the orange wall, he said, glancing up from his phone and stepping in for an awkward kiss on her cheek.

Yeah. Sorry, Im late! Joanna apologized. Were here for Winston and Chloe Marshall. 28G, she said to the doorman, who waved them through. Nearly every building in this part of town had a doorman.

Joanna and Miles ran into the open elevator, and she pressed 28, digging for her compact and lip gloss. She powdered her face and applied Duane Reades lip gloss in cherry blossom using the mirrored doors.

How do those magazine features that go from day to night in two minutes make it look so easy?

How was your day? she asked Miles.

The elevator wasnt moving. Joanna pressed 28 again and dug her boots out of her second black shoulder bag.

Woh, watch it! Miles said, dodging a flying boot.

Sorry! She kicked off both sneakers and pulled on one of her biker boots. Just as the door was about to shut, a pink arm in cuff links poking out of the sleeve of a gray suit jacket wedged itself between the doors as a voice from the outside called, Hold the elevator, please!

Joanna stood balancing on her shoeless foot. She bent down to pick up the sneakers and tossed them into her electric blue handbag. Here, hold this. She tossed her bag toward Miles, but it whizzed past him, barreling into the chest of the man with the cuff links, pink shirt, and gray suit. Joannas cheeks flushed with embarrassment.

Standing 62 tall, with curly jet-black hair, piercing green eyes, and freakishly good reflexes, the pink-armed stranger looked as though he had strolled into a Marvel casting call.





LOGAN

THE PINK SHIRT

Logan Thurgood III stared at last nights text message, still in a state of shock.


Hi Logan, how are you, sweetie? I know its been a while, but I was walking past Freemans, and I thought of you. Are you free for drinks there tomorrow night? Around 7? Lemme know!



What the hell do you want? he said out loud to the screen just as his executive assistant, Melissa Williams, popped her head around his door.

Mr. Bateman? I have Ms. Brooke Woodson on Line 1.

Two things, Logan said. One, please stop calling me Patrick Bateman.

I cant help it, youre the doppelganger for Christian Bale as Patrick Bateman in American Psycho. Melissa was a Manhattan triple threat, with razor-sharp intellect, style, and a killer dry wit. The epitome of class and elegance, she wasnt one to shy away from busting his balls.

Two, Brooke is on the phone?

Should I tell her youre at lunch or returning some videotapes?

Videotapes are three dead formats ago, Melissa. Were on to Blu-Rays now.

Your use of hair product just doesnt match your. Melissa scrunched her face and moved her hand in a circle, indicating all of Logan. What did we say about messaging and getting the right women to pick up what youre putting down? Melissa looked at him pointedly, smirking. Also, were on streaming now. Speaking of which, why the hell does it cost so much?

Im all about the package deal with ESPN. Put her through, please.

Seventy-nine million thoughts about Brooke, his college and post-college sweetheart, raced through Logans head. The horrific break-up. The week of depression. The drunk dialing. Mailing back the keys to her place with her favorite pair of Christian Louboutins. And, of course, the nonsense about his personal life on Wikipedia.

Logan took a deep breath and picked up his phone.

A cheerful voice with a pinch of sultry oozed, Hi Logan, its me. Did you get my text?

Logan swallowed. Yes. What can I do for you, Brooke?

It would be great if we could meet for drinks tonight. Are you free?

Hang on, Logan said, putting her on hold and calling out, Melissa, can you--?

Melissa immediately poked her head in. Yes, boss?

Were you standing there this entire time?

Melissa cocked her head. Say yes, Logan. If you say no, shes gonna know youre still pining for her.

Logan released the hold button. Sure, Brooke. Where would you like to meet?

How about Freemans at 7?

Where we had our first date.

Sure.

Brooke hung up.

See you then, Logan muttered into the receiver and hung up the phone.

Melissa stuck her head back in. Howd it go?

Seeing her tonight after work. Logan was eager to change the topic. What do I need to move?

Just the prime brokers on the Quant deal.

Lemme guess. Sushi and strippers?

You know it.

Logan loved his job as Senior Risk Manager at Cobert & Sons, the crme de la crme of hedge funds with sixty-seven billion in assets under management in the heart of the Financial District. It was long and sometimes tense hours, but he thrived working under pressure. If only it didnt also sometimes involve the obligatory and ostentatious wining and dining of clients and stakeholders.

Melissa gave her iPad a few taps. Ill push the meeting to Zoom. That way you can avoid going to the bank for a stack of one-dollar bills to pass out to the prime brokers.

LOGAN, BUDDY! WHAT UP? a voice down the hall came roaring into earshot. JT Perez, a muscular and bronzed Guatemalan demigod, plopped down in the chair opposite Logans desk, flashing Melissa a cheshire grin as she closed the door behind her, rolling her eyes. What JT lacked in tact, he made up for in his mastery of the art of the business deal.

JT, my friend, what can I do for you this fine morning? Logan asked.

Dude, JT said. Please tell me you at least bent her over this table and showed her the risky business.

Hey, Jackass, remember Jerry Sanders, the last CFO? He regretted slacking off during those HR seminars. Melissa is my executive assistant. And Im not Christian Grey

No, Fifty Shades of Grey is my department. Youre Patrick Bateman. Anyway, bro, this chick I nailed last night. What a fucking animal! Met her at Balthazars and went back to my place. We 69d for like an hour! I was thinking, when was the first 69? Human beings had to come up with that, you know. Do you think a caveman and his chick just got bored one day with the plain-old mish?

I never thought about it that much, JT.

Im sure they didnt call it missionary back then. No missionaries yet.

Your knowledge of sexual historical accuracy is admirable, my friend. But never mind about last night. You'll never believe who just called.

JT put two and two together. No way.

Yup.

Brooke! HA! Dude! She wants to bang!

Im not sure how her boyfriend would feel about that, you know, the one she dumped me for?

The Brazilian dance-fighting douche?

Tango, actually.

Bro, what are you, a chick? You go there tonight, show that hen who the rooster is, bang her, leave her, and come to Vegas with me this weekend!

Dont you have work to do?

You know me, I get it done.

JT walked out of Logans office and peered over the edge of Melissas cubicle. When are we having drinks?

Melissa held up her left hand, flashing a not-so-tiny rock. Engaged. And, by the way, Title IX.

Title IX? JT asked.

Google it. Youll eventually get it, big guy, said Logan.

Melissa spun her chair around, putting her back to JT to look at her other computer screen. JT laughed and whistled his way down the hall.

Logan walked out of his office. Sorry about that. He means well, most of the time. How are the night classes going?

Good, one more semester! Melissa had just aced her Business Law exam at Fordham University, which she was attending part-time at night until she could graduate and take the bar exam. Logan knew Melissa didn't want to be an executive assistant for the rest of her life, but it paid the bills, and Cobert & Sons gave her a generous partial tuition reimbursement.

The New York State Bar wont know what hit em! But why did you tell him you were still engaged? Its not like thats going to stop him.

JT needs a clear no-fly zone. Besides, Im going to see my ex tomorrow. Melissa fingered her ring. I dont feel right keeping it.

You guys didnt want the same things. Dont beat yourself up about it.

I wish him well launching his rap career at age thirty-five.

Logan chuckled, I guess he feels the Grammys are calling. His iPhone pinged with a voicemail:


Logan, its your mother, Georgia. We miss you. You know you can come and work for your father any day. I just dont know what hes going to do about the business. You know, we could die tomorrow, you just never know. Are you putting something other than protein shakes and beer in your refrigerator?



Logan heard his mother bark at his father in the background.


I want sushi tonight, we had Italian last night. So many carbs, we dont want to look like everybody else in this country. If it werent for the weather.



The message continued, her voice returning to speaking directly into the receiver.


Anyway, we will be back home in two days, and we want to have dinner with you. Give me a call at the spa tomorrow, my cell doesnt work in the detox chamber area. Ok, darling, the number isHang on2394243423BYE!



Logan sighed, decided he would call her later, meaning tomorrow, and buckled down to work.

A few hours later, Logan was wolfing down a chicken sandwich when he heard Melissa take an incoming call. She stuck her head through the door. Patrick, its your mother.

Put her through, and please stop calling me Patrick.

Logan swallowed a bite of chicken and picked up his phone. Hi, Ma. Whats up? Hows Dad? Hows Palm Beach?

Well be back in town the day after tomorrow. When are we having dinner together?

Let me check my schedule and get back to you.

Hey, son! Hows my boy? You taking Manhattan by storm? His fathers voice boomed through the phone. Do you want to come over and watch the Nationals game on Sunday?

Love to. Brady and the gang are playing the Mets. Last series before the playoffs begin.

Ah, the Mets. Poor bastards.

Not sure sarcasm becomes you, Dad.

His dad let out a hearty laugh in response. Who says Im being sarcastic?

Well played.

Brady and the Nats are going to the World Series, we will have the home-field advantage, and we have a box at Nationals Ballpark ready to go! I assume youre going to come down and root for your brother?

Ill try, Dad, I....

Logans mother snatched the phone back. Darling, Im going to set you up with this really lovely girl. Her name is Catherine McKenzie, you know the McKenzies? Your father plays golf with her father.

Im actually seeing Brooke tonight.

Wonderful, I always liked her, Logan. I hope you two can work things out. Why did you break up again?

I dont know, Mom. He didnt have the guts to admit to his mom why Brooke left because every time he went to say, She left me for her Tango instructor, he felt ridiculous. He told his mother that he needed to get back to work and got off the phone.

At 4 oclock, it was time for Logans weekly group meeting, whose participants included Logan and JT, three chiseled associates, and two analysts representing seven of the eight Ivy Leagues sitting around the conference table listening intently to Lawrence Connor, the Chief Risk Officer for Cobert & Sons.

As Ive already shared with some of you, Ill be stepping down at the end of Q1 next year, and Im looking both internally and externally for a replacement, someone who can lead the Risk Management Division to the next level as Cobert & Sons prepares to expand.

Logans group shifted in their seats. Lawrence continued, Itll be more hours and more responsibility, but a path to upper management and equity in the company, he said, looking directly at Logan.

At the end of the meeting, Lawrence asked Logan to stay behind. JT exited the room while giving a silent thumbs-up to Logan. Its time for me to retire. Arizona, Lawrence said. Gonna live in Flagstaff, near the Grand Canyon. Ever been?

Not yet, sir.

Its fantastic. Now, I dont want to get your hopes up and its going to piss off Kai in Distressed Debt who is ahead of you in seniority and looking to cross over, but I believe in you and your talent. I have to run it by the board, of course.

Signing on the dotted line after being able to make an all-cash offer on a sweet Manhattan duplex apartment. Drinks on the porch of The American Hotel in Sag Harbor every summer weekend. Vacation in St. Barts in the winter. Part-owner of the New York Giants. No, the Buffalo Bills. The freedom to say no to working for Dad, and living large off of dividends only once I hit the big 5-0.

Logans head swam with a million thoughts, suddenly all within reach.

Thats great news, Lawrence.

I know you might think youre a little young, but youre ready. Anyway, Lawrence said, wiping his brow, Ive gotta head over to my attorneys. Shelias lawyer is a goddamn great white shark. He held up his pointer finger as a warning, Just dont ever get married.

Twenty minutes later, Logan headed to the gym before his rendezvous with Brooke. He worked his chest, triceps, and shoulders, doing a few extra reps on each muscle. The sweat ran down his face.

What the hell does Brooke want?

He finished his weight workout and headed to the fleet of treadmills. The previous user had left a copy of the latest issue of Metropolitan. Usually, he would brush it aside and plug in his phone to listen to Spotify, but one of the article titles on the cover caught his eye:

How to Get Your Ex BackFour Steps to Rekindling Love

He opened up the article and began his run.

Do you regret breaking up with your ex? Feel like you still dont have closure? Boomerang Romances are the new craze. Social media makes it easy to stalk an old flame. But should you? Love expert Dr. Diana Krugenstein talks you through it.

1. If youre thinking about contacting your ex, ask yourself: Do you still want him, or are you just bored?

Logan wasnt certain he wanted Brooke back. He wasnt bored; he was too busy at work for that.

Make an honest assessment of your past to avoid falling back into a negative situation.

Logan had thought things were okay between them. Sometimes she drank a little too much. He was pretty sure he wanted to marry her, but then found out that she had tangoed clean off the dance floor and into another mans bed.

2. Make sure hes single!

Logan mused aloud. Shes definitely not single.

3. Reach out to him, but dont put yourself out too much; suggest a low-key rendezvous, like coffee.

She had chosen Freemans. That was more than several layers above a Starbucks or Le Pain Quotidien.

4. During your rendezvous, reminisce about all the funny and romantic times you shared together. Talk about the last great trip you took together. Revisit the intimate details of the first time you made love. Pay close attention to his reaction!

Logan began to run faster on the treadmill. How could he ever forget St. Martin? Snorkeling, way too many pina coladas, staying in bed until noon, ordering room service.

5. Wait! Dont be a fool and rush in. Double-check to make sure his feelings for you are still there.

Logan stopped reading and almost fell off the treadmill.

Do women actually listen to this advice?

Logan opened the door to the locker room and dodged a gaggle of naked old geezers milling about as he made his way to the showers. He was in good shape, which he maintained by saying no to most carbs six days a week (the seventh day was a cheat day) and never missing a day at the gym. Still, he couldnt understand for the life of him why so many men over the age of sixty treated the mens locker room like a Roman bathhouse.

Logan showered and opened his locker. His iPhone beeped, and a text message from JT flashed onto his screen.





	JT:
	DUDE WICKED AWESOME VEGAS WEEKEND PRIVATE JET FROM TETERBORO VIP TABLE ENCORE CLUB SUITE AT THE WYNN HOT CHICKS YOU IN OR YOU OUT?




Logan texted back:






	LOGAN:
	Cant make it, busy this weekend, plans.



	JT:
	COME OUT AND RAGE!!!



	LOGAN:
	About to go see Brooke.



	JT:
	Fuck her, dude.



	LOGAN:
	What, you think I should blow her off?



	JT:
	No, I mean, FUCK her, dude!






Logan rolled his eyes as he inspected the contents of his locker. He had left his work clothes from Monday inside, which included his Brooks Brothers pink shirt.

It cant be that dirty, can it?

Logan sniffed it. Passable. He sprayed some Gentlemen Only cologne liberally. Gentlemen Only happened to be Brookes favorite scent. Every time he wore it, Brooke claimed it made her want to have his children.

As he buttoned up the last button, his phone buzzed again:






	BROOKE:
	See you tonight, sweetie.






Logan exited 30 Wall Street and walked to Broadway to hail a cab in brutal rush-hour traffic. His phone rang, and he grinned as he saw Winston blinking up at him.

Hey, buddy, hows it going? Are you on your way? Chloe is cooking up a storm. I promise this dinner party wont be as boring as the last one.

Ill be there in a bitwont be more than an hour.

What? Why? What are you up to?

Im actually on my way to have drinks with Brooke. He sped through the last part of the sentence in the hopes it would elicit less of a response from Winston.

Logan, what are you doing? Winston asked quietly. Are you wearing the pink shirt?

How did you know?

I know a lot of things, Patrick. I mean Logan.

Shut it!

Youre the one who wears Armani suits and tie clips and murders people you dont like with an axe while listening to Huey Lewis & the News and Whitney Houston.

Im hip to be square and I got nothing but the greatest love of all for you, Winston.

Keep it in your pants. See you at 8ish. I hope.

Logan arrived at Freemans at 7:05 PM on the dot.

Brooke was a vision in a strapless black cocktail dress. Logan felt his pulse quicken and forced himself to take a deep breath. Her long chestnut-colored hair hung down her back. She swiveled to face the bartender and pursed her scarlet red lips, her never-ending legs crossed, capped off with the Christian Louboutins hed last wrestled with while shoving them into a box at the post office after their blowout break-up fight.

A few guys at the bar checked her out. He had to admit, she was a vision. Logan willed the blood coursing through his veins like the river in Hades to lower their Class 5 rapids status.

The bartender leaned toward Brooke, laughing and smiling at the spell she was attempting to weave.

Hes probably just humoring her. She was never that funny.

Logan cleared his throat. Hi, Brooke.

Brooke disengaged from the barkeep, turned, and smiled her sexy, mile-wide lopsided grin she reserved just for him.

Logan, hi! She jumped up and hugged him, rubbing her chest against his. He kissed her cheek politely. Its so good to see you!

It had been ten months. They had not seen each other since the day they broke up. Good to see you, too. Logan noticed that Brooke was already nursing a Cosmo. She handed him a Johnnie Walker Black, neat.

My favorite drink. You shouldnt have.

Oh, the pink shirt! she said, inching closer. I gave you that for your birthday.

You did? Logan feigned nonchalance.

Cheers, darling! Brookes eyes lowered sexily to half-mast as she held up her glass to clink his.

Logan downed half of his drink in one gulp.

So, how have you been? Hows it going? Hows work? Brooke asked, wetting her lips suggestively.

Logan remembered the advice from Metropolitan: Be sure to let him know how great your life is. Brag a little; dont be shy!

Works great! Lawrence is leaving, and it looks like I might be in line to take his job.

Thats going to piss off Kai, Brooke said.

Probably, Logan said. Might be going to Vegas with JT this weekend.

How is JT?

Same as always. You know JT.

Brooke inched closer. He repeated Metros advice to himself.

Dont be too forthcoming. Be a little coy.

Hows Pedro? Logan asked.

She jerked back slightly. Hes good! Thats actually why I wanted to see you. She wrapped a strand of hair around her finger. Brookes phone made a high-pitched squawk. The ringtone was clearly designed to be heard in loud nightclubs, of which Brooke was a regular patron. She answered it and subjected everyone within earshot to her conversation.

Hello? Yeah, hi! Uh-huh. Uh-huh. Oh. Yeah. I know! Totally. Uh-huh. Uh-huh. For sure. OMG! Youre kidding. Wow! Really? Phenomenal! No, I get it. Oh. Yeah. Okay. Um, no. Yes. Noooo! Shut up. OMIGOD, THAT IS SO FUNNY!

Logan sighed and stared into his drink.

Some things never change.

Um yeah sure okay bye sweetie love you!

Brooke hung up. That was Becky. You remember Becky, right?

How could I not?

Becky Salstone was one of Brookes friends whom Logan called Wastey-Face. She would drink too much and commence Operation Yell-a-lot/Cry/Make out with Random Guy/Pass Out.

Shes sooo funny! Brooke said, sliding a hand on Logans bicep and taking it away before Logan had an opportunity to flex. He cursed himself silently for even having the thought.

So, Brooke, you were saying before, about whats his name?

Pedro. Were engaged.

Logan froze, finally noticing the huge marquis-cut diamond on her finger.

Congratulations. How does Pedro feel about you having drinks with me tonight?

He doesnt know Im here, Logan. Look, I know that I really hurt you, and Im sorry. I really miss you. She rested her fingers lightly on his knee.

Logans phone pinged, and he pulled out his phone to see the name and photo of Winstons wife, Chloe, glaring up at him disapprovingly.






	CHLOE:
	Where are you? We are having a fabulous dinner party and there are some people I want you to meet. DROP THE WICKED WITCH OF THE WEST AND GET OVER HERE. There are HOT SINGLE GIRLS HERE, LOGAN!






Logan turned his attention back to Brooke.

Logan, Im so sorry. The truth is, Im not sure I want to marry Pedro. I still think about you. If Im going to marry this guy, then I just need to know that were meant to be.

That article didnt say anything about THIS.

I need to feel your touchjust one more time. Think of it as a private bon voyage.

She leaned in, her lips meeting his. Logan felt a gush of cool liquid. His pink shirt was turning Nantucket Red.

OH MY GOD! Im so sorry! Brooke said, grabbing napkins and club soda from the bartender. Let me clean that up!

Let me get this straight. Youre getting married, but you want to sleep together one more time? Logans voice rose. Several of the patrons turned to stare.

Its okay, baby, Brooke said, rubbing her hand on his chest slowly. Youve been working out, havent you?

Logan leaned back. Sorry. Im actually, Im not sorry at all. But its a hard pass. Logan sped out of the bar and dashed onto the street, gulping in the fresh air and hailing a cab. 1478 Third Avenue. At 83rd Street. The cab driver nodded and merged back into traffic. He pulled out his phone, and another text from Brooke awaited him.






	BROOKE:
	If you ever change your mind, let me know.






He deleted it immediately. Once they were on the FDR headed uptown, he dialed Winston, who answered, yelling over guest chatter in the background mixed with the sounds of yacht rock.

You on your way?

Yup. Be there in ten. God bless those rains down in Africa.

Toto-lly! Howd it go with Brooke?

Logan saw that they were driving by a liquor store. Actually, can you please just pull over here, sir? He then said to Winston, Tell you when I get there.

Logan jumped out of the cab, went inside the liquor store, and purchased a bottle of Italian Pinot Noir with a swanky label. Just as he left the liquor store, a basset hound and its owner rounded the corner.

Logan bent down to pet him. The basset, knowing a belly rub was imminent, rolled over and presented his tummy. I can always tell a fellow basset owner! the old guy said.

They slobber and they smell, and you have to cut their nails once a week, and they put their nose to the ground and take off, and they howl, but manwhat a good boy.

Logan bid goodbye and walked east on 86th Street until he got to Third Avenue, made a right, and continued downtown the remaining two blocks to Winston and Chloes. He walked into their building and waved to the doorman, who recognized him, then ran ahead and called out, Hold the elevator, please! He put his hand through the doors, forcing them open.

When God closes a door, he opens a window.

Logans pulse quickened.

And sometimes, he tosses in a babe.





JOANNA

SNEAKERS

Careful, theres a bottle of merlot in there, Joanna said, looking up at the 62 Marvel poster boy as she balanced on one foot.

She slipped on her second black biker boot and looked sheepishly at Logan, cradling her bag stuffed with her sneakers. Miless phone buzzed, and he turned his attention to the screen, pecking out a response with ferocious intensity.

This must be yours? The Marvel god hugged her purse, his eyes flashing bemusedly. Joanna flushed a deep shade of scarlet.

Im Miles Lanville, and this is Joanna Peterson-Mills, Miles said, peering at Logan over the top of his Warby Parker glasses. And you are?

Logan Thurgood. Logan extended his right hand first to Miles and then to Joanna. She noticed a red, splotchy stain radiating from the center of his pink shirt. Hello, Miles. Pleased to meet you, Joanna Peterson-Mills. Logans firm grip warmed her cool hand.

Nice shirt, Logan said, running his fingers through his hair and nodding at Miless Bert and Ernie t-shirt. Ernie gets so upset whenever Bert goes out without him.

Theyre roommates! said Joanna.

You never know what goes on behind closed doors, Logan said, a wink in his eye.

Whats that? asked Miles.

We were just talking about what a big Sesame Street fan you are, said Joanna.

Miles appeared momentarily confused before immersing himself in the contents of his phone yet again. Goddammit, he seethed.

Embarrassed, Joanna attempted to cover up for Miless behavior. It looks like youre going to 28 as well.

Yes, Im late for a dinner party, Logan said.

Winston and Chloes? asked Joanna. I can take that back, you know, she added, nodding at her electric blue purse with the wine and sneakers in it that Logan had slung over his shoulder.

Ive got it, Sneakers. Youve got your hands full. Logan said. Joanna couldnt be sure, but it seemed as though he was referring to Miles.

How do you know Winston and Chloe? Logan asked.

Their dads went to college together, Miles said. How do you know Winston and Chloe? Miles asked Logan.

We used to row together in boarding school at Hotchkiss, Logan said.

Ive got just the thing for that stain, Joanna said, inching closer to Logan to remove a bottle of Wine Out from the outer pocket of her bag slung over his shoulder just as the doors opened on the 28th floor. Two to three spritzes, wait for it to dry, then wipe it with a damp cloth and youll be good as new. Joanna caught a whiff of Logans freshly showered scent.

Youre a lifesaver, thank you! Logan flashed a row of perfect white teeth, spritzed his shirt three times, and dropped the bottle back into her handbag, causing her to laugh at the sight of him zipping up her purse. He held out an arm indicating she should lead the way to Winston and Chloes.

What an idiot, Miles shouted at his phone, waiting for Joanna to catch up with him before throwing an arm around her shoulders. Anytime she and Miles tried to walk in step with one another, they ended up bumping hips, completely out of sync.

Joanna rang the doorbell and Chloe flung it open.

Hi! So glad you could make it! With her auburn hair piled high in a bun on top of her head and wearing a frilly floral half-apron cinched tightly over an emerald-green dress with bright yellow pumps, Chloe air-kissed Joanna on both cheeks, leaving a cloud of hairspray and expensive perfume in her wake.

Joanna passed Chloe the bottle of Francis Coppola from her bag on Logans shoulder. You must be Niles! Chloe chirped.

Miles, he corrected, pursing his lips into a tight line. Sorry, would you excuse me for just a moment? Miles brushed past Chloe into the apartment, retreating down the hallway to the left.

Winston will be so glad to see you, Logan! I see youve both met, Chloe added, her eyes darting from Logan to Joanna and back to Logan again. Winstons working the bar. He loves to pretend hes Tom Cruise in Mission Impossible whenever we have a dinner party.

Pretty sure that wasnt Ethan Hunt mixing drinks, but its okay, you had us at hello, Chloe, Logan said. He leaned into Joanna, Im having flashbacks from when she tried to hold down the fort in the Pop Culture category at Trivia Night.

Sounds rough, Joanna mused.

Hallelujah! Thank the Lord, you have finally arrived, Pauline
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