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  To Pat and Christi- the Dirty Dancing Alpacas – the two people I can count on for a fun yarn adventure!
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Below you can find all the tropes, content warnings, and tags that could impact your enjoyment of this book. It's not an exhaustive list, but I think these are the main ones. Your discretion is advised and let me know if there are some you found. 
Warnings: aggressive male intimidation toward heroine (non-sexual)
Tropes: slow burn; closed door sex scenes, lovers evolving relationship (friends to lovers to true partners)
Tags: no meet-cute because couple already in casual relationship; know it all heroine; alpha male behavior from villain that leads to city wide war; fiber crafts; bad candy; small city politics; set up for a spinoff series.
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  Cast On
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How every knitting project begins. There are different techniques for how to get your stitches on the needles. Don’t listen if someone tells you that you’re doing it wrong. You do it the way you know, and the pattern tells you how many stitches you need.








  
  Chapter One
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Can everyone please stop talking for a moment!” Nicole said to the crowd, clapping her hands like a pre-school teacher.  
She had been trying to get people to quiet down for about a minute, but she was soft-spoken, and people continued to talk over her. This time Nicole was able to grab their attention, and people turned to look at her. Those who continued talking lowered their voices while wearing sheepish smiles.
It was a chilly Sunday night, and Nicole’s small bookstore was filled with people chatting, drinking wine, and browsing books on her shelves. I stood in the back of the room holding a small plastic glass of white wine. Zach, my best friend, sat on the arm of a leather armchair next to me. He looked over at me and chuckled. Having watched for a week as Nicole and I got ready for this night, he knew what was coming. 
“Tonight is the grand re-opening of Lacock, Massachusetts’s oldest bookstore, Lacock Books,” Nicole said in a low voice when the room was quiet. 
She paused for a moment while everyone applauded. Feeling more confident, she raised her voice. “Thank you, everyone, for coming out tonight. When I decided to buy this bookstore, I was worried about the investment. I’m happy to see so many of you here tonight and during our soft launch in the past few weeks. Every community should have a thriving bookstore, and you can do that by making sure you buy all your books from us.”
As Nicole paused to take a breath, she noticed more people had shown up than anticipated. I knew she was worried about staying open, but I hoped they would sign up for events and programs.
“I don’t think we would have made it tonight if it wasn’t for Carrie Woodhouse,” Nicole said, a light pink blush spreading over her cheeks as she looked at her notes. “She has been my rock and unexpected mentor through this process. Most of us know that the Woodhouse family has been part of this community since the town was founded in 1730. Their yarn company put us on the map and continues to be a big draw for tourism. Hopefully, Lacock Books can help bring even more vibrancy to our local downtown and show all our visitors the wonderful things our town offers.”
She looked back at the paper in her hand before quickly looking up again. “Oh!” Nicole said as soon as she realized she had forgotten something. “A big thank you to Doug from Donwell Liquor down the street. He provided the wine tonight, and if you go by before they close, you can get ten percent off your purchase of what you enjoyed tonight.” 
The audience all turned to the back of the room, where Doug stood by the alcohol table. He was handing out glasses of wine to people. He was tall and hard to miss, but he lifted his arm and waved to the group. I turned to Zach as everyone clapped, my smile getting wider. One night, over knitting and wine in my apartment, Doug, Nicole, and I had formed the plan for Nicole to buy the local bookstore, which was on the verge of going out of business. We wanted to create a bubble of supportive businesses in downtown Lacock to do more collaborations and grow our businesses. At the time, Zach dismissed it, but now he admitted that his cafe, which was in my yarn store, would benefit from this plan.
“You’re insufferable,” Zach whispered without looking at me. The smile across his face and low laughter made me feel like I was on top of the world.
“Carrie, can you come up here?” Nicole said, reaching out her hand in my direction.
I turned to quickly look at Zach as I walked to Nicole. I could see his pursed lips as he fought his desire to laugh, and I knew his irritation was a lie. He adores me.
“Thank you, Nicole,” I said, squeezing Nicole’s hand once I stood next to my friend. “I’m thrilled to see so many people here. This is such a supportive community. Lacock Books has been at the heart of it for generations, and when Nicole had the idea to buy it, I knew she would make this the bookstore our community wants and needs.”
I picked up a book from a stack next to where I was standing. I knew the book because I was already reading it. Every so often, I came over and quietly read. Nicole and I had dubbed it the Silent Book Club. She suggested a new book each month, and a few of us would read it together. We’d never discussed it at a meeting because, like many book clubs, we were happy drinking wine and catching up with each other.
 I smiled, thinking about it. “Personally,” I added, showing people the book’s cover, “I love coming here to talk books and quietly read during the Silent Book Club. I hope to see more of you here in the future. For other local business owners, if you’re ever looking for advice on running a business downtown, I think Nicole and I will be happy to help and collaborate with you.”
I turned to Nicole, who was bright red and shaking her head.
“Well,” I continued with a giggle, understanding Nicole’s reluctance, “I’ll be happy to help.”
The room clapped again as I walked back to Zach, who put his arm around my shoulders. “That was great, but you really need to work on humble.”
I laughed with him and wrapped my arm around his waist, enjoying his pride. “I see Amelia,” I said when I saw the younger woman’s blond curls in the crowd. I gave Zach a kiss on the cheek before waving her down.
Amelia had graduated from Lacock State University in May and now worked with the Woodhouse Family Foundation, which my family established a few generations ago. Since then, many assistants have come and gone their way. I had a marvelous feeling about her when I met her a couple of years ago while she was fighting to save my family’s dorm at the local university. Her cheerful personality was just too contagious. James, my brother-in-law, had hired her before she had even graduated. Amelia wasn’t alone, but I didn’t recognize the woman she was with. 
“Carrie, Lisa is the new director for the Hartfield Community Center,” Amelia said after kissing me on the cheek. “Her background is in sociology. She researched women’s work, and you know, like knitting.”
I smiled, raising an eyebrow as I looked over Lisa, who had stick-straight strawberry blonde hair, light brown eyes, and freckled skin. “I didn’t realize you had hired someone!” I said. “Welcome to Lacock, and please feel free to visit the store any time. I’d love to hear more about your research and your plans for the Hartfield Center.”
“I’m very interested in collaborating with the shop,” Lisa said with a smile. “I have a few ideas and would love some feedback.”
I raised an eyebrow, impressed that she was ahead of me. “You should come by the shop tomorrow then. I bet your board members want quick action.”
Amelia laughed. Since she was the face of the Woodhouse Foundation, she was invited to sit on various trustee boards. The Hartfield Community Center had been awarded a grant from the foundation, so it would be a priority for Amelia. The rumor was that the Hartfield Center had lost most of its trustees and needed to fill those spots quickly.
Lisa blushed. “I was hoping to convince you to take one of the empty spots as a local business owner.”
I pursed my lips as I thought about the offer. I had never been invited to help a nonprofit before, and my instinct was to agree. “Who else are you inviting?” I asked, hoping to get a better sense of the personalities.
Lisa sighed as she thought about her list. “Lois Fairfax from Lacock State is remaining on the board. Not that I would have asked her to leave.”
As president, Lois remained involved in all local education programs, especially those she felt met her university’s mission. Since that included making higher education accessible to first-generation college students, the Hartfield Center was an essential part of her image. I was glad she insisted on remaining involved, and Lisa was not showing any irritation with it.
“I’d also like to find someone local who has gone through one of the center’s career placement programs to sit on the board,” Lisa added, sticking her finger up.
This program had been designed a few decades ago as a job placement program for people not going into college, but I wasn’t sure anyone in my circle had been part of it. “Nobody comes to mind right away, but I’ll think about that a bit.”
“That would be great,” Lisa said, her face lighting up. “I’m going to need a lot of help connecting with the community, so I appreciate your time.”
I smiled and decided I liked her. It was clear that she needed help. It would be good for our community to rebuild the Hartfield Center so that the kids in town had something to do and a safe place to be every day. I was excited about being part of it, especially if it allowed me to get experience being a community leader. 
Lisa and I made plans for lunch tomorrow before I moved around the room again. I eventually found Nicole standing with Bart, the CEO of our local Chamber of Commerce, and some local politicians. 
“Carrie,” Bart said, drawing me in when he noticed me walking by. “This was a great event!” 
I joined the group only because I noticed that Nicole was surrounded by old white men. She needed an ally and maybe an escape. 
“All I did was give Nicole advice,” I said, nudging my friend gently with my elbow. “She did all the work to get her store ready.”
“I don’t know,” Bart said, winking at me. “You seem to have been at the center of this whole thing.”
I wanted to roll my eyes. Bart was fine to work with, but he was the type of man who thought he needed to flirt with every woman he met. It reeked of insincerity, and I was always hesitant to interact with him personally. There was something about him that put me off. His position in the Chamber of Commerce made a lot of local collaborations possible, making him an excellent professional ally. It dawned on me that he would be a great person to put on the community center’s board. His connections to local politicians and other insiders could make or break a project. I made a mental note to talk to Lisa about including him. I knew there could be tension between him and Lois Fairfax, given her position at the university, and I suspected that would be something that Lisa could use to her advantage if played right.
“You’re coordinating all those yarn coverings, right, Carrie?” Lawrence, the Mayor asked.
Lawrence was an older, paunchy, balding man who had grown up with my father. I had known him all my life, but lately, he tried to get local businesses to endorse him for an upcoming election. There were rumors about a battle for the future of the city. We were in the middle of an economic development initiative. Both Lacock State and Woodhouse Yarns, my family’s yarn company, were the biggest employers in the city, but we needed more. Lawrence and Bart were promoting local artists in hopes of becoming an art community. The other side, led by the Economic Redevelopment Director, wanted a spa town to attract tourists. I thought we could do both and was trying to avoid taking sides.
“Those are yarn bombs,” Nicole said, perking up at the mention of the project we had started in January.
Lawrence and Bart both looked confused.
“We call it a yarn bomb,” I said with a fake smile, “because it looks like yarn exploded all over downtown.”
The men all laughed at the idea of yarn exploding because it didn’t look like that at all. Since this was our group’s first experience with yarn bombing, we had been very conservative. Lawrence knew all about it, but I knew his original question had been a hint to tell the other men more. He was very good at letting others explain their projects. Both Nicole and I had been organizing the project so either of us could speak about it.
“We spend the month knitting the strips of yarn, and then,” Nicole said, taking the reins on a well-rehearsed speech, “early on the first day of the month, before everyone is awake, we quickly sew them on to the light poles in downtown. By the time everyone is downtown, getting breakfast or going to work, we’ve changed all the poles to their new color for the month.”
I looked at my friend, pleased with her explanation. The men talking with us all nodded slowly, still unclear about what we were doing. 
“What do you do with the strips once the month is over?” One of the men asked.
“We’re sewing them into large blankets that we’ll auction off in December at our annual foundation fundraiser,” I said as if it was apparent. 
I looked at Bart, and he raised his eyebrows. “What are you doing for your charity knitting next year?” he asked, narrowing his eyes.
I took a breath. I knew from experience that Bart might try to take over any project if I let him. He had done it many times when collaborating with other businesses. “We haven’t decided yet,” I said, meeting his eyes and dropping my smile. “We are simply trying to get through this year’s project.”
Bart gave me a curt nod. “We’ll talk about it later.”
I excused myself, resisting the urge to grind my teeth and roll my eyes at Bart.

      [image: image-placeholder]“That was fun,” Zach said as we left the bookstore together a few hours later.
He brushed his dark blond hair off his face, took my hand, and swung it between us. I smiled, the adrenaline still surging through my body. 
“I’m so happy for Nicole,” I added as we walked home.
My family owned the entire building that housed our yarn shop, The Stash, and Zach’s cafe. Above it was apartments that we customarily rented. I was living in one, and the other three were vacant. I liked living above the shop. It made it easy to engage in the work I loved. It also made it harder to set boundaries, but I was happy with the setup. I wanted to use the other spaces better. I had already started talking to them about possible ideas, and this fall, we needed to make some decisions.
“Do you want company tonight?” Zach asked, pulling me closer to him as we walked. 
I sighed as he wrapped his arm around my waist, and I put my head on his shoulder as we walked. I always felt comfortable in his arms. No matter how long I knew Zach, I was always surprised at my attraction to him. His heart-shaped face was usually covered in light stubble, and his blue eyes were framed by heavy dirty blond eyebrows. His smile often seemed like a smirk, but I knew that was only because he was self-conscious about his teeth, and I knew it was because he had been teased when we were kids. Even after getting braces, he was reluctant to show more. 
We had a very comfortable friends-with-benefits arrangement that began a few years ago when we built the cafe. He had come over one night to let me taste the cafe’s menu before it opened. I looked at him and realized in one moment that I wanted to know what it was like to kiss him. It had felt like it was what we were always supposed to do, but neither of us wanted a commitment. 
“That would be nice,” I said and pulled him to my side before wrapping my arm around his waist. “You can spend the night if you want.”
Zach put his arm around my shoulder and kissed the top of my head. “That would be nice too.”
We walked into my apartment, and as I put my stuff down, some ideas popped into my head. I quickly found my journal and picked up my pen.
“No, no, no,” Zach said and took the pen out of my hand. “You can come back to that. If the ideas are any good, they’ll still be there later.”
I started to protest, to insist I had an idea that needed to be written down, but when he kissed my neck, I felt my desire take over. I let him lead me to my bedroom, and with a giggle, I forgot about my idea. It wasn’t until later, when I woke up in the middle of the night, that I remembered what I wanted to write down. I brought my journal into the spare bedroom that I used as an office. I started writing and lost track of time.
“What are you doing?” Zach asked me, taking the pen out of my hand.
I hadn’t realized I had been tapping it on the pages of my journal as I thought through my idea.
“I have an idea about how I can collaborate with Lisa,” I said, closing my journal and getting up. “Remember when we used to do those crafting classes at the Hartfield Center?”
Zach took my hand and led me back to bed. I couldn’t see his expression, but it was probably placating.
“I think all the supplies are somewhere in the store, and I simply need to find them,” I said before yawning.
Zach silently pulled the covers up as we got back into bed and turned out the light again. I rolled onto my side into his arms before I fell asleep, thinking about the places where those supplies could be.







  
  Stashing
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Some crafters can’t say “no” to yarn! They see something they love, and they buy it. Stashing means to put it away. To have a stash of yarn is to have more yarn than you need, usually merely put away but sometimes hidden from a partner who doesn’t know how little self-control you have.
  








  
  Chapter Two
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The Stash was already busy with telecommuters working in the cafe when I arrived the following day. It had been over two years since Zach had opened the cafe inside The Stash. It had been Zach’s idea to repurpose some space at the back of the store when I considered my options. I let him take the staff break room and turn it into a real kitchen where he could cook and bake. Some people had been worried about the possible damage to the yarn, but we had yet to have a problem. One woman tried to prove her point by spilling coffee on a skein. I had forced her to buy the yarn after I cleaned the skein and nobody tried again. 
This wasn’t the first time we had torn down walls to use the space better. When we were kids, my mother decided to tear down the wall between two stores and expand to make this the Woodhouse Yarn Company’s flagship store. She had even built rooms where classes could be taught, or groups could meet. I realized they were underused when I took over and turned them into spaces where we processed online orders. Even filling that need didn’t require all that space, and I allowed Zach to use some of those rooms for cafe seating. Now it felt like the cafe had always been part of the store. 
I could come down in the morning, walk through the cafe for breakfast, and take it to my office. I could smell the eggs, sausage, and bacon cooking for breakfast sandwiches this morning. The toasted biscuits and croissants wafted out from the kitchen area as one of the three baristas brought out a sandwich and delivered it to a table. Zach had been here for hours and would be busy getting lunch ready. I stopped by the specials’ board to see what he had planned. Many people came for lunch based on what he made each day. Today, he offered pulled pork with apple slaw. 
I ordered a coffee with one of Humberto’s cinnamon scones. Zach’s baker had been one of the best additions to his team. He baked in small batches so that the cafe always smelled yummy. This scone was so fresh that the warmth spread into my hands as I carried it back to my office. As much as I loved the bustling cafe that kept this shop busy through all our open hours, I needed quiet to get my work done. I hoped I could leave my office to have lunch with Zach in a few hours. I already had a growing to-do list in my bullet journal. There were so many events to get ready for, from getting ready for the next local yarn bombing to planning our next knit-a-long. All the brainstorming I had done last night had added items to that list. As I made a list of classes we could offer the community center students, I remembered my mother had once built classes with instructions and supplies. They were all stored somewhere in the basement.
Before I knew it, there was a knock on my door.
“Do you have time for lunch?” Zach said, walking into my office and plopping down into one of my armchairs. His apron was covered in splashes of BBQ sauce and slaw dressing.
Zach felt like he naturally fit into my life and had been there all of it. We had grown up together, and our brothers had even gotten married a few years ago. When I went to Boston for college, Zach too followed for culinary school. He had stayed there to work for Jack Dreyfus, his mentor and boss. It was Jack who helped Zach develop the plan for this cafe. That had come after Zach became burnt out from working in the fast-paced kitchens of high-end restaurants that demanded long, crazy hours while dealing with demanding chefs, owners, and customers. 
The cafe was everything Zach wanted it to be. There had never been anything like this in downtown Lacock before. There were plenty of diners and donut shops around town but no place with WiFi where professionals could work and get something fresh. We upgraded our WiFi to be as powerful and safe as possible. We encouraged the telecommuters to park themselves in the cafe during the day. Zach found Humberto trying to run a bakery out of his small apartment on the edge of town. Hiring a Dominican baker had been precisely what we needed to engage our local Dominican and Puerto Rican communities. They now came to The Stash for breakfast and coffee on their way to work.
After two years, The Stash Yarn Shop and Cafe was the new center of local activity. An unexpected development was how local organizations started using the cafe as a meeting space instead of offices or coffee shops on the outskirts of town. People from the university came in for meetings. Bart started hosting morning breakfasts where local business owners could come to chat with him and collaborate on projects together. Lawrence brought city leaders and government officials in for lunches. The most popular morning was when the police chief talked to local residents about safety issues and concerns.
I checked my watch and realized I had been working without a break for a few hours. “I’m so hungry!” I said, smiling at Zach, and shut my laptop. 
I grabbed my bullet journal and found a spot in the cafe while Zach went to get our lunches. It wasn’t easy to find a spot since the cafe was crowded. Most were men with earbuds in their ears, and a few were quietly talking to their computers on conference calls. I like the energy in the cafe and felt so positive when I came out here, even if only for a quick snack or meal. Not only did the community need a place like this, but collaborations began here. My plan was to stay out here and do some planning in my journal after lunch.
“Isn’t that the woman they hired to run the community center?” Zach asked, nodding his head in the direction of someone walking into the cafe.
I looked up and nodded with a smile. “That’s Lisa. Last night, I met her at the bookstore and told her to come over,” I said and waved to her. “She’s looking for board members for the community center, and I have some exciting ideas to share with her.” 
I sat up straighter and smiled at Zach. He looked over at Lisa as he put our lunches down and kept his lips tight as he tried to hide his grin. Lisa made her way over to us, and I introduced her to Zach before Lisa went to grab something from the cafe.
“Ask for a sandwich on Humberto’s biscuits,” I mentioned. “He brushes honey over them before they’re done baking, and it’s amazing.”
Lisa raised her eyebrow and smiled. I was positive she would soon become a regular here if she tried those biscuits.
“Do you mind if she has lunch with us? She and I will chat after lunch anyway,” I asked Zach once Lisa was out of earshot. “I want her to feel welcome.”
He took a bite of his food before nodding. She returned with a coffee in one hand, and an order number stand in the other. 
“I feel like I’m out of order on meals,” she said with a giggle. “My breakfast today was leftovers from dinner last night, and now I’m having a breakfast sandwich for lunch.”
At that moment, I knew she would be a perfect addition to the community. I love that she took my suggestion without dismissing it as the wrong time for breakfast. 
“Tell me, have you owned the shop a long time?” Lisa asked me while we ate.
“Both our families have lived in town since the dawn of time,” Zach said, chuckling at his joke. 
“How so?” Lisa said, looking confused.
I smiled and explained, “Both the Woodhouses and the Knightlys came with the colonial settlers who arrived from the town of Lacock in the UK.”
“Wow, how many families can say that?” Lisa said, her eyes wide.
“In New England?” Zach said with a shrug and smirk. “Lots of us.”
“My family started a sheep farm as soon as they grabbed the land they wanted,” I said, adding the quote fingers to make my historical context clear. “They started selling the fleece from the sheep to women in the town, but one of my ancestors realized people would buy her yarn to save themselves time, especially as the town got wealthier. When the industrial revolution started, the Knightly family helped us open up mills to produce more yarn. They started buying fleece from other sources, but we kept the farm for fun. My parents still live out there. My father loves rural life and likes to pretend he’s a farmer.”
“Do they still have sheep?” She asked.
A wistful smile spread over my face as I nodded. My parent’s farm was a magical place in my memories. “And a family of alpacas and angora bunnies. He calls it the brainstorming farm where he experiments with new fibers and combinations for Woodhouse yarns.”
“Wait,” Lisa said, putting down her breakfast sandwich. “Are you that Woodhouse family?”
My smile got wider. “Welcome to our flagship store!” I said as I extended my arms and gestured around the store.
“Oh wow! I didn’t know,” Lisa said, her eyes getting larger.
I wasn’t upset or surprised. Most people don’t know that The Stash Yarn Shop and Cafe is the flagship store for the Woodhouse Yarn Company, the most popular yarn company in the world. Most people use our inexpensive acrylic yarns for some craft during their lives, but this store features all of our yarns—which is what makes the store well-known among experienced knitters. My grandfather still runs the yarn business while my grandmother has retired. My mother, Maureen, had been hired to work in the store during high school and took over the store after she married my father. I had always dreamed of running the store myself and took over when I finished my MBA four years ago.
“I haven’t had a chance to tell Zach much about your background and the community center,” I said, not wanting to exclude him from the conversation since he had allowed Lisa to join us. He was beginning to look around at what was going on with customers and was probably bored. 
Lisa covered her mouth as she chewed. “Before I was hired by the community center, I got my Ph.D. in sociology,” she said after swallowing. “I’ve always worked in community centers like the one here, but my research focused on women’s work, especially around crafts and education.” 
Zach’s eyes got wide, and he turned to me. “You’re going to introduce her to the Ladies at The Table, right?”
I adored that the Ladies were Zach’s first thought, just as it had been mine.
“Which ladies?” Lisa asked.
“The Ladies at The Table,” I said and pointed to the large community table covered in yarn between the store and cafe.
“It’s like a club,” Zach said with a smile. “The women who come there are multigenerational.”
“Some knit for fun, and others have been professional knitters working in the store or for individuals,” I said, knowing I wasn’t interrupting Zach but repeating the same refrain we had been sharing for years. “You’ll love them!”
“When are they here?” she asked, pulling her phone out of her bag.
“Every single day, usually after lunch. They’ll probably be here soon,” Zach said, looking around.
“Do you knit with them, Carrie?” Lisa asked before taking a bite of her food.
I wiped my mouth. “Often, but today I’ll be hanging out at this table doing some shop work.”
Lisa sighed as she frowned. “I can’t stay today, and I don’t have any knitting. Do they come on Friday?” 
“Yes,” I said and looked toward the table, “most of them are here are Fridays.”
Lisa was clearly excited as she pulled out a notebook and made some notes. Seeing that she used a bullet journal made me like her even more. As she wrote, I noticed the door open, and Bart walked into the cafe with a gaggle of men behind him. They were loudly laughing about something. When I caught Bart’s eye, he lifted his arm in the air and waved to me before extending a finger. I wanted to roll my eyes at the gesture as if he could command me to stay. I resisted because I wanted to make sure he met Lisa. I might not love the idea of him being a community center trustee, but he could do so much to help Lisa get traction with local business owners. 
“I’ve been thinking about your board members, and I have some ideas,” I said, knowing I needed to prepare Lisa for Bart.
She looked up and met my eyes. “I’m all ears!”
Zach cleared his throat. I hadn’t told him about my plans, but he knew me well enough to understand what was coming when I had an idea. He sat back in his chair, so I couldn’t see him roll his eyes.
“Bart,” I said, gesturing toward the group with my head. “Is the CEO of the Chamber of Commerce. He’s a good ally, especially if you’re looking to partner with local businesses for sponsors or a job placement program. He knows all the important people in the city. If you want to do job fairs or internships, he’s a good person to have on the inside.”
Lisa absently bobbed her head as she made a few notes in her journal. 
“Will you all try something for me?” A deep voice said from behind us.
I turned to see Humberto waiting with a plate of scones that smelled like rosemary. Humberto was a big guy who wore his curly hair long, always pulled back in a ponytail and trapped in a hair net. He had olive skin and brown eyes that sparkled when he got complimented for something he had baked. 
Even though I was finished with lunch, these scones had come out of the oven moments ago, and Humberto needed feedback. As he put the plate of three in front of us, Zach introduced him to Lisa.
“You know,” Zach said, pointing a finger at the baker, “Humberto grew up in the community center, didn’t you?” 
Humberto smiled, proud to be one of their success stories. “I got my first job in a bakery because of the job placement program and a scholarship for culinary school.” 
“That’s amazing!” Lisa said before taking a bite of the scone.
“When I was looking for a baker to work with me,” Zach continued knowing Humberto was too humble to say more, “I went to the center’s previous director, and she suggested Humberto to me.”
I tilted my head to the side, curious to hear more. Zach had never shared that part of the story with me. I had assumed it had been serendipity, especially since there had been concerns about the community center’s leadership at that point.
Bart walked over and slapped Humberto on the back like they were old friends. The baker shut his eyes and took a deep breath. 
“My man, I can smell the cheddar and rosemary from the other side of the room,” Bart said before inhaling deeply and closing his eyes.
Humberto looked at Zach and didn’t say a word.
“We’re playing with recipes for savory scones to serve in the fall and winter,” Zach said, his voice flat.
“Like we need another excuse to come here. I wish other local shops had the good sense to update their food,” Bart added, and I wondered who that was a jab at. 
Bart took the seat next to Lisa and extended his hand. “I heard the new community center director was having lunch here today,” he said before introducing himself.
While I was glad Bart recognized her, I wanted to roll my eyes at Bart, pretending he was looking for Lisa. He was full of shit, but I gained nothing by calling him out.
“I suggested to Lisa that you take one of the empty spots on the center’s board of directors,” I said, leaning into the table.
Bart smiled and shook his head as he contemplated the idea. “I don’t know if I will have time for another board,” he said.
“That’s too bad,” I said, remembering one way to hook him. “I thought it would be a good way for us to work together to help attract more businesses to Lacock, especially if you want this to be an artist’s community.”
Bart looked back and forth between Lisa and me. “Well,” he said, drawing out the word. “If Carrie’s going to be helping you, then how can I say no? Are you going to help with the yarn bombings?” He asked.
I sat back in my chair and felt Zach’s arm against my back as he crossed his leg. He wasn’t fooling me with this attempt to look casual. 
“I’m still considering options,” Lisa said with a smile. I was glad she wasn’t ready to commit to anything before all the board members were in place.
“Well,” Bart said, looking directly at Lisa. “Let me know if you think I’d make a good fit.”
He got up and waved to someone else before we could say goodbye.
“I’m afraid I have to run as well,” Lisa said after looking at her phone. She pulled out her card and handed it to me.
“Come early on Friday to knit,” I said, picking up our plates and walking Lisa to the door. “You can meet the other ladies, and I can show you some of the programs and events we do here.” 
Lisa smiled as she cleared her spot and left.

      [image: image-placeholder]“What are you up to?” Zach asked me later that day.
I went to the kitchen for a snack and to see what Zach was doing. I found him at his small desk, his laptop open as he planned the upcoming menus.
“What do you mean?” I asked, thinking of the many things I was planning.
“With Lisa and Bart,” he said, closing the laptop before spinning his chair towards me.
I feigned confusion. “Nothing. I’m just helping her fill the open spots on the board.”
“Let me guess,” he said, leaning back in his office chair, “you will suggest the people in businesses you like and use the community center to advance your own plans for the city.”
I was offended and pouted a little. “If you’re going to be an asshole about it, I won’t include you in my plans.”
Zach took my hand, pulling me into his lap. “I’m sorry. I know you’re trying to do good things for this city.”
I smiled and planted a little kiss on his lips. “I
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