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For the sunshine optimists.

And the cloudy skies they brighten.
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CHAPTER 1
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JACKSON

“Do you believe in fate?”

“I believe that you should put your shoes on,” I answer without looking up from the toaster oven.

“Answer the question first.”

“I don’t think I will, thanks.”

I slept like garbage last night. There’s an unidentified substance on one of my glasses lenses from packing lunches. I had to switch my Tuesday shirt with my Thursday shirt after an unfortunate incident with the peanut butter jar, and the only thing holding me together is the hope and glory of the emergency cruffin that’s currently in the toaster oven. I refuse to burn it.

Adeline huffs. “This is a serious question, Jackson.”

“A serious question at half past seven on a Tuesday morning is not a serious question, Addie.”

She is undeterred next to me, starry-eyed and shoveling Lucky Charms into her mouth. A horseshoe marshmallow flies into the sink.

“Do you believe in fate?” she asks again.

“Do I believe in cosmic forces that guide our decision-making and lead us on a predestined path to an already decided end?” I twist the toaster oven knob hard to the right. “Absolutely not.”

Her eyes widen. “Really? After everything we’ve been through?” Adeline hip-checks me on the way to return the cereal box she’s been eating directly out of, her face a teenage mask of outrage. “Don’t you think fate brought me, you, and Penelope together?”

I snort. “No. I believe Child Protective Services brought us together. Custody hearings. Our mother’s inability to be a responsible parent.” I nod toward the front hallway. “Shoes, please. We’re running late.”

“I need my bonus cereal first.” Adeline exchanges the Lucky Charms for the Froot Loops and pours them into a rogue coffee mug, exactly one piece of cereal at a time. I stand at the toaster oven and try not to have a mental breakdown.

“Are you doing this on purpose?”

She slants me a look only a fifteen-year-old can. “What?”

“The thing with the cereal.”

Another three loops hit the sides of her container. Plop. Plop. Plop. She stares at me with a smirk. “What thing with the cereal?”

“Never mind.” I don’t have time for this. I pop open the front of the toaster oven and slide out the tiny tray holding my sanity. “Where’s your sister?”

“Why is she my sister when she’s late, but your sister when she’s ordering that weird hippie pizza you like?”

I carefully wrap the cruffin in a paper towel and cradle it close to my chest. Like a newborn.

Adeline frowns. “Did you sleep last night?”

“I did.” Four hours, give or take, but I was definitely unconscious at some point.

“Don’t lie to me. You’re eating your emergency cruffin and you’re being more snippy than usual.”

“I’m never snippy.” I grab the cereal box out of her hand and put it back in the pantry behind us, ignoring her pout. “And I’m not that predictable.”

“Jackson,” Adeline says. “You’re the most predictable person I know.”

She hikes her backpack higher over her shoulder, her dark blond hair swinging in the ponytail she tugged it into. For all the things my mother did lack—common sense, the concept of a schedule, the ability to remember to feed her children—she didn’t miss when it came to passing on her genetics.

Honey blond hair with just a hint of curl. Pale blue eyes. The way our bottom lip dips on one side when we smile. Adeline, Penelope, and I might as well be carbon copies of one another, different fathers be damned.

“Why do we have to leave so early?” Adeline whines.

“Because I have a meeting at the station.”

Adeline’s eyes narrow. “About what?”

“I have no idea.” My role at the radio station doesn’t usually require one-on-one meetings with the boss. I occupy a solid thirty-six seconds of airtime every hour. I report the weather and traffic, and then I disappear into the background. Exactly how I like it.

The rest of my time is spent managing the finances for our local station. The spreadsheets calm me. Maybe Maggie, the station manager in charge of 101.6 LITE FM, wants to talk about my new color-coding strategy.

“Is Maggie going to give you your own show?”

I don’t like the thread of excitement I hear in her voice. Or the sheer panic that immediately grips me by the throat.

“No, I don’t think she wants to do that.”

“Why not?”

“Because I’d have nothing to talk about.”

“Or maybe you’d have too much to talk about,” Adeline says, shuffling forward to pluck off the corner of my cruffin. I try to slap her hand away, but she manages a piece, popping it into her mouth with a grin of victory. “Last time you covered for Aiden, you ranted for, like, twenty-three minutes about snow lightning.”

For someone who voluntarily works in radio, I don’t have a great relationship with ad-libbing. Whenever I’m asked to fill in for one of the other hosts, I tend to go off the rails. It’s not so much stage fright as it is . . . a complete and total break from reality. Without my script, my brain goes blank. I lose command of the English language. I’m pretty sure I black out. I never remember a thing about it, either, except a lingering sense of humiliation.

I sigh. “You shouldn’t be listening to me on the radio. You should be sleeping.”

“Ms. Singh doesn’t mind.”

Our eighty-six-year-old neighbor stays with the girls on the nights I work late. She sits in the living room and works on her never-ending cross-stitch and makes passive-aggressive comments about the lack of sweets in the pantry. “Oh, good. I’m glad Ms. Singh doesn’t mind.”

“Penelope and I like to listen sometimes when we’re falling asleep. Do you remember when we were little, and you used to read us the forecast instead of bedtime stories?”

“Yeah, I remember.” I remember their little heads tucked together on a shared pillow, looking up at me with wide, unblinking blue eyes. Mostly cloudy with a low around fifty-nine. Monday. A chance of showers. Partly sunny with a high near seventy-three. I had no idea what I was doing with them, but I knew I wanted to give them something better than they had. Something better than I had. “You can always text me when I’m at the station. Or if you don’t want me gone at night anymore, I can restructure my hours. I don’t need to do the weather report.”

Adeline shakes her head. “Absolutely not. You love doing the weather report, and we’re fine here. Ms. Singh has been working on matching scarves for us. Can’t burst her bubble.” She sneaks over and steals another bite of my cruffin. I allow it. “Plus, I kind of like the idea of you putting the entire city of Baltimore to sleep.”

I consider that. “I can’t tell if that’s a compliment or not.”

“It’s a compliment.” She collects her coffee mug of cereal from the counter. “I’ll let you know if we’re unhappy with your work situation.”

“Promise?”

“When have we ever had an issue with letting you know we’re unhappy?” She flicks me in the middle of my glasses. “I promise, Jackie.”

“Good.”

When I officially took custody of the girls, I told them I might not always do the right thing with them, but I promised to try. All they had to do was talk to me. I was only twenty and they were only eight, but we figured out how to be a family.

Which is why I hope I’m not being fired from my job this morning. This meeting with Maggie appeared on my calendar late last night without any context. Just a blank invitation, a block of time shaded in blue, and the foreboding subject line PLANNING.

My attention ping-pongs between the clock, the stairs, and the front door.

“Penelope!” I bellow. Adeline flinches. “We need to go!”

“I’m coming!” she screeches back.

“You said that ten minutes ago!”

“Yes, well, I’m working on it!”

“Why don’t I believe you?”

“Because you have trust issues!” immediately floats down the stairs. “Something to discuss with your therapist!” she adds.

“I have! At length!” Another number ticks forward on the glowing neon clock beneath the microwave. “If you’re not down here in thirty seconds—”

“I’m coming, I’m coming,” she manages, breathless, her feet pounding down the stairs. A head of blond hair appears, cropped to just above her shoulders. When she was ten, she decided she wanted to be different from her twin. That manifested with a self-administered haircut in her bedroom closet that had them both crying for two weeks afterward.

She blindly picks up her backpack off the floor, her nose glued to her phone.

“Penelope. You know the rules. No phones before school.”

She holds up her hand. “There’s a reason.”

I grab my messenger bag and loop it over my shoulder. “If I have to listen to another podcast about whether you’re Team Conrad or Team Jeremiah, I’m going to lose my mind.”

She spares me a quick disgusted look. “That’s because you can’t handle being wrong.”

“The only reason you’re Team Jeremiah is because of their on-screen chemistry,” I say, fired up all over again. Listening to that podcast in the car on the way to Ocean City was the worst decision I’ve ever made. Neither of us talked to each other for a full day. “If you paid attention to the damned books, you’d be Team Conrad.”

Penelope quickly shushes me as Adeline tips over to get a look at the screen. Her eyes widen.

“Oh, shit,” Adeline says. “I didn’t realize that was today.”

I begrudgingly try to look over both of their shoulders, but the phone is angled down and two heads of blond hair block my view. “What are you talking about? What’s happening?”

“The turtle,” they say in unison.

“What turtle?”

Adeline reaches over and turns up the volume on the side of Penelope’s phone. A familiar feminine voice fills the kitchen.

“Welcome back, Baltimore. We’re having a shell of a time down at the National Aquarium as we await the arrival of Domino, a green sea turtle who is ready to make a splash in Charm City.”

I’d know that voice anywhere. In the dark. In the startling light of day. In my very limited sleep. In my nightmares. Clear and bright and infused with an unflagging sense of optimism, it is my own personal harbinger of doom.

I try to grab the phone, hell-bent on tossing it out the window, but Penelope shifts to the left without bothering to look up. Adeline moves with her, plucking the phone out of her hand and giving me her back, neither of them turning away from the broadcast on the screen.

I sigh in defeat. “Why are you watching Delilah Stewart?”

“Because of the turtle,” Penelope says. “And because I like Delilah Stewart.”

“You do not like Delilah Stewart,” I say, irritation making my throat feel tight. It’s one thing for all of Baltimore to be in love with the reporter from YBAL News. It’s another thing entirely for my sisters to fall under her spell.

Adeline fixes me with a look. “You’re still on that kick, huh?”

“It’s not a kick.” A kick implies something fleeting. My stance on Delilah Stewart has been long-standing and consistent. I scarf down the rest of my cruffin and chew aggressively. “She has no respect for the weather.”

“What does respect for the weather look like?”

“She uses too many puns,” I say. “And props. No self-respecting weather reporter uses props.”

Delilah Stewart approaches the weather report like a kid in a candy shop. Everything is wonderful. Nothing is an inconvenience. Unexpected thunderstorms? Not a problem. Humidity so thick it feels like you’re walking through Jell-O? Delightful.

She appears on the six o’clock news with her pretty, chestnut-colored hair and sunny smile and no one even cares if she’s right or wrong. I bet she doesn’t get six-page-long emails from Cathy over in Dundalk about how a misguided weather report caused her Buick to flood because she didn’t close the sunroof.

Never mind that Cathy in Dundalk never should have left her sunroof open in the first place.

I have a perfectly justified, professional dislike of Delilah Stewart and her methods.

“I think you’re still mad Delilah spilled pudding all over your favorite shirt,” Penelope offers, not looking up from the phone. “And because she scratched your car door.”

“Yes, she did do both of those things.”

In addition to her slapstick weather coverage, Delilah Stewart is an absolute disaster of a human being.

The television broadcast studio is right across the street from the radio station. We share a parking lot on what the city affectionately calls Broadcast Hill. I tend to see Delilah three to five times a week, and it almost always ends with the destruction of something in my possession. A scarf. My favorite green shirt. The passenger-side door of my car.

“Is that why you hate her?” Penelope asks.

“I don’t hate her,” I grumble.

I don’t understand her. I find her irritating. Abrasive. Chaotic. I’ve never done well with messy, and Delilah Stewart is a hurricane wrapped in delusion draped in mismatched pastels with a stain from whatever she had for lunch smack-dab in the middle of her chest.

“She’s a lot,” I add.

Penelope and Adeline exchange a look.

“What?”

“Are you still leaving Post-it notes on the window of her car?”

I hesitate. “Only when she parks over the line.” Which is Tuesdays and Wednesdays and—oddly enough—every other Friday. Her chaos does seem to follow a pattern. If you squint. “I’m nice about it,” I defend.

“You leave passive-aggressive Post-it notes on the window of her car, Jackson. How is that nice?”

“I could leave aggressive-aggressive notes on the window of her car.”

Adeline gives me another unamused look. “I think you’re just jealous she doesn’t turn into a rambling encyclopedia of weather whenever she’s in front of a camera.”

I drag my hand over my face. This morning has completely deteriorated.

“Yeah, that’s probably a fair point.” I grab the phone out of Adeline’s hand. “Why is she wearing a turtle costume?”

“Haven’t you been paying attention? There’s a new turtle at the aquarium.”

On the tiny phone screen, Delilah beams at the camera, ignoring the people behind her who stop, stare, and point at the oversized shell she has strapped to her back. It reminds me of the broadcast she did for Orioles opening day, where she was dressed like a giant jar of relish. Where does she manage to find these outfits? Ridiculous.

“That doesn’t explain why Delilah is reporting on it.” I bring the phone closer to my face. “She’s supposed to do the weather.”

Penelope snatches her phone back. “She’s been branching out. Last week she did a story on how they’re trying to make the Inner Harbor swimmable by the spring.”

A laugh coughs out of me. The last time I was down by the harbor, there was an entire shopping cart floating off the edge of the Bond Street dock. “That’s a real thing? I thought it was a joke.”

They both ignore me. “And the week before that, she did a cool story about the arboretum. She’s more than the weather, Jackson.”

Yes, apparently, she’s got a soft spot for turtles named Domino and thematic costumes.

“Okay, well, we are going to be more than late if we don’t get in the car right now.” I check my watch and sigh. I’m barely going to make school drop-off. I’m almost certainly going to be late for Maggie’s last-minute meeting.

Maggie’s last-minute, panic-inducing meeting.

An uncomfortable itch settles at the back of my neck. “Give me your phone, please.”

I’m hit with the full force of two matching pouts, but they relinquish the phone without any additional commentary. They wander down the hallway away from me, collecting the things they need for school, probably grumbling under their breath about what an overbearing asshole their brother is.

I go to darken the screen, but I’m distracted by Delilah Stewart instead.

She waves one finned hand at the camera, a crooked smile so wide it makes her eyes squint shut. She looks absurd standing there at the edge of the pier, her curled hair falling in loose waves over her shoulders and her round cheeks pink from the cold. Her turtle shell keeps slipping off her left shoulder, and there’s a group of teenagers taking turns sprinting through the frame about ten feet behind her.

But she smiles in the face of all of it. Perhaps in spite of it.

“Domino could have ended up anywhere, and yet he’s here with us. Set to arrive at one of the top rehabilitation facilities for marine life in the country. All because he was somewhere he wasn’t supposed to be. It looks like fate took a hand in delivering this new shell-ebrity”—I roll my eyes—“to his forever home.”

I blink at the screen. Fate. A ridiculous concept meant for ridiculous people. Teenage girls and whimsical weather women, hell-bent on turning science into a circus. I snort and finally darken the phone.

What a bizarre woman.
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DELILAH STEWART: Delilah Stewart, reporting live from the National Aquarium. And now, back to you.




CHAPTER 2
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DELILAH

Just keep smiling, I say to myself as I stare at the tiny red light on the camera. You’re almost there. A few more minutes. Just keep smiling.

Mark, our beleaguered and bearded cameraman, holds up his hand and counts down from five. When his thumb finally tucks in, the little light goes dark and I release my pent-up sigh, pushing my turtle helmet off my forehead.

“You got it?”

He grunts, which is Mark for Yes, well done. Your finest broadcast yet. I’m so proud of you. He communicates mainly in monosyllabic sounds, hand signals, and vaguely apathetic looks. I have to fill in a lot of the blanks with Mark, but it works for us. After three years of partnership, I’ve almost cracked that hard exterior.

Almost.

“Great.” I try to shimmy out of the shell strapped to my back. It’s February in Baltimore, but the turtle costume is hot and the shell is heavy. I’m sweating bullets underneath this thing. I have no idea where Keith—my boss, and apparent turtle aficionado—even found it.

The University of Maryland? Did he steal it from Testudo himself?

I unclip my helmet and glance at Mark. “Are we heading back to the station or does Keith want me to interview the turtle?”

I’m only half joking. My assignments have been steadily increasing in absurdity. Two weeks ago, Keith had me attend the Toilet Races at Hampdenfest. Usually, I wouldn’t bat an eye at reporting on the Baltimore-beloved tradition—especially in my own neighborhood—but he had me sit on an actual toilet for the duration of the broadcast.

It was hard to smile that day.

I want to be taken seriously. It’s hard to be taken seriously when you’re sitting on toilets and wearing turtle shells.

Mark doesn’t look up from his phone, flicking across the screen with his thumb. I’m pretty sure I could be hit by a city bus and he wouldn’t notice. For a cameraman, his attention span is very limited.

“Mark,” I try again. “Are we done?”

He nods, not bothering with eye contact. “Yeah. You’re due back at the station.”

I try to shimmy my other arm out of the turtle shell strap, but it’s twisted. I turn, around and around, like a dog chasing her tail. “I know. The weather report is in, like, thirty minutes.”

“Not for that,” he says. “Leon is doing the weather this morning. Keith wants you in a meeting.”

I stop trying to chase my strap, my heart sinking like a stone. “But I always do the morning report.”

The weather is what I want to be reporting on. But somehow, I’ve landed in quirky feature hell instead. Toilets and turtles and an empty warehouse Keith said was a historical renovation but really turned out to just be a dumping site.

Mark finally looks up from his phone, his face twisted into something vaguely sympathetic. “Not today. Today I’m supposed to drop you off at Keith’s office as soon as we’re back. No excuses.”

I bristle. “What? Are you my chaperone? Am I a flight risk?”

“I’m not your chaperone, although—” Mark’s mouth turns up at the corners. “You did fail to show up to the staff meeting where we reviewed your Pimlico coverage.”

I sniff and avert my attention to the glistening water of the harbor. The sun is bright today, not a cloud in the sky.

“Yes, well, my car wouldn’t start.” I also didn’t feel the need to watch the footage of me slipping and face-planting in the mud at the racetrack thirteen times over. We rarely review footage of past features, but for some reason Keith demanded that the entire station gather to take a look at that specific coverage. He probably had the moment I slipped and fell live on air recalibrated in slow motion and set to some ridiculous song. I bet it’s the screen saver on his computer. Me, at the racetrack in my sunshine yellow derby hat, covered in mud from my chin to my shins.

I don’t know when Keith started explicitly taking joy in watching me humiliate myself, but it’s been a slow slog through hell. I’m tired. I’m so tired of him scraping the bottom of the barrel and assigning me whatever he dregs up. I’ve reported while standing in the harbor next to a half-submerged shopping cart. I’ve reported live from Fort McHenry while wearing a colonial dress, two sizes too big. I’ve reported with an actual monkey on my head.

And while I’ve never had a problem looking ridiculous on camera, it’s starting to feel a little mean-spirited.

This was supposed to be my dream job, not my living nightmare.

“I’m really not doing the weather today?” I ask Mark again.

“Not today.” He pauses in his collection of camera equipment and squints up at me. “Sorry.”

God, it must be bad if Mark is saying sorry. He once whacked me in the head with a mic boom and told me it was good for my overall constitution.

“It’s fine.” I slip the fins off my hands and shove them under my arm. “Hey, did Luna try that recipe I gave you?”

Mark’s whole face brightens at the mention of his daughter. “Yeah, you really saved the day with that, thanks. It worked great for her science experiment.” He scratches at his jaw. “Why did you have a recipe for slime lying around anyway?”

Because I was a nerd of a kid who turned into a nerd of an adult. “Do you not have slime recipes lying around?” Mark blinks. “Okay, well, your loss.” I push my sleeve up and glance at my watch with a sigh. “We should probably get going, huh?”

Mark’s eyes narrow in suspicion. “Yeah, we should.”

“Back to the station.”

“Back to the station,” he agrees, his entire being basically the dictionary definitions of confused and alarmed.

I bet he was prepared to toss me in the van and hightail it back, me kicking and screaming the entire time. But I don’t have the energy. I could fight Keith on the whole bullshit assignment thing, but I’ve never been much of a fighter.

I always thought if I just did a good job with the tasks assigned to me, then I’d be able to climb the corporate ladder. But the corporate ladder has turned out to be a bottomless pit from which there is no escape, lorded over by a man with a severe superiority complex.

“Where did you park the van?” I ask.

Mark loops our stash of wires over his shoulder. “Down by the dolphin fountain.”

He’s watching me like I’m about to make a break for it. Like I’m going to sprint down a Baltimore side street in full turtle costume.

“Great. I’ll meet you there.”

“You better.”

The threat is unnecessary. The walk to the van is as uneventful as a walk through a busy downtown area in a turtle costume can be. Cars slow down and honk. A guy on a bicycle yells, “Fins up, bro!” as he speeds past. Someone bellows, “AND NOW, BACK TO YOUUUUUU,” from one pier over, his hands cupped around his mouth. I laugh and wave cheerfully at the attention, a bit of my Keith-inspired dread slipping away.

I love this part. I love connecting with my community. I love making people smile. I love knowing that somewhere on the other side of the city, my grandpa is sitting in his favorite spot on his favorite couch, watching me on his television. No matter how silly the story, there’s always a part of me that hopes I’m brightening someone’s day.

I grew up in Baltimore, watching the news on a staticky television in my grandpa’s cramped living room. The live, local, and late-breaking has been the backdrop to every major event in my life. I’ve always wanted to be a part of that magic.

I just never thought it would be dressed as a turtle.

The news van is right where we left it, tucked between an out-of-service ice-cream truck and a dumpster. I finally manage to get the shell off my back and fling it inside, grabbing for the duffel I left just behind the passenger seat. I unzip it while muttering under my breath about slime recipes and Keith and turtles named Domino, all while wishing desperately that the ice-cream truck would slide open its doors and deliver me a strawberry sundae.

I rummage around in my bag. Two empty water bottles. A police scanner. A flyer from a Christmas tree farm on the Eastern Shore and a postcard from some antiques shop in Annapolis. A compact, my favorite ruby red lipstick, and a brush with a broken handle.

Not a single sweater to be found. Or the navy blue slacks I could have sworn I packed last night.

“No,” I breathe, digging through the bag like a secret compartment might open up and reveal a wardrobe decision that isn’t a turtle suit. “No.”

Mark tosses his cord collection in next to my shell, then his camera case. “Ready to go?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“I can’t find my clothes.”

His eyes flick down and up again. “Are you not . . . wearing clothes?”

I stop trying to turn my bag inside out. “This is a turtle suit, Mark.”

“And yet, there are pants.”

I stare down at my feet. My flipper-covered feet. “These are turtle pants.”

“I don’t see the difference, to be honest.”

“I don’t—” I huff, rolling my lips together. “You know what? Never mind. I need a change of clothes. Can we swing by my house on the way to the station?”

Mark gently pinches my bicep between his thumb and forefinger and guides me around to the front of the news van. He deposits me at the passenger-side door and pats the top of my head. Of course, my side is the dumpster side. “We don’t have time. You need to go to your meeting.”

“I am not going to this meeting dressed as a turtle, Mark!”

He rounds the front of the van. “I’m telling you, they don’t look like turtle pants.”

“They have fins!”

“Is that what those are?” He jams his key into the ignition. The van rattles to life beneath us. “Huh.”

I cross my arms over my chest. “You can drop me off at the station, but I am not going inside dressed like a turtle.”
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Thirty minutes later, I am standing in the front lobby of YBAL News, dressed like a turtle.

“Woah,” Gianna says, stumbling to a stop halfway across the lobby, backing up with a mug of coffee in each hand. I know they’re both for her. When she’s in research mode, she’s powered by caffeine and those little packages of fruit snacks from Costco. The only time she leaves her desk is when she runs out. I must have caught her during a refresh cycle.

She tilts her head and squints at me, the pencil shoved through the middle of her enormous bun wobbling. Glossy auburn hair, gemstone eyes. Even going on what I’m sure is day three of not showering, she’s a stunner.

“Delilah?” she calls.

“Yeah, it’s me.” 

She blinks furiously. “I thought I was hallucinating,” she mutters. “Why are you dressed like a turtle?”

“Not a hallucination.” Just a Keith-induced waking nightmare. “Please tell me you have something in the break room for me to change into.”

“Uh.” She glances down at her legs, then at mine. Where Gianna is petite and waiflike, I have a size fourteen set of hips and curvy legs. She drags her eyes back to mine with a wince. “I think I have an extra shirt in there. From the station-sponsored marathon a couple years ago?”

“Did you run that marathon?”

“No, but I like free T-shirts.” She brings one of the mugs to her mouth and takes a loud slurp. “What’s going on? You weren’t dressed like that when I saw you this morning.”

“You didn’t see me this morning.”

Her forehead scrunches. “Yes, I did? We talked about the new happy hour spot you want to try. The one with the Tater Tots?”

“That was yesterday.”

Gianna blinks, surprised. “Really?”

I lean closer and sniff at her hair. She smells like the very bottom of a coffeepot. “When was the last time you showered?”

“Um . . .” She pauses, mentally calculating.

“And that answers my question.” I sigh. “Gianna, you need to take care of yourself.”

She lifts her shoulders and her two mugs with the same weak shrug. “I’m in the middle of this embezzlement thing and I want to get further along before I take a break.”

As the primary researcher for the news department, Gianna is usually in the middle of something. Last year when there was a mayoral scandal, she didn’t leave her cubicle for six straight days. I had to practically force-feed her chicken noodle soup and wrestle her into a change of clothes.

Working with Gianna is what I imagine having a toddler is like.  A toddler with a caffeine addiction and an absolutely foul mouth.

“All right.” I study her critically. “But consume something other than coffee. I have those—”

“Protein bars in the bottom drawer of your desk. I know.” Her hands occupied, she affectionately butts her forehead against my shoulder. “Thanks for making sure I eat.”

Behind us, someone clears their throat. I turn halfway to find Mark staring at me expectantly, both of his dark eyebrows furrowed in a heavy line. He holds out his wrist and taps the face of his watch.

Gianna snorts. “Why is camera boy acting like your keeper?”

I sigh. “I have a meeting with Keith.”

Gianna’s attention snaps away from Mark and her face darkens. “Fuck that guy.”

“Gi—”

“No, seriously. Fuck that guy. Is he why you’re wearing the turtle suit? Do I need to key his car again?”

I wave my hands wildly and shush her. Thankfully, Mark has moved his intimidation routine to the other side of the lobby, standing and waiting by the door that leads to the back of the studio. I duck my head closer to Gianna. “Again?” I whisper.

An absolutely devious look twists her delicate features. “Yes,” she whispers back, her mouth hidden behind the rim of her mug. “Again.”

“Gianna.”

“I’ll tell you all the gory details as soon as this embezzlement case is done. I also shit in his—”

I clap my hand over her mouth. “We cannot discuss this in the lobby of our office, Gianna.”

She nods solemnly. “I’ll send you a memo.”

“Please don’t send me a memo. Go back to your desk. I’m going to pretend this conversation never happened.”

She starts to meander in the general direction of the door where Mark is stationed before turning around and creeping right back. “You need to talk to HR,” she says quietly, her eyes serious this time.

“I did, remember?”

It got me exactly nowhere. I worked up my courage to file a formal report only to be told by the head of HR that Keith’s behavior was typical newsroom bluster, whatever the hell that means. I was told, more or less, to suck it up or find another job. That there was a long line of excited candidates behind me if I wanted to find a station that might be a better fit.

I suppose that’s the worst of it. I don’t want another station. I want this one. Working here has always been my dream. Ever since I was a little girl, watching my grandpa watch the local news every day at 7 a.m. and 4 p.m. I wanted to be the one the world woke up to. The one kids saw when they got home from school. I have always wanted to be the meteorologist for YBAL, Baltimore’s News Station. My grandpa’s favorite news program.

So I’ve sucked it up. And I’ve made the best of it. But I’m starting to crumble beneath the pressure of Keith’s malicious attention.

Maybe I should start looking for another job.

I squeeze her arm. “We’ll talk later. Go back to embezzlement.”

“What about Ava Monroe?”

“What about her?”

“Have you thought about approaching her with what’s going on?”

I snort. “I’m not going to approach the president of Emory Communications, Gianna.”

“Why not?”

“Because she has bigger things to deal with than newsroom squabbling. I don’t need to tattle. I’m fine.” I refuse to go over Keith’s head with this. What would I even say? That he’s being mean to me? No. The potential blowback far outweighs the possible improvement. I don’t need things with Keith getting worse.

“Okay, but we’re coming back to this. I’m not going to forget,” she warns.

“I know you won’t.” Her mind is like a neatly organized file cabinet, armed with explosives. She gives me one last heavy look before she wanders back across the lobby. Mark’s attention sticks to her like glue, his hand moving to prop the door open above her head. She slides past him, tipping her face up toward his. For a second it almost looks like she’s going to smile, but then she bares all her teeth, hissing a loud sound from between them.

Mark jumps, flinching back into the doorframe as she glides past with a cackle.

I snort as I follow, rushing to make it through the door.

“How can one so small be so terrifying?” he asks, his eyes distant, color high on his cheeks.

“We may never know.” I pat his shoulder. “Listen, you don’t have to march me to Keith’s office. I can manage my way there just fine.”

He arches an eyebrow. “I don’t like being on babysitting duty, you know. This isn’t fun for me either.”

“I get it,” I agree. “We both have better things to do with our time.”

“Yeah. We do.” He watches me, considering. I’m so close I can taste it. “You’ll go to his office? Straight there? I don’t want to hear about it later.”

“Did he threaten your favorite camera or something?” I make a tiny cross over my heart. “I’ll go straight there.”

“Good. I’ll see you later, then.”

“See you—”

He’s already gone, buried in the labyrinth of the newsroom. I watch his dark hair disappear behind the sports desk.

“Later,” I finish with a sigh.

I bite my bottom lip and eyeball the distance between Keith’s office and the supply closet. There are some extra fundraiser T-shirts in there. I’d much rather be in one of those than in a poorly ventilated costume. I make it two steps in that direction before a hand stacked with shiny gold rings loops around my elbow.

“Delilah.” Simone Leeds, one of the anchors, gives me a tight smile. Shiny hair with a shiny personality to match, Simone always looks like she stepped off the runway and landed in the newsroom. She flicks her hair over her shoulder. “Keith is looking for you.”

God, this man. Has he told everyone in the newsroom that I need to report to his office like some wayward school student?

I glare at the closed door of his office. “On a scale from one to ten—”

“What’s his level of obnoxious today?” Simone smirks. “A solid eight.” Her eyes flick down my body, then back up. “This is a new look for you.”

“Yeah, no kidding.” Standing next to tall, pretty Simone, I feel even more like an idiot.

“It’s not a bad look,” she rushes to add.

I tip my head back and groan at the ceiling.

“It’s just an interesting one.” She drags me forward, closer to Keith’s door. “C’mon. You know if you keep him waiting, it’ll only be worse for you.”

That’s the thing, though. It’s only ever worse for me. It seems like Keith hoards all his animosity and personality issues for me specifically. I’m the one paying the price, and I don’t even know the crime I committed.

“You know we’re all rooting for you,” Simone whispers. “Don’t let him push you around.”

Yes, well, it would be nice if everyone rooted for me a little more publicly. I usually have to bear my humiliations alone. Everyone is too scared of Keith—or maybe too scared of becoming the new punching bag—to say anything.

Simone squeezes my shoulder and leaves me in front of Keith’s door. I stare at the shiny wood, wishing the floor would swallow me whole. Keith is the only one in the entire office granted the privilege of a door. I raise my hand to knock, wincing at the sleeve of my turtle suit.

“Enter,” a voice calls from inside.

I crack open the door and poke my head in. “You wanted to see me?”

Keith frowns at me from behind his desk, his face pinched. He always manages to look like he has a lemon stuck in his mouth, his ruddy cheeks sucked slightly in, his bottom lip pouted slightly out.

“We have a meeting,” he says. “And you’re late.”

“I didn’t see anything on my calendar,” I offer. “Mark let me know about it after our shoot.”

His bushy eyebrows are two angry caterpillars on his forehead. “Oh? Do I need to put things on your calendar now? Run it by your secretary?” He snorts. “You’ve wasted enough of our time. Let’s get started.”

“Maybe an introduction first,” suggests another voice. A woman with sleek dark hair stands gracefully from the meeting table in the middle of Keith’s office. She offers me a kind, if not slightly strained, smile.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Delilah. My name is Maggie Lin. I oversee the radio station across the street.”

If Keith looks like the remnants of a science experiment gone wrong, this woman looks like one gone right. Everything about her screams: put together.

She extends her hand.

I stare at it, my fin-less fingers gripping the edge of the door. I think I’m starting to get hives from the turtle suit.

“Um,” I say. “Hi.”

She slowly lowers her hand, her smile faltering.

“Delilah,” Keith bites out.

“Sorry, I just—” I hike my thumb over my shoulder, laughing nervously. “I was hoping to stop by the break room before we get started. I think I have an extra change of clothes in my locker.”

“We don’t have time for another one of your catastrophes, Delilah. Get in here.”

My cheeks burn hot. I try to find the backbone Gianna is always encouraging me to have, but it’s hard when my past mistakes are continuously trotted out like a prized show pony.

I’m more than a little accident-prone. I’m clumsy on my best day. My grandpa liked to joke when I was growing up that I must have angered a particularly vengeful spirit. My luck is atrocious. Whatever is worse than atrocious. Maybe I stepped on every crack in the sidewalk as a child. Or walked under a thousand ladders. Because if something can go wrong, it’s almost a guarantee it will.

The turtle suit. The mud pit at the Preakness. During a potluck last year, I made chocolate pudding for one of the crime desk guys only to slip in the parking lot and dump half of it on myself.

So, no. I don’t want to step into this room with this perfect woman and my impertinent boss for a meeting I’m not prepared for while I’m dressed in a turtle suit. I don’t. There’s only so much humiliation a person can withstand, and I’d like to be taken seriously. For once.

I take a bracing breath. “I’m going to go to the break room,” I say, slowly and clearly. “I’ll be back in just a few minutes and we can get started.”

I turn quickly, hoping to make my escape before Keith can launch any more cutting remarks my way, hell-bent on standing my ground. But I don’t account for the person quickly rushing toward me in the opposite direction, equally determined to get to wherever they’re going.

It happens in slow motion. I get a glimpse of a blue checkered shirt and try to jerk left, but he does too. Our bodies slam together and we tip sideways, my hip slamming into a meticulously polished case of awards. Keith’s second-place television station softball tournament trophy wedges itself against my rib cage and I squeak, reaching for something to steady myself. Except the only thing I have to steady myself with is a surprisingly strong, blue-check-clad arm.

Coffee spills, something snaps, and then I’m on my back against cold linoleum, gasping for breath, pinned to the floor.

A low groan rumbles against my neck and a puff of warm air brushes over my throat. The man currently plastered to my front bites out a low sigh that sounds suspiciously like my name.

Coffee spreads around us in a slow bleed. It seeps through my suit and warms my skin. I try to breathe around the hot, pricking sensation.

The man above me pushes up on his elbows.

He looks different without his glasses, but I’d recognize that stubborn set of his jaw anywhere. Jackson Clark. The tight-ass from the radio station across the street. He’s flattened me bodily to the floor outside Keith’s office. The same guy who has been leaving me weird notes on the window of my car for almost two years has decided to resort to violence.

Recognition makes his blue eyes flash darker.

“Of course,” he says, his mouth in a flat line and his hand tangled in my hair. “It’s you.”
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AIDEN VALENTINE: You’re listening to Baltimore’s home for easy listening, 101.6 LITE FM.

AIDEN VALENTINE: Now with traffic and weather together, here’s Jackson Clark.

[pause]

AIDEN VALENTINE: [clears throat] Here is Jackson Clark.

JACKSON CLARK: Oh, right.

JACKSON CLARK: [nervous laughter] Here I am.

AIDEN VALENTINE: With traffic and weather together.

JACKSON CLARK: Yes. I am here to report the weather. And the traffic. Both of them. Together.




CHAPTER 3
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JACKSON

I lie face down in the middle of the hallway on top of Delilah Stewart, my pride somewhere on the floor with my coffee.

“Hello, Delilah.” I sigh, trying to figure out if anything is broken or just badly bruised. My glasses are nowhere to be found. Everything is blurry smudges of color.

“Hello, Jackson.”

She sounds defeated.

“Always a pleasure.”

Beneath me, Delilah snickers. “Something like that,” she says, her voice low and sweet. A laugh, caught somewhere behind her teeth.

Well, I’m glad one of us finds this funny.

Delilah squirms, somehow managing to knock me in the groin and the solar plexus at the same time.

“Please,” I groan, directly into her ear. She smells like my light roast coffee and something sweeter. Strawberry jam, maybe. “Please stop moving,” I beg.

She immediately stills and I drop my forehead to her shoulder. I can’t breathe, and I can’t stand up if I can’t breathe.

“What are you doing?” she whispers.

“Trying not to die,” I wheeze.

She huffs and wiggles again. One hand pats at my rib cage. “There, there,” she says awkwardly. “Easy does it.”

I snort a laugh and some of her hair flutters around my face. Delilah Stewart, Human Disaster, strikes again. Somehow we’ve found ourselves stuck in a loop with each other. Every time I see her, something inevitably goes wrong. We’re the opposite of magnets, blasting away as soon as we enter each other’s force field.

She gives me another pat, then drops her hands to her side.

“I would appreciate it,” she says, her voice muffled, “if you removed yourself from my person now.”

I press up on my knees with no small amount of effort, a heavy grunt at the base of my throat as I steady myself with my hands planted over her shoulders. Without my glasses, I can only see her vague outline. Smudges of color against a pale white floor.

Chestnut brown. Ruby red. Deep emerald green. She must still be wearing her turtle suit.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” she whispers.

“Like what?”

A hand flutters in front of my face. “Squinting.”

“I can’t see without my glasses,” I grind out, grunting when her knee hits the inside of my thigh. I almost go down again. “You know. Those things that are always on my face.”

“Oh.” One arm presses above her head, her elbow glancing along my side. My shirt is wet and sticking to my chest but all I can focus on is the places we’re touching. My knees, pressed between hers. The inside of my left wrist, brushing against her hair. This is the closest I’ve been to a woman in six months and naturally, it’s Delilah Stewart. In the middle of the newsroom floor at the local television station. In the world’s most uncomfortable game of Twister.

Breaking News. Local Man Makes Fool of Himself with Woman Dressed as Turtle.

I’m my worst self with Delilah, and it’s entirely her fault.

“Here,” she says, fingers easing the frames over my nose. She holds them there with her thumb between my eyes, then gives me a bright smile. Now I can see every detail of her face beneath mine. The collection of freckles on either side of her nose. The slight gap between her two front teeth. Her long hair, spilling out beneath her on the floor.

“There,” she says. “Good as new.”

I blink at her. “These are my favorite glasses.”

“And they look great.”

She removes her hand and they tilt crooked. One half of her is blurry, the other in focus. Her hand snaps back into place, holding them steady.

“I can fix them,” she whispers.

“Please don’t.” I’m not interested in whatever that nightmare brain cooks up next. I replace her hand with mine, holding the glasses against my face.

I shift to the side and leverage myself up, extending a hand to help her. She ignores it, crawling up slowly after me instead, using the wall for leverage. She has a giant coffee stain in the middle of her turtle-clad chest, one side of her hair wet at the ends. I have a stain, too, slowly spreading across my abdomen.

We stand there in the corner of the bustling newsroom, staring at each other. No one pays us any attention, and I have to wonder: How often is Delilah tackling people to the ground?

“So,” she says. “What are you doing over here?”

When I stare at her blankly from behind my broken glasses, her cheeks flush pink. “I usually see you in the parking lot,” she explains. “Not in the middle of the station.”

“I have a meeting.”

She stops trying to wring the coffee out of her hair. “Here?”

“Not in the hallway, no, but at this station. Yes.”

She frowns. “With who?”

“I’m not exactly sure.” I reach into my wet pocket and pull out the half-crumpled note that was left on my desk at the radio station. Delilah plucks it out of my hand. “Help yourself,” I mumble.

“YBAL offices,” she reads. “Ask for Keith.” Her eyes close in defeat as she slaps the note against the middle of my wet chest. “I think I know where your meeting is.”

“Where?”

She points wordlessly at the half-ajar door no more than two feet away. I glance at it.

“Great,” I say slowly. “Thanks.”

I move toward it and Delilah follows. I stop abruptly at the threshold and she bumps into my back.

“Is there something I can help you with?” I’m still holding my glasses to the side of my face. “Want one more shot before we go our separate ways?”

“Fun as that sounds”—resignation firms the corners of her mouth—“I have a meeting too.”

I point at the door. “In this room?”

She nods. “Yup.”

“With me?”

“It would seem so.”

A prickling sense of awareness creeps up my spine, itching between my shoulders.

I’m not going to like whatever happens in this office. I know it.

“If you have a meeting, why were you walking in the opposite direction?”

“Because I wanted to spare myself the humiliation of sitting in a business meeting dressed as a tortoise.” She gestures at her coffee-stained chest. “Clearly, that’s no longer a concern.”

We linger at the doorway playing the world’s most awkward game of chicken.

“Are you going to go inside?”

“I’m really not sure,” I answer. “I’m considering climbing out the window, actually.”

She snickers. “I think it’s too late for that. Our fate is sealed.”

Fate. It rattles around my skull and plunks down to land somewhere in the middle of my chest. A marble in an empty soda can. A tuning fork, vibrating at a frequency I can’t hear.

A silly thing, for silly people. I control what happens. Not some mystical force.

“Says who?” I ask.

“Says me.” Maggie appears in the doorway. Her eyes flick briefly to where I’m holding my glasses together. “You’re late.”

“I thought our meeting was at the station.” Our station. “I’m here now.”

“Yes, and with quite the stunning entrance.” Her face remains impassive, but delight shines in her catlike eyes. They cut in Delilah’s direction, softening slightly. “Do you need a minute before we get started?”

Delilah shrugs. “It can’t get much worse, can it?”
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It can, in fact, get worse.

The four of us sit in silence in Keith’s spacious office. Keith, who didn’t so much as grunt a greeting when we all finally settled around the meeting table. Keith, who looks more enamored with his extra-large Dunkin’ frozen coffee than whatever it is we’re here to discuss. Keith, who seems determined to make this a power play between himself and Maggie by remaining frustratingly disinterested and silent.

I try to grab Maggie’s attention with a look that appropriately conveys What is happening? and Why am I here for it? but she’s busy trying to disintegrate Keith’s skull with her stare.

This could have, by every definition, been an email.

If it were, maybe my glasses would have survived the morning.

Delilah sits in a corner of the room on a too-small folding chair that looks like it might collapse at any second. Either Keith couldn’t move his chair to make room for her, or he refused to.

Given how this meeting is going, I have my suspicions.

She pinches her turtle top and pulls it away from her chest with a grimace.

I clear my throat and three sets of eyes snap to mine.

“I, uh—” I nod at Delilah, trying to force my face into something polite. If no one wants to start this meeting, the least I can do is make small talk. I can try. “I like your suit.”

She blinks at me. “What?”

“The . . . turtle thing. You look nice.”

Maggie immediately stomps on my foot—hard—beneath the table. I suck in a sharp breath through my teeth.

“Be nice,” she whispers under her breath.

What would have been nice is if Maggie didn’t ambush me with a surprise meeting with Delilah Stewart, of all people.

“Oh, um.” Delilah glances down at herself, like she’s forgotten she’s dressed as a reptile. “Thank you?”

“Do you like turtles?” I ask.

A crease appears in the middle of her forehead. “Turtles are fine.”

“I’ve heard female sea turtles use the earth’s magnetic field to return to the same beach where they were born to lay their eggs.”

Delilah looks at me like I’m the one about to lay eggs. She scratches her temple and adjusts her position on the uncomfortable metal chair. “That’s, um. That’s great?”

My enthusiasm for the conversation, limited as it was, slowly ebbs. Of course Delilah doesn’t know anything about turtles. She probably tossed on her little costume and headed out the door for her turtle feature without a care in the world for preparation. The same way she approaches the weather.

Suddenly, I feel the need to quote even more turtle facts. It’s imperative that I know more about turtles than she does.

“Did you know that turtles—”

“Keith,” Maggie interrupts, cutting me off with a withering look. “Maybe we should get started.”

“You could have let me finish,” I mumble under my breath.

Maggie shakes her head. “Absolutely no one in this room wanted you to finish,” she whispers. She tips her chin up to Keith. “Shall we?”

“Sure,” he says with all the enthusiasm of a cloud of dust. He swivels back and forth in his chair, one hand perched under his chin, the other curled around his frozen drink. He brings it to his mouth and takes a loud slurp from the orange straw, his bloated cheeks wobbling.

Delilah exhales a short, frustrated sound from the corner.

I know Keith. Everyone in Baltimore knows Keith. He had a successful broadcast career in the early nineties before taking on a senior administrative role with the station. They used to call him the Face of Baltimore, but I’ve always found his face to be largely insufferable. His personality too. He’s arrogant, self-centered, and he uses way too much hair product on far too little hair. Two years ago, he led a one-man campaign to rename the road that leads into the station after himself. The city denied him, and when he tried to petition the public for grassroots support, they denied him as well. He seems determined to hold on to his glory days, despite being almost three decades past.

I have no idea why we’re giving this guy our time. It’s not like Maggie to entertain the antics of an asshole.

“Keith,” Maggie says again, some of her endless patience beginning to slip. “If you don’t mind, we have a broadcast of our own to get back to.”

“Ah, yes.” His smile is condescending, his too-white teeth glinting under the fluorescents. “Your little radio show. Wouldn’t want to be late for that.”

Maggie’s answering smile is as sharp as her response. “Our little radio show has almost three times the organic reach as your little news station. It is the reason, as you recall, we are having this conversation.”

Keith’s eyes flash. He sets his coffee to the side.

“Too right,” he snaps. “Jackson. Delilah. You’re here as part of a new proposed partnership between 101.6 LITE FM and YBAL News.”

“What?” I ask at the same time Delilah blurts, “Why?”

Keith finally turns his head to look at Delilah, his lip curling. “To report the weather.”

“Like . . . together?” She glances at me and points one fin in my direction. She’s been tugging them on and off her hands since we sat down at this meeting. “As in, the both of us?”

“Yes, that is the plan.” Maggie clasps her hands in front of her on the table. She’s in negotiation mode while I’m playing catch-up in the seat next to her. My brain is stuck on the word partnership—as in two people working together toward a common goal.

The only thing Delilah and I have ever been aligned on is chaos. The only thing we’ve ever worked toward together is mutual destruction.

“Jackson,” Maggie says. “What does the Farmers’ Almanac say about February?”

“Um.” I blink away from Delilah and press my glasses up my nose. “It says we’ll see colder than usual temperatures this winter, which has held true.”

“And the storms?” Maggie asks, not looking away from Keith. “What does it say about the storms?”

“It says we should expect historic snow conditions.” I frown. “Though the storms Maryland has seen this winter have been right on par with previous seasons.”

“You just . . . have the Farmers’ Almanac memorized?” Delilah asks.

Her tone makes it clear that rote memorization of the almanac is not something to be proud of. I cross my arms over my chest. “It’s helpful information.”

“For all those . . . crops you have at home?”

“Farmers aren’t the only ones who use that almanac,” I defend. “It has plenty of helpful applications.”

“Sure.”

“I get a copy every year. It’s—” I huff. “I don’t have to explain myself to you.”

“Do you get a copy of the Yellow Pages too?” Her lips lift at the corners. “Do you have a Rolodex?”

I do have a Rolodex that sits on the corner of my desk at the radio station where I keep all my contacts. I like writing things down on paper. It makes it easier for me to find them. But over my dead body am I going to admit that to Delilah.

Apparently, I don’t have









































PRAISE FOR B.K. BORISON’S FIRST-TIME CALLER

‘It will thaw even the hardest hearts’

People

‘Bursting with humour and heart. . . . Borison gives readers a laugh-out-loud romp grounded by the hard knocks life has dealt her two protagonists. Readers looking for a love story that will touch both their hearts and their funny bone[s] need look no further’

Entertainment Weekly

‘First-Time Caller is a beautiful, steamy, effervescent romance that pours hope and love right into your soul! Absolute magic lives inside these pages’

Sarah Adams, New York Times bestselling author of In Your Dreams

‘First-Time Caller made me feel like I was reading my favourite story for the first time – because I was. Bright, effervescent and painfully relatable, B.K. Borison’s writing is a masterclass in tender care. I was kicking my heels and smiling through my tears – what a joyful ode to happily ever after!’

Ashley Poston, New York Times bestselling author of Sounds Like Love

‘First-Time Caller is everything: tender, sexy, stuffed with flirty banter that had me screaming into my pillow. Full of characters who feel real, like family. A beautiful love letter to love and the movie that made me believe in it. Infused with the kind of magic I can’t properly put into words, because B.K. Borison took all the prettiest ones for this book. It’s B.K. at her very best, a reminder that it’s her world and we’re the lucky readers who get to live in it. Hang this one in the Louvre’

Jessica Joyce, USA Today bestselling author of The Ex Vows

‘Sharp, swoon-worthy and profoundly romantic – First-Time Caller is brimming with heart, vulnerability and humour. B.K. Borison handles her characters and their stories with such care that you can’t help but clutch at your chest as you cheer them towards their happy ending. Aiden and Lucie remind us what a truly courageous thing it is to both be loved and give love in return’

Lyla Sage, New York Times bestselling author of Soul Searching

‘First-Time Caller is going to blow fans of Borison away. It is filled to the brim with brilliant prose, delicious banter and enough flirting to make any reader blush. While still feeling fresh, new and current, First-Time Caller somehow also manages to evoke feelings of nostalgia that brought me to tears on multiple occasions. This was a heart-clutching, giddy-grinning and sexy-steamy read from beginning to end and I truly could not love it more’

Hannah Bonam-Young, USA Today bestselling author of People Watching

‘A perfect romance in every way – off-the-charts chemistry, banter for days and an emotional connection that I’ll be thinking about for a long time. First-Time Caller is a total charmer’

Annabel Monaghan, New York Times bestselling author of It’s a Love Story

‘Chemistry that sizzles across airwaves! First-Time Caller effortlessly draws you in and keeps you hooked until the very last chapter. With dynamic characters, sharp wit and laugh-out-loud moments, you’ll fall in love with every turn of the page’

Bal Khabra, USA Today bestselling author of Revolve

‘B.K. Borison’s First-Time Caller is an unmissable modern romance – B.K. manages to be classic and incredibly fresh at the same time. Lucie and Aiden’s blistering chemistry and heart-melting connection will leave you swooning. A fresh, funny and unforgettable love story filled with banter, emotion and all of Baltimore’s charm’

Nikki Payne, author of The Princess and the P.I.

‘A wonderfully tender and sexy story full of swoon-worthy lines and perfect moments that will elicit smiles, sighs and tears and keep readers thoroughly invested in the happily ever after’

Library Journal (starred review)

‘Lucie and Aiden are perfectly imperfect together and will have eager readers rooting for their romance. Quirky supporting characters . . . add depth, while Borison’s skilful plotting keeps the pages flying. This first-rate tale will resonate with true romantics’

Publishers Weekly

‘Warm-hearted and thoroughly delightful, Borison’s winning latest will likely expand the fan base that fell for her Lovelight series’

Booklist

PRAISE FOR THE LOVELIGHT SERIES

‘I’ll never pass up an opportunity to head back to Lovelight Farms. Charlie and Nova are the perfect mix of sweet, funny and sexy . . . I remain enchanted by everything [B.K. Borison] writes’

Hannah Grace, New York Times bestselling author of Daydream

‘B.K. Borison just gets better and better! Business Casual is a magical combination of cosy and heartwarming yet irresistibly tender and sexy. The result is a soul-satisfying romance that will burrow itself deep into your heart and stay there’

Amy Lea, international bestselling author of The Bodyguard Affair

‘Sparkling, immersive and cosy AF. The chemistry between grumpy, guarded Nova and sweet, golden-retriever Charlie is positively electric. I love spending time in Inglewild. It’s as much fun as watching an episode of Gilmore Girls, except no one is an asshole. Business Casual is B.K. Borison at her best’

Rosie Danan, USA Today bestselling author of Fan Service

‘The butterflies started right from the beginning with these two [in Business Casual], but I didn’t expect anything less from B.K. Borison. She’s a magician with those butterflies’

Penny Reid, New York Times bestselling author of the Winston Brothers series

‘Charlie and Nova’s story was everything I’d hoped for and so much more. This is B.K. Borison’s best writing yet and I cannot wait for her many fans to fall in love with Charlie and Nova too’

Chloe Liese, USA Today bestselling author of Once Smitten, Twice Shy

‘Oh, how I love spending time with B.K. Borison’s lovable characters in the beyond-charming small town of Inglewild! Business Casual is cosy yet high heat and so, so sweet – like toasting marshmallows over an autumn bonfire. This is the comfort read my grumpy/sunshine-adoring heart needed’

Sarah Adler, USA Today bestselling author of Finders Keepers
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