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        Welcome to the world of Sawyer’s Cove, a popular soapy teen drama that aired for three seasons before being canceled. Sawyer’s Cove was filmed in a small seaside town called Misty Harbor, and when the stars return to shoot a brand-new season of television twelve years later, drama ensues both on and off the set.

      

        

      
        I hope you love getting to know the show’s cast and crew, the local residents of Misty Harbor, and the fans of the show as we go on the wild rollercoaster ride of having a beloved show come back to life. Stay tuned to the end of the collection for a bonus prequel story, exclusive excerpts and a free gift.

      

        

      
        Happy reading!

        xoxo, Libby
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        "Love has nothing to do with what you are expecting to get — only with what you are expecting to give, which is everything."

        Katharine Hepburn

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Jules: Okay, we’re doing this. Are we doing this?

        Erika: Hey, I bought this fancy microphone with my birthday money. We’re doing this.

        Jules: All right, then, let’s go. Welcome to the first episode of The Sawyer’s Cove Rewatch Project podcast. Jesus, that’s a mouthful.

        Erika: That’s what Lily Fine said. Bah-dum-ch!

        Jules: Wow, are we getting into the Lily-Fine-is-a-slut jokes already? Do we need to start some kind of counter?

        Erika: Sorry, sorry. I’ll be good. For those of you who don’t know, Sawyer’s Cove was a television show that ran for three beautiful, shamefully short seasons before it was canceled by evil television executives.

        Jules: A lot of people became fans after it went to streaming, but Erika and I actually watched it live, being in the target audience of teenage girls at the time. But its cancellation broke my heart, so I left it behind and moved on to different pursuits. Erika, meanwhile⁠—

        Erika: I never stopped. I had all the DVDs, the soundtrack, the Parker Wild posters, the whole shebang.

        Jules: I haven’t seen the show in over a decade, so we’re both rewatching from the beginning.

        Erika: Yeah, and then we talk about it and all you other Cove freaks can get your nostalgia fix. So, buckle up for drama, sex, tears, laughs, bad hair, and good chemistry. Let’s do this.

      

        

      
        From The Sawyer’s Cove Rewatch Project Podcast: Pilot

      

      

      Cami had expected Misty Harbor to be exactly the same. It lived in her memory as a static image, the quaint downtown with its brick two-story buildings frozen behind snow globe glass.

      She remembered the narrow two-lane Main Street, anchored at one end by the Victorian-era mansion-turned-inn and at the other by the rocky beach and Atlantic Ocean, as it had been the last time she saw it, the final day of shooting Sawyer’s Cove. Her father had rushed her to the airport right after wrapping so she could audition for a Spielberg movie she didn’t get.

      There had been a wrap party, eventually, out in L.A. She’d seen all her castmates again, when they were doing press for the series finale. Jay had even come, the first and only time he made the trek to L.A with her. But at the time, she’d wished she’d been able to say goodbye to the town itself.

      She hadn’t fully realized how much Misty Harbor felt like home until she left.

      Twelve years had changed her. She was no longer a teenager, for one thing. As she left the inn on foot and wandered down Main Street, she shouldn’t have been surprised Misty Harbor had changed, too.

      Sure, the differences were small, but they were altering the image she’d held for over a decade. On this fine late spring morning, a handful of kids climbed over the new play structure in the park next to the library, their minders watching from gleaming benches. A colorful banner advertising something called Harbor Fest was fastened between two light poles behind the playground.

      An attractive new sign invited people into the old-fashioned library. Cami was tempted, but her agenda involved a belated breakfast. She could have taken advantage of the inn’s self-proclaimed impeccable room service, but she wanted to stretch her legs. Plus, Selena had instructed her to keep her eye out for possible filming locations. She didn’t exactly have any expertise in location scouting, but she’d been on enough location shoots to know what to look for.

      Wasn’t there a diner on the block past the library? They used to hit up the fifties-style joint after shooting wrapped for the day, since it was one of the only places in town that stayed open past nine. She and Jay and Nash and Ariel would grab a booth and order malted milkshakes and gossip as if they were real teenagers out with their friends after a football game, instead of what they really were—actors who played them on TV.

      She found the diner, a block farther down than she remembered, but hesitated when a cute bakery across the street caught her eye. She should have something more to eat than a pastry, but the bakery looked as if it might have a better chance of a latte than the diner. And yes, she was Hollywood enough to admit she wanted a latte.

      Cami fell in insta-love with Misty Harbor Bakeshop the moment she walked in and discovered it smelled like cardamom and coffee. She smiled brightly at the young person behind the counter. The man was wearing a full face of makeup and he looked like he’d be more at home in Echo Park than Misty Harbor—yet another sign the town had changed even more than she’d imagined.

      She kept the bright smile on her face as the employee said, “Welcome to the Bakeshop, what can I get you?” Then his eyes widened. “Oh, shit. Camille Corsair. Oh, shit. Shit. I need to stop saying shit.” He clamped a hand over his mouth, as if that would prevent him from saying anything more.

      Cami found herself giggling. Usually being recognized when she was trying to go about her business made her feel slightly vulnerable and off-kilter, but she had to admit that dynamic was different here. The residents of Misty Harbor had put up with Sawyer’s Cove for three years, with the occasional street closures and calls for extras, and that one time they’d set up an entire fake carnival on the beach boardwalk. But the locals never made the cast and crew feel unwelcome. She hoped the hospitality would return if what she had planned came to fruition.

      “Hi,” she said, scanning the retro white-on-black letter sign hanging behind the counter. “Can I get the biggest latte you have? Skim, if you have it. And, um…” She inspected the glossy pastries in the case, and her mouth instantly watered. “I don’t know. What else is good?”

      The employee narrowed his magenta-shadowed eyes. “What else is good? Is this a joke? Are you actually Camille Corsair, or are you just a really good cosplayer?”

      Cosplayer? “No, I’m Camille. What’s your name?”

      “I’m Trevor.”

      “Okay. You can call me Cami.”

      Trevor grinned with carmine-painted lips. “Cami, oh my God. Okay. Well, Cami, everything in this bakeshop is going to be the best thing you ever ate, so you can’t go wrong. And we’re still serving breakfast for—” he consulted the big analog clock on the wall behind him “—six minutes.”

      Cami ordered quickly. Eggs, toast, and a side of three berry jam.

      “Zelda, she’s the owner, makes the jam herself. And the bread, obviously. Prepare for a taste bud explosion.” Trevor keyed in the order and started making her latte.

      Cami laughed again. “Where was this place when I was young enough to actually eat croissants with no consequences?”

      “I know, right?” Trevor nodded as if he was intimately acquainted with actress problems. “Zelda opened it about five years ago.”

      She paid in cash and dropped a large denomination bill in the tip jar. It never hurt to have a friend who worked at a bakery. She was already planning the standing order they’d have to treat the crew once a week. If everything worked out. She had to remember not to get ahead of herself.

      Trevor handed over her latte, and she asked, “Why did you think I was a cosplayer?”

      “It’s Thursday,” Trevor said, as if that explained everything.

      She arched an eyebrow.

      Trevor waved his arms theatrically as he elaborated, “Thursdays, Fridays, and Saturdays are Sawyer’s Cove walking tours. Sometimes the guides dress up—usually they pick iconic outfits from the show, like the homecoming dance episode, or that horrible bridesmaid dress they made you wear in the one where your long-lost half-sister got married. But sometimes the people on the tour dress up, too.”

      “Wait. Walking tours? I don’t get it.”

      “It’s all part of, what is it called—fan tourism. Sawyer’s Cove has a lot of fans, and we’ve got an entire cottage industry here in Misty Harbor to cater to them.”

      “That’s what I’m counting on,” Cami said under her breath. Louder, she asked, “Where does the tour start? Do I need a ticket?”

      “You want to take the Sawyer’s Cove tour?” Trevor asked. “This day is just too weird. Jay’s in here all the time, but having you come in—it’s like I’m actually living in Cloudy Cove.”

      “Life imitating art, again, I guess.” Cami shrugged, even as her heart raced at getting confirmation that Jay was indeed in Misty Harbor. She sipped her excellent latte. “Trevor, this is exactly what I needed. Thank you.”

      “Anytime. Wait. Seriously, what are you doing here?”

      A slim, dark-haired woman who looked about her age came out of the back holding a paper box. Her apron was embroidered with the name “Zelda.”

      “Stop interrogating the customers, Trevor. Here’s your breakfast, sweetie.”

      Cami took the box, with a grateful smile. It wasn’t that she didn’t want to tell Trevor what she was doing in Misty Harbor, but it was for sure against the NDA she’d signed. “Thanks. Right now I’m going to eat, but I’ll be back.”

      “We close at six.” Zelda winked. “Tell your friends.”

      Cami took her breakfast and headed for the beach, considering the appealing storefronts she passed with fresh eyes. As the stand-in for the fictional Cloudy Cove, Misty Harbor had performed the role perfectly. She could all too easily see the town turned into a temporary backlot once again.

      She was almost at the beach when she passed a bar. The simple sign on the weathered brick exterior read “The Cove” in a typeface reminiscent of the show’s. Wow. The town had really gone all in on this fan tourism thing. This place probably served theme cocktails, like Sawyer’s Angst or Amy Green Apple Martinis.

      She made a mental note to check out the bar later, then spotted an empty bench where she could look out over the water and eat. Her brain whirred as she processed meeting Trevor and seeing how embedded Sawyer’s Cove already was in Misty Harbor’s DNA.

      She was aware that in the years since it had been unceremoniously canceled, the show’s audience had actually grown. They had always seemed to generate a lot of buzz, but the audience hadn’t seemed to find it until it was off the air. Cami enjoyed hearing from fans who’d come to the show late, but she’d always assumed all that was ancient history. Then other cult favorites that spoke to some nostalgic part of the culture started getting revived as limited series and garnering nice deals. And about six months ago, Selena had called to pitch her on a reboot of Sawyer’s Cove. She wanted them to do it together; Selena would be the showrunner, and Cami would produce in addition to reprising her role as Amy Green.

      Speak of the devil, Cami thought as her phone buzzed. She set aside her breakfast box and pulled her phone from the pocket of her skirt.

      “What’s up, Selena?”

      “You said you’d call me when you got there,” Selena said in her usual no-nonsense tone. For years, Cami had assumed Selena had no use for her, but over the past few months, she’d learned that was just how Selena was—dry as dust, with no time for preambles or bullshit of any kind. Since Cami spent her life being professionally nice, Selena’s lack of pretense was refreshing, now that she was used to it anyway. Selena didn’t care if Cami was sweet or friendly. She didn’t believe you caught more flies with honey, not in Hollywood. She’d parlayed her Sawyer’s Cove assistant writer gig—her very first paying job in TV—into a full-fledged staff writer job by the time the show was canceled. She’d been a staff writer ever since, but she’d never been a showrunner. That was going to change as soon as the studio put its money where its mouth was and officially green-lit the Sawyer’s Cove reboot.

      And they wouldn’t do that until Cami had Jay Orlando’s signature on the contract.

      “I’m sorry. I was so tired last night, I passed right out, then I slept in. I’m about to eat,” she added pointedly.

      “Well, I’m glad you got some rest.” Selena didn’t sound glad, but Cami knew that didn’t mean anything. “So, what’s the town like? Is this going to work?”

      “The town looks better than ever, and I’m getting tons of ideas based on some new stuff downtown. The people are nice. They seem to have a whole little tourism thing built up around the show.”

      “I told you there was an audience for this. What’s the deal with Jay? You close to tracking him down?”

      “Give me more than five minutes, okay? I’ll find him.”

      Selena had been more irritated than worried when they hadn’t been able to locate Jay Orlando. He didn’t have an agent anymore, and he’d never had a manager. None of his old numbers worked, and Cami had felt weird about randomly calling places in Misty Harbor, looking for a lead on him. When the project she was filming in Toronto was unceremoniously cut short, she’d had the idea of simply poking around Misty Harbor until he crawled out from whatever rock he’d been hiding under.

      “Okay, text me the minute he signs the contract. I have a call with Brad and Krista tomorrow, and I’d love to be able to tell them we’re set. Gotta go.”

      Selena clicked off before Cami could say goodbye, but she didn’t take it personally. She put her phone away and settled back on her bench.

      Her eggs were a little cold, but still tasty. The jam was sinfully good—tart and sweet. As she ate, she glanced around the waterfront. The June sun glinted off the Atlantic. To her left was the marina, with dozens of gleaming boats lined up like oversized toys in the bath. To her right was the boardwalk, with a parking lot on one side, the rocky beach on the other. A few joggers, a group of women chatting as they pushed strollers, and a galloping golden retriever playing fetch with its owner completed the idyllic picture of coastal New England.

      Cami closed her eyes against the sun, too lazy to get her sunglasses out of her bag. She imagined the rays were powering her up to face the hardest part of her mission in Misty Harbor—convincing Jay Orlando, her first boyfriend, the boy who broke her heart, to co-star with her on a reboot of the show where they’d fallen in love, both on and off screen.

      She smiled wryly to herself. It sounded like the premise of a bad episode of soapy television.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Erika: What’s amazing about Parker Wild in the pilot is that he’s everything you expect—cocky, full of himself, knows how good-looking he is, the whole hot-guy thing—but he’s got this vulnerability he can’t hide, and that’s why we fall in love with him almost from his first moment on screen.

        Jules: I know—when he’s trying to charm an extra coffee out of the lady at the donut shop because he doesn’t have enough money for two cups, but he knows Amy won’t take his if she thinks it’s charity—swoon. And I know we’re supposed to want Amy to get with Sawyer in the pilot, and, to be honest, when I first saw the show, I wanted that, too, but there’s just something unforgettable about Parker there—and my God, his eyelashes. Are. A. Mile. Long.

        Erika: Truly. Jay Orlando’s eyelashes deserve an entire podcast episode.

        Jules: Well, it’s our podcast, so maybe we’ll do one.

        Erika: We make the rules.

        Jules: Damn right we do.

      

        

      
        From The Sawyer’s Cove Rewatch Project Podcast: Pilot

      

      

      Jay pushed open the door to the Bakeshop, pleased to see a couple of people in line ahead of him. Trevor was working the counter, and he waved in acknowledgment. A busy bakery was always a good sign. And speaking of signs, he abandoned his spot in line for the cork board on the back wall. There were fliers for lawn care companies, handymen, a couple of doulas, mommy and me yoga—Misty Harbor had so much going on, he had to move over a couple of fliers to make room for his poster advertising the first annual Harbor Fest.

      The Pop-art poster design had been done by a friend of his sister Mimi; it added a contemporary look to what was basically a very old-fashioned idea: a town fair, with carnival rides and games, plus booths for local businesses, food trucks, and live music. Misty Harbor was going all out to celebrate the Fourth of July weekend, and hopefully draw some visitors from out of town in the process.

      For a town whose economy depended on tourism, the declining numbers at local hotels had been cause for concern at the last town council meeting. Blame had been placed on the recent opening of a resort ten miles down the interstate. They boasted a waterpark and actual beach, instead of the rocky spits that made up Misty Harbor’s shoreline.

      Trevor was helping the customer in front of Jay when Zelda emerged from the back, wiping her hands on her apron. “Hey Jay, what can I get you?”

      “I’ll take a coffee and a dozen of whatever you want to get rid of for the library.”

      “I know what Mimi and company like,” Zelda said. “Apple turnovers and chocolate chip muffins.”

      “Sold.”

      Zelda was new to Misty Harbor. Well, she’d been there for five years, but that was new in a town where most folks had been born in the local hospital and gone to one of three elementary schools before feeding into the single middle school and high school. Some went as far as UConn for college, a few escaped to New York or Boston and never came back. But not many arrived as adults and stayed, as Zelda had. Misty Harbor was too far for regular commutes to the big cities. Tourism was seasonal—most businesses needed to do well enough in the warm summer months and fall foliage season to make it through the cold winter. You had to make a point to come to Misty Harbor. It was one of the reasons Jay loved it.

      “Be careful with that coffee, it’s scalding,” she instructed him as he balanced the cup on top of the box of pastries, a roll of posters stuck under his arm. “And you have a good day.”

      “Will do,” he said, letting the incoming customer hold the door open for him as he left the warm cardamom hug of the Bakeshop for the cool early June air of Main Street. He thought he heard Trevor say, “Do you think he knows?”, but he was too busy keeping up his balancing act to wonder what that meant.

      He avoided spilling anything for two blocks, where his next destination, Misty Harbor’s only library, sat in all its gray stone glory. Jay used his hip to activate the automatic opener of the heavy main door, then walked through the lobby that always seemed to smell like Elmer’s glue and construction paper. He nodded to the guy at the circulation desk.

      “Morning, Colin.”

      “Morning, Jay. Mimi’s in the back.”

      Jay knew where he was going. He let himself through a door marked “Employees Only” and found himself in the librarians’ break room. A tall, handsome woman with curly dyed purple hair held back by a yellow scrunchie leaned against the counter, looking at her rose gold phone. She wore a bright red cardigan over the blue “Keep Calm and Ask a Librarian” shirt he’d given her for her birthday last year.

      His sister was nothing if not colorful.

      “Hey, sis.” He set the box on the ancient Formica table. Hands free, he took a grateful gulp of coffee, wincing when he discovered it was, indeed, as hot as he’d been warned.

      Mimi stuffed her phone in her sweater pocket, eyes lighting on the box. “Are those treats for me?”

      “For you and everyone else.”

      She made a beeline for the box, making a squeeing noise as she pulled out an apple turnover.

      “I’m going to put up some Harbor Fest posters.”

      “Just leave them, and I’ll have one of my staff put them up.”

      “Thanks.”

      Through a mouthful of turnover, Mimi said, “Mom was looking for you. She just texted me to ask if I’d seen you.”

      Jay pulled out his phone, but he didn’t have a similar notification. “Why didn’t she just text me? Anyway, I’m headed there next.” As a founding member of the Harbor Fest planning committee, he had plenty more posters to paper the town with.

      Mimi shrugged, then took another bite and moaned. “Zelda must be some kind of witch. Why are these so damn good?”

      “Must be her secret ingredient, eye of newt.” Jay grinned when his sister stuck her tongue out at him. “I gotta run. You coming to see the band Friday?”

      “I booked them, so I’ll be there.”

      “Sweet. Be good, sis.”

      “Stay out of trouble, little brother.”

      Unburdened now by the pastry box, half a dozen posters still rolled up under his arm, and life-giving coffee putting a spring in his step, it took Jay only a few minutes to reach the Misty Harbor Inn. Maybe Zelda was some kind of witch. Her coffee put anything he could make at home to deep shame.

      Jay had practically grown up at the grand hotel, known locally as simply “the inn.” His mom had worked there since before he was born, first as a housekeeper, eventually working her way up to the desk and guest services, until she became assistant manager. Transformed in the sixties to a hotel, the original mansion had been built in the 1800s by a man who’d made a fortune in transatlantic shipping and retired to Misty Harbor. The inn backed up on forty acres of preserved woodlands edged on the west by I-95 and on the east by the Atlantic Ocean.

      Jay had been intimidated by the architecture when he was a kid—the place resembled a red stone castle, complete with bats in the belfry and ghosts in the dungeon. When he was old enough for his mom to start taking him along with her to work, he realized how mundane the inn actually was—dumpsters out back, laundry churning night and day in the basement—no dungeon. Maybe a ghost or two, though, in the form of memories of things he used to get up to after hours.

      He checked his watch. If he hustled, he could visit Deb, then stop by the inn’s co-op daycare and make sure they had everything they needed before his first meeting of the day. The Harbor Fest committee was getting together to make some last-minute decisions, and later the downtown development group was having a mixer at the bar. He’d offered up the space, since Thursdays were one of the few nights they didn’t have live music.

      He was about to try his mom’s office when his phone buzzed. A belated text from Deb?

      It was a message from Nash. He’d been shooting in Bulgaria, or maybe it was Belgium, but his hours had been totally out of sync with Jay’s, and they hadn’t talked in a while.

      
        
          
            
              
        Dude you need to call me

      

      

      

      
        
          
        I need to talk to you

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Call me

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Seriously. Dude. Don’t ignore me on this.

      

      

      

      

      

      Nash had never mastered the art of putting all the info into one message, preferring a machine gun approach to texting.

      Having no idea if Nash was even in the States, he figured he’d wait until after he’d checked in with his mom to give his friend a try.

      His phone buzzed again. Impatiently, he looked at the text from his mom.

      
        
          
            
              
        Hey sweetie. Call me before you come by the inn, okay?

      

      

      

      

      

      What the hell was wrong with everyone today? Did someone die? He couldn’t imagine who in the world could have kicked the bucket that would have both Nash and his mother crawling up his ass. The only thing Deb Orlando, a fifty-two-year-old assistant hotel manager, had in common with Nash Speedwell, B-list television actor and C-list alt-country musician, was Jay himself.

      He was literally a hundred feet from his mother’s office; he wasn’t going to call her when he could just get the bad news of whatever celebrity died and then get on with his day. He’d try Nash later if he had time.

      He was about to pass the front desk when he heard the sweep of the inn’s automatic door and glanced over his shoulder reflexively, noting the attractive blonde woman who entered the lobby. His head swiveled forward, then back again as he did an involuntary double take.

      The woman was a head shorter than him and slightly built. Her shoulder-length hair leaned more toward butter than honey, and her flawless skin was several shades lighter again. She was dressed casually in a knee-length denim skirt and thin, girly flannel, rolled up to her elbows, in shades of purple and blue that he knew matched her eyes. She had sunglasses on, inside, which weren’t doing their job because Jay would recognize her anywhere, with the glasses or without. He’d seen her dozens of times on screens large and small in the past decade-plus. But it had been that long since he’d seen her in the flesh.

      “Cami.”

      Camille Corsair, child actor-turned-teenage-“it girl”-turned-big-screen-queen, stopped in her tracks and tipped her head back to meet his gaze. He imagined he could see her round blue eyes widen further under the tinted lenses of her Ray-Bans.

      “Jay Orlando. Just the man I want to see.” She didn’t sound surprised to see him, her naturally cheerful inflection carefully neutral.

      His phone buzzed impotently in his hand one last time, and he suddenly realized why everyone had been desperate to get in touch with him. No one had died. They had just wanted to warn him the ghost of girlfriends past was heading his way.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Erika: Now we get Amy’s introduction. Amy Green, shy overachiever, played by Camille Corsair, the quintessential girl next door, if the girl next door looked like a younger, shorter, curvier Nicole Kidman.

        Jules: Nicole Kidman? Huh. I always thought she looked a little bit like Claudette Colbert if she was blonde.

        Erika: No one is going to get that reference, you know that, right?

        Jules: She’s petite, heart-shaped face, cute and sassy and pretty. The kind of girl you want to make laugh.

        Erika: Wow, that was an awesome description.

        Jules: I may have had a tiny crush on Camille Corsair around the time she was doing those dumb rom-coms…okay, I might still have a tiny crush on her. Sue me.

        Erika: Hey, I hear you. She’s adorable. And how do we know Amy, the character she’s about to play for three seasons, is a bookworm and good girl, everyone?

        Jules: Because she wears glasses.

        Erika: Because she wears glasses. Hoo boy, I wonder if we’re going to see a scene with a cute guy sliding them off her face before telling her she actually has really pretty eyes?

        Jules: No spoilers, E!

        Erika: Oh right, no spoilers. Damn. First episode, and I already forgot.

        Jules: It’s okay. I forgive you.

        Erika: But will the listener? Hi, Mom!

        Jules: I think we’re gonna find there are a lot of people thirsty to talk about Amy Green’s glasses and which cute boy might end up sliding them off her face.

        Erika: Fingers crossed!

      

        

      
        From The Sawyer’s Cove Rewatch Project Podcast: Pilot

      

      

      Cami slipped off her sunglasses and thrust them into her bag. No point trying to stay under the radar, not if Jay was just walking around the inn as if he owned the place. Maybe he did. She’d had no luck finding out what he was up to these days. Hence deciding to track him down in person. It was good practice, anyway. If they were going to be working together again, she’d have to be able to have a conversation with him face-to-face.

      Now, seeing him in person for the first time in twelve years, she had to admit—to herself, if no one else—she’d missed that face.

      He looked older, obviously. He was almost thirty-three—their birthdays were within a few days of each other at the end of summer. She was going to be thirty-one, and she felt it in every newly developing line on her face, in the way she had to spend an extra fifteen minutes in the makeup chair to erase the rings that formed around her eyes if she didn’t get her seven hours a night. Every day she spent in front of the camera was a reminder she was on borrowed time as far as Hollywood was concerned. She’d aged out of teenage roles about five years earlier, and the transition to adult roles had been precarious.

      But Jay’s adulthood looked good on him. At twenty, he’d been an appealing mixture of boyish and masculine. With his bee-stung lips, liquid brown eyes, and eyelashes for days, he could have been called pretty, but with his lean, muscled torso, strong shoulders, signature close-cropped brown hair, and sharp white canines, he had a masculine edge. At thirty-two, his hair was still shorn close to his head, like a baby lamb after shearing, but he didn’t look particularly boyish anymore. Lines were around his eyes, still with an absolute plethora of eyelashes many a makeup artist had swooned over. Not to mention legions of other people.

      It had never mattered how long the Connecticut winters were, Jay’s skin was always a rich brown, and today, even though his famous arms were covered up by a long-sleeved T-shirt, the V-neck showed his complexion hadn’t changed.

      “What are you doing here, Cami?” He sounded the same, too. For a second, she had a moment of vertigo, feeling sixteen again and hearing that warm baritone for the first time. The line could have been accusatory. It certainly wasn’t original. But he sounded too surprised to be angry.

      “I’m here to see you, like I said.”

      She’d developed a careful list of talking points, of numbers and dates and reasons he wouldn’t be able to say no to her proposal. But in the face of him, the one and only Jay Orlando, she felt curiously ill-prepared. She straightened her spine in defiance. She wasn’t a nostalgic fangirl. She was Camille Corsair, goddamn it.

      He smiled, slowly, as if he was catching on to a joke. “You came all the way to Misty Harbor to see me? What is that, three thousand miles?”

      It would have been if she’d been coming from her place in L.A. She couldn’t even remember the last time she’d been there for more than a couple of nights in a row.

      “Five hundred, actually. I was in Toronto for a shoot.”

      His smile dimmed at that. “And you never heard of a phone?”

      “Look, I really do need to talk to you, and it might take some time. Are you free now, or can we set something up for later?”

      The smile completely vanished. “Seriously, Cami, what’s all this about?”

      She glanced around the lobby. They’d been blessedly alone for the exchange thus far, but you never knew when a curious hotel guest with an itchy video recording finger would happen across them. “Is there somewhere we can talk? My room? I just ate, but I could order us some lunch.”

      He shook his head. “I can’t. I have a busy day.”

      She grimaced. She should have known better than to think he would make this easy on her. She thought about Selena and how she had to be willing to get out of her nice girl comfort zone if she was going to be a producer.

      “This is important, Jay. I’d really like to talk to you as soon as possible.” She could at least get his phone number. She rummaged in her bag to find her phone. Somehow it always seemed to be the last thing she put her hands on.

      “Camille?”

      Dammit.

      She turned to flash a professional smile at whomever had interrupted their moment of privacy, then felt her smile freeze on her face. The woman who’d joined them wasn’t a random fan. She was possibly the person in Misty Harbor who might be the least excited to see her. After Jay, of course.

      “Hi, Deb,” she said, trying to infuse her voice with warmth instead of trepidation.

      Jay’s mom was an attractive woman, though she didn’t look much like her son. The only trait they visibly shared was a proud nose. Deb’s was centered on an oval face. With her freckled light skin, green eyes and thick curly brown hair pulled away from her face in a sensible bun,  she looked much more like Jay’s sister, Mimi. In fact, Deb and Mimi could have passed for sisters themselves. Jay had once told her Deb had only been eighteen when Mimi came along, nine months after prom night, to be exact, but her father had died before she was even born. Jay arrived two years later, the product of a brief encounter with a hotel guest who had never known about Deb’s pregnancy. But Deb had never been one of those young moms who tried to be friends with her kids; Cami knew Deb was a protective mama to her core.

      And Jay was nothing if not the dutiful son.

      That was practically the only thing they’d had in common. Maybe it still was. Jay was a mama’s boy, and Camille had always been her father’s number one priority. She pushed away thoughts of her dad and the phone call she owed him.

      Not for the first time, she considered maybe this detour to Misty Harbor was a way of putting off one uncomfortable conversation in favor of another.

      “I heard you got in last night, and I hoped I’d run into you. You look wonderful, Cami,” Deb said.

      She sounded genuine enough, but in her role as hotel emissary, she couldn’t very well spurn a paying guest, could she? Cami took a deep breath. Maybe she wasn’t being fair. It wasn’t as if Deb had disapproved, exactly, of Cami and Jay’s teenage romance. More like lightly skeptical. But that was a long time ago. Cami hadn’t had it in her to hope for a warm welcome from people she’d thought she’d never see again.

      “Thanks. This place is so lovely.”

      “I’m happy to hear you say so. Staying long?” She raised her eyebrows and glanced between Cami and her son.

      “A few days. Maybe more.”

      “Well, I hope we’ll see something of you while you’re here.”

      Cami smiled weakly. “I’d love that.”

      “I’ll catch up with you later, okay, Jay?”

      “Sure, Mom.”

      They both turned to watch Deb stride away. Cami let out an audible breath.

      “Still scared of my mom, huh?” The smile was back, and even if it was at her expense, Cami liked seeing it on him.

      “Can I get your number?” Cami said, instead of reacting to the bait.

      Jay recited a string of numbers, slowly enough that she didn’t have trouble adding them to her contacts. She immediately texted him and saw his phone light up in his hand. Not that she thought he might give her fake digits. She wasn’t that paranoid.

      “I have a feeling I’m going to regret asking, but what’s all this about?”

      She looked around the lobby again. This wasn’t the place, but maybe she needed to get it over with.

      “Okay, here’s the pitch. I’m developing a limited series reboot of Sawyer’s Cove, and I want you to be in it. I’ve got a contract drawn up, and I need you to sign so we can finalize things with the studio and the production company. So if you want to put me in touch with your lawyer, we can move to the next step.”

      Jay had been looking at her steadily as she gave him the spiel she’d rehearsed. It came out drier than she’d practiced.

      His mouth quirked. “This is a joke, right?”

      “No. We’re going to bring back Sawyer’s Cove. And we need you, Jay. Everyone else has already signed.”

      He shook his head again. “No. That’s impossible. Nash would have⁠—”

      She tipped her head to the side. Nash and Jay were in touch? Huh. Nash hadn’t mentioned that.

      “Well, he’s been busy on that gladiator show. They’re shooting in Bulgaria, right?”

      “That explains it,” Jay said absently. “Look, Cami, I get that you’ve come a long way—or, like, a medium-length way, to see me, and you probably have a whole batch of arguments lined up, but the short answer is no.”

      “No?” Cami refused to process the word. She heard “no” a lot as an actress, but she’d hoped Jay would see the possibility in the show. Would remember the fun they used to have.

      Maybe she was the only one who still had fond memories of their time together. It had taken her months—okay, years—to get far enough past the hurt and remember the good times without feeling sick to her stomach at what she’d lost.

      “No…thank you?” Jay said, as if this was all a joke.

      “Let me take you to lunch, seriously, and we can talk about it. You haven’t seen the contract, the numbers we’re talking about. It will be worth your while.”

      “I’m busy for lunch,” he said, clipped. “Harbor Fest committee meeting.”

      “Harbor Fest—oh, right, I saw the banner downtown. Nice artwork.”

      “Thanks.”

      “How about dinner?”

      “I’ll be working.”

      The man was infuriating. “And what work is that, exactly?”

      He ignored her question. “The point is, you’d best head back to Hollywoodland, because I’m not interested.”

      “Maybe I haven’t done the best job of selling the idea to you, but give me a chance. Do you know how popular the show has become in the last few years? It can’t have escaped your notice that this town is already obsessed with Sawyer’s Cove. They have walking tours for the people who come to visit Misty Harbor just because we shot here! There’s even a bar called The Cove—I mean, how on-the-nose is that?”

      He smiled tightly. “Yeah, uh. I own that bar.”

      “You do?” She absorbed that, trying to imagine Jay as a bar owner, as any kind of business owner, for that matter.

      He looked as if he was about to take off in a run, and she put her hand on his arm to stop him. As soon as she felt the warmth bleeding through his shirt, she knew touching him was a mistake. She dropped her hand as if he was covered in toxic sludge.

      “Then you must get how big this could be. The fans would go crazy.”

      “The fans already are crazy,” he said dryly, but without malice.

      “My point exactly. We have an active fanbase. We have the studio willing to put up the money. The production company is all ready to put things in motion. Nash and Ariel and Crosby are in. And me, of course.” Her voice softened. “You’re the last piece of the puzzle, Jay. Cloudy Cove needs Parker Wild.”

      As she name-dropped his fictional alter-ego, a scowl came over his face. “Look, Cami, Misty Harbor isn’t Cloudy Cove. And I’m not Parker Wild. The answer is no. I gotta go.”

      He left her standing in the lobby, staring after him as if she’d forgotten her line and was waiting for a prompt from the stage manager.
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        Jules: You know what I love about how they introduce us to Will O’Connell, played by Nash Speedwell?

        Erika: Probably, but tell me anyway.

        Jules: Television was far enough along with the gay friend trope that he’s already out and we can skip some of the clichés. I mean, I love a well-done coming out story, but that’s not what this show is about, and we can just appreciate Will as one of the Cove crowd who just happens to be gay.

        Erika: True. And appreciate him, I do. Whew, Nash Speedwell was, what, sixteen, seventeen, and he’s unfairly adorable. I don’t remember any of the boys in my high school, gay, straight, or other, coming anywhere close to this cute.

        Jules: And it’s wild to see him here so young and little when on that historical epic show he’s all huge muscle guy.

        Erika: Totally bulked up. I like him better like this. Dreamy.

        Jules: If anyone can pull off skinny arms, it’s seventeen-year-old Nash Speedwell. Is it creepy that I’m this into him now that I’m an adult? Don’t answer that.

      

        

      
        From The Sawyer’s Cove Rewatch Project Podcast: Pilot

      

      

      Jay forgot about visiting the daycare and instead turned around and headed right out of the inn again. He couldn’t be anywhere near Cami right now. He was still processing the fact that he had been near her—they’d been in the same room, practically shared the same air, for several minutes.

      And the apocalypse hadn’t begun.

      Sure, it had felt like it might, for a second, when she started going on about the show and he’d internally freaked out. But he’d kept it together on the outside. Hadn’t he? He’d forgotten when he was around her the rest of the world had a tendency to fall away. He’d struggled to understand what she was telling him about the show reboot while he processed the reality of her. She was as beautiful as he remembered, if not more so, but she had a confidence about her that was new to him.

      He shook off the residual feeling of her hand on his arm and stalked across the green, gripping his phone aggressively. He had to get back to The Cove to pick up his Land Rover and drive to Melba’s house for the Harbor Fest meeting, but he had someone to berate on the way.

      Of all the people Jay spent three years of his life making Sawyer’s Cove with, Nash Speedwell was the only one who turned out to be more stubborn than him. Nash wouldn’t let him give up on their friendship, and no matter how hard Jay tried to ghost him after the show was canceled and he had wanted to go back to being a quietly anonymous homebody, Nash was still there. Kind of annoying, actually.

      He stabbed Nash’s name on his phone screen as if he was poking his friend in the forehead and was mildly surprised when he picked up on the second ring.

      “I have to tell you something,” Nash said without preamble.

      “You signed on to a Sawyer’s Cove reboot and didn’t warn me?”

      There was a pause. “Pretty much, yeah.”

      Nash didn’t sound nearly as apologetic as he should. “What the hell? First of all, when did all this happen? You just forgot to tell me?”

      “Look, Selena and Cami called me a month ago, pitched me the idea. I was about to start all these night shoots, and I got totally wrapped up in work, and I actually forgot about it until Mary-Anne told me she had the contract all sorted out. Do you know how much they’re offering? Even if I didn’t think it was going to be a blast, I’d do it just for the money.”

      “Mercenary,” Jay said, because that was the kind of relationship they had. But it got him wondering just how much they were talking about. He was fine, financially, but the provider part of him that never shut off knew there was no amount of money this town couldn’t absorb. The senior center could use an update, and the town pool had seen better days. Not to mention The Cove did all right, but it wasn’t as if there weren’t some slow months. Maybe if he didn’t contribute to his employees’ retirements and pay for their childcare, there would be bigger margins, but that wasn’t negotiable in his book, no matter how much hand-wringing his accountant did. He shifted gears. “Selena? The writer?” He remembered a curvy girl with masses of black curly hair.

      “Yep, Selena Echeveria. She’s gonna be the showrunner. You should look at the contract before you say no.”

      “I already did.”

      “What? You saw the contract, and you still said no?”

      “I said no because I don’t want to do it.”

      “Come on, the studio won’t give the go-ahead until all five original cast members sign on.”

      “That’s bullshit. They could just kill me off or write me out or something.”

      “Are you kidding? They aren’t going to pass up the marketing opportunity of getting you back on screen. What a coup—Jay Orlando in his first role since his first role.”

      Jay imagined the headlines and shuddered. “No, thanks.”

      “And you’d hold up the entire thing, dash the hopes of everyone who’s working on this project because you want to stick it to your ex-girlfriend?”

      “Jesus, it’s not about Cami,” Jay complained, stung. He didn’t think it was about Cami, anyway.

      “How’s she doing? I heard she had a hard shoot in Toronto.”

      “What? She looked fine,” he said automatically, then immediately wondered what she’d been shooting and why it was hard on her. “Except for the fact that she showed up at the inn out of the blue, and I had no advance warning from anyone,” he said pointedly.

      “Dude, I’m sorry. She messaged me a few days ago, saying she was going to Misty Harbor, but it’s been bananas here, and I missed it until today. I tried to give you a heads-up.”

      Nash sounded genuinely contrite. And it wasn’t his fault anyway. But Jay was still mad. He hadn’t expected any of this.

      “You really think this is a good idea?”

      “Yeah, man. It’s good money. Selena’s a boss, so you know the scripts will be decent. Cami’s producing, which is cool. I like to support my friends.”

      Jay knew what Nash wasn’t saying—he was a selfish prick if he didn’t do this.

      “And remember how much fun we all used to have? You and me and Cami and Ariel. Even Crosby’s not so bad.”

      Of course they’d had fun. Five teenagers spending twelve hours a day, five days a week together. Hormones running high, tons of attention, and the first real money most of them had made as actors. It had been a blast.

      Except it hadn’t been real. It had been a three-year fantasy. Jay had been living in the real world ever since. He wasn’t sure he could face going back.

      “I gotta go, man.”

      “Okay, but think it over. And call me if you need to talk. Or I could come there—should I fly out for a few days?”

      “I thought you were in Bulgaria.”

      “We wrapped a couple of days ago. I’m in Paris doing press, but I could weasel out early.”

      “No, thanks. I’m good.” Jay hadn’t expected any of this, but he didn’t need Nash to come rescue him for God’s sake. He could handle Cami fine on his own.

      He just needed to get his head together and remember why signing up to spend time with her wasn’t a good idea. No matter how much money was involved.
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        * * *

      

      The rest of the day he functioned on autopilot, trying to stay present for the Harbor Fest meeting but losing track of the conversation until Melba, the semi-retired owner of the diner, touched his arm and threw him a concerned look. He apologized and said he hadn’t gotten a great night of sleep. Which was a lie. He’d slept well, but he had a feeling he wouldn’t tonight.

      They were only barely on budget for this event, and if no one came, it would be a wash. He wanted the Fest to be a success, with plenty of money banked to do it again next year. He would show Cami they didn’t need a big Hollywood production coming in to pour money into the local economy. They were doing fine on their own.

      “We need to do more promo. What about advertising?”

      “Besides the posters and the banner, there’s no money in the budget for it,” Ray, an accountant who did the books for half the businesses on Main Street, reminded him.

      Jay had used his own money to pay the printer. “Well, we can get an article in the paper about it, anyway. Put it in the events section.”

      “We could try social media,” Danica said mildly. She was the manager at The Cove, twenty-five, and never missed an opportunity to make fun of Jay for not being on social media in any way, shape, or form. He’d had a Facebook account in high school, but the minute Sawyer’s Cove aired, it was inundated with friend requests and sketchy posts. He’d deleted it and never looked back. The town had accounts and put out information that way, to let residents know about storm warnings and city services. He supposed they could use their platforms, too.

      “Sure. Whatever. Do it,” Jay said.

      Danica wrinkled her forehead. “You feeling okay, Jay? You just told me to use social media. I thought Instagram gave you hives?”

      He gave her a look. “I’m not a complete Luddite,” he answered. “I’m just private.”

      She rolled her eyes. “And we’re trying to get ten thousand people to come to Misty Harbor for this thing. We can’t be precious about it.”

      “I know. I know. That’s why I said do it. Jesus.”

      “What is wrong with you today?” She looked worried rather than annoyed, and he sighed.

      “I’m fine. My head’s just somewhere else.” Twelve years in the past, apparently. Cami’s appearance had wrenched the lid off a whole barrel of memories. A few were bad—breaking up with her at the top of that particular list. He still had nightmares sometimes about her stricken expression, the way she’d seemed to literally shrink into herself by the time he was done telling her they were through and he was leaving her in Los Angeles to go back to Misty Harbor.

      But some of them were good. Her silk-soft hair bunched in his hands. Her fearlessness in portraying Amy. Her breathless giggle when he’d convince her to sneak off to empty corners of the set to talk or kiss between takes.

      Those were the memories that scared him senseless.

      “Do you need me to open tonight?” Danica asked.

      “No, stick to the schedule. I’ll do it.” Thursday nights, he always opened. He had a routine, his days were busy and full. He had a life. He liked his life. He didn’t have room in it to shoot a stupid television show. And he certainly didn’t have room in it for Camille Corsair.
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        Erika: One thing I love about the show is that it takes place in a tiny coastal Connecticut town, and it looks it.

        Jules: That’s because they shot it in a tiny coastal Connecticut town.

        Erika: Misty Harbor doubles for Cloudy Cove—huh, wonder how they came up with the name?

        Jules: Didn’t Ryan Saylor grow up there? The executive producer?

        Erika: Maybe? Somewhere around there, I think. Anyway, it’s super pretty, and they light it so well. It’s the quintessential New England town, all that brick. It always feels like fall. You can practically smell the wood stoves and the evergreens.

        Jules: Evergreens? It takes place on the ocean. How about the salt air and seagulls?

        Erika: What the fuck do seagulls smell like?

        Jules: Like the sea, of course!

      

        

      
        From The Sawyer’s Cove Rewatch Project Podcast: Pilot

      

      

      Cami’s corner room at the Misty Harbor Inn had a king-sized bed, attractive writing desk, and two big windows that let in tons of June sunshine. As much as she wanted to draw the blinds and sink into the big claw-foot tub in the oversized bathroom, Cami straightened her shoulders and got to work. If she was going to be a producer, she had shit to take care of.

      First, she checked her email and socials, responding to a couple of time-sensitive messages. She posted a picture of her latte from that morning with a generic caffeine addiction caption to keep the social media machine fed, without tagging a location. Her dad hadn’t called or emailed recently, but he was copied on an email from her contact at the studio about the reboot. This was her project, but he was still her manager. She needed to call him, but she tried Selena first, to keep her updated on exactly how little progress she’d made so far.

      Selena picked up after a single ring. “Hey, that was fast. You got him to sign already?”

      “I got him to say no already.” She flopped down on the ultra-comfy bed and stared at the eggshell white ceiling. “I ran into him in the lobby and barely got out my pitch before he was turning me down cold.”

      “He’s just playing hard to get.” Selena sounded supremely unconcerned. “Does he even have representation anymore?”

      “I don’t think so.” She sighed, longing for the bath. She’d once heard about a famous writer who used to return all their calls from the bathtub on one of those old-fashioned phones. It seemed weirdly intimate to talk to someone while you were naked in the tub, but it wasn’t as if they could see you. She rolled her shoulders, cracking her spine in a couple places in the process. Maybe she could find time to get a massage at the inn’s spa.

      “So let’s talk strategy. Did you appeal to his sense of nostalgia?”

      “This town is dripping in nostalgia, but apparently Jay is immune, even though he owns a damn bar called The Cove.”

      “Seriously? How did my research not turn that up? Then he’s just holding out for a better offer. Wouldn’t a show revival boost his business?”

      “He didn’t even see the first offer. We never got as far as money. I suck at this.”

      “Hey, listen to me.” Selena’s voice was sharp, and Cami sat up instinctively. “You don’t suck at this. You’re learning, and you’re doing an awesome job. No one knows this project better than you. You convinced Nash, didn’t you?”

      “Nash would do anything for money,” Cami said morosely.

      “Stop feeling sorry for yourself. Do I need to come out there and knock some self-esteem into you?”

      Cami laughed. “I don’t think that’s how self-esteem works, but thanks.”

      “All I’m saying is, I know I’ve been pushing, but this isn’t all on you. I can come and help.”

      That gave Cami pause. So far, she’d been enjoying producing. It was already more satisfying than shooting her last two lackluster movies, and they hadn’t even started production.

      But Jay was turning out to be her first real test. Was he being difficult just because it was her? Would he have answered differently if Selena had been the one to approach him? No, he’d been the one to end things, way back when. He didn’t get to be vindictive, if that’s what was fueling his negative response. She wanted this to happen too much to indulge in bitterness over the past. It was a testament to her acting skills that she’d been able to face him down in that lobby and skate nimbly over the decade-old scar of their premature breakup.

      Or maybe he really didn’t want to be a part of it and it had nothing to do with her. He hadn’t acted since Sawyer’s Cove had ended, after all.

      She sighed again. She had to learn how to deal with situations like this if she was going to make it as a producer. And she had to succeed to prove to her dad that she didn’t need him holding her hand every step of her career.

      “I promise I’ll let you know if I need to be rescued. In the meantime, I do have a couple of ideas. I want to go check out his bar, see what the scene is like there.”

      “Yes, work the bar angle. He’s a businessman; appeal to his business sensibility.”

      Then Selena asked something Cami had been anticipating. Dreading, to be honest.

      “Okay, shop talk over. New topic: how did he look?” Selena’s voice lost some of its edge as she pivoted from work wife to girlfriend.

      Selena knew about their past—everyone who’d worked on Sawyer’s Cove back in the day had been aware of their relationship. They’d tried to keep it secret for a while, but it was pretty much a lost cause, two horny teenagers constantly surrounded by the rest of the cast and crew had to get creative when they wanted alone time. Looking back, Cami was certain they weren’t nearly as subtle as they thought they were. Everyone on the set was probably sick of their puppy love.

      “He looked like Jay Orlando, only older.”

      “Fine, in other words.”

      “Fine as hell.”

      “Well, good. I wasn’t looking forward to telling him to lose a beer gut.”

      “No beer gut in sight.”

      “Whew. I feel like there’s something you aren’t telling me though.”

      Cami traced the hem of her skirt, struggling to put her thoughts into words. Life would be so much easier if she could consult a script when she lost her way. “It’s just being in Misty Harbor—you know, it feels the same, but nothing is the same. I’m not, anyway. Jay seems different, too.”

      “You aren’t having second thoughts about the show, are you?”

      “No. No, that I’m sure is a good idea. But I hate feeling like so much is out of my control.”

      “That’s show business.”

      She laughed brittlely. One reason she wanted to produce was to feel like she had a modicum of control over her projects, instead of continuing down the safely mediocre path she’d been on for a few years, recycled rom-coms and forgettable horror flicks. Toronto, with its half-baked script and scandal-ridden set, was the last straw. Sure, her bank balance was healthy, and she never lacked for work, but she’d never been in this business for the money.

      “On that note, I better go.”

      “Hey, everything is going to turn out amazing, I promise,” Selena said with her usual stark confidence, then hung up before Cami could argue.

      Cami knew her friend meant the show, not necessarily her life. She reminded herself that’s all she should be worried about. Her career, after all, was basically her life. In the last twelve years, work had taken over until it was pretty much the only thing she had. Even her dad was her manager first, her father second. There would always be a part of her that resented that he couldn’t just be her father, that he always put her career before anything else. What would it feel like to make her own decisions and base them on something besides the next project, the next contract, the next job?

      Jay had done it. After Sawyer’s Cove, he could have done almost anything. He’d walked away and chosen the real world over make-believe ones. Clearly it had been the right choice for him, and here she was, trying to pathetically convince him he wanted back in.

      Cami tossed her phone down, stalked over to the windows, and gazed out. One side looked over the back of the hotel, the newer ell wings that held the bulk of the rooms. Behind the building, a lawn led to the privately owned woods used by the town for light hiking and dog walking. The other side’s view reached all the way to the ocean, glinting gold in the afternoon sunlight.

      She’d never been a guest at the inn before. In the old days, Jay had occasionally “borrowed” his mom’s keys to sneak onto the pool deck after hours and use the hot tub. Good times. Sneaking around to take a dip in the hot tub was pretty much the most risqué activity her sheltered seventeen-year-old brain could imagine. She didn’t drink, she didn’t smoke. Making out with her slightly older boyfriend in the hot tub of the hotel where his mom worked—that was as wild as she got.

      She’d never been able to afford a wild phase. For one thing, she was too much of a professional to jeopardize any of her jobs with bad behavior. For another, her dad was inevitably hovering nearby. Even when he stopped traveling with her to sets, his voice was in her head, reminding her to be good, to not cause any problems. It wasn’t in her to be a diva, but over the years she’d gotten a reputation for being easy to work with, and it was a mixed blessing. She didn’t mind being accommodating, but she didn’t want to be a pushover. With Selena’s help, she was learning to be assertive and ask for more. To demand her due. It was still a work in progress.

      A quote from her favorite actress floated into her head. Katharine Hepburn had famously said, “If you always do what interests you, at least one person is pleased.” Fuck it. She left the drapes open and retreated to the bathroom to take a damn bath.
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