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      It took three weeks, but Piatto Perfetto was back on track to open. We were down to a skeleton crew consisting of non-paid family who had already forked out every penny to save the failing restaurant. And this was it. Judgment time. We would open in thirty minutes, and we were either going to sink or flail to safety.

      I hoped for the latter, but after weeks of day and night activity, we were all exhausted.

      Still, I couldn’t help but feel the anticipation. We had done everything we could. We plastered our name and grand reopening all over the internet. The décor in the dining room, while keeping with traditional Italian red, was pretty and updated. And the menu was no longer a ten-page monster. With the help of Avery, it was a single-page curated selection with daily specials to appease Aunt Dot’s need for keeping with original recipes.

      And, we still offered delivery, which is where I came in. I found a scooter to replace the stolen one. And it only cost me a pizza party to be held at a later date. Which seemed like a great deal, but I doubted the scooter would last that long. It was well past its prime and conked out every time I came to a stop. Still, it worked . . . for now.

      We had done everything possible to make the reopening a success. Now, we just had to wait to see if it was enough.

      Nerves put everyone on edge. Dad closeted himself in the office to help drown out Aunt Dot’s voice as she went over the opening list for the tenth time in the past hour.

      “Aunt Dot, we’re okay,” I said. “We’ve done everything we can, and now it’s time to take a break. Hopefully, we’ll have a packed restaurant and lots of delivery orders. Let’s relax for a few minutes.”

      “There’s no time to relax. We’re short-staffed.”

      “Ross is working on hiring,” I said. “But until we know if the restaurant is going to be a success, he doesn’t want to bring on people.”

      “Ridiculous.” Aunt Dot eyed me from behind her large, round spectacles. With her gray bobbed hair and slim frame, she looked like an aging mosquito. There were some who thought she fed off blood, but I like to think she just bites. “There’s no reason we won’t have a successful reopening. And if we don’t, it’s because of the menu.”

      Coby chose that moment to walk into the kitchen. He rolled his eyes. “Mom, you have to let the menu go. Avery knows what she’s doing.”

      “And where is she now?” Aunt Dot complained. “She wanted to be our guest chef this week, and she’s not even here.”

      “She’s probably just making sure her restaurant is set before she comes here,” I said as Aunt Dot whacked a piece of meat with a tenderizer.

      “I’ve been cooking here all my life and some upstart chef thinks she knows more than I do.”

      I was thankful to be on delivery duty. Aunt Dot and Avery already had had several rows while planning the reopening menu. I couldn’t imagine two alpha chefs cooking in the same kitchen for an entire week.

      While I was thankful for Avery’s help, I did have mixed feelings about her. After all, she was Logan’s girlfriend. And every time I remembered that fact, which was nearly every second of every day, it felt like a knife twisting in my stomach.

      What I wanted was for the week to be over and for Avery to go back to her own restaurant. Then there would be no reason to see her ever again.

      Life might be tolerable again.

      “I’m here,” Avery said as she walked through the back kitchen door. She was dressed in a pristine white chef’s coat and black pants. Her dark hair was tied back at her neck. “How is prep coming along?”

      Aunt Dot slammed the tenderizer into the mangled meat.

      “We’re ready to go,” I said.

      “Great. Who is on the line tonight?”

      “You will have Aunt Dot and Coby. I’m on delivery. Mom and Ross are servers. Mila is hosting.”

      “Don’t forget me,” Dad said as he entered the kitchen. “I’ll help run food.”

      “When you feel up to it,” I reminded him. “You’re still not fully recuperated.”

      Dad had always been on the thin side, but after the heart attack, he lost muscle tone.

      “I’m fine.”

      I raised a brow but didn’t reply. He wasn’t fine, but he was too stubborn to admit it. He still had a long recovery ahead.

      Coby stepped near me, grinning like someone who had information they were eager to share. His swooping brown hair seemed to be styled higher than normal, giving him a more animated appearance than he already had.

      “What’s going on?” I asked warily.

      “Mila and I have been working together.” His grin grew wider.

      “I know. I’ve had to listen.”

      Now that Mila and I were living together in a small two-bedroom apartment, it was hard to find privacy. Yes, I had my own room, but the walls were thin and Mila tended to be loud. Thankfully, they were just working. Even though I knew Coby would love to date her, Mila only had eyes for Ross.

      “Then you know we’ve been working on my channel,” he said.

      “Did you get more followers?”

      He nodded and then leaned in. “With ad revenue, I can quit this place eventually. I just need more content.”

      I wondered how Aunt Dot would receive the news that her only child wanted to leave the family business. But at twenty-five, Coby needed to get out from his mom’s radar.

      “Which means I need help,” he continued.

      “With what?”

      “More content means more man-hours. I need onscreen and offscreen people.”

      “I’ll help, but only if it’s offscreen.”

      “Done.”

      I knew I’d probably regret it later, but for now, I’d try to help him. As it was, I didn’t have much going on in my life. My focus had been getting the restaurant back up and running. But I needed to start thinking about where to go from here. Did I want to get back into the advertising world? Right now, I was still bruised from the experience. There was nothing left inside to propel me back into the game. Which concerned me. Was I losing my edge? Was I done with my career before I found success?

      Plus, there was the whole issue with Logan. Even after the shocking reveal that Mindy had lied and he hadn’t cheated on me all those years ago, I hadn’t heard from him since. I thought we’d at least hash out the past.

      “Jade,” Avery said, gaining my attention. “Before it gets crazy in here, I just wanted to let you know about a party Logan and I are having. I was hoping you and your family can come.”

      “Oh,” I said, surprised at the invitation. “Thank you for the offer. I’ll let everyone know. Just send me the details. I should go get ready.”

      I hurried out the back door to the alley for a breath of air. If Avery and Logan were throwing a party together, there was no breakup in sight.

      My stomach growled despite my misery.

      Beyond the pungent garbage odor, the scents of Chinatown surrounded me. Stir fry down at Happy Panda. Dumplings at Mr. Lee’s. Spices from the spice store. It made me realize I hadn’t eaten since breakfast.

      I sat down on the rickety chair near the cigarette bucket and let myself relax in the humid evening.

      Coby peeked out the door. “Jade, we’re taking an early delivery order.” He smiled slyly which put me on alert.

      “Is there something I should know about the order?”

      “It’s for Arnold Juggs.” He laughed and ducked back inside.

      I wanted to groan. Arnold Juggs was a devote nudist, which made delivery awkward. But he also tipped well. So, he was okay in my book as long as I kept my gaze directed at the ceiling.

      By the time I put on my red uniform polo shirt, got my small cash bag ready, and retrieved the helmet and scooter keys, the pizza was ready.

      Heading to Arnold’s apartment, I drove the two miles in heavy commuter traffic. When I knocked on the door, Arnold answered almost immediately.

      “I was hoping you were going to reopen the restaurant,” he said as he took the pizza. He carried it somewhere inside as I stared up at a water ring on the ceiling. The only thing that I noticed about Arnold was that his gray hair had grown longer and shaggier.

      “It was hard work getting the restaurant back up and running,” I said conversationally. “But if you ever feel like getting dressed, you should come and see the dining room. It’s updated. We’re hoping that will bring in more customers.”

      “You aren’t the only restaurant hurting. Have you heard about the Penne Pyro?”

      “Penne Pyro?” I questioned, still staring at the ceiling.

      “That’s the name the media is dubbing the arsonist since they find a handful of dry penne noodles at each fire.”

      “Why penne?”

      “Not sure. Some think the arsonist is an angry customer or maybe a rival restaurant owner. They’ve only hit restaurants so far.”

      “How many?”

      “Four. One happened just last night.”

      “We’ve been so focused on reopening, I don’t think any of us have seen the news.”

      “Well, just keep an eye out. You never know what nuts are out there.”

      “Thank you. I will.”

      “Here’s your money for the pizza,” he said.

      I held out my hand and he placed the cash on it. I gave a quick thanks and headed out to the scooter, counting the money as I went. And, as usual, a nice ten-dollar tip was included. Thank you, Arnold.

      It made me nervous to hear about the Penne Pyro. I’d have to research after my shift. The last thing we needed was for our restaurant to be burned down. I wondered if Logan knew anything about it. With the thousands of cops and detectives in Chicago, the likelihood that Logan was on the case was slim.
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      After my delivery, I returned to the restaurant and walked in through the back door to find Aunt Dot and Avery bickering. Both chefs stood toe to toe and they were armed. Aunt Dot waved a ladle while Avery clenched tongs like a rapier.

      “You do not have to fry everything,” Avery said. “We agreed to this menu and we are keeping it.”

      “Eggplant parmigiana is fried. It’s always been fried.”

      “Not in this recipe.”

      “Our customers won’t like it.”

      “You lost customers because of your menu.”

      Aunt Dot’s usual pale complexion turned scarlet.

      Coby stood off to the side, Dad peeked out of the office, and Ross stalled before he reached the food line.

      I didn’t want to get into the middle of the brewing war, but we couldn’t afford to lose two chefs to tong stabbings and ladle bludgeoning.

      “Ladies . . .” I said hesitantly.

      “Stay out of it,” Aunt Dot snapped. “You have an order up. Go!”

      I grabbed the pizza box and delivery ticket. With one glance at Ross and Dad, I gave a good-luck salute and headed out the back door. Hopefully, the restaurant would be still standing when I returned.

      Placing the pizza in the warming box that was bungee corded to the scooter, I drove to a home at the edge of our delivery zone. The area had innovative start-up restaurants, so I wondered why they would order from us. I mean, we had great pizza, but the culinary options here were off the charts.

      As I drove past a fusion restaurant, a window shattered, rocketing shards of glass all over the sidewalk and ricocheting into the road. Glass pelted against my jeans. Pulling over, I glanced back at the two-story building to find flames engulfing the first floor.

      No one came out of the building. In fact, it was eerily quiet. While I didn’t want to get close to the fire that raged, I also wanted to make sure there was no one inside. As I pulled out my phone and dialed for emergency, I walked as close to the building as I dared.

      The dispatcher asked me a few questions as I walked along the road. She then told me to wait for a moment.

      “Hello?” I shouted as I waited for the dispatcher to return to me. “Anyone in there?” I glanced up at the second floor to find a face in the window. A little girl looked down at me.

      I cursed, knowing there was no time to wait for an emergency crew. I raced around to the back to find access to the second floor.

      There were two doors in the back. Both metal and banged up. I stepped near the closest one, feeling if there was heat radiating from it. I didn’t have to touch it to know it was hot.

      Dashing over to the next door, I didn’t feel the same heat coming from it. I grasped the knob with the hem of my shirt and attempted to turn it. It was locked.

      Banging on the door, I yelled, “Fire! Get out!”

      No answer. Was the girl alone? Could she even get to the door?

      Backing away, I looked up at the second-floor windows. It was dark except for a slice of light coming from another room. With the way the fire raged below, I knew the floor had to be getting hot, if not already starting to burn.

      I shoved my phone in my pocket and glanced around me to find something to stand on. Maybe if I could get high enough to knock on the window, someone would hear.

      Spotting a metal garbage bin on wheels, I jogged over and pushed on the large, cumbersome, and very smelly bin. It creaked and groaned as I used all of my weight to jostle it under the window.

      Pulling myself up on top of the lid, I found I wasn’t quite tall enough to get a good look. But I was able to grasp the ledge and rapped on the window. “Hello? There’s a fire!”

      I wiggled my fingertips to see if I could crack open the window. It opened slightly. I tried again, slipping more of my fingertips through the opening. “Hello! Fire!”

      A face appeared at the window. It was the little girl.

      “Open the window,” I urged her. “There’s a fire.”

      A wisp of smoke curled out of the window, and I knew we were running out of time.

      “Hurry,” I said. “Open the window.”

      At first, I wasn’t sure if she heard me. She stared at me as if she didn’t understand.

      I tapped on the glass. “Open the window. Pull it up.”

      Her little fingers slipped through as she attempted to lift. But it was an old window, and it didn’t lift easily.

      “Keep trying,” I said, attempting to help her. But even on my tiptoes, my fingers were barely able to push up. “You can do it.”

      I didn’t want to scare her, but the smoke was thickening.

      She pulled up again and the window opened another couple of inches. With her petite frame, she might be able to squeeze through.

      “Try to crawl out,” I said.

      With her head turned to the side, she pushed through the narrow opening. As soon as her shoulders cleared, I helped her out the rest of the way and down to the bin.

      “Is there anyone else in the apartment?” I asked her.

      Before she could answer, the lid to the bin gave way and we fell into the ripe rubbish below. The stench of vomit would have been more pleasant.

      My stomach heaved and I nearly lost my breakfast in the stinky bin.

      “Let’s get out of here,” I said as I tried to regain my footing in the shifting garbage. Just as I was about to straighten and pull myself out, the bin shook and a deafening bang jarred us.

      I peeked out to find the building fully engulfed. I wasn’t sure what had exploded, but whatever it was, it fueled the inferno.

      “Are you okay?” I asked the girl.

      She looked up at me and asked, “What about Mommy?”

      My heart sunk as I looked to the building and then back at her. “Was your mommy in your apartment?” Please say no.

      She nodded.

      I stifled a curse and crawled out of the bin. I then held up my hands and told her to come out.

      “Keep your head down,” I said when I got her into my arms. She barely weighed anything so I decided it might be best to carry her to the front. “Close your eyes.”

      I tucked her head into my shoulder and hurried to the front, skirting the outside of the alley as I went. By the time I reached the front, an emergency crew was just arriving. Onlookers that had accumulated to watch the fire, scattered to make room for the fire truck as it pulled up to the building.

      When I saw the ambulance a moment later, I hurried over to them. “Can you help her?” I asked a man who stepped out.

      His gaze took in our appearance, which was probably stained with garbage and soot. Whatever he saw, it was enough to usher us to the back of the ambulance.

      “Just her,” I said. “She was on the second floor when the fire started. I have to get back to work. She’ll be okay with you, right?”

      I didn’t want to leave the little girl, but at the same time, I wasn’t sure what else to do. She’d be in better hands with the authorities. Still, I paused as I looked on as the medic tended to her.

      I then went to find a police officer. I hadn’t wanted to tell the medic that the girl’s mom was probably dead since the girl was right there, but someone needed to know.

      “Did you see what happened here?” the officer asked when I neared him.

      “I saw the fire. There was a little girl on the second floor. I think her mom might be still up there. But there was an explosion before I could do much more than get the girl down.”

      He gave a nod and asked me a few more questions as he scribbled in his notebook. After I answered him and gave him my information, he helped lead my scooter through crews and back out to the road.

      Within a few minutes, I pulled alongside a house, grabbed the now cooled pizza, and jogged to the door.

      Before I could ring the doorbell, the door flew open and a woman scowled at me. “You’re late!” She took in my appearance, which had to be ragged. “If this is the kind of service your restaurant provides, I’m not interested. Get that nasty pizza out of here.”

      She slammed the door.

      I had intended to explain what had happened and give her the option of taking the pizza for free or getting a future pizza for free. She didn’t even give me the chance to say hello. Not wanting to antagonize her, I stowed the pizza and returned to the restaurant.

      When I walked into the kitchen with the box, Ross scanned me. “What happened?”

      “There was a fire.” I handed him the pizza. “You’ll need to deal with this lady. She slammed the door on me.”

      He sighed. “Before you leave tonight, I want more information about the fire. Go wash up. You look horrible. And hurry. There are three orders ready for you.”

      With three orders ready, I didn’t have time to linger. I raced to the tiny employee bathroom with ancient, rattling plumbing. Looking into the cracked mirror, I grimaced at several soot marks, various stains on my red polo shirt, and a scratch on my neck. Did a piece of flying glass get me? Perhaps it happened when I fell in the garbage bin.

      Without thinking more about it, I washed as best as I could and mopped up with paper towels. As I adjusted my ponytail, I pulled a wilted lettuce leaf from my brown hair.

      “Disgusting.”

      An after-work shower would be mandatory.

      Now, I just wanted to finish this shift before anything else happened.
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      As I counted tip money at a table in the dining room, Mom and Mila sat next to me. They looked as beat as I felt. Between the crowd that Avery drew with her mad chef skills and our grand reopening promotions, it had been a busy night for everyone. In fact, Aunt Dot temporarily put her differences with Avery aside. There was simply no time to argue. But I had seen her stabbing a zucchini not too long ago.

      Mom propped her feet up on a reupholstered chair and sighed. Her blond hair, sprinkled with gray, was limply hanging to one side in a ponytail that had given up hours ago. “How did it go with deliveries?”

      “Busy. I think only one person wasn’t happy with the service. Otherwise, there are a few regulars who are glad we reopened.”

      “What happened with the person who wasn’t happy?” Mom asked as she rubbed her tired blue eyes.

      “Delayed delivery.” I didn’t want to have to explain twice, knowing I still hadn’t told Ross yet. “Mila, do you mind grabbing Ross? He’ll want to know, too.”

      She popped out of her seat, eager to get Ross. Maybe I shouldn’t have used the word “grab.” I had a feeling when it came to Ross, she might take requests literally. Even after weeks of working closely with the family and hearing all of Ross’s faults, she was more interested in him than ever.

      As for Ross, he did his best to avoid her. I wasn’t sure why. Yes, Mila did tend to cling to him. And her enthusiasm for him was a bit obnoxious. But she meant well. In fact, for the weeks that she helped us get the restaurant back up and running, we hadn’t paid her. We had offered to backpay her once we were operational, but she refused.

      Ross should be worshipping Mila right now.

      Plus, she wasn’t hard on the eyes either. With her chin-length brown hair streaked with pink and her trendy clothes, she was a doll.

      Mila returned with Ross a moment later. His hazel eyes were filled with annoyance as she ushered him through the swinging kitchen door.

      She deposited him on a chair and sat down next to him.

      Mom gave me a small wink as she watched the lovebirds. I held back a laugh. If I was a good sister, I’d intervene. But, I’m not a good sister. I was the one who ran off to find a career that didn’t have anything to do with the family marinara sauce. Ross had stayed.

      “What happened tonight?” Ross asked as he pulled his arm free from Mila.

      The kitchen door swung open before I could answer. Logan walked through. His brown-eyed gaze targeted me, and I wondered if he knew about the fire tonight. Since he pulled up a chair to our crowded table and repeated Ross’s question, “What happened tonight?” I assumed he did.

      “Are you on the case?” I asked him.

      “What case?” Ross asked.

      “I’m assisting with it,” Logan said. He leaned back and scrubbed his hand over his stubbled jaw. “I read the preliminary report, but tell me what you saw.”

      “I didn’t see much. I was on my way to make a delivery. As I passed by the fusion restaurant, the window shattered. I pulled over, saw the fire, and then saw a little girl in the second-floor window.”

      Mom gasped. “Is she okay?”

      “I was able to get her out from the back window. We ended up falling into the garbage bin I was standing on. But it was a good thing since there was an explosion a second later. It shook the bin.”

      “That explains why you looked and smelled the way you did,” Ross said.

      “Were you hurt?” Mom asked.

      “Other than a scratch on my neck, I’m okay.” I glanced at Logan. “Do you know what happened to the girl?”

      “She’s with a family member now.”

      “Her mom was inside the building, wasn’t she?”

      He nodded.

      “That’s terrible!” Mom gasped.

      “I banged on the door and window,” I said. “I didn’t get a response.”

      “Given the mom’s history, she was probably passed out,” Logan said.

      “That’s so sad,” Mila said, latching onto Ross’s arm again. He rolled his eyes at me.

      “Do you think this fire has anything to do with the arsonist?” I asked Logan. “Arnold Juggs told me about someone who is dubbed the Penne Pyro.”

      “It’s possible,” Logan said. “We don’t have any substantial information yet, but there is a crew still at the scene. I’m heading over there soon. I just wanted to swing by first. But, I need to speak with you for a second.”

      “Me?” I asked.

      He gave a nod. Whatever he wanted to say to me, it sounded like he didn’t want an audience.

      Mila perked at that and eyed me questioningly. She pulled Ross up and ushered him through the swinging door.

      “But, I was—” Whatever Ross was going to say was cut off. Mom quickly followed them into the kitchen.

      “You know how to clear out a room,” I said to Logan.

      He frowned. “I didn’t mean for them to leave.”

      “What did you want to talk to me about? Is it about the arsonist? Want Nana to head up an investigation?”

      “Dear lord, no. Don’t even joke about that.”

      “She was helpful on the murder investigation.”

      “Don’t remind me. I have her to thank for saving me.” He glanced at me. “And thank you, too.”

      We stared at each other for a moment before he broke contact and asked, “When are you leaving?”

      “Leaving?”

      “I thought maybe once the restaurant opened, you’d be itching to go back to the advertising world.”

      After my failed attempt at a career and my broken relationship with my ex-fiancé, I really didn’t have a desire to go back to that world right now. The restaurant was comfortable. It was my safe haven at present.

      “I have no plans to leave,” I said. “In fact, I’m sharing an apartment with Mila.”

      “You’re staying?” he questioned as if he didn’t believe his ears.

      “You find that odd?” I asked.

      “Yes. You used to be adamant about never working for the restaurant again. Why stay?”

      There was a part of me that stayed for the family. There was a part of me that stayed for Logan. Yes, he was dating someone else. But there was a chance, right? I had to believe that the series of bad things that had happened were all part of a bigger picture.

      Maybe there was a remote opportunity I’d get a second chance with Logan.

      But I wasn’t going to tell him that. I didn’t want to sway him. If he loved me enough, he’d come back to me. And if not, well, I’d have to accept his decision.

      The uncertainty of it all had me tossing and turning at night.

      “I want to stay,” I said, finally. “I was young and eager to rush off. I guess I didn’t realize how much I was leaving behind until now.”

      He gave a nod, but he seemed uneasy about my answer.

      “Do you want me to leave?” I asked.

      “No, I wasn’t trying to say that.” He was silent a moment before he ran his hand down his face with a sigh. “Listen, I don’t want to make this awkward for you, so I’m just going to come out and say it.”

      I didn’t like the sound of that.

      “Avery told me she invited everyone to the party she’s throwing. What she didn’t tell you is that it’s an engagement party.”

      I blinked. I was sure my brain had short-circuited. Logan and Avery were engaged? Since when?

      Which meant I lost Logan.

      I’m not sure how I managed it, but I offered my congratulations.

      “You are under no obligation to come to the party.”

      “Does Ross know?” I asked.

      Logan shook his head. “No. Avery wanted to keep it a secret. I just thought I owed you a heads up.”

      “When did you ask her to marry you?” I asked.

      “She actually asked me about two months ago.”

      That would have been before I returned to Chicago. I cursed fate. If all these bad things would have happened sooner, I might have had a shot.

      But who was I kidding? A couple of months wouldn’t have changed a decade of separation. Adult Logan was practically a stranger to me.

      Still, there were occasions when it felt like no time had passed.

      “I better get going,” he said, standing. “Sorry to drop this on you and run.”

      “Thank you for letting me know.”

      He gave a nod and ducked back through the kitchen door. Mila burst through a moment later and sat next to me. “Well? What did he say?”

      I didn’t want to talk about it. My heart hurt. And I still had a hint of garbage bin stench on me.

      “Let’s go home,” I said. “We can talk later. Right now, I just want to take a shower.”

      “You do smell a bit,” she said.

      “Thanks.”
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      The next morning, I walked out of my bedroom to find Mila and Nana at the kitchen table. Both had a cup of coffee sitting in front of them, and their heads were tilted in as if they were whispering secrets.

      “What’s going on?” I asked as I rubbed the sleep from my eyes.

      They both looked at me and then leaned back. “Nothing,” they said at the same time.

      I didn’t believe them. Either they were whispering about my conversation with Logan the previous evening, or they were discussing arsonists. Neither topic bode well for me.

      “You look guilty,” I said.

      “Can’t I check up on my granddaughter who is Chicago’s newest hero?”

      “Hero?”

      “It’s all over the news,” Nana said with a prideful grin. “You’re a hero for rescuing that little girl. Be on the lookout for news reporters. They’ll want an exclusive story.”

      “Great,” I muttered.

      “You don’t sound happy,” Mila said.

      “Why would I want to talk to reporters about something that anyone would do? I saw a fire, I saw a kid, and I tried to save her while not getting myself killed in the process.” I walked over and sat at the table. “I do feel bad that the little girl lost her mother, though.”

      “It’s quite sad,” Nana said. “But you saved a life. And that’s what counts.”

      Mila stood and fetched a mug from the cupboard and filled it with coffee.

      It was astounding how fast Mila had turned this barren apartment into a home filled with everything we needed. She had even purchased a bedroom set for me. I had declined at first. I could sleep on an air mattress until I started getting paid by the restaurant. But the next day, the set was delivered. Mila said I could pay her back later. It was hard to say no after that.

      After seeing my tips last night, I knew it’d take me a long time to pay her back, especially when rent and utilities were coming due. But Mila never seemed to worry about money. It made me wonder how much she had squirreled away. Once upon a time, I’d had a nice nest egg. And had I not sunk everything into a home with Allan-the-jerk, I wouldn’t be wondering who I could mooch food from.

      Mila set the mug in front of me. “You look like you could use it.”

      “Thank you,” I said with a sigh as I smelled the heavenly brew. That was the other thing about Mila; she only bought the best. There were no coupons clipped or waiting for sales. Even this coffee was a select blend that I feared cost more than my tips.

      I’d have to round up some more income.

      The conversation with Logan swirled in my mind. He had thought I was going to leave Chicago and head back to the advertising world. It’d help with my money situation. But I wasn’t ready to go back yet. And if that was the case, I might need a second job.

      “Well, are you going to tell us?” Mila asked.

      I looked up from the steaming coffee. “Tell you what?”

      “What happened with Logan last night?”

      Logan wanted to keep his engagement a secret. But if I didn’t tell them, they’d just meddle and try to get us back together. Logan had made his choice. And, yes, it gutted me. But, what was I supposed to do? The less I had to talk about it, the better.

      “Logan told me a secret. But if I tell you, you have to promise not to repeat it to anyone. Not even family. He hasn’t even told Ross. The only reason he told me was that he was trying to be kind.”

      They leaned in, their eyes greedy. Even Nana’s bright yellow hair seemed to glow in anticipation.

      “Do you promise?” I asked.

      They both nodded.

      “He’s engaged to Avery. The party they’re throwing is to announce their engagement.”

      Mila’s eyes rounded as she squeaked. Her hand flew to her mouth. “No!”

      “Scoundrel,” Nana tsked. “And to think I fed that kid my famous chocolate cookies all those years.”

      “You must be devastated,” Mila said.

      “I can’t say that I’m happy, especially since Mindy had confessed that Logan never cheated on me. Still, I have to accept it.”

      Nana slapped her hand on the table. “You don’t have to accept anything. You need to fight for him. Did you even tell him how you feel?”

      “It’s too late now. And I don’t even know how I feel. I fell in love with Logan when we were young. Over ten years have passed. We aren’t the same people. We might not even be compatible anymore.”

      “You have to try,” Nana said.

      “Not while he’s engaged to Avery.” I narrowed my eyes on Nana. “And don’t you meddle with them. I will not ruin their happiness like Mindy ruined mine.”

      Nana leaned back with a slight pout. “Fine. But if we can’t talk about Logan, let’s talk about the arsonist. The news said there haven’t been any leads. I think last night makes five fires. They have to have leads by now.”

      “Maybe they do have leads,” I said. “But they aren’t going to tell the public information on an active case.”

      “Which means we need to dig into the
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