
  
    [image: Second Chance on the Cove]
  


  
    
      Second Chance on the Cove

      A LATER IN LIFE ROMANCE

      
        CHICKADEE COVE TRILOGY

        BOOK TWO

      

    

    
      
        WENDY MEADOWS

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Majestic Owl Publishing LLC]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

    

    
      
        Clean Romance by Wendy Meadows

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2025 by Wendy Meadows

      All rights reserved.

      No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.

      This publication is designed to provide accurate and authoritative information in regard to the subject matter covered. It is sold with the understanding that neither the author nor the publisher is engaged in rendering legal, investment, accounting or other professional services. While the publisher and author have used their best efforts in preparing this book, they make no representations or warranties with respect to the accuracy or completeness of the contents of this book and specifically disclaim any implied warranties of merchantability or fitness for a particular purpose. No warranty may be created or extended by sales representatives or written sales materials. The advice and strategies contained herein may not be suitable for your situation. You should consult with a professional when appropriate. Neither the publisher nor the author shall be liable for any loss of profit or any other commercial damages, including but not limited to special, incidental, consequential, personal, or other damages.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      My wife?

      The oven dinged. Dinner was ready. Jeannie glanced back at the kitchen and bit her lower lip. Suddenly, the hunger pangs she felt earlier dissipated. She was in no mood to sit down and eat.

      The silence in the room was deafening. For a moment, Jeannie thought her ears weren’t functioning right. They could practically hear a pin drop. Or perhaps it was her eyes. She couldn’t tell. There was no way Luka was in her living room.

      “I said, step away from my wife. Or did you not hear me the first time?”

      Jeannie’s eyebrows furrowed. She wasn’t imagining it. Luka was actually in her living room. A million and one thoughts were racing through her mind. Was this about Lily? Luka was with her the last time I saw him. What in the world would give Luka the audacity to step foot into my home?

      Aaron was still on one knee, confused. Jeannie herself was so confused, she froze. Her evening had gone from a romantic dinner to a scene out of a soap opera.

      “Excuse me?” Aaron scoffed and rose to his feet. “Your wife?”

      Luka crossed his arms. “I believe I was loud and clear. Get your hands off my wife. Now.”

      “Last I checked, Jeannie was divorced,” Aaron said, still holding on to Jeannie’s left hand. “You have no authority here.”

      “I think I have more authority than you here. We have children together, after all.” Luka glanced at Aaron’s hand again. “Get your hands off. I won’t say it again.”

      His effrontery was flabbergasting. Jeannie could not utter a word. She refused to believe the same Luka who had walked out of her life with his head hanging in shame was the same Luka standing there with so much confidence. Almost as if he owned the house. As if he owned her.

      Jeannie knew she ought to say something. She knew Aaron was waiting for her to say something. But she couldn’t. Her mind hadn’t fully processed what was happening. A part of her was waiting for Luka to laugh and state he was merely joking.

      Finally, Aaron took his hand off Jeannie’s. “I think you should leave. If you haven’t read the room, we’re sort of in the middle of something. It’s rude of you to barge in here and make demands when you have no right to, don’t you think?”

      Luka chuckled and shook his head. “Look, man. I have no idea who you are to Jeannie. But I need to speak to my wife, and this show you have going on here doesn’t concern me, either. Just step away from her. Maybe you can come back some other time.” Luka turned to Jeannie with rheumy eyes. “Jeannie, we need to talk.”

      “About what?” Jeannie heard herself say. “Luka, what are you doing here?”

      Luka gestured at Aaron. “We’ll talk when he leaves,” he said.

      “I’m not leaving,” Aaron said, slightly irritated. “If anyone is leaving, then it should be you. From the look on Jeannie's face, she wasn’t expecting you. You’re the uninvited guest, and you should leave.”

      “Jenny?” Luka called her softly.

      Don’t call me that.

      Jeannie would have said it if her lips weren’t frozen shut.

      Now they were both waiting for her to say something. Jeannie stared back and forth at the two men, feeling the heat rise in her throat. She didn’t want to believe any of it was happening. Just a minute ago, she had her head in the clouds as she stared down at Aaron on one knee. They had just kissed. Her first breathtaking kiss in what seemed like forever. It was difficult to bring her head down from the clouds and back to reality.

      Aaron reached for Jeannie’s hand again and squeezed it. “Jeannie, what’s wrong?” he asked quietly. “You’re pale.”

      Before Jeannie could respond, Luka charged at Aaron. In three strides, he had his hands on Aaron’s shirt and was shoving him away.

      “I told you not to touch her, didn’t I?” Luka rasped.

      Jeannie gasped and was about to turn her attention to Aaron, who had staggered three steps back, when she saw the rage in Aaron’s eyes. Jeannie recoiled, sensing that her living room was about to turn into a wrestling ring. Aaron reached for Luka and shoved him so hard, he fell to the floor.

      “Aaron!” Jeannie blurted.

      Jeannie’s mind couldn’t deal with violence. It frightened her and made her nauseous.

      Luka scrambled to his feet, red with rage. “You little⁠—”

      “Stop!” Jeannie tried to yell, but her voice cracked. “Please, no fighting.”

      “Jeannie, tell whoever this is to leave,” Luka rasped. “We need to talk. You and I.”

      Jeannie massaged her temple. “Is this about Lily?”

      “Lily? No. Lily’s fine. She’s on a movie set till next week.”

      “Then leave,” Jeannie said. “Luka, leave. Please. I am exhausted from all the yelling. You have no right to come here demanding anything. Honestly, I don’t even understand where you got the audacity from. But right now, I don’t want to know. Please leave.”

      Luka scoffed. “I’m not leaving.”

      “She asked you to leave,” Aaron reiterated. “Don’t you see that your presence is affecting her?”

      “You might want to ask yourself why that is,” Luka said and shrugged his shoulders. “We have history, if she didn’t tell you.”

      “Yeah, traumatic history. I heard all about it. Leave, while she is asking nicely.”

      Luka turned to Jeannie. “Really, Jenny? You want me to leave?”

      “I am this close to punching you if you don’t,” Aaron rasped, taking one step closer.

      “I’m not leaving you here,” Luka said and crossed his arms. “Like I said, I came here to talk to Jeannie. But seeing there’s someone here trying to take advantage of her vulnerability, I’d rather stay. You know, just to make sure she’s safe.”

      Aaron groaned and grabbed Luka by the shirt. He curled his fingers into a fist and was about to lift it when Jeannie screamed, “Would you both, please… leave!”

      Simultaneously, they turned to stare at Jeannie. “Both of you. Leave my house,” she repeated. “I’d like to be alone.”

      Aaron let go of Luka’s shirt and walked toward her. “Jeannie⁠—”

      Jeannie stared at the floor trying to steady her breathing. “Aaron, please leave,” she asked in a whisper, stepping back.

      Reluctant at first, Jeannie lifted her head. She could see the disappointment in his eyes before he stepped back and turned around. Aaron picked up his jacket and without saying a word, walked out of the house.

      There was silence for a few seconds before Jeannie heard Luka gather his bags from the floor. He stood upright with them and waited till he locked eyes with Jeannie.

      “I’ll come by when you’re calm,” he said. “Good night, Jenny.”

      Even with the house empty, she still couldn’t think straight. Perplexed, suddenly exhausted and confused, Jeannie trudged over to the couch and crashed on it. Her eyes were wide open—she had forgotten how to blink. Just a couple of minutes ago, she was dancing in Aaron’s arms. Now, she was on the couch, drained.

      And the oven was still dinging.
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      August, early ’90s…

      “How about Poppy? I think Poppy is a nice name for a girl.”

      “Luka, do you want our child to get bullied in school? Poppy? Who names their child Poppy?”

      “Creative people do,” Luka answered. “What? Poppy’s a nice name. Very feminine. It’s cute. Don’t you think?”

      “Yeah, when she’s like five. Imagine an eighteen-year-old with the name ‘Poppy.’ Not so cute now, is it?”

      Luka chuckled and wrapped his arms around Jeannie. “Well, I thought it would sound nice with your name. Jenny and Poppy. Mother and daughter. Luka, Jenny, and Poppy.”

      Jeannie snuggled into his arms. “I like it when you call me Jenny. That’s weird, isn’t it?”

      “It’s not weird. I like calling you Jenny. Remember how that started?”

      Jeannie smiled and shut her eyes. “Yeah, after we met in seventh grade, we were paired for a science project. I think that was when you asked for my name and I said, ‘Hi, I’m Jeannie.’ Then you said, ‘Nice to meet you, Jenny. And I just let you call me Jenny for, like, two weeks.”

      Luka threw his head back in laughter. “Then Cathy corrected me, but I didn’t stop. I wanted to be different, so I made it my nickname for you.”

      “And you’ve been calling me that since we were teenagers.”

      They were on a spread of white cloth near the edge of the field, watching the reflection of the orange sun on the still lake. Jeannie had suggested the idea of a picnic for them to unwind. They had packed the lunch boxes with pizza, fruits, and wine and set out in the late afternoon. It was Jeannie’s sophomore year in college. Luka’s too. Given how tedious college life was, it took a while for them to finally make time for themselves after being apart for a week.

      Finding out that she was pregnant had come as a major shock to Jeannie. She had passed out when the doctor announced it to her after a series of tests. At twenty-two years old, Jeannie still depended on her parents to survive—her strict, Christian parents. The last few weeks had been nerve-wracking for her. Sooner or later, she had to tell her parents about the news.

      Luka had taken the news better than she had expected. He was taken aback at first and was unsure if he was ready for the responsibility, but later on, he’d thawed out. They had spent hours talking and convincing themselves that they were going to figure it out. Jeannie was not sure about that, given that they were merely college students with no source of income, but she chose to remain optimistic—for her unborn baby’s sake.

      “And what if it’s a boy?” Jeannie asked, tilting her head up. “What would we name him if it’s a boy?”

      Luka stared into space. “Gerard.”

      Jeannie's smile turned into a frown. “You really want him to get beat up, don’t you?”

      “Now you’re exaggerating.”

      “You know what I mean,” Jeannie said. “Anyway, one thing this conversation has taught us is that you are terrible at coming up with names, Luka.”

      Luka scoffed. “Well, I don’t see you coming up with any names,” he said. “Let’s hear your suggestions, Miss Jeannie Miller.”

      “Hmm….” Jeannie sighed. “I’m thinking… Fiona, Adeline, Francesca…. If it’s a boy, then, Felix, Stephan, William, Harry.”

      “Great. Straight out of a princess book,” Luka said. “Shouldn’t we name our baby something that has meaning?”

      “Oh, so the name Poppy has some meaning?” she asked.

      “Yes, it does,” Luka answered. “Or it will. You know what? I’m standing by Poppy, and no one will tell me otherwise.”

      Jeannie giggled. “We’ll see about that.”

      They had been dating for five years, since they were seventeen. Luka was like Jeannie’s other half. They did everything together, had great understanding of each other’s minds and actions, and liked the same things. Luka always knew how to turn Jeannie’s frown into a smile. She believed genuinely in her heart that he was her soulmate, and no one could tell her otherwise. Not even her parents.

      They never said it out loud, but Jeannie knew they didn’t approve of her relationship with Luka. For some reason, her mother never liked Luka. She always told Jeannie to be careful with him, because apparently, she didn’t like his smile. Her mother always claimed Luka never smiled with his eyes, and she had a problem with it.

      Jeannie’s father, on the other hand, didn’t want Jeannie dating at all. He hated the idea of her getting entangled with a man at a young age and was a firm believer in waiting till after college before dating a man—and preferably waiting till marriage before having sex.

      Now, she was pregnant, with a man they didn’t like, and out of wedlock. There was no way on God’s green Earth that they were going to be receptive to the news.

      “What are we going to do about my parents?” Jeannie asked. “We need to tell them, Luka. They need to know.”

      “I know,” Luka mumbled. “You know they don’t like me, right? They never say it, and they always force a smile when they see me, but I can tell. They haven’t liked me since I was fourteen years old.”

      “Tell me about it,” Jeannie groaned. “I have no idea why. What’s there not to like?”

      “That’s what I’m saying!” Luka voiced.

      Jeannie giggled and hugged him tightly. “We just have to find a way to make them see what I see. The perfect man for me. Trust me, my parents love me. I’m sure with time, they will understand. For now, we need to tell them somehow. I don’t want them finding out on their own. It’ll be better if we sit them down and tell them we want to move in together, and that we’re having a baby. What do you think?”

      Luka sighed and nodded. “I really think that’s our only option at this point. More of the convincing has to come from me. I might not have a job right now, but I will get one soon, and I’ll take care of you, Jeannie. I’ve already gone to the coffee shop by the school and applied. They interviewed me and promised to call back. I’m positive I’ll get the job. Just trust me.”

      Jeannie pecked him on the cheek. “I trust you, Luka.”

      “Thank you,” Luka said, stroking her hair. “I love you, my Jenny.”

      Jeannie tightened her arms around him. “I love you too, Luka. Always.”
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      It took a lot of willpower for Jeannie to open her eyes. She blinked slowly and repeatedly for a minute, trying to adjust her eyes to the bright light from her window. Still tired, Jeannie managed to drag herself off the bed and into the bathroom. She had to supervise work at the shop to get everything ready for the unveiling. Thankfully, most of the work was done, and all that was left were the final touches. She was still having a bit of a problem with the wiring for the electricity. Some of the floor tiles had cracked during the moving of the heavy equipment, and Jeannie had just noticed that the paint on the wall in the bathroom was peeling.

      Other than that, everything was set. The chairs, tables, equipment… everything else. Jeannie noticed that her excitement had dwindled since the very first time she saw the shop. She had thought the period leading up to the unveiling would be very exciting for her, but to the contrary—she was numb and tired.

      After a warm shower, she finally felt alive. She was in the middle of buttoning up her shirt when she recalled the events of the night before. Aaron and Luka had almost come to blows in her living room. It was all coming back to her, but still, she couldn’t understand why all of that had happened. What did Luka want? Do I even want to know why Luka came up from New York to Chickadee Cove to see me?

      The only reason Luka ever tracked her down was to gain access to her life so he could destroy it again. It was always the same, and yet she had fallen for it several times. But now, things were different. It had been two years since their divorce. There was no way Luka was coming back into her life—or her children’s lives.

      Jeannie scoffed. “No way…,” she mumbled under her breath as she took out the chicken that was left in the oven from the night before. At least I remembered to turn the oven off.

      But what was that dream, then? Of all the things she could have dreamt about—her children, Aaron, the shop…even Cathy—she had to dream of Luka. Of the time they were still in love.

      Focus, Jeannie.

      She had to get to the bakery. Luka was a distraction. They had so many memories together, but she’d spent the past two years getting over him. There was no way she was wavering now. Dressed and ready for the day, Jeannie stepped out of the house and made her way to the shop.

      A few hours passed before she finally sat down. The contractors were busy in their respective corners, and she supervised their work before leaving them to it. The thought of Aaron had been at the back of her mind since she took her first breath of fresh air, but Jeannie found herself dodging those thoughts.

      Why, Jeannie? Why?

      Jeannie bit her fingernails, staring into space. It was probably wrong to ask Aaron to leave too. Why did she do it? Luka had no right to be there.

      Jeannie felt butterflies in her stomach just thinking about him. The setting, the mood, Aaron’s beautiful smile. It was the most romantic thing that had happened to her in years. If only Luka hadn’t shown up to ruin it.

      It didn’t feel right asking Aaron to leave last night, especially recalling the look on his face right before he walked out the door. Aaron had looked disappointed. It hurt Jeannie to think she disappointed him.

      Or perhaps she was overthinking it. Aaron would have understood that she was not in her right mind. It might have been the wine, Luka’s presence, or both, but she didn’t mean any harm when she had asked him to leave with Luka. She just wanted to be alone.

      “Ma’am?”

      Jeannie turned around.

      “Yes?” she said to the electrician.

      “I’m done with the repairs,” he said. “Would you like to check them?”

      “No.” Jeannie shook her head. “I’m sure it’s fine. Thank you.”

      “Alright. If you need anything, don’t hesitate to call,” he said, picking up his toolbox. “Have a nice day.”

      “You too.”

      Jeannie’s phone buzzed in her pocket. She pulled it out excitedly, expecting a call from Aaron, but instead she saw an unknown number displayed on the screen. Still hoping the call was from him, she accepted it and put the phone to her ear.

      “Hello?”

      “Jenny.”

      Jeannie groaned and hung up immediately. From the way things were looking, it seemed as though Luka was going to be trouble for her if she didn’t take care of it fast.

      I think I need Cathy’s opinion. Seeing as Aaron hadn’t called her all day long, Jeannie was starting to sense that he had taken offense at her actions. It was also possible that she was overreacting, but still….

      It was best to call Cathy.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “What? Who came? What were you doing? Did something happen to Lily?”

      Jeannie placed the phone away from her ear and shook her head. Trust Cathy to be dramatic about the entire thing. She had barely even told her half of what happened and she was already asking multiple questions.

      “Would you please calm down?” Jeannie asked. “Let me start all over. Listen, alright?”

      Jeannie heard Cathy gulp. “I’m listening.”

      “Good. Yesterday, I told you I had dinner with Aaron, right?”

      “Right.”

      “Well, it started off well. But I forgot to prep the chicken on time, so it was still in the oven when he arrived. We had some wine while we waited for the chicken, and then we started dancing. Then, Aaron kissed me, and⁠—”

      “He kissed you!”

      Jeannie bit her lower lip to stifle a smile. “Stay focused, Cathy. That’s not the point.”

      “Alright, fine. But we’re not skipping past that. We’ll come back to it later. Go on.”

      Jeannie took in a deep breath. “Cathy, he asked me to be his girlfriend with a beautiful ring and for a second, I thought I’d pass out from the excitement.”

      “Oh, how romantic,” Cathy cooed. “Aaron is really romantic. I had no idea. So, what did you say?”

      “I didn’t have time to respond, Cathy. That’s the thing. That’s what I was trying to tell you. Luka showed up. He showed up and ruined the whole thing.”

      “What? Luka, as in… your ex-husband?”

      “Yes,” Jeannie groaned. “He showed up with bags and completely ruined the moment. You know what’s worse, Cathy? I spaced out. I couldn’t think. I was utterly flabbergasted by his presence.”

      “Well, what did he want?”

      “I don’t know,” Jeannie answered, massaging her temple. “Honestly, I don’t even want to know. Luka was threatening Aaron. He was asking him to get away from me, he shoved him, he was practically throwing a tantrum.”

      “My goodness. Didn’t you tell him to leave?”

      “I did.”

      “Good.”

      “But I also asked Aaron to leave too.”

      There was a short pause on the other end. “You did what?”

      “I know.” Jeannie groaned again. “I wasn’t thinking, Cathy. They had started arguing and they were about to fight, and I panicked.”

      “Luka, I understand. But why would you ask Aaron to leave, Jeannie? One, he was there first, two, you like him, and three, he likes you.”

      Jeannie rose to her feet and paced. “That’s what I’m saying, I don’t know. Do you think he’s angry? Is that why he hasn’t called? I should call him, shouldn’t I? I should probably have called him first thing this morning.”

      “You know what you should have done? Not sent him away.”

      “We’ve established that, now tell me what to do already,” Jeannie asked, growing impatient.

      “Well, what did Aaron say when he was leaving?”

      “Nothing. He just took his jacket and walked out. He didn’t say a word.”

      “Ouch.”

      “What?”

      “That’s bad.”

      “Why? Why is it bad?” Jeannie stammered.

      “It means he’s disappointed. He probably expected more from you.”

      Jeannie frowned. For some reason, she felt like she was on the verge of tears. “Oh, I knew it. I totally ruined it all.”

      “You know, seeing how this turned out, I don’t think you’re over Luka, Jeannie. At least not yet. It seems he still has some control over you.”

      “He doesn’t, I assure you,” Jeannie said. “It’s probably just stress and lack of sleep for why I acted the way I did. But that’s it. It’s not Luka, I’m sure of it. Luka is my past. He’s behind me.”

      “If you say so.”

      “Now, tell me what to do about Luka—I mean, Aaron. I want to call him, but I don’t know what to say. What do you say to someone who is disappointed in you? How do you get them to forgive you?”

      “First, get rid of the baggage, Jeannie. Luka is pushing his way back into your life and it upsets me.”

      “He’s not back into my life.”

      “He is!” Cathy yelled. “Are you blind? He was in your house, with bags. He didn’t come here to play around or get some fresh air. He came here for you. Now, whatever his plan is isn’t your concern, like you rightly said, but it doesn’t change the fact that he is here in Chickadee right now. Get rid of him. Ask him to go away. You need to stand your ground, Jeannie. Having Luka around is not good for you.”

      “You’re speaking as if I want him around,” Jeannie said. “It’s not like I can tell Luka to go away and he would oblige.”

      “Not with that attitude he won’t,” Cathy said. “What happened to being firm? You can’t face Aaron proudly and tell him you want to date him when your ex-husband is still lurking around.”

      Jeannie nodded slowly and took her seat. She recalled how the meeting between Aaron and Luka went. As far as meetings go, theirs was horrible. There was no way her relationship with Aaron would thrive with Luka around.

      “Cathy, I’ll take care of Luka later,” Jeannie finally said. “Right now, Aaron is a major priority of mine. How do I fix this?”

      “Call him!” Cathy answered.

      “And say what?” Jeannie groaned. “You know what? I’ll just call and apologize. I just hope he’s not holding a grudge.”

      “Say whatever feels right,” Cathy said. “But I need to go. I’ll talk to you later, alright?”

      “Talk to you later.”

      “Oh, and Jeannie? Don’t ruin this.”

      Jeannie hung up and placed a call to Aaron. She held her breath as it rang. There was nothing in her mind to say, nothing at all, she just wanted to hear his voice. She knew that if she did, the conversation would figure itself out.

      “Hi, you’ve reached Aaron Horn. Leave a message at the beep and I’ll get back to you as soon as I can.”

      Jeannie hung up and dialed the number again. She had no idea what to say, hence voicemail was not an option. The phone rang the second time and, like before, she was directed to voicemail.

      After about five tries, the calls started being directed to Aaron’s voicemail without it even ringing. She drew in a shuddery breath, panicking.

      He was avoiding her calls.

      Was this it? Was this the end? Had she managed to ruin everything with her sheer stupidity? The more she thought about the incident, the more Jeannie cringed. He had tried to defend her from the ex-husband who had ruined her life, and she’d punished him for it. She felt like bursting into tears. Aaron might not have been just disappointed.

      “Oh, come on. Pick up,” Jeannie groaned, rising to her feet.

      “Hi, you’ve reached Aaron Horn. Leave a message at the beep⁠—”

      Jeannie ended the call and squeezed the phone in her fist. Bombarding Aaron with calls was going to do more harm than good. She’d wronged him, so she had to take the bull by the horn.

      Quickly, Jeannie placed a call to Cathy. She tapped her foot, listening to the phone ring. She spoke immediately when the dial tone stopped.

      “Cathy, I need Aaron’s address. As soon as possible, please.”
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      Once the text message containing Aaron’s address dropped into Jeannie’s phone, she practically sprinted out of the bakery. She went home first to put on more appropriate clothing; a pair of black jeans and a striped yellow and black T-shirt. She tied her hair up into a ponytail, so it didn’t get in her face, then she slipped on a pair of sneakers and rushed out of the house again in minutes.

      Her next stop was the pizza shop. What better way to apologize than with his favorite food? She picked up a medium pepperoni pizza and a bottle of white wine from the store nearby, then took a taxi directly to Aaron’s home. The taxi came to a halt in front of a gated one-story building. The house had a nice green yard and shrubs that formed a perimeter inside the fence. Three different cars were parked out front. The building itself was white, with long pillars holding it up on two sides. It was big—bigger than she had expected it to be. If she had to make a guess, there were more than ten rooms in the house altogether.

      Jeannie stared at the gate’s intercom for a full minute before she finally pressed it. She had no inkling of what to expect. A couple of days ago, she had been warning Aaron about how pizza was not a healthy choice, but here she was, desperately using it to her advantage.

      “Aaron?” Jeannie said softly. He had said hello through the intercom but remained silent after. “Aaron, aren’t you going to let me in? I came here to apologize. I’m sorry for being a total weirdo. I’m sorry for embarrassing you like that. And for disappointing you.”

      A couple more seconds passed before the gate buzzed and opened slightly. Jeannie walked into the yard, paused, and took a deep breath before she continued walking again. The house was a good distance from the gate, so Jeannie walked down the path, admiring the beautiful yard as she went. She reached the front door and saw a doorbell, but as she was about to press it, the door creaked open.
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