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WHEN YOU LEAST EXPECT IT


“Gaskell’s novel depicts the fear and heartbreak that accompanies infertility with an emotional adeptness that few other authors could produce.”

—Night Owl Reviews




“When You Least Expect It is a book once you start, you will not put down until the last page is read.”

—Me, My Book, and the Couch




“Competently done and appropriately affirmative.”

—Publishers Weekly




“When You Least Expect It is clever, poignant, and refreshing. The crisp writing, smart voice, and strong dialogue make it a fast-paced, engrossing read. Gaskell’s latest is hard to put down!”

—Jane Porter, author of Easy on the Eyes




“With her signature wit, charm, and irresistible voice, Whitney Gaskell knocks it out of the park with this emotional powerhouse of a novel about—above all things—hope.”

—Melissa Senate, author of The Secret of Joy




“Whitney Gaskell has so much talent it makes me want to throw myself through a plate glass window. I loved When You Least Expect It. Whitney brings us through all the heartache and triumph of the adoption process with relatable characters, memorable scenes, and much needed humor.”

—Kim Gruenenfelder, author of Misery Loves Cabernet



GOOD LUCK


“Money doesn’t buy happiness, but you’ll have a blast reading along as Lucy (with her $87 million) learns that lesson.”

—Redbook




“Gaskell has crafted an emotional roller coaster of a novel. The highs are funny and furious, and the lows will tug at readers’ heartstrings as they relish this superb tale of the slings and arrows of outrageous fortune.”

—Booklist (starred review)




“Frothy wish-fulfillment fantasy.”

—Publishers Weekly



MOMMY TRACKED


“There are few periods more challenging for women than the pre-school years, and this compassionate novel captures that time in all its endearing, slovenly, enchanting glory.”

—BookPage




“An excellent read … Gaskell has so many fine points in this book, it was hard to put it down.”

—Coffee Time Romance




“[This book] celebrates motherhood, marriage, and friendship with humor and vibrant insight.”

—Publishers Weekly




“Poignant, funny, and peppered with snappy dialogue, Mommy Tracked is a great addition to the friendship book list, which includes Waiting to Exhale, The Circle of Five, and The Dirty Girls Social Club.”

—Booklist




“It’s like reading a really juicy grown-up Judy Blume book.”

—WackyMommy




“Filled with humor, charm, and richly developed characters.”

—Fresh Fiction




“A laugh-out-loud, witty view of motherhood.”

—Romantic Times



TESTING KATE


“Whitney Gaskell delivers a vibrant story and memorable characters that will appeal to chicklit and women’s fiction readers.… This storyline about the first year of law school remains fresh yet familiar in the capable hands of Gaskell.… Testing Kate is a testament to the remarkable skill of its author to turn a stressful situation like law school into a delightful novel.”

—Fresh Fiction




“Gaskell … relives the high school–like atmosphere with sharp dialogue and various forays into New Orleans culture.”

—Publishers Weekly




“A very readable, enjoyable story, and readers will root for Kate all the way through and cheer her decisions at the end.”

—Romance Reviews Today



SHE, MYSELF & I


“Smart, funny, sexy, and refreshingly real … unputdownable.”

—Melissa Senate, author of See Jane Date




“Engagingly written.”

—The Boston Globe




“A warm, funny, charming, and engrossing story that will hook anyone who has a sister—and any lover of quality fiction who doesn’t.”

—Valerie Frankel, author of Fringe Benefits




“A gossipy, funny book about women you’ll think you’ve met.”

—The Facts




“Engaging … rapid page-flipping reading … Funny, intelligent, and rational, this book is a joy to read.”

—Curled Up with a Good Book




“A fresh, clever story about cold feet, morning sickness, and the one who got away.”

—Beth Kendrick, author of Second Time Around




“Will appeal to readers of both chicklit and women’s fiction … You’ll find yourself laughing up a storm.… This reviewer is not only searching for the author’s backlist, but is also anxiously awaiting her future releases.”

—A Romance Review




“A witty, fast-paced, and intensely entertaining journey through the lives of three unforgettable sisters. Whitney Gaskell finds the humor and the heart in each and every one of her characters, a talent that makes the pages come to life and literally turn themselves.”

—Lindsay Faith Rech, author of Losing It




“Whitney Gaskell delivers another winner. As funny as it is warm and touching, this is going on my keeper shelf along with all of Whitney’s books. Filled with her trademark mixture of humor and poignancy, it made me laugh, cry, and wish I had sisters! Can’t wait for the next one!”

—Lani Diane Rich, author of Wish You Were Here



TRUE LOVE (AND OTHER LIES)


“Funny, romantic … an entertaining read with all the right stuff.”

—Romance Reviews Today




“A hilarious story about love and friendships … A compelling, thought-provoking and nevertheless entertaining book … breezy, delightful, and well worth reading.”

—The Best Reviews




“Witty, honest, and refreshingly fun.”

—Roundtable Reviews



PUSHING 30


“Feisty, poignant, sexy, and packed with delicious comedy.”

—Sue Margolis, author of Forget Me Knot




“A breezy romp.”

—The Miami Herald




“A sprightly debut … breezy prose, sharp wit … a delightful romantic comedy heroine.”

—Publishers Weekly




“Gaskell takes a familiar ‘oh-no’ chicklit theme and turns it sprightly on its ear.… What sets Pushing 30 apart from others in the genre is Gaskell’s sharp writing and skillful handling of many plot strands as it weaves into a cohesive, thoroughly satisfying read.”

—Pittsburgh Post-Gazette




“Gaskell’s characters are funny and sexy as she incorporates serious issues of female friendships, family demands, and personal choices into her story.”

—Rendezvous




“Witty and fast-paced, it’s great chicklit.”

—BookReporter
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FRAN WAS THE ONE who first suggested a New Year’s Eve dinner party. But it was Will’s idea to serve a different course every hour, on the hour, counting down to midnight.

“Then, for the last course, we can have something like cherries jubilee, which we’ll light up at the stroke of midnight,” Will said.

“Cherries jubilee?” Fran repeated doubtfully. Cherries jubilee reminded her of fusty country club dining rooms, the sort that were always decorated in shades of mauve and served the food buffet-style, with carving stations where thick slabs of chewy, flavorless roast beef were hacked off for each diner.

“Or something else that we can serve flambé,” Will said. “Bananas Foster? Baked Alaska?”

“What’s this sudden fascination with desserts that are on fire?” Fran asked, paging through The French Laundry Cookbook. A few of the pages were stained with what looked like splattered olive oil. Fran had a habit of propping cookbooks too close to the stove when she cooked.

“Just think: The clock strikes midnight, it’s the first minute of the New Year, and we celebrate by turning off all the lights and serving a flaming dessert.”

“I was thinking more along the lines of white chocolate–raspberry crème brûlée tartlets,” Fran said. “But I like the idea of serving a course every hour, on the hour. Do you think that would be hard to pull off?”

“I’ll help,” Will said, sealing this promise with a chaste kiss on Fran’s cheek. Then, whistling cheerily, he headed off to the garage to continue work on his latest combat robot, leaving Fran to plan everything herself.

Fran paged through her extensive collection of cookbooks, looking for inspiration, while she considered the guest list. Jaime and Mark Wexler. Audrey, obviously, although she was going to be defensive if she was the only single person at a party of couples. Fran tried to think of any other single people she knew—and if it was a man, it couldn’t be someone Audrey suspected Fran was trying to set her up with, another area on which her best friend was ridiculously touchy—and then she thought of her next-door neighbor Leland McCullogh. He was a widower in his seventies—which meant he was about thirty years older than the others—but Leland was witty and charming and would make an excellent addition to the dinner party.

Fran stood and padded barefoot to the garage, where Will sat hunched in concentration over his workbench.

“What do you think of inviting the Wexlers, Audrey, and Leland from next door to our New Year’s Eve dinner party? Six is a good number, right?” Fran asked.

Will didn’t give any indication that he had heard her.

“Will?” Fran said.

“Hmm?” Will said, still not looking up.

“I started a grease fire in the kitchen. The house is going up in flames. What should I do?” Fran asked.

“The fire extinguisher is right over there,” Will said, waving vaguely toward the shelving that lined the back wall of the garage. “See? I’m not ignoring you.”

“Very convincing,” Fran said. “What do you think of the guest list?”

“Sounds fine,” Will said. He picked up a hunk of metal—part of his latest combat robot, Fran assumed, although Will’s creations always looked more like metal boxes than C-3PO—and secured it in a vise.

“Can you think of anyone else we should invite?” Fran asked.

“Nope.” Will picked up a screwdriver and held it over the robot like a surgeon contemplating his first cut.

Fran waited a beat or two, but Will didn’t give any indication that he was going to join the conversation they were having. She turned.

“Coop,” Will said.

“What?” Fran turned back.

“Coop,” Will said again. “Didn’t I tell you? He’s in town.”

“Wait. What? Coop’s here? In our town?” Fran asked. An image of Coop—sexy Coop with his tanned face and pale gray eyes, the hair on his arms bleached white from hours spent out on his boat—flashed through her thoughts.

“Yes,” Will said. “I thought I told you.”

“No,” Fran said. “What’s he doing here?”

“He’s living here. He rented an apartment on the beach.”

“Okay, put down the screwdriver, and start from the beginning,” Fran said.

Will looked up, blinked at her, and set the screwdriver down on his workbench.

“Coop’s living here,” he said again.

“Yes, you said that. Now I want to hear the rest of it. What is Coop doing here? When did he move here? Why haven’t you told me about this before?” Fran asked.

“He’s editing some film he’s working on. I think it has something to do with coastal tides. They shot it up near Nova Scotia. He said it was freezing, and that he was glad to be back in Florida,” Will said.

“I can imagine. But why is he here in Ocean Falls? What happened to Miami?”

“He sold his condo before he left for the shoot, so he decided to rent up here while he’s in postproduction. I thought I told you all of this,” Will added, looking longingly at his robot.

“No,” Fran said. “You didn’t. How long is he in town for?”

“No idea. Indefinitely, I think.”

“We should have him over.”

“That’s what I was suggesting. Invite him to the dinner party.”

“You think?”

“Sure, why not?”

“Wouldn’t he think a dinner party was boring and suburban?”

“No way. We’re hip and cool,” Will said. But that was just it, Fran thought. They were not hip and cool. They didn’t live in Brooklyn, and have tattoos, and name their children Fifi or Zola. Will was a city planner, Fran was a physical therapist, and they spent their weekends grocery shopping, mowing the lawn, and chauffeuring their two daughters to soccer and dance practices. “What about Audrey?”

“What about her?”

“If we invite her and we invite Coop, she’ll jump to the conclusion that I’m trying to set her up with him,” Fran said.

“That’s because you’re always trying to set her up.”

“No, I’m not.”

“The last time we were at the grocery store, you accosted some guy in the deli meat line—”

“I did not accost him!”

“—and asked him if he would be interested in going out with Audrey,” Will finished.

“He wasn’t a stranger. His son was on the same soccer team as Rory, back when they were little. I just couldn’t remember his name. We all called him Cute Single Dad Guy,” Fran said.

“Except now he’s married,” Will said.

“How was I supposed to know that? I haven’t seen the man in five years,” Fran said.

“He was wearing a wedding band.”

“Whatever. Anyway, Audrey needs a little push to get back out there. Ryan’s been gone for, what, seven years now?”

“Wow, has it been that long?”

“Yeah, it has. Remember? Iris was in first grade, and so was at school, but Rory was just a toddler. I had the hardest time finding a babysitter to watch her while we went to the funeral.”

“I don’t remember that,” Will said.

“I do. Anyway, she’s been alone for a long time. Long enough.”

“Maybe Audrey’s not ready for another relationship. You can’t prescribe how long a person is allowed to grieve for.”

“Yes, I can. Seven years is objectively too long. If you died, I’d give it a year, tops, before I started dating,” Fran said.

“Wow, a whole year? I’m touched,” Will said.

“What do we do about Coop and Audrey?”

“Why do we have to do anything about them? We invite them both, and if Audrey doesn’t want to come because there’s a single man there, that’s her choice. Unless … wait.” Will held up one hand. “I just had the most brilliant idea.”

“Uh-oh,” Fran said.

“No, wait for it. We tell Audrey that Coop is gay.”

Fran blinked, nonplussed. “Why would we do that?”

“Because that way Audrey won’t think she’s being set up. And it will be an excellent way to get back at Coop for telling Kelly Feinstein that I lost both testicles in a freak BB gun accident so she’d go out with him instead of me,” Will said.

“What? When did that happen?” Fran asked.

“Tenth grade. But it’s never too late for payback,” Will said.

“I don’t know,” Fran said. “Won’t Audrey be able to tell he’s not gay?”

“How would she?”

“Coop is just very …” Fran stopped. She could feel her cheeks go warm.

“Very what?”

Adjectives that could be applied to Coop began flashing through Fran’s thoughts. Hilarious. Flirtatious. Incredibly sexy.

“Heterosexual,” Fran said.

“No, trust me, she’ll never figure it out.” Will was eyeing his robot with impatience.

“Should I call Coop? Or do you want to?”

“Sure. Whatever you want,” Will said, his screwdriver again hovering in the air, ready to get to work.

Sensing that she was losing his attention, Fran went back into the house.

Coop, she thought. It had been a long time since she’d thought about him. There had been a time when she’d thought about Coop too much. And one day, back when she and Will were first married, when something had almost happened between them.

They’d been out on Coop’s boat—he always seemed to have a boat, even back then, when they were in their twenties and still had to scrounge for beer money—and it must have been summer or early fall, because Fran remembered that it had been hot. So hot everyone had stripped down to their bathing suits, and both Will and Coop’s date—he’d dated so many women over the years that Fran couldn’t remember this one’s name or even what she’d looked like—had drifted off, lulled to sleep by the combination of sun, alcohol, and the gentle rocking of the boat.

While the others napped, Fran and Coop hung out in the stern of the boat, chatting lazily. Fran could still remember that she’d been wearing a turquoise bikini—this was back in the pre-child days, when she’d had the figure to carry off a two-piece—and her long, curly hair was loose around her shoulders. Coop had suddenly leaned over and fingered one of her corkscrew ringlets, drawing it out and then letting it spring back. It usually annoyed her when anyone did that, but Coop’s touch had been incredibly erotic. Fran—who had never once considered cheating on Will—suddenly found herself holding her breath, hoping beyond hope that Coop would move even closer, that he would lean forward, that his lips would touch against hers.…

But instead, Coop sat back and gazed at her with knowing gray-blue eyes. Coop’s features, taken apart, were all wrong—the planes of his cheeks were too sharp, the jaw was too prominent, the nose was too long, the lips too thin. But put together, it all worked.

It was the sort of face you never tired of looking at, Fran thought.

“It’s too bad Will met you first,” Coop said quietly. “You’re really more my type than his.”

Despite the skittering leap her heart took at those words, Fran had laughed. “I didn’t know you had a type. There seems to be quite a bit of variety in the women you date.”

“True. But I’ve always had a soft spot for smart asses. And for women with blue eyes and dark hair. Especially long, curly hair,” Coop said softly.

Fran’s smile slipped away, and the joke she would usually have made stuck in her throat. Her hair, which she’d always considered one of the great annoyances of her life, with its unruly curls that never looked good in a ponytail, suddenly made her feel beautiful. Sexy. Desirable. She and Coop just sat there, gazing at each other, possibility humming between them.

Will had woken up then, stretching and sighing. And just like that, the spell was broken. Coop leaned back on his elbows, away from Fran.

Will sat up, blinking in the sunlight. “Anyone want to go for a swim?” he called out.

Fran watched as Will and Coop jumped overboard together, plunging into the aquamarine water and bobbing up a few moments later. They’d called to her to join them, along with the nameless girlfriend, who had also woken up by then, but both women had demurred. The girlfriend said she wanted to work on her tan, while Fran knew that the salt water would cause her mascara to run and her hair to puff and frizz. She didn’t want Coop to see her looking waterlogged, her nose red, her hair bedraggled. She wanted him to think of her as the sexy girl in the blue bikini, the girl with the blue eyes and dark curls.

Nothing ever happened again between them. Fran had both hoped and feared that it would, had even wondered for a time if she’d made a mistake marrying Will. But Coop went back to treating her with a teasing affection that, while yes, was definitely flirtatious, never crossed any lines. And after a while, Fran began to wonder if she’d imagined the whole thing, that it was just some harmless flirting on a warm summer’s day.

And now, Fran thought, after fourteen years and two children, all traces of that girl in the blue bikini had disappeared. She wondered what Coop thought of her now that she was forty with tired eyes and a body that had never bounced back from childbirth, before realizing that of course he wouldn’t think of her. At some point, somewhere along the way to middle age, Fran had become invisible.

“DO YOU NEED HELP bringing in the groceries?” Mark asked. He sat at the kitchen table, one leg thrown casually over the other, iPhone in hand.

“No, this is the last of it,” Jaime said, as she heaved a green recyclable grocery bag up onto the Carrara marble countertop. “Where are the kids?”

“Playroom,” Mark said, his eyes on his phone.

Jaime could hear the distant sound of a Thomas the Train DVD. She pressed her lips together. Their children—Logan, three, and Ava, nearly two—were already far too familiar with the genre of animated talking trains. Every time Mark was home alone with the kids, he planted them in front of the television set.

“When was the last time you checked on them?” she asked.

“A few minutes ago,” Mark said vaguely, still scrolling through his messages.

Jaime headed to the playroom, just a short hallway down from the kitchen. Logan sat on the floor in front of the television, his eyes fixed on the screen, where Thomas the Tank Engine was getting a lecture from Sir Topham Hatt on the merits of being useful. Ava was curled up on the blue denim slip-covered sofa, her eyelashes curled down over rounded cheeks and her mouth slack with sleep.

“You okay, sweetheart?” she asked.

Logan, transfixed by the television, didn’t answer.

“You can finish this episode, but then we’re going to turn off the TV,” Jaime said.

Logan didn’t give any indication that he had heard her, and Jaime was reminded of his father. Is the addiction to electronic gadgets genetic? she wondered. Or learned? Either way, she might as well take advantage of the lull to put the groceries away.

When she returned to the kitchen, Mark hadn’t moved. Jaime turned her attention to the groceries, a job for which she had a well-planned system. Frozen groceries were put away first, of course, then refrigerated items. Cans were neatly stacked in their cupboard, arranged by size. She had once organized her canned goods in alphabetical order—an approach that had worked well in the spice cabinet—but hadn’t liked the way it looked, tiny containers of tomato paste dwarfed by hulking cans of imported tomatoes.

Finally—and this was her favorite part—Jaime decanted the remaining groceries into their specially designated containers. Pasta went into glass jars with hinged lids. Dish soap was poured into a tall blue bottle next to the sink. Sea salt went into a porcelain saltcellar she had found in an antiques store in Palm Beach. Sugar and flour were stored in glossy stainless steel canisters on the highest pantry shelf. Powdered laundry detergent went in a large white tin box that Jaime had stenciled “laundry soap” along one side in a swirly blue font.

She opened the pantry door to retrieve the pasta jars and then stopped, blinking at the mess. A box of cookies sat opened and unsealed. Where it came from, Jaime had no idea; she never purchased anything that contained partially hydrogenated oils. A crumpled bag of Doritos lay on its side, also opened, with the top folded loosely down and not a bag clip in sight. Boxes of crackers and cereal were no longer neatly lined up, but all askew, as though someone had pulled out every single box and then shoved them carelessly back in. The glass lid to the canister that contained the almonds was gone. Jaime looked down and saw it on the floor.

“Doritos?” Jaime said. “Oreos?”

Mark raised his hand. “Guilty.”

“When did you start eating junk food?”

“I didn’t. Emily was hungry when I picked her up, so I sent her into the store with a twenty while I took a business call. What you see there is the result of a twelve-year-old grocery shopping without supervision,” Mark said, still not looking up from his iPhone.

Emily was Mark’s daughter from his first marriage. And, as Jaime had learned in the four years she and Mark had been married, the problem with being the second wife—especially when your husband shared a child with his former wife—was that the first family never really went away. Mark’s ex-wife, Libby, called and texted him all the time, keeping Mark apprised of every last detail of Emily’s life. This constant contact had only gotten worse since Emily had begun to show real promise as a tennis prodigy. Mark—already a tennis enthusiast—was obsessed. He was at the courts nearly every day, chauffeuring Emily back and forth to her lessons, consulting with coaches, spending more time and money than seemed possible nurturing her talent.

“She made a mess,” Jaime said, bending over to pick up the lid to the almond jar. It was cracked.

“Don’t worry, I’ll get her to clean it up,” Mark said. Then, raising his voice, he said, “Emily! Come down here.”

“What? Why?” a muffled voice called back from the general direction of the living room.

“I’d like to speak to you, that’s why,” Mark called back. He rolled his eyes at Jaime. “And just think, the teen years are still ahead of us.”

Emily strolled into the kitchen. She was very thin, with fair hair caught back in a ponytail and her mother’s dark, shrewd eyes. “What’s up?”

“I need you to—wait.” Mark’s phone beeped, and he stopped to peer down at the new text he’d received. “What’s this? Why is Coach Sarah putting you with Savannah for the doubles draw at the tournament this weekend?”

Emily shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s stupid, right? Savannah can’t even hit a backhand.”

“She’s not a strong enough partner for you,” Mark said.

“Yeah, but Savannah, like, cried after she lost at the tournament last weekend. I think Sarah thought it would give her, I don’t know, confidence or something to put her with me.” Emily shook her head with disgust. “It’s, like, totally ridiculous.”

“It’s not your job to give Savannah confidence,” Mark said.

“I know, right? I totally told Coach Sarah that. She said something stupid about making sacrifices for the team,” Emily said, rolling her eyes. She rested her hands on her narrow hips, and tossed her ponytail back.

Jaime often marveled at her stepdaughter’s self-confidence. She herself had been painfully shy at the same age, and would never have had the nerve to challenge an authority figure.

“I think Savannah should just give up tennis and take up volleyball or something,” Emily said.

“I thought you and Savannah were friends,” Jaime said.

Mark and Emily both turned incredulous faces toward Jaime. They looked so much alike at that moment—the high foreheads, the square chins, the matching expressions—that Jaime almost laughed.

“So?” Emily said.

Jaime suddenly felt tired, and lost enthusiasm for the conversation. “Please don’t put food back into the pantry without making sure it’s sealed,” she said.

Emily’s expression turned stormy. Jaime could almost see a bubble caption appearing over her stepdaughter’s head that read, YOU ARE NOT MY MOTHER.

“I don’t want to get bugs,” Jaime said, trying—and failing—to sound calm and not at all defensive.

“I folded the bag over,” Emily said.

“I know. And that’s great. But once you do, just put a bag clip on. I keep them right here in this drawer,” Jaime said, opening the drawer nearest the pantry to show her.

“You’re so, like, anal,” Emily muttered.

“Emily,” Mark started, without hearing Emily’s snide remark.

Jaime turned to him, relieved that her husband was stepping in. Technically, she had every right to chastise Emily for rude behavior. But in practice, doing so typically caused small conflicts to erupt into larger dramas. You’re not my mother was in fact a frequent retort. And it was hard to argue the point. Jaime was not Emily’s mother. What was more, Emily had never asked for her parents to divorce, or for her father to remarry, or for two younger half-siblings to be born. Jaime had some sympathy for her stepdaughter’s ever present resentment.

Some.

“I’m going to talk to Sarah. If she’s not going to assign you a partner you can win with, I think we’ll pull you from the doubles draw, and have you just play singles,” Mark continued.

Jaime stared at her husband. Had he completely missed how rude Emily had just been to her?

“I think Coach Sarah will be really annoyed if I do that,” Emily said.

“Too bad. I don’t want your ranking to be affected, which it might be if you’re forced to play with Savannah,” Mark said.

“Mark,” Jaime said.

“Yeah, but Coach doesn’t like it when one of us says we don’t want to play with someone she puts us with. She says it’s bad sportsmanship or something,” Emily said.

Jaime’s temper rose, filling her throat, causing her to almost choke on her husband’s name. “Mark!”

Mark finally looked up, surprised at the sharpness of her tone. “What’s up, babe?”

“Emily just called me anal,” Jaime said, hating that she sounded like she was ten years old and tattling to the teacher.

“She did?” Mark asked. He looked at Emily. “Did you call Jaime anal?”

As if I would lie about it, Jaime thought, now so furious her stomach curdled and her mouth tasted sour. Is that what he thinks? That I would make up stories of Emily behaving badly, just to drive a wedge between them?

Emily shrugged one shoulder, and studied her nail cuticles.

“Emily, apologize to your stepmother,” Mark instructed.

“Sorry,” Emily muttered, still not looking up from her nails.

It wasn’t a heartfelt apology. In fact, it barely counted as an apology at all, as it was made under duress. But Mark seemed satisfied.

“I’ll talk to Coach Sarah,” he said. “I’ll work it out with her. Don’t worry.”

“Thanks, Daddy,” Emily said. She walked over to the pantry, retrieved the bag of Doritos, and fished out a handful of chips.

Jaime wondered if she really saw a triumphant smile flash across her stepdaughter’s face, or if she had just imagined it. Jaime opened a drawer, took out a bag clip, and set it pointedly on the counter. Then she turned and strode out of the kitchen toward the playroom, determined to get Logan away from Thomas the Tank Engine before his mind atrophied into Jell-O.

AUDREY DICKINSON CONSIDERED TURNING her car around and heading home. At one point, she put her indicator on, and pulled into the center turn lane. Then, reminding herself she couldn’t just not show up to a dinner party she had said she’d attend, she turned her indicator off, and pulled back out into traffic.

She hated New Year’s Eve. None of the holidays were particularly easy to get through, but New Year’s was the very worst. Everyone was always desperate to prove that they were having a good time but no one ever really did. Audrey had given up on going out for New Year’s Eve years ago, even before Ryan’s … well. Even before he had died. In fact, her reluctance to do anything on New Year’s Eve other than sit on the couch, wearing sweats and eating bad Chinese takeout straight from the boxes, used to drive Ryan crazy. He would celebrate an average Tuesday, or a night that a professional athletic team was playing a game, with three vodka martinis. A holiday that was actually dedicated to drinking to excess was not something he’d ever miss out on.

And now Audrey was stuck going to a New Year’s Eve party, when what she really wanted to do was stay home and snuggle up on the couch. Maybe with a dog. If she had a dog.

I need to get a dog, Audrey thought. That could be my solution to all holiday invites. Thanks, I’d love to, but I have to stay home with my dog.

Audrey was still thinking about her imaginary dog—An Irish wolfhound? An English bulldog? A pug?—when she pulled up in front of the Parrishes’ small, Spanish-style house. Twinkle lights circled the trunks of the palm trees and a huge Christmas wreath hung on the door. Audrey climbed out of her car, and then reached back in for the cheese and olive plate and bottle of red wine she’d brought.

Here goes nothing, she thought. And I am absolutely not staying until midnight.

Audrey rang the bell. A few beats later, Fran opened the door.

“Happy New Year!” Fran said, hugging Audrey awkwardly over the plate and bottle. Fran’s cheeks were flushed and she was wearing a red and white striped apron decorated with a felt Santa.

“Happy New Year,” Audrey said. She handed Fran the wine. “I brought a cheese plate, too.”

“Will will be thrilled. His personal motto is You can never have enough cheese,” Fran said. “I gave him a wheel of Maytag blue cheese for Christmas, and it nearly brought him to tears. Come on in. Everyone’s back in the kitchen.”

“Who is everyone exactly?” Audrey asked.

“You know Jaime and Mark, right? They’re here. And our next-door neighbor Leland.”

I knew it, Audrey thought. I knew it, I knew it.

“Fran,” Audrey said. “Please tell me this is not a set up.”

“It’s not, I swear!”

“I’ve told you about a thousand times that I don’t want you to play matchmaker for me,” Audrey said.

“Leland is seventy-one and walks with a cane,” Fran said. “I’ve told you about him before. He’s the one who makes those amazing oatmeal cookies.”

“Oh, right, I remember. But I thought there were going to be seven of us,” Audrey said.

“I also invited Will’s friend Coop, but he’d already made other plans,” Fran said.

Audrey looked at her, eyebrows raised.

“I wasn’t trying to set you up with him, either,” Fran said. She played with the silver heart hanging on a chain around her neck. “Coop is gay.”

“Oh,” Audrey said, mollified. “Okay. Sorry. I didn’t mean to jump all over you.”

“No worries. Come on back to the kitchen. I tried to get everyone to go into the living room where it’s more comfortable, but they won’t budge.”

“Maybe they just want to keep you company while you cook,” Audrey suggested, following Fran down the short front hall. “Or maybe it’s that the act of food preparation is nurturing, so it makes people feel good to be around it.”

“Well, prepare to be nurtured,” Fran said. “I have five courses planned.”

The Parrish kitchen was bright—Fran had painted the walls orange in an effort to draw attention away from the dated white laminate cupboards—and filled with the smells of dinner preparation. Will stood at the counter, also wearing an apron—his was green, with KISS THE COOK emblazoned across the front—chopping parsley.

“Audrey, hey,” Will said, opening his arms. Will was balding, with a round, pink-cheeked face. He had kind brown eyes, an easy smile, and sideburns that he wore too long.

“Hi,” she said, accepting his hug and peck on the cheek.

“Do you know everyone? Mark and Jaime?”

“Hi, Jaime. Hey, Mark,” Audrey said, smiling at the couple standing at the counter, both holding glasses of red wine. They were both tall and lean with fair hair and very white teeth, and probably could have passed as siblings. Audrey remembered Fran telling her once that Jaime had all of her body hair lasered off. Audrey eyed Jaime’s arms. They did look suspiciously smooth.

“Hi, Audrey. I love your dress,” Jaime said, leaning forward and kissing the air over Audrey’s right cheek.

“Thanks,” Audrey said.

“And this is our neighbor Leland,” Fran said.

Audrey turned to smile at an elderly man who was dressed jauntily in a blue blazer with gold buttons and a red handkerchief tucked in the front pocket. He was stooped and wizened, and reminded Audrey of a turtle who had escaped from his shell. He held out his hand and Audrey shook it gently. “Hello, I’m Audrey.”

“Leland McCullogh. A pleasure to meet you,” he said. His grip was surprisingly firm.

“Nice to meet you, too,” Audrey said, taking an instant liking to the elderly man. “I’ve heard a lot about you from Fran and Will.”

“None of it is true,” Leland said solemnly. “Except the part about my secret elopement with Elizabeth Taylor.”

“What’s this about Elizabeth Taylor?” Fran asked, handing Audrey a glass of wine.

“I never told you about her? Never mind. You don’t need to know all of my secrets,” Leland said, winking at Audrey, who laughed.

“You’re really serving five courses? I’m impressed. What are we having?” Audrey asked.

“All sorts of delicious things. We’re going to serve a course every hour, on the hour, until midnight,” Fran said.

Audrey managed to suppress a sigh. So much for her hope to be safely at home, in bed, before the New Year’s Eve ball dropped.

“That’s very ambitious,” Audrey said. “Can I do anything to help?”

“No, that’s okay. Will’s making his famous tequila shrimp for our eight o’clock course, and then we’ll be having an arugula, fennel, and orange salad for the nine o’clock salad course, which I’m just finishing now. The scallops will cook quickly, so I won’t start them until after we have our salads,” Fran said.

“Yum, I love scallops,” Audrey said, wondering if this meant they wouldn’t be eating anything substantial until ten o’clock. She helped herself to a cracker and cheese from the plate she had brought. “Where are the girls?”

“Iris is at our house babysitting,” Jaime said.

“And Rory is upstairs,” Fran said.

“No, I’m not,” Rory said, appearing in the kitchen. She smiled shyly, showing off a mouthful of neon green braces.

“Hi, Rory,” Audrey said.

“Hey. Mom, can I watch Terminator?” Rory asked.

“Didn’t you watch that last night?” Fran asked distractedly, as she whisked salad dressing in a Pyrex measuring cup.

“No. I watched Terminator Salvation. It’s the newest one. Now I need the backstory,” Rory said.

“You don’t think those movies are scary?” Jaime asked.

Rory shook her head.

“Rory has a special affinity for action movies. Especially if they involve blood, gore, and high-speed chases,” Will explained.

Rory fixed herself a plate of cheese and crackers, added three olives, and then scampered out of the room.

“She is such a cutie pie,” Audrey said.

“We’re enjoying her while we can,” Fran said. “If she’s anything like Iris, she’ll turn surly and uncommunicative in about two and a half years.”

Jaime glanced to make sure that Rory was gone, and then leaned forward slightly in the time-honored posture with which all good gossip is shared. “Did you hear about Allison and Michael Hart?”

“No, what about them?” Fran asked, pouring Leland more white wine.

“Are you trying to get me drunk?” Leland asked.

“Absolutely,” Fran said.

“Why do I know her name?” Audrey asked.

“Because we live in a small town,” Fran said, pouring some wine into a glass and thrusting it at Audrey. “I’ve known Allison forever. Rory was in Music Babies with Josh Hart. How do you know Allison, Jaime?”

“She works out at my gym,” Jaime said. “We have the same trainer.”

“Who’s your trainer? I’ve been thinking of going to one. I seriously need to firm up,” Fran said.

“Dina Martin,” Jaime said. “She also runs a boot camp that meets at the beach a few mornings a week. Lots of squats and lunges. Hard, but great for your rear end.”

Will and Mark exchanged an exasperated look.

“How did we go from Allison Hart to squats and lunges at the beach?” Will asked.

“That’s nothing. We’re probably going to have to hear about a dress someone bought or how many calories there are in that block of cheese before we get to the good gossip,” Mark said.

“Mark! That is so sexist!” Jaime said, looking indignant. “Although,” she continued, turning back to Fran and Audrey, “there is supposed to be a great post-Christmas sale going on at Nordstrom right now. Have either of you been?”

“Wait, don’t change the subject. I want to hear about Allison and Michael,” Fran said.

“I want to hear more about the squats and lunges you ladies are doing on the beach in bikinis,” Will said.

“We don’t wear bikinis while we work out,” Jaime said.

“Don’t ruin it for me,” Will said.

“Anyway,” Jaime said, leaning forward again, and lowering her voice to a loud whisper. “Allison and Michael are getting divorced. Apparently, Allison was having an affair with one of the fathers at her kids’ school. At least, that’s the gossip. She claims that nothing happened, and that she and Michael split up because they’d grown apart.”

“Wow,” Fran said. “Her kids go to St. Andrew’s, right? I wonder which dad it was?”

“The rumor is that it was Joe O’Keefe, but so far that’s unconfirmed,” Jaime said.

“Unconfirmed? What, are you suddenly a reporter?” Mark teased her.

Jaime shrugged, unrepentant. “I just don’t want to spread a rumor.”

“Isn’t that exactly what you’re doing?” Mark asked.

Jaime’s mouth thinned into a line. “Okay, fine, I won’t say any more.”

“No, tell us the rest. What do your unconfirmed sources tell you?” Will asked.

Jaime glanced at her husband, but Mark just shrugged and drank his wine. “Apparently Allison and Joe were flirting pretty intensely at the St. Andrew’s ball. And I saw them at the gym a few times,” Jaime said.

“What, they were there together?” Fran asked.

“No, I don’t think they went there together. But when I saw them they were talking in a way that just seemed … intimate. Like they were close. Very close. And Allison was very affectionate,” Jaime said.

“Allison’s like that, though. She can’t talk to you without touching your arm or stroking your hand,” Fran said. “But Joe O’Keefe? I don’t know. He doesn’t strike me as being the sort of guy you’d leave a marriage for.”

“Not your type?” Will asked, nudging his wife affectionately.

Fran shook her head. “He wears man jewelry,” she said.

“Never a good look,” Jaime agreed.

“Man jewelry? Like watches and wedding bands?” Mark asked.

“No. I’m talking gold chain necklaces. And those awful chunky link bracelets. And pinky rings,” Fran explained.

“Good God. It sounds like you’re describing a Vegas mobster,” Mark said.

“Yes, exactly. Also, Joe wears black button-down shirts,” Fran said.

“Ick,” Jaime said.

“A guy gets dinged for a black button-down? Wow, you women are tough,” Mark said. “Poor Joe.”

“I’d feel more sorry for him if he didn’t wear so much cologne,” Fran said.

“Or cheat on his wife,” Jaime added.

“His wife is a client at my spa,” Audrey said, feeling a pang for the quiet, pretty brunette with the quick smile.

“Don’t say anything to her,” Jaime said quickly. “Like I said, I’m not one hundred percent sure he was the one she was having an affair with.”

“Of course not,” Audrey said, wondering if Jaime thought she intended to interrogate Melissa O’Keefe about the state of her marriage the next time she came in for a pedicure, and feeling mildly insulted by the insinuation.

“I wonder how Allison and Michael’s kids are taking it,” Fran said. “Josh is eleven, like Rory, which means Sidney must be what? Nine?”

Jaime nodded. “Allison said the kids are taking it all in stride, and that they just want her to be happy.”

At this, Jaime and Fran exchanged a dark look.

“What?” Audrey asked. Her childlessness rarely bothered her, but sometimes, when she was around mothers, they would do this—communicate with a knowing raised-eyebrow look, as though they were speaking in a silent code you only got the key to after a period of gestation.

“Children would always rather their parents stay married than be happy,” Jaime said. “I mean, I suppose if there was some sort of domestic abuse going on, that might be a different story. Otherwise, there isn’t a nine-year-old out there who would want her parents to get divorced just so her mom could be happy.”

“I think that might be an overstatement,” Audrey said, taking a sip of her white wine. It tasted thin and overly sweet. She set her wineglass down on the counter, and wondered if she could covertly switch to red without first finishing the white.

“No, it’s true,” Fran said. “I know the girls could care less if I’m happy or not. It would never occur to them to care. Children are terribly self-centered.”

“What if the parents are fighting all the time? I would think that, at least in some cases, the children would be relieved to have that end,” Audrey said. Will picked up the bottle of white wine and gestured to her glass. Audrey shook her head, and held her hand over the top of the glass. “No more for me, thanks.”

“Do you like the wine? My guy at the wine store recommended it,” Will said.

“You have a wine store guy?” Audrey asked.

“Yes. He’s great. He looks like a biker—shaggy beard, covered in tattoos—but he never steers me wrong,” Will said.

“I was devastated when my parents divorced,” Jaime said suddenly. “They didn’t fight—at least not in front of my brothers and me—but looking back, I don’t think they’d been in love for years by then. At the time, all I knew was that my life was being turned upside down. Having to spend weekends at my father’s depressing apartment, my mother dating again, every holiday becoming a power struggle between them. I never felt … safe.” Everyone fell silent at this admission, and Jaime flushed. She waved her hand. “Never mind me. I didn’t mean to kill the party.”

“You? Never,” Will said, pouring her another glass of wine. “If it weren’t for you and Fran, I wouldn’t have known that I need to get rid of my black button-down shirts and gold necklaces.”

“Please. Like I would ever allow you to leave the house like that,” Fran said. She looked at the clock. “It’s almost time for the first course.”

“Do you need any help?” Audrey asked.

“No, not at all. Just take a seat,” Fran said, gesturing toward the small dining room just off the kitchen.

“And prepare to be amazed,” Will added. “My tequila shrimp has won awards.”

“No, it hasn’t,” Fran said.

“It should,” Will said with a shrug. “Let’s eat.”

WILL’S SHRIMP DISH WAS delicious, as was the salad course, but by the time the scallops were served, it was already ten o’clock, and everyone had consumed too much wine and not enough food. Audrey was starting to feel light-headed, and happily accepted the plate of seared scallops Fran passed to her. The scallops were swimming in a butter sauce, and nestled next to a mound of tarragon-scented rice.

“Yum,” Audrey said.

“That smells so good it must be fattening,” Jaime commented, taking a sip of water.

“Like that’s something you have to worry about,” Fran said, setting down the last of the plates, while Will refreshed everyone’s water and wine. “Does everybody have everything they need?”

The scallops were amazing—tender and perfectly complemented by the delicate sauce. There was a lull in the conversation as everyone ate.

“Fran, you have outdone yourself,” Leland said. “What a lovely meal.”

“Absolutely wonderful,” Mark said.

Fran looked flushed but pleased. “Would anyone like more scallops?”

Jaime leaned back in her chair, sighing with contentment, one hand resting on her flat stomach. “I couldn’t eat another bite.”

“We still have two courses to go,” Will reminded her.

Jaime groaned. “I should have paced myself. I’m going to start off the New Year twenty pounds heavier.”

“This is a treat for me. It’s the first time I’ve been out on New Year’s Eve since my wife died,” Leland said.

Audrey turned to the older man. “I was just thinking the same thing on my way over here. I’m a widow,” she added, although the word still felt awkward on her tongue even after seven years.

Leland’s face creased with distress, and Audrey instantly regretted her words. Why was she bringing up Ryan now? And at a party?

“I’m so sorry. You’re too young to already be widowed,” Leland said.

“A car accident,” Audrey said. Then, anxious to change the subject, she asked, “What did you and your wife used to do on New Year’s Eve?”

“We always got dressed up and went out dancing,” Leland said.

“That sounds like fun,” Jaime chimed in.

“Oh, it was. Penny loved to dance. Me, I have no rhythm, but she was a natural. But she would have loved this, too,” Leland said, indicating the remnants of their dinner with a sweep of his hand. “She always adored throwing dinner parties.”

“I do, too,” Jaime said. “I was just thinking we should get together like this more often.”

“We definitely should,” Will said, helping himself to more wine.

“Why don’t we?” Fran asked. “I was just reading an article in a cooking magazine about how popular dinner party clubs have become.”

“Dinner party clubs?” Mark echoed. “That sounds very official. Would we get to wear a fez like the Shriners?”

“It’s like a book club, only instead of discussing a book each month, you have a group of friends over for dinner. Everyone takes a turn hosting,” Fran said.

“Eating in is the new eating out?” Will suggested.

“I love this idea,” Jaime said. “Count us in.”

“How would it work? Would it just be the six of us?” Mark asked.

“I’m not sure. Should we invite one more couple?” Fran said. Her eyes cut to Audrey. “Or it wouldn’t have to necessarily be another couple.”

Audrey pointed a finger at her friend. “No matchmaking. You promised.” She turned to Leland. “Fran is forever trying to set me up, and she has the absolute worst taste in men.”

“Hey now,” Will said.

“Other than you, of course,” Audrey said.

Fran held her hands up. “I promise. No more set ups. So should we keep it to just us? What do you all think?”

“How about the Ferrers?” Jaime suggested.

“Absolutely not,” Fran and Will said together.

Jaime looked bemused. “What’s wrong with the Ferrers? Christine’s a sweetheart.”

“Yes, Christine is lovely. But Adam’s an ass,” Fran said.

“Is he? I’ve never really talked to him. I usually see Christine on her own. We take yoga together. What’s wrong with him?” Jaime asked.

“Me, me, me,” Will said.

“You?” Jaime repeated. Her forehead wrinkled with confusion. “You’re what’s wrong with him?”

“Adam’s a narcissist. Everything is always about him. What he likes to do, the music he likes to listen to, whatever hobby he’s currently into. He’s incapable of having a conversation that doesn’t focus on him. And God forbid that you should ever disagree with him,” Fran said.

“And did you know that he went to Yale?” Will said.

“No, I didn’t. Why? Is Yale a bad thing?” Jaime asked.

“No, but it proves that you’ve never really talked to him. Because if you had, you would have known that Adam went to Yale,” Will said.

“Seriously. I’ve known Adam Ferrer for ten years, and even after all this time, he still makes a point to tell me he went to Yale every single time I see him,” Fran said.

“Oh, the Yale guy!” Mark snapped his fingers. “Now I know who you’re talking about. He’s sort of short, with a thick neck and mostly bald?”

“Hey, watch it. There’s nothing wrong with being bald,” Will said. “In fact, I have it on good authority that my style is going to be all the rage six months from now. I like to call it the ‘Friar Tuck.’ Just wait, you’ll see George Clooney shaving his head to imitate the male-pattern baldness that I come by naturally.”

“Just keep telling yourself that, honey,” Fran said, reaching over to pat his hand. “I think we should come up with a name for our dinner party club. Any ideas?”

“How about the Hungry, Hungry Hippos?” Mark suggested.

“How much have you had to drink?” Jaime asked him.

“Not nearly enough,” Mark said. He grabbed the wine bottle and poured himself a healthy amount. “I need to let out my inner hedonist. You’re driving us home.”

“The Hedonists! That’s what we can call ourselves,” Will said.

“No way,” Fran said. “That’s the name of that naked resort.”

“Come again?” Mark asked. “A naked resort? I want to hear more about that.”

“You know. It’s one of those all-inclusive resorts in Jamaica, only everyone walks around naked,” Fran said.

“Ick,” Jaime said. “Because I so want to lie down on a chaise longue that some guy has rubbed his naked, hairy ass all over.”

“Okay, that’s out. We absolutely do not want a club name that conjures up images of naked, hairy man asses,” Will said, leaning back in his chair and crossing an ankle over one knee.

“How about the Home Chefs?” Jaime suggested.

“That sounds like a line of kitchenware,” Fran said.

“You’re right,” Jaime conceded. “I’m terrible at coming up with names. Ask Mark. It took me forever to decide on the kids’ names.”

“There will be six of us, right? Why don’t we call it the Table for Six Club?” Fran suggested.

“I sort of like it,” Mark said.

“Me, too,” Jaime said.

“I think we have a name,” Will said. He raised his wineglass in a toast. “To the Table for Six Club.”

“The Table for Six Club,” the others chimed in, clinking together their glasses.

The doorbell rang. Everyone looked at one another in surprise.

“Christmas carolers?” Mark suggested.

“A week after Christmas?” Jaime said.

“Christmas carolers with poor calendaring skills?” Will said.

“I’ll go see who it is,” Fran said, starting to stand. She looked unsteady, and swayed for a moment before catching the back of her chair.

“Wait, you stay put. I’ll go,” Audrey said.

“I’m fine,” Fran protested.

“Honey, you’re drunk,” Will said. He grinned. “As am I.”

“It’s these bottomless wineglasses,” Mark said, inspecting his as though it were a strange artifact. “Every time I empty it, it magically refills itself.”

“Why doesn’t Audrey seem drunk?” Fran asked.

“I switched to water over an hour ago,” Audrey said, patting Fran’s shoulder as she passed by. “I’ll be right back.”

Audrey left the room with some relief. It felt good to stand after so many hours of sitting, and she arched her back, stretching the muscles. She fumbled momentarily with the dead bolt and then opened the front door. There, standing on the front porch, was a tall, rangy man with broad shoulders. His face was tan, and his fair hair was short. His features weren’t handsome—his pale eyes drooped at the outer edges and were lined, and his nose looked like it might have been broken at some point. But the overall effect was surprisingly sexy.

He blinked at her. “You’re not Fran.”

Audrey smiled. “No. I’m not.” She held out her hand. “I’m Audrey Dickinson.”

He shook her hand. His hands were large, and the palms were calloused. “Nice to meet you, Audrey Dickinson. I’m Coop.”

Ah, Audrey thought. Will’s gay friend. She was a little surprised—Coop didn’t seem gay. She could have sworn that his eyes flickered toward her cleavage for a moment.

“Just Coop?” Audrey asked.

“Preston Cooper.” Coop grimaced. “I still haven’t forgiven my parents for that. But I suppose it could have been worse.”

“True. They could have named you something really weird, like Phoenix or Dweezil,” Audrey said.

Coop grinned. “I always thought that if you’re going to have an unusual name, it should be something really cool. Like, I don’t know”—he pondered this for a moment—“Spike?”

Audrey wrinkled her nose.

“No? How about d’Artagnan?” Coop suggested.

“D’Artagnan? Isn’t that one of the Three Musketeers?”

“Yes. It has a certain swashbuckling charm, don’t you think? And it’s much more manly than Athos or Porthos.”

“Much more manly,” Audrey agreed. “Come on in. Everyone’s in the dining room. You missed the main course.”

“I’m only stopping by for a few minutes. I just left one party and am headed toward another. But I thought I’d swing by and say hello,” Coop said, stepping inside.

Audrey remembered Fran telling her at some point that Coop directed oceanographic documentaries. It was funny, she thought, that in all the times Fran and Will had mentioned Coop over the years, they’d never said anything about his sexual orientation. Anyway, it was too bad he hadn’t been able to make it for dinner. He would have been an interesting addition to the group. More interesting than Jaime’s bore of a husband.

“Who’s here?” Fran asked, appearing in the hallway. Her eyes were too bright, but she had discarded her heels and was now standing steadily in her bare feet. “Coop! I can’t believe you made it!”

Fran flung herself in Coop’s arms, and when she pulled away, her face was flushed. “Come in and say hi to everyone,” she said, taking Coop’s hand and pulling him into the dining room.

Audrey trailed after them. Fran introduced Coop to the rest of the guests, while Will found him a chair and poured him a glass of wine.

“I really can’t stay,” Coop said. “Although it looks like I missed quite a meal.”

“You did. Everything was wonderful. Fran is a fabulous chef,” Leland said.

“I know she is,” Coop said, throwing an affectionate arm around Fran’s shoulders.

“We were just talking about making this a regular event,” Will said. “Forming a monthly dinner party club.”

“Coop, you totally have to join,” Fran said.

Coop looked skeptical. “What exactly would it entail?”

“We’ll get together once a month and take turns hosting,” Jaime explained.

“I’d have to cook?” Coop asked.

“I’ll help you when it’s your turn,” Fran said. “Come on, you have to join us. It will be so much more fun with you there.”

“Should we take that the wrong way?” Mark asked.

“I don’t know if I’ll be able to make it every month,” Coop said. “I’m looking at taking another filming trip in the next few months.”

“That’s okay. You can
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