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  About this book...


Bluestar’s latest matchmaker is of the four-footed variety. Gus, the golden retriever, has found the perfect mate for his human—if only they’d listen to him. 
Jenna Adams is the front-end supervisor at the Island Market. She feels as though she’s at a crossroads in her life: remain a part of the family business or strike out on her own. Her mind tells her to move on, but her heart tells her to remain on the island.
Simon Bennett is a bestselling author with a major motion picture deal. But money and fame can come with serious drawbacks. When his agent finds him a quiet beachside rental on Bluestar Island to lie low and write his next book, he thinks all of his problems are solved…until he meets his beautiful neighbor.
Jenna’s new neighbor has a habit of stepping on her last nerve. However, when push comes to shove, they’ve got each other’s backs. Will these neighbors find they have more in common than they ever imagined?
Includes a recipe for Jenna’s Spaghetti Pie!
 
 
 
 Bluestar Island series:
 Book 1 – Love Blooms (Hannah & Ethan)
 Book 2 – Harvest Dance (Aster & Sam)
 Book 3 – A Lighthouse Café Christmas (Darla & Will)
 Book 4 – Rising Star (Emma & Noah)
 Book 5 – Summer by the Beach (Summer & Greg)
 Book 6 – Brass Anchor Inn (Josie & Lane)
 Book 7 – Summer Refresh (Sara & Kent)
 Book 8 – A Seaside Bookshop Christmas (Melinda & Liam)
 Book 9 – A Lighthouse Snapshot (Lainey & Jack)
 Book 10 – Inheriting Her Island House (Paige & Grant)
 Book 11 – A Brass Anchor Inn Christmas (Carol & Harvey)
 Book 12 – Race to the Beach (Maxi & Owen)
 Book 13 – The Art of Seashells (Mayor Banks & Lily)
 Book 14 – The Beachside Rental (Jenna & Simon)
 Book 15 – Bluestar Christmas Tree Farm (Myra & Nathan)
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  Chapter One


Time for work. 
Jenna Adams had the afternoon shift at the Island Market. Normally, she was early to work. Today was different, as she’d gotten distracted when her sister Lily stopped by to borrow a pair of heels for her business trip to New York City. Speaking of shoes, Lily had left the unwanted pair out on the porch. 
Dressed for work, Jenna grabbed her purse and phone. Before she could reach the door, her phone rang. A glance at the screen let her know it was her sister Myra. It didn’t take long to figure out the call wasn’t anything important. Myra had the day off and just wanted to gab. Jenna regretfully had to rush off the phone or she would be late for work. And that couldn’t happen.
Her oldest brother, Neil, was the store manager. If she was late, he would notice. Since their father passed, Neil felt like it was his job to boss her and her siblings around like he was some sort of surrogate father. Ugh!
She rushed to the front door of the duplex. When she looked out through the screen door, she came to a halt. She was shocked to see a mountain of moving boxes.
Her new neighbor certainly owned a lot of stuff, and it was encroaching on her half of the porch. She wished they would have built a wall, separating the porches, like they’d done for the back deck.
She couldn’t even open the screen door the whole way. She turned sideways and squeezed out onto the porch. A frown pulled at her lips. The new neighbor was nowhere in sight. Figures.
She would deal with him later. Right now, she had to find the shoes. A quick glance revealed only one of the heels. How was that possible? She remembered putting down both of the shoes in order to give her sister a hug goodbye. So, where was the other one?
She walked around the porch, peering here and there. There was no sign of it. She didn’t understand it. It wasn’t like Lily changed her mind and came back for the shoes but decided to take only one shoe. Definitely not.
Once more, she turned in a circle. The shoe was nowhere to be found. And there was no more time to look for it. She tossed the one heel into the house and closed the door. She would search for the other one later.
She rushed down the porch steps while her hand fumbled through her oversized purse for her keys. Where are they?
Her foot touched the sidewalk at the same time as she ran into what felt like an immovable force. It was as though a wall had suddenly dropped in front of her. She stumbled backward. Her foot hit the step. She lost her balance. Her body started to fall backward.
And then two strong arms reached out to her. Hands grasped her shoulders and pulled her forward. When she regained her balance, she looked up and found herself staring into a broad chest wearing a dark blue T-shirt that read: You had me at woof! Next to the saying was a picture of a cute little puppy.
She hadn’t expected to find such a cute T-shirt on a man who had bulging biceps. But good for him. Everyone should love a puppy. They were awesome—even if she didn’t have one herself.
When her gaze rose to the man’s face, she found his eyes hidden behind a pair of dark sunglasses. And he wore a ball cap that was pulled low, as though he didn’t want people to see him.
Still, the man stuck his hand out to her. “I guess we should get introduced. I’m—”
“Late for work.” She rushed past him. “I’m so sorry. Gotta go. Talk later.” As she rushed down the sidewalk, she called back, “It was nice to meet you.”
It wasn’t the best way to meet her new neighbor, but then again, he wasn’t making a great impression with the way his belongings were strewn across the porch. Still, she hated to be rude to anyone, including a neighbor without a sense of space. She would deal with it later.

      [image: ]Well, that certainly didn’t go well.
Simon Bennett watched as the whirlwind of a woman drove away in her golf cart. His mind replayed their run-in. She had dark curls that were pulled back in a ponytail. Her light brown complexion looked as though it had been kissed by the sun.
Her big brown eyes had appeared as if they had flecks of gold in them. A pert little nose led to berry-red lips—that looked just right for plucking a kiss—perhaps under much different circumstances.
The top of her head hadn’t quite reached his shoulder. And he’d noticed a trace of strawberries. At least, he thought that was what the scent was, but the moment had ended as abruptly as it had started, so he wasn’t sure.
She certainly was in a hurry. He wondered if it was just him or if she was normally unsociable? He supposed he’d find out soon enough now that they were neighbors.
If the papers weren’t signed and money exchanged, he might have changed his mind about moving to Bluestar. At first, he thought it was charming that they didn’t allow vehicles on the island. But trying to move his stuff with just a golf cart was a lot of work.
Even though he’d already made numerous trips across the island, he still had boxes waiting for him at the office at Starfish Harbor. He’d been transporting them as fast as he possibly could and stacking them on the porch. He was afraid if he didn’t move fast, his belongings would be stolen because they weren’t secured at the harbor. In fact, they were sitting in the corner of the lobby.
His move from Tennessee had been a bit drastic, but under the unusual circumstances, it was the only way of finding his inner peace. He needed that tranquility if he was going to hear his creative voice. But right now, nothing felt peaceful about this move.
A voice inside his head assured him that once he got settled, the tranquility of the ocean breeze would work its magic. He’d be able to write the first book in a new series—a book that was now three months past its due date.
As he placed the last box on the porch, he could hear scratching and whining coming from his place. It wasn’t often that he left his golden retriever at home alone. Usually his buddy was right next to him.
But he was trying to hurry and get this stuff moved as fast as he could. There was only one more load to pick up so he decided to take Gus with him. When he opened the door, Gus rushed onto the porch with his tail wagging back and forth at a rapid pace. Gus jumped up. When his big paws landed on Simon’s chest, it knocked the air from his lungs. Gus didn’t seem to notice as he licked Simon’s cheek.
After fussing over the dog, Simon asked, “Do you want to go with me?” 
Woof-woof.
Simon smiled as he had already known the answer. “Okay. Sit.”
And just like that, Gus sat down. The two-year-old dog had a mind of his own. Sometimes, he listened to Simon. Sometimes, he couldn’t hear a word Simon said.
He’d adopted Gus not quite a year ago when his previous owner had surrendered him to an animal shelter. Gus had picked him out, not the other way around.
Gus was unique. That much was certain. He was a wanderer but always returned home where he would stretch out on the couch for a long nap—even though he wasn’t supposed to be on the furniture.
But right now, it looked like Gus was ready for an adventure. And just so things didn’t go off the rails, Simon grabbed a leash. When he approached Gus with the bright red leash in hand, he could practically see the frown on the dog’s face as he scurried back.
When Simon attempted to hook the leash to Gus’s collar, the dog once more backed up just out of his reach. “Come on, Gus. It’s not that bad.”
Thinking of his belongings sitting unattended at Starfish Harbor, he lowered his voice. “Gus, sit.” Out of patience and anxious to pick up the last load of boxes, he said in a firm voice, “Stay.”
The dog didn’t move at all while Simon hooked the leash to the D-ring on his collar. And then they climbed into the golf cart that Simon had rented. He adjusted his ball cap low on his forehead. Then he started the cart before pressing the accelerator.
Gus sat on the seat next to him, quietly checking out all of the people they passed. There were quite a few tourists for such a small island. And the crowd was really slowing him down because they were not only on the sidewalks but also walking in the street. He had to stop numerous times and wait until the pedestrians decided to move off to the side of the road and let traffic through.
Finally, they reached the harbor, and he rushed up to the office. He was just about to the door when Gus let out a loud bark. Simon turned his head and noticed a seagull sitting on a post, staring directly at Gus. Seriously?
“Not now, Gus.” He might as well have been talking to himself for all of the good it did him. Gus continued to sit there, staring at the bird while the bird stared back at him. Just what Simon needed, a staring contest.
“He’s a beautiful dog.” The female voice came from behind him.
Simon turned around to find an older woman with snow-white hair pulled up in some sort of bun. She was short—at least compared to him. She peered at him through wire-rimmed glasses.
“Thanks. His name is Gus, and usually he’s a little better behaved than this.”
“Maybe he isn’t used to seagulls.”
Simon sighed. “He isn’t. And he’s very curious about everything.”
“Sounds like you have your hands full with him.”
“I do.” And right now, he just wanted to grab the rest of his things and be on his way.
“Well, it’s nice to meet you...” She looked at him expectantly, and it took him a second to realize what she wanted.
“My name’s Simon.” He purposely left off his last name. He didn’t want anyone to know he was on the island. “And it’s nice to meet you too.”
“My name’s Birdie. I have a feeling we’ll be seeing each other again. Have a good day.” When Gus stepped in front of her, she leaned down to pet him. “And you have a good day too.”
The woman turned and sauntered off, as though she didn’t have a care in the world. He couldn’t remember what that felt like. Right now, he had a deadline pressing down on him to the point that he had insomnia, which was destroying his creativity.
But he didn’t want to think about any of that at the moment. He glanced over at Gus, who looked back at him. “Come on, boy. We have more work to do.”
When they stepped inside the office, Simon was relieved to see the remaining boxes sitting in the corner, right where he’d left them. The problem was trying to get them loaded into his cart while holding onto Gus, who wanted to wander around.
At that moment, the harbor was a busy place. He might even say it was busier than Main Street. He could only presume the ferry had docked with more visitors. He found that fascinating. Until his agent had mentioned Bluestar Island, Simon had never heard of the place. He’d had to look it up online.
He went to pick up a box just as Gus pulled on the leash. The dog pulled so hard Simon lost his balance. A bit of fast footwork had him regaining his balance.
When he straightened, he found that Gus had made a new friend. Simon was not the least bit surprised. Gus was a social butterfly. He would make friends with just about anyone.
This time it was a man about his own age. The man was petting Gus and talking to him about being a good boy, and Gus was eating it up. His tail was swishing side to side.
Just then the man looked up with a friendly smile. “Hi. I’m Nathan Porter.”
“Nice to meet you. I’m Simon, and this is Gus.”
Nathan looked down at Gus. “It’s nice to meet you too.” When the guy’s gaze moved from the dog to the stack of boxes, he said, “Are you new to the island?”
Simon nodded. “We are just getting moved in.”
“In that case, welcome. Bluestar is a great place to live.”
“That’s what I’ve heard. I take it you live here.”
The man nodded. “I live just out of town to the north. My family has been here for generations. How long are you planning to stay?”
It was on the tip of Simon’s tongue to tell him he was staying until he completed his next book, but he refrained. With his novels in print and on the big screen, as well as all of the merchandising, he couldn’t take the chance that the man had heard of him or his work. And the whole reason he was on the island was for anonymity.
“I don’t know for sure. I have a six-month lease so at least that long.”
Nathan nodded. His gaze moved to the stack of boxes. “Are all of those yours?”
“Yes. I was just about to load them, but Gus is not cooperating.”
“Let me give you a hand.”
Together, the two of them loaded the remaining boxes into the golf cart while Gus made a point of supervising. He liked to do a lot of that.
Simon turned to his second friend on the island. His thoughts briefly conjured up his beautiful neighbor, but he would not classify her as a friend. In fact, he was pretty certain that if looks could kill, he’d be nothing more than a burn mark on the porch of his rental unit.
Pushing thoughts of the woman aside, he held his hand out to Nathan. “Well, it’s been good meeting you. And I appreciate the help.”
Nathan had a firm grip, as though he did a lot of manual labor. “Good to meet you too.” Once he pulled away, he went on to pet Gus...again. “It was good to meet you too.”
“You’re our first friend on the island,” Simon said.
The man reached into his back pocket and pulled out his wallet. He retrieved a business card and handed it to him. “That has my number. Give me a call sometime. I can show you around the island, or we can just hang out.”
“Thanks. I’ll do that. We should get going. I have a bunch of boxes stacked on the porch, and I need to move them before my neighbor gets home.” When Nathan arched a brow, Simon went on to say. “I’m in a duplex, and we share a porch. She wasn’t happy that some of my boxes were slightly over the imaginary line on the porch.”
Nathan let out a little laugh. “I understand. Well, good luck with the neighbor.”
“Thanks. I’m going to need it.” He got Gus into the cart, and then he sat down.
Once Nathan walked away, Simon took a moment to glance at the business card. It read: Bluestar Christmas Tree Farm. 
Interesting.
“Well, Gus, it looks like we just made a couple of friends on the island.” Simon started the cart and turned for home.
He reminded himself that he wasn’t there to make friends. He was on Bluestar Island to get his work done. If only the words would come to him.
He’d spent the past five months staring at a blank page. That was when his agent suggested a change of scenery—someplace Simon had never been before—someplace away from the unwanted memories.






  
  Chapter Two


The day was done. 
Even though it was going on nine o’clock, there was still a little bit of daylight. Jenna loved this time of the year. The days seemed to go on forever.
When she pulled up in front of her duplex, there was a soft glow of lights from the unit next to hers. Without any porch lights on, she wasn’t able to make out in the shadows if the boxes were still there.
A cool breeze rushed over her skin. It was soothing after the heat of the day. When she reached the porch, she found the boxes were indeed gone. Her gaze moved to the neighbor’s place. The blinds were drawn, and she didn’t hear anything. 
She smiled. Things were looking up. They may have gotten off to a bumpy start, but it looked like the cute guy next door was going to be a good neighbor after all.
She rushed inside. She had her evening planned out. It included putting on an old comfy pair of shorts and a T-shirt. Then she was going to grab the thriller she had to read for her book club and curl up on the couch. 
There might even be some ice cream involved. A grin pulled at her lips. It was going to be the perfect evening. And after her brother brushed off her attempt to tell him about some changes she had in mind for the Island Market, she needed a way to relax.
She grabbed the paperback from next to her bed and headed downstairs. Her foot hadn’t even touched the bottom step when her stomach let out a loud growl. She hadn’t eaten much during her break at the market so she made a detour to the kitchen. She grabbed a bag of popcorn and tossed it into the microwave. 
Ninety-five seconds later, she had hot buttered popcorn, and it smelled amazing. The trick was to open the bag without the steam burning her fingers. It took her a moment, but she achieved it.
With a bag of popcorn, a can of soda, and her paperback, she headed for the couch. She turned on a lamp, grabbed the throw blanket from the back of the couch, and made herself comfortable.
The book she was reading was supposed to be amazing. It was at the top of all of the bestseller lists. And she’d had it on pre-order for months.
She’d started reading it the night before, but it had been late, and she was so tired she’d fallen asleep before she even made it through the first chapter. However, it was much earlier tonight. She could read quite a bit of it, which was a good thing because her book club meeting was in a couple of days.
And so, she began devouring word after word as the author built a charming world, but Jenna had read enough of this genre to know that looks could be deceiving. The heroine’s car had broken down, and she walked to the closest house. She had just knocked on the door and—
Thump!
The unexpected noise startled Jenna right out of the fictional world. What was that?
She waited and listened, but she didn’t hear it again. She shrugged it off and went back to her book. Where was she?
Her gaze skimmed the page until she found the right paragraph. The heroine had just approached an unassuming house, but Jenna already expected this house, or rather its inhabitants, had secrets. The heroine knocked—
Thump...
Thump...
Thump...
What was that sound? Jenna set aside the book and got up. Was the noise coming from a pipe in the wall? But that made no sense. She wasn’t running any water.
The sound started again. She walked around the room to determine where the sound was coming from. And then she realized it was coming from the shared wall.
She pressed her ear to the wall. The thumping grew louder. It was coming from her neighbor’s place. What was the man doing?
Well, this had to stop. There was no way she was going to listen to that noise for the rest of the evening. It hadn’t been her best shift at work after dealing with some unruly teenage tourists.
She headed for the door, and in her bare feet she walked across the porch to the neighbor’s place. She rapped her knuckles on the door, perhaps with a little more force than was necessary. And then she waited.
Even though the door hadn’t opened, she sensed someone was looking at her. She glanced around, but didn’t see anyone in the moonlight. As she turned around, she noticed the peephole in the door. Her door had one, too, but she’d never used it. After all, this was Bluestar Island. She felt completely safe here.
She was about to knock again, when the door opened. There was her neighbor in a pair of red basketball shorts and a white T-shirt with some sort of sports logo printed on it.
She didn’t remember his shoulders being quite so broad when they first met or that he was so tall she had to tilt her chin upward in order to look into his eyes. Without his sunglasses, she was able to see that he had blue eyes that reminded her of the summer sky. She swallowed hard.
For a moment, she’d forgotten why she’d knocked on his door. Her mind and her tongue were at a complete disconnect. All she could think about was his piercing blue eyes.
His dark brows were scrunched together. “Can I help you?”
Oh, yeah. It took her a moment to remember what she wanted to say to him. “Did you hear that noise?” When his brow scrunched up and confusion shone in his eyes, she said, “The strange noise in the wall?”
He arched a brow. “I’ve been here all day. I didn’t notice any strange noises. Is there anything else?”
“Um, no.”
“Okay. Goodbye.” He closed the door.
Shocked at how abruptly that encounter ended, she headed back to her place. He definitely wasn’t very friendly, but maybe that had something to do with their prior encounter—maybe he was still miffed with her complaining about the boxes being all over the porch. Maybe tomorrow she’d bring him a pie from the bakery at the Island Market—a welcome gesture. And then she could ask him if he’d seen the other high heel that was still missing.
She returned to the couch, snuggled under the throw blanket, and picked up her book. She hadn’t marked her page, so she had to skim through the book. It took her a moment, but she eventually found the spot.
The front door opened and—
Thump...
Thump...
Thump...
The noise continued. Jenna’s gaze moved to the wall where the offending noise was coming from. She stared at the wall as the noise continued at a steady beat.
She waited for it to stop. It did not.
She tossed aside her book and with a groan, she got up. The thumping continued as she went to the door. Surely this time her neighbor had heard it too.
In bare feet, she stomped over to the neighbor’s door. Her knuckles pounded on the door.
This time the door opened almost immediately. The man’s body filled the doorway. “What?”
“Surely, this time you heard the noise.”
He frowned. “I have no idea what you’re talking about. Maybe you have mice or something.”
“Mice?” Was he serious? “They’d have to be pretty big mice.”
“Call the landlord.” He was about to close the door.
It was then that she noticed something yellow in his hand. When he lifted his arm to push the door closed, she realized it was a bright yellow tennis ball. In that moment, she put it all together. He was bouncing the ball off the wall.
She narrowed her gaze on him. “It was you.”
“Me what?” His brows scrunched together, as though he truly didn’t know what she was talking about.
“You’re making the sound.” When he continued to give her a puzzled look, she nodded toward his hand with the ball in it. “You were bouncing the ball off of the wall.”
He lowered his gaze to his hand with the ball. He at least had the decency to look a bit flustered. “I didn’t even think about it making a noise. I’m so used to it.”
Used to it? Why would he be used to bouncing the ball off the wall? She had so many questions, but it was none of her business. And now that his frown had deepened, she doubted he would take the time to explain why he was bouncing the ball off the wall.
“And here I was going to buy you a pie.”
His brows rose. “Buy me a pie?”
“Because we didn’t get off to a good start with the boxes and all.”
He nodded. “But aren’t you supposed to bake the pie, not buy it?”
“I don’t bake.” That gene skipped her. “Please, don’t bounce the ball against the wall again.” This time she turned and walked away before he had a chance to close the door.
However, when she returned to her spot on the couch, her thoughts were far from the book she was reading. Instead, her thoughts were on her neighbor. Her sister Lily was right. He was good-looking.
But he was grumpy. He wore that frown like some sort of do-not-disturb sign. That was fine with her. So long as he didn’t bounce that ball off the wall one more time. He didn’t want her to knock on his door again that evening or she would be the grumpy one.






  
  Chapter Three


Shared walls definitely have their disadvantages. 
The next day, Simon put away his tennis ball. He honestly hadn’t realized it had been bothering his neighbor. He was so used to bouncing it off the wall at his house in Tennessee that he hadn’t thought of it when she mentioned hearing a noise.
Or perhaps it was because he was so distracted by her. Even with the scowl on her face, she was beautiful. Too bad she’d been too upset for him to catch her name. But with her being his neighbor, he didn’t think it would be too hard to learn her identity.
He’d put Gus in the bedroom when she’d knocked on the door the first time. Gus could be overly friendly at times and last night, Simon wasn’t in the mood to be disturbed.
He was stuck. 
Or rather his mind was blocked.
He had no idea where to go with this new book. Every time he tried writing a page or two, something about it didn’t work. So far, he had published seven books. Each one had been a bestseller.
Now he was three months behind on turning in the next book, and he didn’t even have an opening chapter. Of course, he’d turned in a brief synopsis to his agent, Gwen, who had turned it in to his publisher. But that brief synopsis wasn’t much help. It didn’t tell him things like: what was his superhero’s weakness or his greatest desire?
The problem was that this was the first book in a brand new series, and that left him getting to know a whole new cast of characters. And after seven books with characters he’d grown to know inside and out, he was struggling to build a new cast. Now he was starting to wonder if he was a one-series wonder.
Of course, it might have something to do with some of his readers turning on him after he’d killed off the hero of his prior series. He gave himself a mental shake. He didn’t want to think about how his whole life had been upended.
Even though it had happened months ago, he still hadn’t gone out in public without some sort of disguise. It was usually dark sunglasses and a ball cap pulled low. He didn’t know if he’d ever kill off a hero or heroine again. Lesson learned.
After he sold his house, his agent had suggested Bluestar Island as a way to wipe his slate clean. She told him it would be nothing but the sea breeze, sunshine, and hopefully, an abundance of words flowing onto the page. She failed to mention that his neighbor would be a bit of an annoyance.
Still, with some help he’d sold his house—his furniture—and most everything else. All he had left was what fit into twenty-three moving boxes, which were stacked in the spare room that he planned to use for an office.
Twenty-four hours on the island and he didn’t have any words written—not so much as a the, but, or however. Every time he opened his laptop and stared at the blinking cursor, his mind went blank. A half hour later, he’d realized that somewhere along the way, he’d started surfing the internet and totally lost track of time.
So far that morning, he’d tried working at the small island in the kitchen, followed by a stint on the couch and then the front porch. But there were too many distractions with people walking by and carts zipping up and down the road. 
And he might have caught himself glancing at the neighbor’s door a time or two, wondering if they might run into each other again. Not that he was anxious to see her or anything.
That was when he decided to head for the back door. Unlike the front porch, the rear deck had a dividing wall to allow for a bit of privacy. So, he grabbed his stuff and moved.
He stopped on his way through the house to trade his laptop for his keyboard writer. It was a keyboard with a digital screen that showed a small portion of what you wrote. It was painful to edit on, so it kept him moving forward instead of looking back. Desperate times called for desperate measures.
With his keyboard writer in hand, he settled onto one of the deck chairs. To his surprise, it was comfortable. The late morning sun warmed his face as he stared down at the little screen where there should be words. He would not be defeated. 
And so, he shifted in the deck chair to get more comfortable, and then he gave himself permission to write garbage. It could have misspellings, run-on sentences, or whatever. All of that could be fixed later. He just had to get to the heart of the story.
It could just be long-running narrative—backstory—that he could delete later. Anything so he could get back into the swing of things.
And so he started to write...
The world was ending. The Zorzens and the Hazwicks had been battling for centuries. But alas, they had stripped Aedor of all its natural resources. The planet was now dead, and both of their races were dying.
Simon was excited. It was one paragraph, but still it was the most he’d written in...well, in months. It wasn’t until much later that he looked up and noticed Gus wasn’t by his side. Simon had left the sliding glass door ajar in order for Gus to go in and out to get a drink of water.
Maybe he should go check on the dog. He closed his keyboard writer and got to his feet. He walked to the door and poked his head inside. It took a moment for his vision to adjust to
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