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      The man in front of Emily inserted his credit card into the machine for the second time. His hands trembled, and he smelled like stale bacon grease. “It should take this. I know I have enough money in my account.” His voice was low, and he clutched a gallon of milk, a jar of peanut butter, and a box of cereal to his chest as his eyes lowered to the little boy standing next to him.

      “Sorry, sir. Tried it three times.” The lady behind the counter tapped her fingers against the register, and the man’s chest heaved in defeat.

      “I’ll get it. Ring his stuff up with mine,” Emily offered over his shoulder.

      “Are you sure? I’d be … I’m awfully thankful, Miss.”

      “Of course.” Emily nodded her head at the little boy. “You enjoy your day. I’ve got it.”

      “I sure do appreciate it.” The man smiled without meeting Emily’s eyes and hurried toward the door. When the little boy turned around to look at Emily before leaving, she waved at him, tears pooling in her eyes.

      “You all right, honey?” The clerk at the checkout gave Emily a wary look as she scanned her bottle of water and pack of gum.

      Emily nodded as the woman reached for a tissue and passed it to her over the scratched butcher block countertop. She tried not to stare at the woman’s ratty, gray fingerless gloves or the grease stain that ran down one side of her “Made In Vermont” sweatshirt.

      Emily lowered her sunglasses, trying to cover her tear-stain cheeks and muttered, “Thank you.”

      As soon as she’d crossed the Maine border into New Hampshire, tears had spilled from her eyes until she entered Vermont.

      Stop crying about it. You deserve this. You did this to yourself.

      Fingerless Gloves pointed to the rows of miniature liquor bottles on the shelf behind her. “You want one? Might take the edge off. And it’s on me.”

      One of those would never be enough. You’d need twenty.

      Emily pointed to the glass case. “No thank you. I will take ten of those chicken tenders and six potato wedges.” The words fell from her mouth without thought, the anticipation of numbing with food ran through her veins. She glided sideways along the fully stocked case, almost touching her forehead on the glass as she gazed at the crispy fried chicken.

      She inhaled the salty scents of meat and potatoes, and her mouth salivated.

      You can stop at a few. Save the rest for later.

      Emily’s hands shook as she returned to the register and pulled out a fifty from her wallet. She hadn’t eaten since yesterday morning—this stop to get fried chicken hadn’t been part of the plan.

      The plan had been to go another day without eating, to find something good about this pain. It was something she’d done since she was in elementary school.

      When Emily would get upset, she’d lose her appetite. Mother would reward her for her willpower by reminding her, as she pinched the back of her arm, that men didn’t like chubby women.

      Losing a few pounds in a single day cheered her up, empowered her. It was also how her binging had started.

      Now, in her early forties, she was still trying to stave off her gluttony, something she couldn’t control after depriving herself. It was like a best friend. A best friend she hated, didn’t trust. And yet she’d always go crawling back.

      Her hand clutched her rumbling stomach as a man with a slicked-back bun carefully placed each piece of chicken in an open box.

      Hurry the fuck up.

      “Do you want buttermilk biscuits to go with this? You get two free ones for every six tenders you buy.”

      “Sure, but I’ll take three.” She rubbed the back of her neck. “My kids are in the car, and they love those biscuits.”

      The candy display under the counter sent her back to the first time she’d stolen butterscotch candies from the bulk bins at the grocery store. She’d grabbed a fistful and shoved them into her pocket, then went straight home, locked herself in the bathroom, and chomped them down as fast as she could before hiding the wrappers in her backpack to throw out at school. After that first time, it became a weekly ritual.

      She grabbed two large bars of chocolate and placed them on the counter. The white and gold wrappers had “Vermont Made” printed in scrolly letters across the top. There was no going back now.

      Fingerless Gloves rang her up and asked her again about the shots of liquor. “You sure you don’t want one?” she whispered.

      Emily shook her head. “Thank you. I’m all set. I will try some of this honey though,” she said, taking one of the amber jars that lined the shelf to her right and setting it down with the chocolate.

      A familiar flutter arose in her stomach. The pre-binge high always started in her belly and floated up between her eyes. It was like the buzz she used to get from a few glasses of wine, only less satisfying.

      All she could think about was taking a chicken tender and dipping it into that jar of honey. She tapped her foot as she waited for Fingerless Gloves to gather her change and count it back to her.

      One minute, you were walking into the store for water and gum. Now you’re walking out with a gigantic box of fried chicken, biscuits, honey, and candy.

      Emily drove around to the back of the store, her heart pounding as she ripped open the box of chicken. The smell filled her car, and she looked at the clothes piled in the back of her SUV, wondering if they’d bring the smell of fried food into her new house.

      She took two potato wedges, dipped them into the container of ketchup packed in the box, then shoved them both in her mouth. The wet roads and fresh snow banks blurred in the background as the fried food mixed with her saliva.

      She opened the jar of honey and dipped a chicken tender in it about halfway, thinking about the newly renovated farmhouse on a dead-end street that was now hers. Emily had bought it sight unseen, before her own house in Maine was up for sale, three days after Rachel found out she’d been the one—the woman her husband had fucked ten years ago, and the woman he’d started fucking again.

      Doing something big had always been the best distraction. It kept Emily from feeling guilty or sad … or feeling anything at all. This time she’d done irreparable damage. The guilt and shame had turned into an immovable boulder in her chest. You don’t come back from fucking your sister’s husband.

      Emily closed her eyes, waiting for the numbness to cover her as she chomped on her last piece of chicken, each bite more aggressive than the last. Memories, from the last night she’d seen Adam, flooded her. She’d purposely smeared her lipstick all over his boxers so Rachel would see; so she’d know; so Rachel could hurt the same way Emily had hurt for so long.

      Rachel will be fine. She has Brad back in her life, her long-lost love, the one that got away. She never loved Adam the way she loved Brad, anyway.

      Emily wondered what it felt like to be handed everything you wanted.

      Honey stuck to the corner of her mouth, and her lips were raw from the salt. When she wiped them off, a crumb of breading fell onto her lap. She shoved it in her mouth and tried hard to concentrate on what it tasted like—she barely remembered eating the six pieces.

      May as well just finish everything.You have no self-control.

      Emily tore open a salt packet from her glove box and shook it over the rest of the greasy potatoes and the biscuits. Her heartbeat picked up, and somehow, her mouth produced more saliva. She polished off the potatoes, rubbing each one along the bottom of the cardboard box to pick up the salt, then moved on to the biscuits. She held the jar of honey over them, watching with a mix of dread and anticipation as the thick liquid drizzled over the buttery rounds.

      She could barely taste them but she could feel them. The crispy chicken skin had torn the insides of her mouth, and her throat was raw from swallowing without properly chewing.

      A sharp pain made its way through her stomach. She unwrapped a candy bar, desperate for the food to soothe her. That was her favorite part about binging—getting so out of control, eating so fast, that she lost her sense of time and couldn’t feel anything but the food trying to fill the chasm inside her.

      It never lasted long enough.

      Emily heard Mother’s voice as a mouthful of chocolate melted in her mouth. You’ve got to lose that chub, Emily.

      The first time her mother had said it, Emily was five.

      When Emily had started her post-starve binge-sessions Mother knew, and she’d done nothing to help her. She was always too busy waiting on Father, or doting on Rachel with a glass of wine in her hand. There was never anything left for Emily.

      You will never be like Rachel. You will never be good enough. You will never be strong enough to stop this cycle. You did something horrible. You’re horrible.

      Grease spots blossomed on the bottom of the box, and biscuit crumbs peppered Emily’s legs and stomach. Wadded up chocolate bar wrappers hid in the paper-bag.

      The honey jar was only half empty but Emily brought it to the trash along with the rest of the evidence.

      She crushed the bag in her hands and threw it away. When she reached the car, she looked at her reflection in the window.

      You look bigger already.

      She lifted her puffer jack to look at her stomach—it was round and bloated, and the elastic of her leggings was tight around her belly button. She tilted her head to the sky, letting the after-binge shame wash over her like an invisible rain. You’re so weak.

      At least it wasn’t a quick fuck with someone’s husband.

      At least it wasn’t alcohol.

      At least you aren’t drinking anymore.

      At least you don’t have kids you’re fucking up.

      If Fingerless Gloves has kids, what do they think of her? Is her car full of empty liquor bottles and crumpled cigarette packages?

      When she got back into her car, bile burned up her chest.

      A few flurries hit her windshield, and she told herself she deserved to feel this bad; this uncomfortable.

      As she drove through the hills of Vermont, Emily pressed on her ears, feeling them pop over and over. Her face was tight under a blanket of dried tears, and she tried to block out her binge.

      Tomorrow was a full day of work. Moving a few states away wasn’t reason enough to take any time off.

      All of her Maine clients were fine switching their life or business coaching appointments to telephone calls and Zoom meetings, and she needed to finish the online course for the coaches she trained.

      People depend on you as their coach to keep their life in order. Oh, the irony. If they knew the truth, they’d never take your advice.

      The GPS display said she was just ten minutes away. Emily hoped to beat the movers who were planning to meet her there with the rest of her stuff. She wanted to have some time to decide where to put her furniture and hoped the contractor she’d hired would be done painting the walls and redoing floors like he’d promised. Her realtor had recommended a guy named Scott after the previous owners raved about him and had said he was the best in the area.

      When she pulled onto her freshly paved driveway, the contractor’s truck was parked on the street. Why is he still here?

      A deep inhale filled her chest as she approached her front door, admiring the exterior siding that was painted a creamy ivory. Rows of gray stone hid the foundation and added a rustic touch.

      Each black framed window had a black window box underneath it. The large double front doors were painted black, and the granite steps were larger than she thought—almost grandiose—and flanked with rows of boxwoods.

      It’s even more charming in person.

      Her new neighbor was outside taking a dry pine wreath off her front door. “Come over when you get settled!” she yelled. “I’m excited to have a new neighbor!” Her two little dogs were pulling on their leashes, yapping and standing on their hind legs.

      “I will. Thank you.” Emily waved, forcing the corners of her mouth to turn up. A flutter of hope ran through her chest, and she reached for her phone, thinking about snapping a picture of her new house to send to Mother.

      She shook away the ridiculous impulse and tucked her phone back into her coat pocket. Her chest tightened, remembering the moment she’d told her mother she was moving.

      “Who does that, Emily? Just picks up and leaves?” was all she’d said. She didn’t even ask why.

      Rachel will tell her what you did.

      Mother had known she was moving today, and she hadn’t even called or texted.

      It's okay. This is your new start; your new life.

      The blond herringbone floors creaked as Emily stepped inside. The scent of paint and sawdust filled the air.

      The contractor pulled his Shop-Vac around cleaning up the last of the dust, his back to Emily. He was well over six feet, and his short black hair was under a backward beat up baseball cap.

      Emily reached down to rub her inner thigh as a slight tingle passed through her. His muscles flexed underneath the tight sleeves of his black T-shirt as he pushed and pulled the vacuum over her new floors.

      He shut off the vacuum and flinched when he turned and saw her. His serious expression turned into a smile. Emily’s stomach contracted when she saw a dimple under his dark scruff.

      “Emily? You have a habit of sneaking up on people and watching them?”

      If he only knew.

      Emily usually went for men in tailored suits. But Scott’s gravelly voice and blue-collar vibe made her gut stir.

      Absolutely not. She’d moved here to start over, get her life together.

      She crossed her arms. “You almost done? The movers will be here soon, and I have a lot of work to do.”
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      TWO YEARS LATER

      “What the fuck!” Scott yelled, slamming on his brakes. He rammed his truck in park as heat waves hovered over the asphalt parking lot. The white Land Rover that almost hit him had stopped and was blocking a few parking spaces. He ripped off his aviators, almost snapping his door handle in two as he jumped out of his truck.

      The window to the SUV rolled down, and as he approached it, a blast of air conditioning and coffee hit him in the face. “What the hell kind of driving was that?” He threw his thumb behind his shoulder as he squinted at the woman staring at him. Her green almond-shaped eyes almost put him in a trance, and he de-puffed his chest. Emily?

      He hadn’t seen her since the day she moved into her newly renovated house that cold January afternoon over two years ago, but he recognized those green eyes and that pouty mouth of hers.

      She’d practically kicked him out after he’d worked long days and nights adding modern—way too modern if you asked him—touches to her quaint cape that was set at the end of the street. Christ, she hadn’t even been thankful. Just rude. Scott was a reputable contractor and booked out for months. He’d made a special exception for Emily since her realtor had told him she was in a tight spot and needed her floors and walls done right away.

      The beanie she’d worn that raw winter day was now replaced with a messy bun, perfectly centered on the top of her head. Her lips, now dabbled with a light shade of pink instead of the dark shade he’d remembered, were poutier and plumper.

      “I’m sorry! God, it was an accident!” She rolled her window back up, halfway.

      Scott took another step closer. “Geez, you almost T-boned me back there! Pay attention!”

      Emily’s red face winced at his tone, and a few strands of hair grazed the back of her neck. “I said I was sorry! I didn’t even see you until it was almost too late.” Her hands gripped the steering wheel, and she leaned her head back against the seat, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath.

      There was a large milkshake in her cup holder topped with, what looked like, an entire can of whipped cream pooling out of the hole in the domed lid.

      Scott took off his hat and rubbed the beads of sweat from his forehead into his hair, then put it back on. “You need to be more careful. You could have caused a nasty accident!”

      Don’t be such an asshole, she’s obviously shaken up.

      He released a deep sigh and placed his arms over his head, leaning them on the top of her car. Emily’s head moved back a few inches as he peered into her SUV. “You all right?” he asked, lowering his voice to a concerned tone.

      He scanned Emily’s nude tank top and fitted black skirt. When she rolled her window all the way down again, her face softened, and the chill from her air conditioner against his clammy body felt glorious. He’d only been outside for a few minutes, and his white T-shirt was already sticking to his chest. His jaw clenched when his eyes quickly followed her legs down to her strappy nude heels.

      “Yes, I’m fine! It was an accident. No one got hurt. Are you done yelling?” She stared at him, and his eyes fell to an open box full of assorted donuts that sat on her passenger seat. There was a half-eaten one on the floor.

      Scott brushed his hands over his lips. “You’ve got … some sugar there.”

      Emily’s hand slapped at her lips, and she grabbed a napkin from her glove box, wiping it away like it was poison.

      His reaction had been too much. She’d made a mistake. A stupid one; a preventable one. But a mistake. “You’re right. No one got hurt, but we could have! Just”—he slapped his hand on her car roof—“slow down.”

      “Maybe you need to slow down! You weren’t exactly going parking-lot speed, Scott.”

      Oh, she’s a feisty one. And she remembers your name.

      “Hey, you almost hit me! I wasn’t going too fast you’re the”—he took a deep breath—“Listen, Emily, it doesn’t matter,” he said, surrendering his hands in the air.

      Emily narrowed her eyes at him. “You remember me?”

      Of course he remembered. He’d seen her around the village a lot, always from a distance. She stuck out. Not many people walked the sidewalks of Woodstock with fiery red hair, wearing heels and pencil skirts with pouty lips all glistening and shit.

      “Yeah, I remember.” He crossed his arms and stepped into a wider stance. “Did all that work on your house under your tight deadline.”

      “Um, I know. I don’t need you to mansplain me to death. Scott. Scott Warner.”

      She remembers your last name too.? “You’re welcome.”

      “I said thank you years ago.” Her eyes dropped from his, down to his chest.

      “You didn’t.” What a sass-mouth. Sexy as fuck but sassy.

      “Let’s agree to disagree. I don’t have time for this,” she spat, rearranging herself in her seat.

      “Neither do I. We survived your careless driving, so I’ll let you get back to your”—he pointed to the donuts and coffee slushie—“sugar.”

      “Yeah, I’d appreciate that.” Emily lifted her milkshake, staring him down as she took a long pull. Just watching her gave him a brain freeze.

      Scott slid his sunglasses back on, catching a whiff of the fried dough and chocolate glaze. His stomach rumbled, and he nodded his head toward the donuts. “Those any good? Always wanted to try one but stick to black coffee when I come through here.”

      Emily grabbed the box with both hands and presented it to him like he was royalty. Even her movements were sarcastic. “I’d tell you my opinion, but you'd probably disagree with me. Try for yourself.” She flashed him a tight-lipped smile.

      There was a large donut in the middle that had the most frosting, and he went for it. “Hmm, looks like I also need to take the one next to it since I almost touched it. I’m feeling greedy today.” He grabbed the second donut with his other hand.

      “Did you have to take the biggest one?” Emily threw the box back on the passenger seat.

      “Yup. It was the best one. You offered.”

      He stood holding a donut in each hand, trying to focus on Emily’s face and not her ample cleavage.

      “You can go now. Bye.” Emily rolled up her window, and she slowly pulled away, her eyes not leaving Scott as he took half of the big donut in his mouth with one bite.

      “Hey! Watch where you’re going!” he yelled as loud as he could with his mouth full.

      Scott got back in his running truck, pulled into a parking space, and devoured the donuts in a few bites. He’d been more rattled, more angry at Emily than he should’ve been.

      It’d been almost five years to the day his wife, Kate, had lost her life in a car crash. When he witnessed stupid driving, which was almost every day, pain spidered through his chest.

      Kate was always on his mind, always with him: Their wedding day ten years ago, evenings spent in front of a fire in Adirondack chairs watching the sun sink behind the line of maple trees in their backyard, the afternoon she’d surprised him with a positive pregnancy test.

      He could still see the angle of her cheekbones, still feel her gripping his forearm molding him to her when he’d sneak up behind her and slide his arm around her waist while she’d put on her makeup.

      Becoming a widow at thirty-five had made him an expert at being alone. And at being angry. It was like a prison sentence in a way, and he knew he’d always feel too guilty to let go of Kate.

      Usually, a blast of his horn or a middle finger would release some of his built up resentment and anger. Not today. Today, he couldn’t stop his hand as it flung open his door. Emily had almost hit him for fuck’s sake, and he’d propelled out of his car like someone had shoved him from behind.

      The way she was driving wasn’t just careless, it was reckless. Who did she think she was all redheaded and sexy, telling him he mansplained? And after she almost rammed into him, too! He wasn’t driving too fast. He knew that for certain.

      Years ago, Emily had been short with him as he’d cleaned up his sawdust mess the day she moved in. He chalked it up to her being stressed. Buying, renovating, and moving into a house you’d never seen before wasn’t the norm. The realtor had said Emily would pay a large bonus if he could get in there and get things in tip-top shape as soon as possible, but that wasn’t why he did it. He understood wanting to hurry to the next phase in life.

      Yeah, she’s definitely reckless.

      He grabbed his phone from his dashboard and opened his chat with his mom who knew everyone in town. Do you know a redhead named Emily? Always wears skirts and heels?

      He threw his phone in the passenger seat and started his truck. Maybe he’d call her instead. It always took his mom a few days to respond.

      His phone buzzed next to him—it was probably just his employee, Pete, wondering where his damn coffee was.

      He didn’t recognize the number on the screen, but he saw her name right away: It’s Emily. Got your number from Lacy, my realtor. I want to hire you to do some more work.

      Scott chuckled, then read the text again just as another one from Emily came in: If you aren’t too busy trying to mansplain women to death in parking lots, that is.

      His fingers started responding before he deleted his text and threw his phone in the passenger seat. Emily hadn’t exactly been thankful for the hard work he’d done in her house the first time. He’d have to think about her request and get back to her later.
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      The thick, stagnant air hadn’t cooled as Emily changed for her evening yoga class. After securing her hair back into a tight ponytail, she rubbed her lips together. They were dry from the air conditioning, and she dug through the top drawer of her makeup vanity for her chapstick.

      As she rifled through bottles of lavender oil, serums, and Melatonin, she felt a tube in the back of the drawer. She pulled it out, and instead of a stick of chapstick, the forgotten tube of raspberry lip stain she held in her hand made her flinch. Emily thought for sure she'd thrown all these horrific reminders away.

      She rocked back and forth. Her palm was damp with sweat as visions of applying the color to her lips before she’d visit Adam hit her like a wrecking ball. Trying to leave traces on his neck and shirt collar so Rachel would see. The night she’d intentionally smeared it across his boxers. A few days later when Rachel confronted her in broad daylight, her voice as she said, I know, Emily. I’m happy to give you my leftovers, Emily. You never wanted a relationship with me, Emily.

      She was afraid to look at her reflection in the mirror but forced herself to. “You’re different now,” she whispered before wrapping the lipstick in toilet paper as fast as she could and running down the stairs to drop it in the large trash bin in her garage on her way to class.

      
      The large maple trees lining the brick sidewalks weren’t showing any signs of fall even though it was the last week in August. Emily rushed to yoga, hoping for a breeze to blow by so she could breathe better as she tried to block her raspberry-stained lips out of her mind. Her shoulders were stiff, and she tried to swallow down the pain in the back of her throat.

      When Emily saw Becca leaned against her silver 4Runner in the yoga studio parking lot biting her thumbnail, chocolate curls piled high on her head, relief swept over her. Emily’s shoulders fell, and she let out a quiet exhale. Becca was her first, and only, friend in Vermont.

      When they’d met at yoga class last year, Becca had marched up to her, introduced herself, and showered Emily with questions about where she was from and why she’d moved to Vermont. Emily felt like she was under investigation, but Becca was so warm Emily couldn’t be rude. She’d tried to give Becca what she’d wanted without actually answering her by saying things like, I needed a change and I’ve always wanted to live in Vermont. She was exhausted by the time she’d gotten home, an hour after class ended.

      Emily was embarrassed that she’d been suspicious of her friend at first. Sure, Becca’s bubbly personality had lured her, but she felt like she was a little too nice.

      Women weren’t drawn to Emily. She'd struggled with female friendships since the fifth grade when her two best friends, Jenny and Missy, had left her standing next to the jungle gym, chanting Big Emily in unison. She’d gone home that day and eaten four Hostess cupcakes in her bedroom closet. Each time she’d peeled off the layer of frosting and put the entire sweet, plastic-y disc in her mouth, she’d waited for her pain to ease. It didn’t.

      She’d stepped out of her closet and stood in front of her full-length mirror that was adorned with puffy stickers. Then, she pinched herself on the back of her arm, the same way Mother did when she scolded Emily about her weight.

      After that, if anyone tried to get to know her she’d sabotage the friendship before it even started. As she got older, she’d get attention from boys by giving them a blow job in the back of a car or in the woods behind the high school, and she’d tried to tell herself that kind of attention was worth more than having friends.

      Besides, she’d always had her sister Rachel; she was always there for her to lean on and take her feelings out on. Eventually, she’d ruined that, too.

      Now, there was Becca. The two of them had developed a bond over yoga and work—Becca was a web designer and Emily was constantly sending business her way since a lot of her clients were looking to revamp their websites. After a few weeks of chatting after class, Emily stopped turning Becca down when she’d ask her if she wanted to get a latte or grab sushi. Emily’s therapist had told her she could have a genuine friend in Becca, but she’d have to let her in.

      “Hey!” Becca’s palm pressed to her heart before reaching her arms to Emily. “Thanks for meeting me a few minutes early.” Becca’s body slightly sagged against hers, and Emily wrapped her arms around her tighter. Showing affection wasn’t her strength, but she was working on it.

      “Of course.” Becca’s cheeks were still cool from the car air conditioning, and her back was damp with sweat. Her burgundy sports bra and matching biking shorts complimented her olive skin. Instead of looking shiny and oily in this heat like Emily did, she was dewy, glowing.

      “What’s up?” Emily said, grabbing Becca’s yoga mat for her so she could rearrange her giant purse and grab her water bottle from the top of the car.

      “Well, I wanted to ask you on the phone, but you were so shaken up by your almost accident with Scotty-Too-Hotty.” Becca nudged Emily and raised an eyebrow as they headed toward the studio.

      “He freaking bit my head off. He didn’t need to get out of his car and yell at me the way he did.” Her stomach stirred for a moment thinking about his thick arms, scruff, and throaty voice, before she pushed the memory down. “He has anger issues if you ask me.”

      Becca opened one of the heavy wooden double-doors to the stone building of the studio. They both sighed when the wave of cool air covered them.

      The wide plank wood floors groaned under their feet, and early evening sunlight spilled in the large windows at the front of the studio. “Well,”—Becca leaned closer to Emily and whispered—“he’s known around town for trying to perform a citizen's arrest at least once a month. Gets really pissed off at careless drivers. And honestly, not so careless drivers. He lost his wife in a car accident five years ago, and he hasn’t been the same. You can’t blame the guy. Kate, his wife, was amazing. Anyway, I’m telling you this so you don’t take it personally.”

      Nausea roiled in the pit of her stomach, and her cheeks grew hot. “Oh my God, that’s terrible. I had no idea. I never would have said anything if I’d known that’s why he was going off on me. Now I kind of feel like an idiot.”

      Becca sliced the air with her hand. “Don’t. He really is a great guy, but I’ve seen him in action. And how were you supposed to know, anyway?”

      Emily leaned in closer to Becca. “You need to tell me these things, Becca! Do you know everyone in town?”

      Becca snorted. “Okay, I’ll add filling you in to my to-do list. And yes, everyone knows everyone’s business in this town, so behave. We’re all watching.”

      Becca was obviously kidding, but Emily’s heart skipped a beat. She’d been really good at hiding her past since she’d moved here, and she wanted to keep it that way.

      “We’ve gotten off track,” Emily said as she unrolled her mat.

      “Hang on! I have to use the bathroom, then I’ll spill it!”

      “You better!” Emily hollered after her, before digging in her tote to check her phone. Her heart dropped. Still no response from Scott. Why do you care so much?

      She straightened her shoulders and dropped the phone back in her purse. If he didn’t get back to her by tomorrow, she’d call another contractor. It’s bad business to keep potential customers waiting like this.

      Emily plopped on her yoga mat as Becca came back to class. “Enough about Scott. You said you had something to ask me?”

      Becca nodded as she stretched. “I have a … Kind of a favor to ask,” she said, just as Scrunch-Butt leggings and her clan sauntered into the studio. Becca’s eyes followed the four ladies who were always in full makeup and had fresh blowouts for yoga class. You could feel their judgment from a mile away.

      “Of course, what is it?” Emily asked, as she and Becca
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