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  Get My Newsletter


Sign up for my newsletter and receive a free collection of short stories set in New Winslow before the main series. You'll get monthly updates with book news, recommendations, and more! 

Sign Up Here: https://dl.bookfunnel.com/ksnfhkzttq






  
  Thank You from the Author


New Winslow started as the first words of an audio drama script, typed into my phone in November 2018 in the attic waiting room of my son’s Early Intervention playgroup. It was snowing outside, and I had about forty minutes to write as much as I could. So first came the scene with a cheerful bartender dashing between customers on a Friday night to the tune of a country song he fucking hates. Then on to other characters weaving throughout that crowded bar. And from there, it evolved from script to serial, stretching over years and platforms. I’d outlined the first season, with vague ideas for the future. And I knew who these characters were, at least as well as I could at the beginning. The first episodes went out in May 2019 and the little serialized experiment I was hoping might reach a few people beyond my own circle has now reached thousands of readers all over the world, a number that stops me in my tracks if I think too hard about it. 
And now it’s finally wrapping up with Season Eight. 
If you’ve ever spoken to me or read anything I’ve written (New Winslow and otherwise), then you know how much I love the Massachusetts area. And if you’ve ever heard me get going on my fascination with the history of the Quabbin Reservoir in Central Massachusetts, then what a lucky day you had. To put it quickly, back in the late 1800s, early 1900s, the Commonwealth of Massachusetts realized that Boston did not have enough drinking water to sustain its population. And the solution they found was to dam up the Swift River seventy miles away. This would give Boston the water it needed, but it would also flood four Central Massachusetts towns, meaning everyone living there would have to leave and their homes would be destroyed. You can imagine how people felt about this out in the Swift River Valley, but they were overruled in the state legislature. And in the 1930s, the flooding came to pass.
New Winslow is deeply influenced by this history, as well as the overall history of the commonwealth in general. And all those links from the area’s past that have been scattered throughout New Winslow in its first seven seasons will all make their way into the present soon enough, just like they always do.
As someone who has spent most of her life in Central Massachusetts, I wanted to celebrate lesser-known parts of the state and explore the tension that exists between Boston and these areas. None of the characters are based on anyone I know (Really, I mean it), but so many elements of the series are just in the ether of this area. For instance, I was a solid ways into Season One before I found out that a “House of Pizza” is not really a thing outside of New England. And I think I need the opposite of a thank yous page for all my friends who cyber bullied me about the term “ripping butts” but I’ll work on that later.
And on a more universal level, this is all about love and our responsibilities to others. This theme grew and twisted as the storyline became more clear to me. But faith, devotion, consequences, and redemption are such an integral part of love.
New Winslow has been part of my life for a lot longer than five and a half years. I had ideas for this series popping up years earlier. Things I wanted to see in the stories I read and listened to, stylistic choices I thought would be fun to explore. And, like with any major project, I can’t really believe it’s over. I’m not leaving the world of New Winslow forever, there are other elements I want to explore and I’m sure you’ll notice some room for new stories as this final season unfolds. But this story, the story of a small town, its curse, and the way it pulls everyone back in to face their pasts, the answers and ending are coming. 
And I owe so many thank yous for all of the support I’ve gotten over the years. Whether it’s answering technical questions for me, buying paperbacks or supporting my work on Patreon, or providing the foundation of support and kindness that made me feel like this was really something I could achieve, so many people have been there throughout. So I’m going to wrap up this part and present my thank yous.
Thank you so much to the Massachusetts Cultural Council for their financial support via their Cultural Sector Recovery Grants for Individuals. I was honored to be a 2023 recipient and this grant partially funded my work on New Winslow. 
Thank you to the Leominster Public Library, the Newton Free Library, the Boston Public Library, the Thayer Memorial Library of Lancaster, the Quabbin Visitors Center, and the Swift River Valley Historical Society for their resources and comfortable writing locations.
And thank you to all of the following people. I’m positive I’m missing names, but you’ve all helped me along the way and I’m so grateful for that.

Barbara McSweeney, Frank McSweeney (we miss and love you), Cait McSweeney, Jess Chiaravalloti, Rachel McSweeney, Anthony Geehan, Conor, David Cisek, Kathryn Leeber, Kathy Schad, Sonya Lawson, The entire Geehan crew, Andie Biagini, John Fenton, Muhammad Seven, Kristin Cook, Dawn Baker, Wil Williams, Bob Raymonda, Anne Baird, Felix Trench, Charlie, Carmen Ishizaka, Chris Magilton, Brandi Terry, Bobbie Parker, Tera B., Lisette Alvarez, Reggie Schroeder, T.H. Ponders, Louise Phaneuf, Jeff Van Dreason, Nightfoot, Mike Walsh, Matthew Betley, Alexander Danner, Henry Beguiristain, Tau Zaman, Ely Fernández Collins, Susanne Stohr, Jordan Stillman, Darcy Kennedy-Ellis, DJ Sylvis, Kelsey Birk, Eddy Yeung, Whitney Johnson, Kyle Bergeron, Sarah Bod, David Reinstrom, Grace Bannasch, Therin Stapp, Mary O’Reilly, Cat Moy, Libby Thomas.

And you, the reader. Like I said after Season One, thank you for giving this little experiment a chance. Let’s wrap this up.



-Amanda
June 2024








  
  Episode 1


Andrew was back in Boston. He could smell the subway train, that distinct smell of humans and bitter cleaning detergent the T always had. The car he rode in was mostly empty, the lights dim and yellow above him, illuminating only the outline of the seats and the traces of advertisements along the walls between and above the dark windows. He strained to read the nearest poster. It had been so long since Andrew had been in Boston, what were the posters saying these days? But as the car creaked and swayed beneath him through the silent subway tunnels, he could only make out vague shapes. 
He wasn’t alone anymore. Next to him in the two-seater was a woman, as tall as him with greying brown hair. She was beautiful, her hair pulled into an elaborate updo that showed off the simple gold chain around her neck. She wore a dress that was far too lovely to be wearing on the T and he couldn’t see her face, but that was okay. He didn’t need to. All he needed to do was sit here and let the rocking of the train comfort him as he made his way home.
Andrew was going home, wasn’t he? That was why he’d gotten on the train at...where exactly? What stop had he been at? He usually got on at the Park Street stop, but that was when he’d lived on Beacon Hill. That flat was long gone now, sold to someone else as Andrew had worked months of overtime attempting to earn the bloody twenty percent that his landlord had required. And now that twenty percent was sitting in a bank account while he was stuck in New Winslow.
Wait, no he wasn’t. He was here on the T. And it wasn’t, either. Andrew had invested it, every penny, into the Limerick building. He owned that building outright with Liv and Noah. They had a coffee shop there. Andrew, God help him, had a coffee shop in New Winslow. So he couldn’t be in Boston right now.
But no, he was pretty sure he was on the Red Line. Was he going Christmas shopping? That must be it. It was Christmas time, and he was heading into Harvard Square to get something for Cleo. 
He needed a gift for Noah too. Was Noah on the train right now? Andrew spun around to look for him, immediately feeling silly when he didn’t spot him. No, of course Noah wasn’t here. Noah was long gone. Andrew was in Boston and he wasn’t going back to New Winslow, so of course Noah wasn’t with him. But maybe Andrew could still get him something nice for Christmas.
“Is this my stop?” the woman beside him asked.
Andrew turned and noticed the woman was now looking directly at him. He looked in her eyes, but found his gaze kept sliding away from them. “Pardon me?”
“Is this my stop?”
The train was still. He couldn’t read the map behind her, but it was her stop. He knew that as well as he knew the Red Line route, like it was etched into the wall of his heart. “Yeah.”
“Thank you, darling. Have you seen my son?”
There weren’t any kids here. Where was Mia? Should she be here? Christ, if Andrew had let Mia wander off on the T, he’d never forgive himself. “No, I haven't.”
“You will.”
She kissed him softly on the cheek, then got up and walked down the silent aisle, disappearing into the hazy, flickering yellow light. Andrew was alone on the train again. He could smell the faint trace of smoke as he sat here in this hard plastic seat, gazing out the window into the darkness. They had to be coming to the end of the tunnel soon. That Christmas shopping really needed to get done. What was he getting for Cleo?
And that was when the sound of the smoke alarms tore him back to reality.

      ***The smoke alarm going off downstairs ripped Andrew abruptly out of an instantly forgotten dream. He shot up in his bed, looking around the tiny bedroom. No sign of anything off up here, but the alarm was blaring downstairs in the shop. 
Damn thing probably needed new batteries. Swearing under his breath, Andrew threw off the covers and got up. There were probably some fresh batteries down there in Noah’s myriad junk drawers. But if not, at the very least, Andrew could just turn that particular detector off and fix it in the morning like he had done with the phone last night.
These bleary thoughts disappeared as he walked into his living room and smelled smoke.
The alarms in his own flat weren’t going off yet, but there were now multiple alarms screeching downstairs, crying out in uneven formation. He could trace them mentally from the front counter to the back kitchen. Was it the electricity? Or had he left something on downstairs after they closed? It wasn’t like any of them lit candles in the shop, but they had plenty of hot appliances that could easily malfunction and overheat. Liv had the car tonight, so he’d just get out of here and call the authorities, then call her and Noah.
He hurried down the stairs toward the front door of his flat, pulling his shirt up over the bottom half of his face in the thin smoke now curling up the stairwell. The back door was just outside of his, he could get out through there easily as long as he stayed low to the ground and kept his t-shirt over his mouth and nose. But then, Andrew’s pounding heart sank as he took the knob and pulled his hand back with a hiss of pain. The metal was burning hot, and he knew from vaguely remembered fire safety lessons back in primary school what that meant. 
And sure enough, the smoke was now heavier, streaming under the gap and through the cracks in the sides of the door. Opening it was a death sentence, Andrew knew that. But going back upstairs was almost as scary when the back door was right there. Still, that was where fresh air was and the smoke was getting heavier down here as the heat grew more intense.
Andrew ran upstairs, keeping his head low as he tried to remain calm and consider his options. There weren’t many beyond the fire escape off of his bedroom. Eyes stinging as the flat filled with smoke around him, Andrew hurried to the bedroom. He could barely see in the light of the lone streetlight outside, but grabbed his wallet and mobile off the bedside table as he went. He snatched the old stuffed dragon from its perch on the windowsill, mind swirling as he pushed the half-open window all the way up and punched out the screen. It popped easily out of place and he stepped one foot out onto the fire escape, jerking back in the window as the tiny platform creaked, then snapped under what little weight he’d put on it. It dangled precariously along the side of the building, trapping Andrew where he stood.
He was two floors up and hadn’t bought a backup ladder because they’d been assured that the fire escape was solid. A decision he reckoned he blamed himself for more than anything. And now here he was, hanging half out the window, fifteen feet in the air with his only other escape option now filled with fire behind him.
Andrew was going to die here. Alone.
No, like fucking hell he was going to die in this terrible little flat in New Winslow. That was not an option. Taking a deep breath, he tossed the dragon, wallet, and phone out the window, knowing full well that the phone was about to shatter. He then stepped out onto the dangling platform as carefully as possible. It groaned and wobbled in the late night breeze, but held as he started down the ladder. It was going to snap, there was no doubt about that. But the closer Andrew could get to the ground, he reasoned, the less likely he was to sustain a serious injury when he did inevitably fall.
This happened with about eight feet left to go. The fire escape snapped off of the building entirely, taking Andrew with it. The iron ladder flipped, smashing through the windows beside it and taking out the glass. Flames licked outward along the brick, searing Andrew’s back as he fell free of the metal.
He landed painfully in the grass between the muddy parking lot and the sidewalk. Stunned, Andrew lay still for a moment, breathing heavily and waiting for whatever pain was about to kick in. The night air was cool on his face and he was struck by how many stars he could see above him. It was like the sky was illuminated, the filmy starlight blending with the glow of his flat burning down. Right.
The building was completely in flames beside him now and he could hear sirens in the distance that he had to hope were on their way for him. But this still wasn’t a safe place to stay. He just needed to stop stargazing and get up.
Andrew gingerly sat up. He hadn’t hit his head, small favors, but his back and neck flared with pain as he slowly got to his feet and backed away from the flames now swallowing the awning Noah hated so much. Noah would be happy about that, Andrew thought wildly. He couldn’t bring himself to think about anything that was in there, anything that was happening, short of just getting away from it.
“Hey, man, you alright?” a voice called over. “Shit, hang on!”
He didn’t know who the man running toward him now was. But the guy was gentle as he steered Andrew away from the building, going around the insurance company next door and across the street, safe from the flames. The buildings on either side of the Limerick were dark and seemingly empty.
“Are there flats in those?” Andrew asked the man, pointing dazedly at the buildings.
“Not that I know of,” the man answered, picking up the leash of the concerned dog he’d been walking. “Shit, was there anyone else in there?”
Andrew shook his head. “Alright, man,” the guy said. “Fire’s on their way, I see them now.”
It was a blur of first responders from there and the man who’d helped him disappeared into the crowd as it grew. An ambulance crew wanted to bring Andrew to the hospital, and he had to explain in a raspy voice that it wasn't possible. It hadn’t been possible for over a year now.
“I know,” the paramedic, a young blonde woman, said as she and her partner got him into the back of the ambulance. “I understand. But it’s worth a try, right?”
He was too tired and stunned to argue with her as she slid an oxygen mask over his face. Instead, he just closed his eyes and waited for the inevitable thud of the ambulance hitting the town line. It’s possible, the paramedic continued to insist cheerfully as she monitored him. There was this guy earlier in the year and they thought he’d get stuck. And he was definitely going to die if that happened. But he got out and maybe Andrew would too.
Not this time. As he expected, the ambulance hit the line, stopping short in a way that made Andrew gasp with pain. The paramedic’s face fell as she checked him over. It was alright, she told him. His situation wasn’t life or death and the clinic was always on call for emergencies. He was going to be fine.








  
  Episode 2


Soon Andrew was in the clinic exam room, with a solemn-looking doctor who was not Dr. Degas prodding painfully at him. Smoke inhalation and some exquisite bruising, were the doctor’s exact words. Andrew had gotten lucky. The fire department wanted to talk to him before he left, but they’d call Andrew’s emergency contact now. Then he could go home.  
The doctor seemed to realize what he’d said as the words came out, but he didn’t try to apologize and Andrew didn’t call him out for it. Instead, he just laid back on the table and tried to keep from shaking as the nurse - who he recognized from when Noah had his arm set here - tucked a warm blanket around him and silently took his hand while they waited.
Said emergency contact showed up in tears about twenty minutes later, after Andrew had taken a painkiller that was starting to make the world a bit swimmy. He’d also spoken to a firefighter already, giving her the details about what had happened back at his flat. Noah arrived with Olivia, letting Andrew lean heavily on him as the doctor gave them what details he knew of both the fire and Andrew’s injuries. The general consensus, he reckoned, was that Andrew was lucky. Both for his minimal injuries and to be alive at all. If things had been even slightly different, Andrew might have been trapped in that flat.
“We should go back,” Andrew said as Noah helped him into the car a little while later. “Maybe it’s not so bad. We can just…”
The neon lights of the clinic’s sign were shining softly down, glowing red in the darkness. The letters seemed to pulsate, just slightly, a hypnotic illusion that captivated Andrew. He trailed off, looking at it for a long minute until he half-felt Noah reach around him to buckle his seatbelt. “Wha-sorry.”
“It’s fine,” Noah said softly, running a hand through Andrew’s sooty, muddy hair. “Everything’s fine.”
Liv was driving, her hands shaking as she turned on the car. “How about you drop me off at the Limerick and I’ll talk to them?” Noah said to her. “You bring Andrew home.”
She shook her head as Andrew’s attention was caught by the clinic’s neon lights again. “I’ll talk to them,” she said. “You take him.”
Andrew closed his eyes as the car began to move, opening them with effort only when he smelled smoke again. The road around the Limerick was blocked off, but when Olivia said who she was, the firefighters started talking to her as they walked away from the car together. After a second, they were too far away for Andrew to hear through the open window. Everything was softer now, including the pain in his back and neck from the fall. He knew he should get out and talk to them, he was the legal owner of the building after all. But he closed his eyes again as the car started back up.
“She’s going to walk home once she talks to them,” Noah said from the front seat.
“Hmm.”
They were quiet for a few minutes. He could feel the familiar motions of the car, the way his body was tugged slightly to and fro as Noah pulled onto roads Andrew now knew by heart. “The building burned down,” Andrew murmured, eyes still closed.
“I know,” Noah said softly.
“What happened?”
“I don’t know.”
“Where are we going?”
“Home.”
Andrew’s pain was distant, but his legs were rubber by the time they pulled up outside the duplex. Noah helped him out of the car. “Is Mia home?” Andrew asked as they went inside.
“We dropped her off with Nana.”
“That’s nice…”
They moved slowly up the stairs to Noah’s flat, Noah still taking most of Andrew’s weight. Andrew looked up into the darkness of the landing. “I’m scared.”
“That’s okay,” Noah said as he opened the door. “Hey, can I help you shower?”
Andrew gave him what was supposed to be a silly, seductive smile, but it dissolved into tears instead. Noah held him for a long moment as Andrew’s breath hitched and he buried his face in Noah’s chest. Even under the weight of the drugs, the events of tonight were tearing at him in a way that was going to hurt a lot more once they wore off.
“Come on,” Noah said gently after a few minutes. “You’ll feel better once you’re clean.”
He was right. Noah didn’t so much help Andrew shower as completely bathe him, scrubbing his back carefully and washing his hair with so much tenderness that Andrew broke down again. But eventually he was in bed, wearing a Bruins t-shirt that hung huge on him.
“Do you want me to stay?” Noah asked.
Andrew nodded and Noah slid in beside him, adjusting the pillows before putting his arms over Andrew, carefully avoiding his back. He didn’t smell smoke anymore as he fell asleep.

      ***The flames were out, but everything was still smoldering, sodden, and too dangerous for Olivia to be anywhere near. Instead, she was stuck across the street as a small group of people gathered to watch what was happening. What were they even doing here? It was the middle of the night and this wasn’t a residential street. There were only a few apartments along here, so where were they all coming from? She wanted to scream at them to go away, to stop gawking at her business as it collapsed. But all she could do was stare.
There was the front awning, about half-burned to char, the remaining parts soaked and tattered. Noah hated that thing. He wanted to replace it but hadn't gotten around to it yet. Maybe this would cheer him up to see. Olivia didn’t know what time it was, only that it was still night. But even in the darkness, the glow of the streetlights and the headlights of the cars and firetrucks illuminated the front of the building. The brick façade had crumbled somewhat, but was standing solid and skeletal around the windows that had shattered within it. The front door hung off the frame, or at least what remained of it did. She swallowed hard, smelling smoke in the late night air. It was going to be sunrise eventually, but Olivia wasn’t going to wake from this nightmare and she knew it.
The firefighter she’d first spoken to, a middle-aged man with a large mustache, came over to her, holding a few sealed bags in his hand. “We just found these along the side of the building,” he said. “Do you know whose they are?”
The bags contained a sodden toy dragon, a wallet, and a shattered cell phone. “They’re my co-owner’s,” she said, unable to keep the tremble out of her voice. “Andrew Harris. He lives upstairs.”
“He got out safely,” the man said. “One of my guys talked to him a little while ago.”
“Yeah, we picked him up at the clinic.”
She stared at the things in the firefighter’s hands, remembering all the times she’d seen Andrew casually pull out his phone or wallet over the past couple years. He’s okay, she reminded herself. He’s stoned on painkillers and safe with Noah. He’s at your house, he’s alright.
But even that didn’t make her feel any safer right now. She was so vulnerable standing out here. There was no way this was a coincidence and, judging by some of the grim expressions around her, she wasn’t the only one who thought so. The crowd was shrinking, but she couldn’t see any familiar faces. Which was stupid in a town this size, there should be nothing but familiar faces.
“Listen,” the firefighter said. “There’s nothing you can do here tonight. You should go home and get some rest. The town offices will be in touch tomorrow to talk to you about it. It’s… a strange situation.”
That confirmed what she knew deep down, and made her feel even more unsafe. She looked at this unfamiliar man from the regional fire department. He wasn’t from New Winslow, but was he in on everything that had been happening? “I’m not the building owner,” she said, since there wasn't anything else to say.
“It’s your shop though,” the firefighter said. “I gotta be honest, I’m not sure. The fire marshal will need to look at this scene, it’s…”
He seemed to realize he was about to say something that couldn’t be taken back, and that fact actually made her more relieved than it should have. Of course he wasn’t in on it, this might be the town council’s work, or Baxter on his own, but that didn’t mean the rest of the region gave a shit. “Thank you,” Olivia said. “I… the owner of the building is staying with me, so I’m sure I’ll be talking to him very soon.”
“You take care,” he said, then moved back toward the huddle of officials talking in low, serious voices nearby. She noticed that Charles Baxter was not among them.
Olivia tried her best not to look anyone in the eye as she turned and started down the street, regretting the way she’d been so confident about walking home. If anyone was watching her right now, she couldn’t sense it, but that didn’t mean she was completely out of the woods. She had the amulet Celine Beckett had given her, but that was her only protection from spirits until she was safely back in her own home. They couldn't see her, but that didn't mean they weren't there. 
She got back to the duplex about twenty minutes later, still smelling smoke on her hair and clothes. She went straight into the shower, grateful that Sammy had told her not to come back for Mia until the morning. Olivia and Noah had dropped her off in a panic on the way to the clinic after getting the call that Andrew was there. So now she was alone in her apartment as she scrubbed the night off of herself and tried not to think about the fact that their entire business had just burned down with Andrew inside.
Once she was clean, she found herself moving toward the stairs to Noah’s apartment before she even realized what she was doing. She went up the stairwell, telling herself she was just going to peek in and make sure Andrew was okay. Which was ridiculous, he was nearly thirty-five years old and she wasn’t his parent. And what more, he had Noah right there with him. But after seeing the space he lived in now a burnt out husk, she needed to see again that he was safe before she could go to sleep.
Noah’s door was unlocked and she knocked lightly as she pushed it open. “Hello?” she called softly.
“In here, Liv.”
She hadn’t actually expected a response, but Noah’s voice came from his bedroom. She moved toward it and stopped in the doorway. In the dim light, she saw that Andrew was asleep, propped awkwardly on some pillows from her couch. Noah lay next to him, but sat up as she walked in.
“It’s a total loss,” she whispered, not wanting to wake Andrew.
Noah moved to get out of bed and pulled on a t-shirt, motioning for her to go out to the living room with him. Once they were sitting on the couch, he took her hand. “Did they tell you anything?” he asked.
She shook her head. “No, but it’s all gone. The brick is still standing, but the rest of it…”
She sniffled, unable to keep going without breaking down. Andrew was safe, that was what mattered. But now that that was established, she couldn’t help thinking about everything else that had happened there. All their equipment, their materials, it was all gone. There wasn’t much money inside, but that had burned up too, unless their safe was fireproof. Which she honestly didn’t know and realized she should have checked on long before now. 
And now she was furious with herself, as misplaced as that was. 
“They said they’ll be in touch with Andrew tomorrow, but the firefighter I was talking to clearly thought something weird happened,” Olivia said as she leaned back against the worn, comfortable cushion at the back of his couch. “Do you think…?”
“Yeah,” Noah said, clearly not needing her to continue that sentence. “I absolutely think so.”
“They tried to kill Andrew.”
He took a shuddering breath, looking back toward the open bedroom door. “Yeah, they did.”
“What do we do?”
He was silent as they looked around the dark room. After a moment he said, “Do you want to stay up here tonight?”
“I don’t think we’ll all fit.”
She couldn’t believe she was joking right now, but maybe it was a way to block out everything she was trying not to feel. He smiled, and she shook her head. “No, I’m going to go to bed,” she said. “I’ll be right downstairs. Shit, do you think I should call Cleo right now?”
“Sun’s going to be up soon enough.”
He was right. And she wasn't going to be able to have that conversation with Cleo without sobbing. “I’m going to stay up here,” she said. “Nevermind, I’m not moving from your couch.”
Noah kissed her on the forehead. “There’s blankets right over there,” he said, pointing to the pile of clean laundry on his recliner. “Here, let me-”
“I got it,” she said, reluctantly standing up. “Go back in.”
He disappeared back into his bedroom and she pulled some sheets and a blanket out of the laundry pile, draping them over herself as she laid down. Despite everything she’d just said, she was already dialing Cleo’s number.








  
  Episode 3


Andrew woke up from a nightmare of fire and for a second, that’s all it was, the flames licking the inside of his skull. Then he shifted against the mattress and a bolt of pain crackled from his neck down to the base of his spine, shocking the memory back into place. He must have made a noise somewhere in the lightning, because Noah lifted his head and looked at him. “What’s up?” he murmured. 
“It wasn’t a nightmare.”
Noah moved closer, shifting carefully so as not to hurt Andrew any further. “They called a little while ago,” he said. “There were traces of gasoline in the front of the shop.”
“Arson?”
Andrew’s head was a little clearer as he noticed the way the sunlight was coming into the room around the little curtain on the window beside Noah’s bed. He must have been asleep for hours, especially if there was time for them to figure this out.
“I, um, I called your mom to let her know before anyone else in town did. And Iris called me a little while ago to check in. Cleo’s downstairs,” Noah said, before Andrew could register a lack of call from her.
“I’ll go down in a few minutes.” 
Noah had the decency not to look skeptical, considering Andrew hadn’t even sat up yet. “Arson,” Andrew repeated. “That motherfucker actually did it.”
Noah kissed him on the temple and handed Andrew his own mobile. “No idea where your phone ended up,” Noah said, then left him alone in the bedroom. 
Before remembering it wasn’t his phone, he moved to text his mum back and the bolt of pain that ran through him was like God telling him, no, you muppet, you call her. But first, he needed to try to wrap his head around the fact that Charles goddamn Baxter had burned his house down.
“Time doesn’t exist in this bloody town,” he muttered to the empty room.
He spoke with his parents, both of whom offered to come to town and take care of him. He refused flatly and, of course, his mum was the one who argued with him about it. But eventually he managed to talk her down by promising to stay in touch. After recovering from that phone call, he called Iris back.
“It was Baxter,” he said as soon as she picked up.
“I was going to ask if you’re alright.”
“Everything hurts, but I’m alive and I don’t have a concussion,” he said. “But they said it was caused by someone igniting gasoline in the front of the shop.”
“Yeah, he tried to get my shop last night too,” Iris said. 
“Did it catch fire?”
“No, I’ve got… a lot of protections in place. And apparently one of the things they protect against is fire, which I didn’t know. But I saw the signs this morning and come on, there’s only one person who hates me that much.”
Apparently he was silent for a beat too long. “Wow, thanks,” Iris muttered.
“I’m still drugged up,” Andrew said. “Forgive me, my home burnt up and I climbed down a broken fire escape so that I wouldn’t die.”
“But why now?” she asked, sounding more like she was talking to herself than him. “He’s known that we know his connection for months. And that we’ve been trying to find a solution to the curse. Obviously it's him that’s been messing with us, or at least his flying monkeys. But I don’t know what would cause him to take a step like this.”
“Desperation,” Andrew said, leaning back against the pillows. Noah had an extra long bed, and it was an odd feeling to have his own feet more than six inches from the end of it. It was also an odd, but extremely pleasant feeling to be in Noah’s bed in the first place. Noah himself was still gone, probably downstairs with the others. But the pillows still smelled of his shampoo and it comforted Andrew greatly.
“You’re at Noah’s house,” Iris said suddenly.
“Yes?”
“Is it protected?”
“I mean, between me and Celine, we’ve sealed this place up pretty tight.”
“I should add the charms that stopped the fire. I think I know which one it was.”
“Noah lives in the same building as Olivia. And like I said, Celine already took care of it. But I'll ask her about fireproofing.”
“But I could put some extra protection up, too. You don’t think she’d be willing to have me do that?”
“Absolutely not. Iris, you put her kid in danger, do you think she’ll let you near her home? Celine has it covered.”
He felt guilty the second he said it, but his filters were completely down right now. And the silence on the other end made him feel even guiltier. But then she said, “You’re right. I’ll stay away.” 
Andrew swallowed hard. “Thank you,” he said finally. “And if he tried to burn down two buildings last night and succeeded with one of them, I don’t think he’s going to try it again. He’s pushing his luck with this little historical re-creation he’s got going. Between this and the threats, he’s going to get too visible.”
“It is odd, isn’t it?” Iris said. “That this is the route he’s taking?”
“Not at all. If it worked back then, why bother changing it?”
“But it didn’t work,” Iris pointed out. “Harrison Barlow died.”
Andrew didn’t have a response to that.

      ***The others were in Noah’s living room by the time Andrew was up and slowly tottering around the flat a little while later. Mia was there as well, playing with an incredibly patient Gray Lady as the adults sat solemnly around them. Olivia looked like she was trying to hide her devastation as she watched the game in front of her, but Andrew knew it was only a matter of time as he slumped down between her and Cleo.
“Insurance will cover the costs,” he said, his head against Olivia’s side. He hadn’t intended to fall against her like this, but he was also relieved when she didn’t make him move. “Silver lining there, I suppose. Might even cover our lost wages for a time. Got the land still too.”
“Great, but I’m more worried about you,” Olivia said.
“Right as rain,” he said, looking up at her with a smile.
“Stand up, then.”
“Not fucking likely.”
That got him a laugh. “So, I wasn’t too worried about exposing Baxter’s family before,” Andrew continued, rubbing the back of his sore neck. “I mean, before now. It was sort of a bonus to go with actually solving the curse. But he burned down the Limerick and he tried to burn down Iris’s shop too. And after weeks of notes and calls at all hours of the night, I’m ready to get on a megaphone and tell the world about this creep. I don’t expect or want anyone else to put themselves in extra danger to do this, but I think we’ll be speeding up the search now. Somehow.”
“I’ll go with you.”
He looked up at Liv in surprise. She looked furious as she blinked back tears. “It’s time,” she said. “I’ll go with you, I’ll tolerate Iris as long as I have to. Whatever we need to do to get you out of here.”
He took her hand with a grim smile. “Thank you,” he said. “But first, I think I need those tablets. I can’t move.”
“They’re downstairs,” she said. “Let me get some for you.”

      ***“Maybe we should shut down the shop for a few days.”
Celine was getting ready to go back to work when Roman spoke. He watched from his usual perch by the window of their room at the Countess as she brushed and tied back her hair, preparing to take over from Tatiana for the dinner shift over at the House of Pizza. She adjusted the hair tie in her smooth blonde hair, then turned to him.
“What do you mean?” she asked.
“I mean, we already have the kids staying out of New Winslow because they’ve been threatened,” Roman said, carefully avoiding saying flat out that he thought any of them going back was a terrible idea. “And I just worry…”
“You just worry someone is going to kill me at the House of Pizza.”
Thank God none of the kids were in here right now. Jamie had brought them outside to play, something that Celine and Roman were fine with because of the amount of protection around this bizarre little inn he felt a little too at home in now. 
Roman had seen it for himself, how the boundaries cast people out. Of course it hadn’t cast out Vivien like it should have, but before Baxter’s threats against the kids, Roman had seen a man get out of his car and start up the walk, only to hurry back to his car at nearly a run. When he’d asked Anna about it later, she’d explained there was a charm on the property to send away those who had bad intentions. It was a common one that Celine had recognized. Obviously not foolproof, but enough that the kids could safely go into the gardens with Jamie. 
“Honestly, yeah.”
If she was going to be blunt, then so would he. 
“Roman, I can take care of myself.”
“Of course you can,” he assured her. “I’m not saying you can’t. I’m just saying that if we’re not letting the kids off the grounds, then we should be taking precautions for ourselves too, you know? So maybe we should all just kind of hang out here. Together.”
“We can’t shut down the shop,” Celine said. “It’s our family’s livelihood. And about eight other people’s.”
“I know that,” Roman said, trying his best not to let his temper take over and turn this into a fight. “But maybe we can figure out a way to pay everyone and-”
“We’re not doing too hot,” Celine interrupted. “Personally or with the business. We’re surviving, but if we close for too long or any other unexpected money problems come in, we could be screwed. You know that as well as I do. And I’ll be fine, I promise. The shop is charmed up, which might be part of the drop in customers, too. But even if something were to happen, I can manage it.”
“I know you can. But we’re not young anymore.”
“I know that.”
Shit, now they were having an argument whether he wanted to or not. “I just mean that I don’t want you to get hurt. Either from those jackoffs or because your abilities require too much from you.”
Celine didn’t look impressed as she put on her jacket, but if he was going to go in, he might as well go all the way. “It takes you longer to recover now,” Roman said, waving goodbye to any chance of a peaceful resolution. “And that makes sense. And of course it’s going to and you’re still more powerful than anyone I’ve ever met. But it took two days for you to recover when you stitched Noah’s energy back together, right? And I don’t want you to burn yourself out.”
“Says the man with the stents in his arteries.”
“Exactly!” Roman protested as he stood up to face her. “I made that mistake and almost died, so trust me when I say I know what I’m talking about.”
She gave him a long look, the kind that he knew meant he was about to get destroyed. And maybe this time it would be one of her lightning bolts, which were the most terrifying and hottest performances of magic he’d ever seen. But before she could say anything, the door opened and Jamie hurried in, holding his phone in front of him.
“Jamie, where are the babies?” Roman asked.
“With Missy,” Jamie said breathlessly. “Did you see what happened to the Limerick building in New Winslow? It burned down.”
Roman and Celine looked at each other, their argument postponed a little longer.






  
  Episode 4


Cleo was completely drained as she got back to her empty apartment in Boston that night. She had wanted to stay in New Winslow for the night, but she had a job interview in Boston tomorrow morning and Andrew had insisted she go home for it. He was fine, he’d assured her. Just sore. He’d hobble around like an old man for a few days and then be ready for whatever came next. 
Her phone was ringing as she dropped her overnight bag in the middle of the narrow hallway, then made her way into the small living room. She pulled it out, ready to ignore the call if it was anyone other than her family or the others. But then Edie’s name was looking up at her and she answered before she could think twice about it.
“Hello?”
“Hi,” Edie said.
“What’s going on?”
Did Cleo sound rude? She hoped she didn’t sound rude, but she was so tired that her eyes weren’t going to stay open much longer. 
“Is this a bad time?”
“Um…”
Was it? Technically, it was a horrible time, but it wasn’t like she could go back and rebuild Limerick or break the curse herself. So there was nothing keeping her from taking this call. “No,” she said finally. “Sorry, no. It’s just been a really bad few days.”
“Is it your mom?”
Why was Edie asking? Why should they still care? Cleo’s life wasn’t their concern anymore, they’d made that clear. But she pushed the uncharitable, certainly unfair thoughts aside and tried to just appreciate them asking. “No, it was the Limerick,” Cleo said, sitting down heavily on the couch. “It, um, burned down last night.”
“Oh my God, is everyone okay?”
“Yeah, they’re fine. Andrew was there, he’s hurt but he got out. It’s going to… shit, I don’t know. I really don’t.”
She wiped her eyes. “Why’d you call?”
“Oh, um, nothing bad,” Edie said. “I was at a club today in Glasgow and I heard some people talking about your album. So I just wanted to tell you about it.”
“Oh, yeah?”
“Yeah. They were saying how they heard it and loved it.”
“Hey, that’s awesome.”
Cleo’s voice cracked, and she hoped she sounded genuine, she meant to be. But who cared about her album right now? Why was she thinking about it when everything was getting so bad?
“Yeah, they were really into it. There was another group too, who said they heard you on our social media and wanted to get to know you more.”
“Well, they can have my number.”
She meant it in a lighthearted way because no one three thousand miles away would really want her phone number, right? But Edie was quiet for a second. “You mean it?” they asked.
“Yeah,” she said, shrugging out of her jacket. “That’s cool with me. I mean, don’t give it to everyone you meet over there. But they’re musicians too, right?”
“Yeah,” Edie said quickly. “Yeah, they’re a good group. Kind of a collective.”
Cleo yawned. “Edie, isn’t it like two in the morning over there?”
“Oh, yeah.”
“How are you possibly awake? It’s nine here and I’m about to fall asleep.”
Edie laughed, and Cleo treasured the sound. “I’ve been up late the whole time we’ve been in Scotland,” they said. “I’ll start sleeping early again in Spain.”
“Sure,” Cleo said. “Because that’s what Spain is known for. Early bedtimes”
Edie laughed again. “I miss you,” they said.
Her throat went dry, and she was apparently quiet for a beat too long. “I mean-” Edie started, but Cleo interrupted. “I miss you too.”
They were both quiet now, Cleo completely unsure where to go next. “I should go to bed, though,” Edie said. “Goodnight.”
“Goodnight.”
Edie disconnected and Cleo listened to dead air for a few seconds before setting her phone down.

      ***When a police officer and Jean McNamara of the town council showed up at her front door the next day, Olivia wanted to close the door in their faces. She was exhausted, heartbroken, and furious. But she was also a professional, so she stepped outside with them, leaving the door open slightly as they stood on the walkway.
“We’re all so sorry about the loss of your shop,” Jean said, looking sincere as she smiled sadly up at Olivia. “It’s such a shame. But such a relief that nobody was in there when it happened.”
Olivia studied her for a second. “No,” she said, trying not to scream. “Andrew lives in the apartment above the shop. He was in there. In fact, he had to climb down a broken fire escape to get out. Who told you that no one was inside?” 
“Oh, that’s such a relief that he got out, then,” Jean said, eyes wide and innocent as she ignored the question. But Olivia didn’t miss the second of shock in her expression before it smoothed out.
“You got lucky,” the young officer said, and the harshness of his tone made Olivia jump. “Even if the wiring was faulty when you bought it, you should have hired a professional to do the electrical work.”
Was she dreaming right now? “We did,” she said. “The inspector found a couple issues, and we hired an electrician to fix them.”
“Having one of your employees do the work is not hiring an electrician,” the officer snapped.
“I-no, it was an actual electrician,” she said. “I have the paperwork, it’s…”
It was ashes now, in the back of the Limerick Building. Olivia swallowed hard. “If you need proof, I can get that for you,” she said. “The invoice was burned, but the checks were cashed and I’ve got records in the house. I can get the image and-”
“Just take the lesson for what it is,” the officer said, his voice cold and condescending as he stepped in too close and looked down at her. “If you’re going to run a business, you need to follow the same rules as everyone else. For your own safety as well.”
Was he a real cop? Olivia had never seen him before and suddenly she wasn’t quite sure what to believe. Except that she knew damn well that Noah had not done the electrical work. Jean smiled at her still, but there was a trace of something harder in her eyes now. How much did she know?
“The report said arson,” Olivia said, standing up a little straighter. “I spoke to the fire department yesterday, and they told me it was arson.”
“Things change quickly,” the cop said. “New evidence is found. And that’s what happened here.”
“We’re just so glad everyone is okay,” Jean simpered.
“What’s going on?”
She hadn’t even heard the door open behind her, but now Noah was here, eyeing the cop and Jean as he came down the front stoop. 
“They’re telling us that the fire was faulty wiring now.”
“No?” Noah said. “The fire department said gasoline. The wiring was fine. We got it inspected, then had a few repairs done by an electrician. I’ve got copies of the invoices upstairs. Or, hang on, I can call him and-”
“Sir, you’re lucky we don’t bury you in fines right now,” the cop barked as Noah was pulling out his phone.
He looked up, alarmed. “Just take it as a lesson,” the cop repeated.
“Good luck with the insurance,” Jean said.
The two of them walked away, toward a car parked at the end of the driveway. Olivia and Noah stayed where they were for a long moment as the two visitors got in and closed the doors. Jean McNamara was in the driver’s seat as the cop called someone on the passenger side.
“That was…”
“I’m not even sure that was a real cop,” Olivia said.
“Liv, I swear I didn’t-”
“Of course not,” she said quickly. “How many times did you tell me that you don’t touch electricity? It was arson, the county fire department told us so. They’re not going to be able to bury it like this, but they are going to keep trying to shut us up.”
She groaned, stomach rolling as she watched the car drive away, the cop in the passenger seat looking back at them. 






  
  Episode 5


Cleo didn’t get the job. The interviewers didn’t say anything, but they didn’t have to. It was all obvious in the way that the group looked at each other over her resume, a copy of which sat in front of each of them. She sat on the other side of the conference room table, her nylons digging into her waist underneath the smart skirt and blouse that only ever came out of retirement for job interviews. And as she got up to leave, shaking their hands, she knew she’d never see this group of anonymous men ever again. 
Her phone buzzed as she walked out of the tall glass building and onto the busy Boston street. It was a keyword alert saying she’d gotten a writeup on a website she would have killed to be featured on two years ago. It wasn’t a full story, more of a quick Hot or Not feature that had her album listed as a viral hit the teens were all over. Cleo couldn’t tell if that meant hot or not, but clearly the teens were the ones that were pushing her sales and streams. So regardless, she was going to side with the teens here.
So she could confidently say she was famous on social media. Still not really a money maker, but that was all in the licensing right now. And she had a couple more offers to share with Jude this week, so hopefully that plan would continue to work out. That last deal had covered her rent in a way that released an incredible amount of her tension and fears. Her mother was covered for a little while and Cleo had some wiggle room for herself. Not enough to quit looking for a new job, but enough to breathe. And maybe if she got lucky, these licensing offers would become a steady stream of income for her. Maybe she wouldn’t even need a day job.
Cleo actually laughed out loud at that thought as she walked down the street toward the Green Line. It was a beautiful sunny day and hopefully it stayed that way, because she was going to be transferring from the Green Line to the bus to get back home. So there was likely going to be a fair amount of waiting around in between. She could try walking home once she got to the end of the B Line, but her shoes weren’t really great for that. Next interview, she’d pack some sneakers and be prepared.
And maybe for the one after that. And the one after that.
The sky was cloudless and even if it was a little hot, the breeze kept it from being uncomfortable. Cleo passed by groups of people on the sidewalk as she went, college students and tourists mostly, not thinking about much until her phone rang.
“Hey Liv.”
“Hey.”
“What’s going on?” Translation: Oh God, what now?
“How’d your interview go?”
Cleo laughed. “Tanked it,” she said. “No doubt.”
“Shit, I’m sorry.”
“Thanks,” she said, joining a large group of people crossing the street against a green light. “Maybe the company sucked anyway and I would have been miserable there.”
She could hope and tell herself that. “How are you?”
“Well, the town council is trying to intimidate us into believing that the fire wasn’t arson,” Olivia said. “I should have seen this coming. But they’re trying to pin it on Noah.”
“Seriously?”
“Yeah. They’re claiming he did the electrical work. Nothing’s going to happen, he’s got it all in writing and two copies of everything in his apartment, so he’s covered. But fucking Jean McNamara and some guy who might have been just wearing a cop costume showed up at our house this morning.”
“Oh my God.”
“I have to believe it means we’re close,” Olivia said. “But it doesn’t seem like they were targeting Andrew. I could see some surprise on her shitty face when I said he was in there and it seemed real. But Cleo, they’re really trying this. And they’ve done it before, both Andrew and Noah said they were approached a while back about Iris. So apparently rumors are a common part of their arsenal.”
“What do we do?”
“I don't know,” Olivia admitted. “I told the guys I'll work with them. I’ll tolerate Iris long enough to solve this and get Andrew to safety. So even if we can’t expose them, we can at least get him out and figure it out from there.”
“I’ll be back in a couple days,” Cleo said.
“You don’t have to.”
“I know,” Cleo said. “But I want to. I’d come back today, but-”
“Your mom, I know,” Liv said. “It’s alright, I swear.”
Cleo rounded the corner, spotting the entrance to the Green Line a little ways up the street. “We all went to the shop today,” Olivia said. “I managed to save what was in the safe, but everything else is a loss. Andrew’s living room literally collapsed down into the café.”
Cleo shuddered. “How is he?” she asked. “We haven’t talked yet today.”
“Decent. He’s got some meds and Dr. Degas had him in to check him over herself. Nothing’s broken but he’s feeling it.”
“We’ll figure it out,” Cleo said, unable to think of anything more useful to add to the conversation.
There was a pause, just long enough for Cleo to wonder if maybe one of them had lost service. But no, she was in Boston and Olivia was on her landline. And then Liv spoke again.
“Can I tell you something?”
“Yeah, of course.”
“I think Noah’s going to try to go headlong into this again,” Olivia said, to Cleo’s lack of surprise. “He got hurt last time and has tried to convince all of us that it was no big deal. But it clearly was. Even Iris hasn’t offered to do it again.”
“Do what exactly?”
“I don’t know,” Olivia admitted. “I know that she hypnotized him and he was okay with it, which is fucking astonishing. But it’s for Andrew, you know? And apparently whatever they were trying to do with it worked. But it hurt him and that’s what got him before that Vivien woman did. And he keeps saying it’s fine, but it’s clearly not fine. So I think this is going to be harder to deal with now.”
Olivia groaned and Cleo considered if she should call Noah after this call was done.
 “You know him,” Liv continued. “He’s not going to just sit back and let Andrew get hurt again. But doing whatever they were doing could potentially hurt him badly, so I really don’t want him to do it. And I know Andrew doesn’t either.”
“No, of course,” Cleo said as she reached the train station entrance. “And he’s so stubborn.”
“Honest to God,” Olivia said with a laugh. “I’m actually going to Iris’s goddamn shop with them tonight so maybe I can pin him down if he tries something.”
“Should I talk to him?”
“I don’t know,” Olivia said. “He hasn’t said anything, it’s just a gut instinct. It’s fine. I’ll let you go. Give your mom my love.”
“I’ll see you the day after tomorrow, when her appointments are done.”
“I’ll be here.”
Of course she would. Olivia had always been there and this was going to be no different. Cleo hung up the phone, then walked into the station, heading down the staircase to the trains below.

      ***Andrew got a call late that morning saying both that he could have his belongings back and it was safe to go back to the Limerick. Or, at least it was safe enough for them to salvage what they could. It was his property after all, technically nobody could keep him off of it. At least he was pretty sure of that.
God, he owned property in New Winslow. He owned burnt down property in New Winslow. Burnt down because the town council - or at least its ancient, horrible president - wanted to keep Andrew from discovering the source of the curse keeping him trapped within the town boundaries.
He hated this place.
But now here he was, moving carefully toward what remained of the Limerick building as Noah watched his every move for signs he might collapse. Which was fair enough, Andrew knew that was certainly a possibility. His body still hurt all over, worse than it had yesterday. And matters weren’t helped when he got there and the first thing he saw was that the wooden rafters and most of the interior of the second floor had collapsed into the shop. That was where he’d been sleeping, right where that pane of glass had shattered. Andrew was pretty sure that he was looking at the burnt remnants of his bedroom right now. Not that he could have possibly slept through those alarms.
Liv was staring at the mess and if he wasn’t in so much pain, or under the influence of so many painkillers, Andrew would have told her that they could manage it if she needed to leave. But he knew that she’d never agree to that. “It’s gone,” she said softly as they stood on the worn sidewalk outside the caution tape fluttering in the summer breeze. “They destroyed it.”
“Andrew, you should stay out here,” Noah said. “You can go rest in the truck if you want.”
Andrew glanced at him and Noah just looked steadily back. He didn’t want to have this fight and frankly, didn’t actually want to go back inside the building. But Liv lifted the caution tape and headed into the remnants of their shop before he and Noah could start to argue. Noah hurried after her and Andrew moved much slower, stepping over the wrecked threshold.
There was debris all throughout the ruined shop and Andrew found himself dazedly calculating whether they’d be able to clear it themselves. No, not a chance. But insurance would cover that, at least he hoped it would. Olivia moved determinedly through the wreck of the dining room, going out back through the scarred door behind what was left of the counter. Noah stayed where he was, looking around the space. He stared at something that Andrew took a moment to realize was his couch, twisted and burned in the corner.
“It’s alright,” Andrew said, putting a hand on his arm.
“You okay?” Noah asked.
“Swell.”
It came out sarcastic and tight, but Noah laughed slightly even as he stared at the couch. “Shit,” he said. “They came after you.”
“They didn’t know I was here,” Andrew said. “Remember? Jean McNamara apparently looked like she wanted to throw up when she found out I was in here. Liv said so.”
“Doesn’t matter,” Noah said, eyes still locked on the couch. “They could have killed you. Or he could have. And if they're covering up for him, then they’re just as bad.”
Dammit. Andrew recognized this tone. It was the one that came before Noah did something reckless. It always had, even when they were kids. “Let’s just see what we can save,” Andrew said, as though there was going to be anything at all worth saving.
He staggered toward the glass case, where shards had scattered over all of the sample pastries that he’d told himself he’d remember to throw out in the morning. Now the glass sparkled on the cupcakes like deadly sprinkles. “Want one?” he asked Noah.
Maybe it was the painkillers making him act like this, numb and on the edge of hysteria as he looked at the sparkling glass on Liv’s carefully made pastries. But before Noah could say anything or try and make Andrew go outside, Olivia was back. She held the petty cash bag and the deposit she’d planned to bring to the bank in the morning.
“The safe was fine,” she said, holding back tears. “It looks like it was fireproof after all. But the entire back is a lost cause. We should leave.”
Andrew agreed. Even being here right now was creeping him out, like visiting the scene of a death. His own potential death at that. Tomorrow maybe he’d feel the loss of this business that he and his friends had put so much into and only had for less than six months. But he hurt all over and they were going to Iris’s later, where there was the potential for things to get more intense. So he wanted to go back and sleep for a little while before then.

      ***Despite everything, Olivia somehow found herself at loose ends  when they got home. Andrew fell asleep pretty much as soon as they arrived, dropping onto her couch with a grunt of pain and moving just enough to take off his shoes before passing out. Noah disappeared upstairs for a shower and Sammy, her mother’s longtime partner, arrived moments later to drop off Mia. She’d called Cleo and Cleo had told Olivia she’d be back in town in a couple days. So there





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
Cank
> k)

THE COMPLETE EIGH
2B SEASQ@Nogeri

AMANDA MCCORMACK






