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Chapter 1
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Fiona eyed the Ryland’s sign over the door of what must be the office. If she hadn’t heard they did car repairs, she wouldn’t have guessed it from the classy green and white sign, although the three garage bays and the assortment of cars in various states of desperation, patiently awaiting their turns for service, removed all doubt even to someone who knew little more about cars than where the gas nozzle went. Her beloved Mazda was working up to something, something she suspected was going to cost more than she wanted to spend, which was about $50. And there was only one way to find out what the damage would be. She heard music playing from inside the garage, something country, but she didn’t have time to play name that tune with herself right now. Anyway, she was pretty sure it was Brett Young’s voice.

Quinn watched the brunette, late twenties if he had to guess, get out of the Mazda 3 and he glanced at Troy to see if he’d noticed her, but Troy was too absorbed in applying Armor All to the S2000. He pulled a rag from his pocket and wiped his hands as he walked out to meet her. “Can I help you?” She looked even better up close. 

“My car is burning oil.”

“How do you know?”

“My father told me.” If this was the guy’s way of discouraging customers, he’d nailed it. “How much will it cost to fix?” She watched him grin and glance at a red car that was in one of the bays, but the car didn’t seem to have anything to contribute. After a second glance she realized there was someone moving around inside it, but the someone didn’t have any response either.

“We’d have to take a look. It could be you only need the PCV valve changed, but you might need a new head gasket.”

She waited but he failed to supply her with the pertinent data. “And the cost?”

“The PCV valve might be about a hundred. The head gasket is maybe $900 to $1,800 a head. You’ve got four cylinders, so that’s times four.”

Confound it. She didn’t have that kind of money, and didn’t anticipate it falling from the sky any time soon. “What if I don’t get it fixed?” His smile broadened and her irritation followed.

“A blown motor will be anywhere from $2,500 to $6,000.”

“You didn’t tell me we had company, Quinn.”

Fiona glanced at the guy who’d climbed out of the red car and was smiling as happily as Quinn. Maybe the working environment at Ryland’s was beyond compare. 

“I’ll have to think about it.” Which might make her nauseous. No, it definitely would make her nauseous. Maybe this was why her father had tried so many times to convince her to become a mechanic. Either that or he’d wanted free car repairs for the rest of his life.

“You want me to take a look?” Quinn asked.

“I don’t have time right now.”

“Want to make an appointment?” the other guy asked.

Appointment or otherwise, I don’t have the money, but they didn’t care about that. “Not right now.” I’ll just take my depressed self to lunch to make myself feel better. “Thank you.” She turned and headed back to her oil-leaking car, hoping it would defy all odds and somehow have a miraculous recovery.

Quinn and Troy glanced at each other. 

“She’ll be back,” Troy said.

Quinn nodded and watched her back out of the lot and pull away, hoping Troy was right. Brett Young’s “Sleep Without You” came on and he heard Troy’s voice raised in accompaniment. All this and the latest TT Huckins, too. His day had become outstanding.
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FIONA STOOD IN LINE at the soup truck for the special of the day, Italian wedding, then walked a block to the Page Turner, where she saw there was only one empty table. Greeting Frannie, the owner of the bookstore, she hurried to snag a seat. Frannie had added five wrought iron tables a couple of years ago when she started selling coffee and pastries in addition to books, but the addition had taken up what she thought was too much of her time and she’d stopped selling the foodstuffs. Since she’d invested in the tables and chairs, she’d decided to keep them and made the bookstore BYOF. Fiona visited the bookstore several times a week with her “F” and bought a book a week as appreciation.

The other patrons were busy with either books or each other today, so Fiona looked out the window for entertainment. When she finished her soup, she headed for the counter.

“Hi, Fiona. How are things?” Frannie asked.

“Super. How’s business?”

“Keeping our head above water. How’s the printing business?”

“Oh, you know, if it’s not one thing, it’s another. I wanted to ask you something. Have you ever brought your car to Ryland’s? I went there and the prices seem high. Which could be because I’ve never needed any work done on mine and I don’t have a clue.”

“I got tires there once.” Frannie tapped her chin. “I don’t remember how much they were, but I trusted them because other people I know trust them.”

Fiona hadn’t seen tires there, but she hadn’t been looking, either. “My car might be about to have the equivalent of cardiac arrest, but it’s as expensive to have it fixed as it would be to wait and get a new engine.”

“That’s a dilemma, isn’t it?”

“It’s almost like not knowing when a baby will be born versus having a C-section, and knowing exactly when the big day is.”

“You do have quite a way of looking at things, Fiona,” Frannie said, grinning. “And, listen, we got that book by TT Huckins in yesterday.”

Fiona looked at her watch and grimaced. “I’ve got to get back so Becky can go to lunch, but I’ll come back after work.”

“Do you want me to hold one for you?”

“Thanks, but I’ll get it when I come in. I’ll see you.” Fiona had a moment of silence for TT Huckins as she walked back to her car. TT was, or had been, her favorite author and had passed only three months ago. She owned 28, soon to be 29, of his JD Whitsun books and was sad to think there would never be another to add to her collection. But she would enjoy number 29, starting tonight.

Pulling into the lot of Palace Printing, she parked next to Becky’s car. Artie, their boss and the owner of the company, was apparently out and about, since his SUV was missing.

“Hey, Fee, what’s the news about your car?” Becky asked as soon as Fiona stepped in the door.

She stashed her purse behind the counter. “It’s either bad news or worse news. I think I’m going to wait until something really bad happens, then I’ll get it fixed.”

“There’s an interesting idea. How bad is it?”

“It could cost anywhere from a hundred to about half a million. But we’ll see how it goes.” She thought about Quinn and the other guy. “You know what made it even worse? The guy I asked about it thought the whole thing was pretty entertaining. It didn’t instill a lot of confidence.”

“Didn’t you go to Ryland’s?”

“Yes. Why?”

“They’re good. My father swears by them. ‘Quinn and Troy will fix this right up’ is what he says every time something goes wrong with his truck.”

“Maybe that’s my problem. I should have gone in there with a truck.”

Becky got her purse. “I’m off. What did you have today?”

“Italian wedding soup. It was an excellent choice.”

“Maybe I’ll try that, too. See you in a bit.”

“Ciao.” Fiona waved and headed for her laptop to check for orders.
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Fiona parked in the municipal lot after work, anticipation building as she thought about reading the book tonight. “I’m coming, JD,” she murmured as she closed her door and stepped lively, as Gramma used to say. Pulling open the heavy glass door of the bookstore, she hurried to the Huckins’ section where she noted she wasn’t the only browser. Her eyes scanned the familiar titles, seeking her quarry, The Uncommon Man, and was happy when the other customer made his selection and left her alone.

When she reached the Huddleston section without having found her book, she looked again, more quickly, but her increased speed didn’t have the desired effect. There was only one thing to do, and she headed for Frannie. Maybe she’d kept some copies behind the counter. Of course, she would have done that. 

She maneuvered around the other shoppers, again seeing the blue shirted man who had been in the aisle with her, only this time she took a good look at his face. Quinn from Ryland’s? He hadn’t noticed her, but why would he? He was intent on book-shopping, apparently already finding one book he wanted, but still wanting more. 

“Hi, Frannie. Did you hold a copy of The Uncommon Man for me? I don’t see any on the shelf.” The look Frannie gave her did not inspire hope.

“You mean this book?”

Fiona looked to her right and saw Quinn holding the very book she wanted, wearing the very same smile he’d given her at the garage. It irritated her twice as much this time because now it resembled a nah-nah-na-nah-nah smile.

“I’m so sorry, Fiona,” Frannie said. “I didn’t think you wanted me to save one for you. I had plenty of them, and...”

She kept her eyes on the book thief. “It’s all right, Frannie.” This is between me and him...

Quinn was surprised the woman, Fiona, was into Huckins, and in a big way, considering the death rays her eyes were shooting at him. He and she stared at each other for one, two, three beats before her mouth opened.

“That has some really big words in it. Maybe you should pick up a dictionary so you don’t miss anything vital.”

“Maybe if you treated your 3 with the proper respect you would have gotten here in time to snag this.” He waggled the book.

My 3? “Thanks ever so for your input. And by the way, if I had been here half a second sooner and managed to snag that book, as you so quaintly put it, I wouldn’t need a dictionary.” She turned to Frannie. “How soon do you think you might get more in?” Please, please, please let it be two days. Maybe even one.

Frannie reached across the counter and put her hand on Fiona’s. “I’m sorry, honey, but it’s sold out. I got as many as they’d let me.”

That was it, then. Right now, the important thing was not to let Quinn see the devastation she knew was pouring from her eyes. She’d have to wait for the Beckwith Library to get a copy, then get on the waiting list, then in twenty years or so, it might finally be her turn with the book. “Thank you.” She spoke quietly to Frannie and only Frannie, then twirled in a half circle, chin up, her back toward the book thief, and headed for the door, her dignity still intact.

She’d heard it said TT Huckins only allowed one printing of his books but had never given it much thought since she’d always been able to secure a copy. She also remembered rumor had it he never wanted any of his books to end up in the bargain bin, and the single print was the way he insured it didn’t happen. Oh, TT, how badly you have let me down...

Quinn watched her leave, imagining he could feel her pain, but he wasn’t willing to give up his copy to anyone, since it would complete his collection. 

“How are you, Quinn?”

“Great, now that I’ve got The Uncommon Man.” 

––––––––
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FIONA TOLD HERSELF it wasn’t the end of the world. She would go home and look online for the book. Somebody had to have a copy they were willing to sell. If the worst happened and she couldn’t find one, then maybe she could see if there was an ebook version. It wasn’t the same, she knew that. She couldn’t put her ereader on the bookcase with her other TT Huckins’ books, but it could still remain there in spirit. And she would be able to enjoy the story as much as she would have if it were a real book. 

But that Quinn-the-book-thief’s inappropriate, immature, and reprehensible behavior was going to stay with her, let there be no mistake about that. And taking her Mazda to Ryland’s was the last thing she’d do, no matter how desperate she got. She wondered if the owner knew how he treated potential customers, and bet he or she had no idea. Maybe she’d just have to tell them sometime. 

––––––––
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QUINN PUT The Uncommon Man in the hutch with its compatriots. He’d have dinner first, then start reading. Getting food stains on his new acquisition wasn’t going to happen, now or ever. He had a healthy respect for books, instilled in him at a young age by his parents, who took turns with his nightly routine of “milk and stories” starting when he was only months old. 

It was a rare night that he didn’t read at least a chapter before he fell asleep. Some nights he couldn’t stop until the wee hours. Eying the new book, he wondered what he was going to do after he finished and wouldn’t have the next Huckins to look forward to.
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Fiona settled down with her laptop, prepared to spend all night if she had to, determined to locate her very own copy. When, after an hour, she had been unsuccessful, she put aside her hopes and made a PB & J sandwich for dinner, washing it down with a glass of chocolate milk. 

It was a sad night indeed. Not only was there no print book, but there wasn’t even an ebook. She thought about Quinn with the copy that should have been hers, and would have been hers if she’d gotten to Page Turner only seconds sooner. If she’d parked a little closer... If she’d walked more quickly...If the light had been green instead of red... If onlys didn’t get her any closer to getting her own copy. 

Tomorrow she’d go to the library and see what she could see. Maybe her slide into despair was premature. She was better than that, wasn’t she? Yes, she was.
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QUINN CLEANED HIS POST-dinner kitchen chaos and strode into the living room, thanking the powers that be for not scheduling a game tonight, hence forcing him to choose how he’d spend the next few hours. Carefully opening the glass door of what had formerly been his grandmother’s hutch, he took out The Uncommon Man and got comfortable in the recliner. Opening the cover, he grinned, wondering what Huckins had put old JD Whitsun through this time.

––––––––
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“LOOKING A LITTLE ROUGH around the edges, my friend,” Troy said when he stepped into the office.

“Didn’t get much sleep.” Quinn grimaced as he stretched his neck, hoping it would ease the irritated muscles. Nothing like a night in a recliner to make a guy feel prematurely ancient. 

“Anything I need to know about?” Troy grinned. “Or maybe I should ask who she is.”

“Yeah, no. I was reading the last Huckins book.”

“You and your books.”

“You know the woman with the 3 that was here yesterday?”

“Hard to forget her.”

As was her expression in the bookstore. “She wanted the book but I got there first.” 

“You snooze, you lose. What are we working on today?”

“I’m doing the Skunk2 manifold on the Miata. I don’t know what you’re doing.” 

“Brakes on the Impala it is.” Troy took the keys from the pegboard.

“You know what she said to me? Fiona?”

Troy looked at him. “Who’s Fiona?”

“The one with the 3.”

“You asked her what her name is?”

“No.” Quinn shook his head. “It doesn’t matter how I know. She told me I should get a dictionary because there might be big words in the book.” 

“So maybe she’s heard about your legendary spelling.”

He’d never been a good speller, and never would be. He was barely an adequate speller and being caught in an error still had the power to embarrass him. But there was no way Fiona could have known about that. “It doesn’t matter.” He got the Miata’s keys from the board and walked out to the garage. “What does matter is we need an engine hoist. You got a few thousand you want to lend me?”

Troy laughed. “Yeah, right here in my back pocket.”

“Maybe if we can work on a few of the cars out on millionaires’ road we’ll have enough.”

“Keep dreaming, buddy.”

––––––––
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“I APOLOGIZE IN ADVANCE if I’m a walking cloud of sorrow today,” Fiona said, sticking her purse behind the counter at Palace Printing.

“What happened?” Artie asked, sighing.

She knew her boss would be sympathetic, as would Becky when she shared her tale of woe. But Artie needed more background than Becky would. “It started yesterday when I went for an estimate on my car and found out it could cost up to $6,000 to fix. The guy, the mechanic that works there, didn’t seem to feel my pain.” Not only that, he’d criticized her car care abilities at Page Turner. “Then he took the last TT Huckins book and flaunted it in my face.”

“Then what happened?”

“I insulted his intelligence. What else could I do? Then I went online and couldn’t find a single copy, not one single copy, and now my collection won’t be complete and they didn’t even have an ebook I could get, which would have been second best, but at least I’d have been able to read it. Now what am I supposed to do?”

“How about the library?”

“Yes, well, I’m going there after work to see if I can get on the waiting list, if they even have the book yet, because there seem to be very limited quantities of this one, which makes no sense, since it’s his last, and he passed three months ago and there’s never going to be another.” She sighed.

“Get to work. It will make you feel better. See if there are any new orders.”

“Fine. I’ll do the best I can under the circumstances. But did he have to wave the book at me, taunting me?”

“That wasn’t nice.”

“No, it wasn’t.” She sat at the desk and opened the laptop. “And I’m never bringing my car to his shop even if it’s the last repair shop in the world.”

“I’ve got to bring mine for an oil change. Thanks for reminding me.”

She watched him pull out his keys. “You mean right now?”

“Why not?”

“You’re not going to Ryland’s are you?”

“It’s close, they’re reasonable, and the guy didn’t take the book I wanted.”

Misplaced loyalties, she decided, watching him leave the shop after he winked at her. But on her respect-o-meter, he was not only her boss, and a good one, usually, he was also about her parents’ age, so she would keep her opinion to herself.
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“DID YOU GET YOUR BOOK?” Becky asked.

“No, that nitwit, Quinn, from the garage got to it first and there was only one left. And he was gloating about it.”

“Did you call him a nitwit to his face? Why would he gloat? And how would he even know you wanted it?”

Fiona’s lips twisted. “Frannie and I were having a private conversation and he listened. Sort of. Anyway, I don’t have my book and I will never have my book because TT Huckins wanted it that way.”

“He didn’t want you to have his book, Fiona?”

“Not exactly, but that’s the end result. Today I’m getting out of here at the stroke of four-thirty and rushing to the library to see if they have a copy.”

“What are you going to do, buy theirs?”

She stared at Becky. “That’s a stroke of genius. I didn’t even think of that.”

“Probably because you know it isn’t going to work.”

“What if I ‘lose’ it and just keep paying the late fines until they declare amnesty on it and I get to keep it?” Becky gave her a familiar look. “Fine. I won’t do that. But it’s going to drive me crazy that Quinn has it and I don’t.”

“Try to forget it for now. It’s going to work out somehow. It always does.”

“Have you thought about taking your motivational speaking on the road so you can reach a wider audience?” 

“And miss seeing you every day? Not a chance.”
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Chapter 4
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“I need coffee,” Becky said, glancing at the wall clock. “It’s almost lunch time. Maybe I’ll go now. Why isn’t Artie back yet? I thought he was only going to Ryland’s.”

“Maybe he changed his mind and went to Connecticut because it’s cheaper than Massachusetts. Who knows with him?”

“Do you want anything?”

“I’ll go after you, but thanks. Maybe the Xerox will pick today to run out of toner, since I wore my favorite dress.”

“Red is your color. Of course, with your coloring, every color is your color.” Becky blew her a kiss and went out the door.

Fiona was setting up the color printer when the phone rang.

“Palace Printing. Fiona speaking.”

Quinn paused. Nah. Had to be a coincidence. “Can I speak to Artie Bridges?”

“He stepped out. Can I take a message?”

“Can you tell him he left his phone at Ryland’s?”

“Of course, Quinn. I’d be happy to. This is Quinn, isn’t it?” It sounded like him, the cocky stealer of books. 

“Yes.” Maybe it wasn’t a coincidence, but it was easy enough to find out. “The book might be his best work yet.” He heard her exhale, or maybe it was more like a growl, and he grinned. “Real shame about your copy.”

“How many words did you need to look up? You can tell me.” Was that mean? Maybe, but he started it.

She wanted to play, did she? “That would be zero. Z-E-R-O. And since I finished it last night, maybe I should do the right thing...”

Would he really offer to loan the book to her? Maybe she needed to rethink all previous interactions with him, try to see them in a new light, with the end result being –

“Yeah, I’ll do it. I’ll have to read it again. It’s just that good.”

She disconnected with the sound of his laughter ringing in her ears.

When the phone rang minutes later, she eyed the caller ID, not that she remembered Quinn’s, or maybe it was Ryland’s number, then answered, ready if it was him again.

“Fiona, I left my phone at the shop. Can you go get it for me?”

“Ahhh... As soon as Becky comes back. But I can call her -” Well, she could have if Becky hadn’t come strolling in, one hand full of ice coffee and the other a paper bag, presumably her lunch. “She’s back. You don’t want to pick it up yourself?”

“I’m going in the pool, but I’ll be back in a couple hours. Will you go now, before they close for lunch?”

Or they decide to go swimming, too. “Whatever you say.”

“Thanks. You’re a good kid.”

For the second time that morning she disconnected to the sound of a man’s laughter. Hilarity abounded. She wished she found humor in some of this.

“Artie’s swimming and I have to go get his phone. Which he left at Ryland’s. Unless you want to go.” Hope sprang to infinity and perhaps beyond.

“And deprive you of seeing the nitwit? I wouldn’t think of it. Maybe get the phone before you grab lunch, so you don’t get indigestion.”

More hilarity. Everybody’s a riot today. Maybe she’d get lucky and Quinn would be at lunch when she got there. 

Starting her Mazda, she pictured her boss floating in his pool. She’d never had a boss like Artie. He put in maybe two or three hours a day at the shop, and the rest of his time was spent off galivanting. Now that summer was in full swing, most days he went home for a swim. The print shop was his hobby, since he didn’t need the money, and didn’t really even need two employees, but he kept them on, paid them well, and they both appreciated his boss-ship. The working conditions were great, Fiona enjoyed creating designs and running the printers to create small works of art. It wasn’t what she’d gone to school for, but it hardly mattered. 

Approaching Ryland’s, she eyed the parking lot, choosing a spot to best allow her a quick grab and go. Walking into the office, she saw no one, and turned to go into the garage, where she saw a pair of legs sticking out from under a car. It occurred to her if the man, possibly Quinn, wasn’t aware of her presence, she could tap him on the leg, possibly causing him to lift his head for a satisfying smack on the underneath part of the car. Would that be nice? Absolutely not. But neither was his behavior toward her. She took a step closer.

Quinn watched the woman approaching, only calves and red high heels visible to him from where he lay on the creeper, and as much as he didn’t want to have to stop working, he couldn’t afford to ignore a possible customer. Sliding out, he looked up at the remainder of the woman and grinned.

“Fiona, isn’t it?”

“So sorry to disturb you.” Which was a lie, since she was only sorry she hadn’t been able to get to him soon enough to liven up the garage, possibly with some inventive swearing. “You have Artie’s phone?”

A phone rang from the direction of the office, and she watched him frown, then leap up off the little red sled he’d been on. A sled with wheels, apparently. She gave it a gentle push with her toe and it moved easily, then she followed him into the office. It seemed to be a customer calling, and she looked around, surprised at how neat the room was. The desk and chair were in good condition, both clean, and there was a desk calendar with all kinds of interesting things written on it. The walls had black and white photos, and looking more closely, she saw they were scenes of bygone days in Beckwith. She’d give the owner points for his or her sense of history, if not for the shop employees. Well, one of them, anyway. Quinn was writing on a pad of paper, listening and responding as he leaned over the desk and she wondered why he didn’t use the chair.

Since the call didn’t sound as if it would be wrapping up any time soon, she took out her phone to check email and saw one from the Page Turner. Tapping it, she read it quickly, then more slowly.

Quinn wondered when old Mister Hazenberg was going to wrap it up. He’d heard about the guy’s health problems and the weather already and he’d just started on what seemed to be wrong with the 2005 Buick Century. He was watching Fiona, whose patience was impressing him, when her eyes lit up, a smile bloom on her face as she stared at her phone. It was a new look for her. He wondered if he could stand beside her and see what all the joy was about, but the phone cord wouldn’t reach that far. Now she was tapping her screen, maybe sending a text. He should probably just give her Artie’s phone so she could leave, but where was the fun in that? 

Fiona felt her heart swell. Maybe she hadn’t gotten a copy of The Uncommon Man but if the contest Frannie had emailed her about worked out, she could find herself the winner of $5,000, and maybe get her very own 15 minutes of fame while she was at it. She looked up and her eyes met Quinn’s before he looked away. He seemed to be focused on his call, and she wished he’d just hand her Artie’s phone. She looked around for it, but it was nowhere in sight. She could always hold her hand up to her ear to remind him what she was waiting for, but he’d probably pretend he didn’t understand her pantomime.

Quinn stood upright and tossed the pencil onto the desk. “Thanks, Eddie. We’ll see you tomorrow.” He replaced the handset and looked at Fiona, who was still smiling. “You seem pretty happy today.” He opened a desk drawer.

Fiona reached for the phone. “I am. Nice pictures on the wall here. My compliments to the owner.”

“Thank you.” He held onto the phone for a second, enjoying the brief struggle, then he released it. He knew she wasn’t smiling about the photos, as good as they were. “How’s the 3 running?”

“Same as it was yesterday. As much as I’d like to chat away my lunch half-hour, I need to get this back to Artie.” Her excitement about the contest was making her giddy. Even polite. She’d better get out of there before she did the unthinkable and told Quinn, the book thief, about it. “Thanks ever so. Have a lovely afternoon.”

He watched her float out of his office, wondering what was up with her. Maybe she was one of those people with mercurial emotions. Anyway, she wasn’t his problem. He returned to the Miata, something he had the willingness and ability to fix, and wondered where Troy was with their lunch.

Fiona’s voice, as she walked to her Mazda, carried back to him. “Frannie, I love you!”
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Chapter 5
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Quinn and Troy sat on the dropped tailgate of Quinn’s F150 while they ate their burgers in the sunshine. “I don’t know, Troy. That woman should be named March. Yesterday she was like a lion, today she turned into a lamb.”

“Did you ask why she was so happy?”

“Never good to question a woman’s mood changes, my young friend. Especially a stranger.” Quinn balled up the empty wrapper and stuffed it into the paper bag, then pulled out his phone. No texts, no voicemails, but he had a few emails. Phone bill due, buy one get one free at the sub shop, and one from the bookstore. He read it twice, grinning, and wondered if this was what had changed Fiona’s personality. And just when they’d all thought they’d heard the last from TT Huckins.

––––––––
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FIONA CHARGED INTO the shop, so excited she could hardly speak. Well, speak coherently, anyway. In as few words as she could manage, she gave Becky an update.

“What do you have to do first?” Becky asked. “You talked so fast I didn’t understand you.”

“Write a synopsis, submit it, get accepted, then write the novel.”

“Let’s start with the basics. Where did the three surprise chapters come from? The man died months ago.”

“He’d just started on it when he got sick, and he wrote specific instructions for his executor.”

––––––––
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“YOU’RE GOING TO FINISH this guy’s novel? I didn’t know you were a writer,” Troy said.

Quinn shrugged. “I can write a synopsis, even if I can’t spell the word. I’ve read every one of Huckins’ books. I know how his mind works, and I know I can do this. And if I win, there’s the money for the engine hoist.”

“When are you going to have time to write this novel?”

“Nights and weekends.” His lack of a significant other might finally be a bonus.

“How much time are they giving you?”

“The email didn’t say.” The email didn’t say a lot, actually. Maybe only those that passed the first hurdle were privy to that info.  He checked his watch and jumped off the tailgate. “Back to work.”

“Best of luck to you. And your spellcheck.” Troy grinned.

He had a point. 
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“SO WHEN DO YOU HAVE to have the synopsis in?”

“It has to be emailed by the 15th,” Fiona said.

“That only gives you a week.”

A week to write a synopsis of a book she’d never even seen, let alone been able to read. Even if there were only three chapters, they would have provided some guidance. Some direction. Something. Now that she really thought about it, she realized what a challenge it was going to be. But she had 28 of TT Huckins’ books, and she could skim them this weekend and make an outline for her synopsis. No one else entering the contest would have anymore written ammunition than she had. Except Quinn. And every other person who’d been lucky enough to buy The Uncommon Man. 

“What’s that face for?” Becky asked.

“I hope Quinn doesn’t find out about this contest.”
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FIONA JUMPED IN HER Mazda at the end of the day, torn between heading for the Beckwith Library and the Page Turner. She waited to merge into traffic, deciding to go in the direction the passing traffic allowed her to do first. Looking right, then left, then right, she pulled out. The Page Turner it was.

“Frannie.” She smiled as she hurried to the counter, where Frannie had a book open before her. Dared she hope it was The Uncommon Man and Frannie would be willing to loan it to her?

“Hello, Fiona.” She closed the book and Fiona saw the cover and told herself to move past the disappointment. “What can I do for you?”

“I wondered if there was any more info on the contest.” Maybe Frannie would give her what she needed to know without her having to ask.

“That’s all I got. I sent out what I have to everyone on the bookstore’s mailing list.”

Which brought her closer to finding out, but not close enough. “Not just to the TT Huckins fans?” Including nitwits?

“It seemed too good to not share with everyone.”

“Of course.” Confound it. “By any chance, do you remember if Quinn got the email?”

“Quinn Ryland? He certainly did. He’s also a huge Huckins











d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
It Began
with a Man
in a Contest

A ROMANCE NOVEL

Diane M Pratt






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/scene_break.png





