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Content Notes


Below you can find all the tropes, content warnings, and tags that could impact your enjoyment of this book. It's not an exhaustive list, but I think these are the main ones. Your discretion is advised and let me know if there are some you found. 
Themes: social justice, authentic identity, feminism.
Tropes: flings, holiday romance, billionaire playboy, different worlds, intimate strangers, secret romance. 
Tags: duology, quick read, secular Judiasm, high heat, spicy, overbearing mother, childhood bully, spinoff series.






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter Ten
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Chapter Eleven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Chapter Twelve
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Chapter Thirteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Chapter Fourteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        Chapter Fifteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        Chapter Sixteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        Chapter Seventeen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        Chapter Eighteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        Chapter Nineteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About Sara Marks
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  [image: ]
Chapter One

JENNA


Va va va voom!” Nora said when she saw me come down the stairs, wiggling her eyebrows as I clung to the banister. 
I had been worried about the costume. The empire-waisted, Regency-era dress was a little tight around my boobs, but it gave me so much room everywhere else, and I wasn't feeling that wonderful in my body these days. My mother had come into my room after I was in the dress and gave me a look. I think every mother has their own look of judgement. My mother's eyes rolled back into her head as she let out a deep sigh. I had to remind myself that I was reading into the look, and it was probably innocent. Just because she judged me didn't mean she didn't love me.
“You don’t think it’s too tight?” I asked Nora, my oldest friend, as I smoothed out the bust.
Nora was the only friend who had moved home after we graduated from college. “That’s why it’s so hot!” she said as she fanned herself.
“You ARE going to wear that,” my mother said as she walked out of the kitchen.
“Hello, Mrs. Stein,” Nora said as politely as she could. “I think Jenna looks great.”
My mother crossed her arms over her chest. “I wish she would put on a shawl. Your arms are too chubby for sleeveless tops.”
I had found this dress in my mother's closet, hidden in the back. I suspected she had made it years ago when she was frequently attending Jane Austen Society events. She had always sewn our Halloween costumes, and every single one was in storage in the attic. I was pretty sure this dress was considered a ball gown of some type since it was sleeveless, cream-colored, and made from a silk blend. 
“It will be too warm for a shawl, and I bet it will get lost at the party,” Nora said, winking at me.
I turned to my friend and smiled, thankful to have someone else defend me. These kinds of comments from my mother, while probably innocent in her mind, took a toll on my self-esteem. I had moved back home right after graduation, nine months ago, and my mother had started criticizing me within the first hour. She had done it all my life, wanting me to follow the path she had laid out for me. It had been easy to bend to her will as a child. After four years of college and living on my own, it was difficult to give up the woman I had become.
“Well, I hope the costume’s not too much,” my mother responded. “Jewish boys are looking for a certain type of woman.”
Neither Nora or I took the bait before leaving the house and getting into her car. I knew what my mother thought Jewish boys wanted and I didn’t want a boy, Jewish or not.
“Not all of them want their bubbie,” Nora said once she had pulled out of the driveway.
I scoffed, pleased that my friend was dwelling on the same point. “No, she thinks they want someone like their mother.”
Nora rolled her eyes. “Right, she wants to be a bubbie to their kids, but the boy wants his wife to manage his life. That’s why they’re boys and not men.”
This was not a new discussion. There were many reasons why neither of us limited ourselves to Jewish men. It often felt like these men were looking for the future mother of their children and someone to take care of them, not necessarily a partner in life. It had been that way since high school. The last thing I wanted was to think about getting married and having kids, let alone turning into a grandmother myself. I had too many things I wanted to do before that happened.
“What does she even mean about this costume won’t be something a man wants?” I asked her, exasperated with my mother’s constant comments about my body.
Nora smirked. “I have no idea. As I understand it, straight men like boobs.”
I rested my head on the seat behind me and let out a deep sigh. “I love her, but I don’t know what goes on in my mother’s head.”
“It’s not like this is a husband hunting party.”
I looked at Nora in disbelief, an eyebrow raised. “Nora, every party the synagogue has is a husband hunting party. That’s, like, why they promoted it to single people.”
Nora chuckled, knowing I was right. “I think we know some couples going.”
“Whatever, it’s still a party to help women find husbands,” I said, waving my hand.
Nora stopped at a light and looked at me. “You’ve gotten bitter this year, Jenna. Maybe you should move out just to avoid becoming a cynic.”
I sighed and didn’t argue because Nora was right. I had become bitter and cynical since moving home. I had spent four years at school, growing increasingly empowered. My friends had been strong, focused people; most of them got jobs right after graduation or, at least, knew what they wanted from life. I was the one who had three part-time jobs just to afford to pay student loans and bills. I couldn't afford to move out on my own, and I was still on my parents’ health insurance. I was grateful that they hadn’t insisted I pay rent or a share of the bills yet, but I wanted to help out financially. Living at home, for free, made me feel like I was seventeen again. All of it was chipping away at my self-esteem and energy. It was easy to develop bad patterns and find excuses to not behave like an adult.
“I’m sorry for being a brat to you, Nora. I promise to ignore that inner cynicism and, you know, have a good time tonight,” I said when we pulled into the parking lot a few minutes later, the short ride to the synagogue being over before I realized it.
“Nothing would make me happier than to not take you home tonight,” Nora said, pulling out blank, white masks from her backseat and handing one to me. “This is a masquerade ball, and your goal is to do something that normally you would never think of doing.”
I coughed at the suggestion. “Sleeping with a guy I just met isn’t even something the most daring version of me would do.”
Nora shrugged and gave me a sly grin before walking toward the building’s entrance. I slipped my mask over my head as I followed.
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Chapter Two

ASHER


Ihave no idea who’s going to be there, but you can almost assume it will be the losers,” Golda said through the door. 
I stared at myself in the mirror, not quite sure how I ended up here. Golda wasn't even supposed to be on this trip with me, but she had come anyway. She explained that her parents lived less than twenty minutes out of the city. She offered to cancel my hotel and let me stay with them. I had not allowed that to happen. I needed to have my hotel room to prepare for the meetings planned on Monday.
I decided to come in on Saturday, instead of later on Sunday evening, to give me time to prepare. I would never be able to focus at home, and Golda would hang around the office, trying to be helpful, if I worked from there. She probably would have hung around the hotel if I hadn’t refused to pay for her room. At least she didn’t dare to ask to share mine. Human Resources had already spoken to her about her behavior toward me.
The idea of a Purim masquerade party sounded like fun when she told me about it. I hadn’t celebrated Purim since I was a kid. We would dress up, go to our local synagogue, and have a party. I stopped doing anything religious after my Bar Mitzvah, and other than my mother’s occasional complaints that I didn’t go to
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