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			One

			I used to be a sucker for a cinematic moment.

			When the woman with the dark bob and Skechers perches next to me on the bench and says, “It’s like something out of a movie,” I get it. I understand why she’s whipping out her phone, trying to figure out how to take a panoramic photo.

			It’s one of those perfect October mornings when there’s a bite in the air, the kind that always makes my lungs crave more. Everything is dripping with caramelized sunlight. ­Ardwyn University students stroll through the quad toward a cluster of old stone liberal arts buildings, the field green like tuition dollars and mown with precision. I breathe in the smell of fallen leaves and, inexplicably, apple cider donuts.

			“It’s something,” I mutter in response, eyeing the brochure sticking out of her colorful paisley shoulder bag. A Bright Future, it says at the top.

			There was a time in my life when I would’ve eaten this shit up with a spoon. Now, Ardwyn seems suspiciously like Disney World: too perfect, like it must’ve been synthesized through a series of focus groups to feel like college, and all these young people in their chunky sweaters are going backstage for a cigarette break as soon as they’re out of my field of vision.

			“Beautiful day,” the woman declares.

			My anxious brain does not have the bandwidth for small talk right now. I try to get away with a noncommittal mm-­hmm, but she snares me with eye contact and sticks out her hand. I shake it a beat too late, offering a perfunctory smile.

			She tells me her name, and I forget it immediately.

			“I’m Annie,” I reply.

			“Oh, there they are!” She waves to a man in a ­windbreaker and a teenager twirling a bucket hat in her hands, both walking toward us from the student center. “My husband and daughter. They went to find a restroom.”

			I rise. “Let me make room for them to sit with you.” I can’t stay still, anyway. My jaw aches from clenching, I’m tapping my foot, and I picked the cuticle off my right thumbnail before she sat down.

			She protests, but I wave her off. As I back up, a student walking behind me says, “Excuse me,” so I step off the path into the dappled shade of a heinously majestic oak tree to let him pass. He’s dressed in what must be all the Ardwyn gear his parents bought him at the bookstore on move-­in day: Ardwyn hat, Ardwyn lanyard holding his Ardwyn student ID card, Ardwyn Tigers T-­shirt featuring the mascot holding a basketball.

			At the sight of the basketball, my stomach churns like the quaint old waterwheel behind the library.

			Another student pops up in front of me, a perky, ­red-­faced kid in a polo and khakis. “Hi! Are you here for the tour? It’ll be a few more minutes.”

			For the first time I notice a handful of other families milling around behind the bench. Prospective students and their parents, chatting and waiting and peering around.

			“No!” I respond too quickly. “I’m not. I don’t. Um, no. Thank you.”

			I shouldn’t be allowed within a ­ten-­foot radius of this tour group. Eight years ago, I graduated and swore I’d never set foot on this campus again. For eight years I kept that promise to myself. Yet now, thanks to ­wedding-­induced nostalgia, Home Appliance Magazine, and Ben Fucking Callahan, here I am.

			My new friend leans toward me. “I was wondering!” she says. “Are you a graduate student?”

			I shake my head. “I . . . work here.” The words feel all wrong coming out of my mouth. “Today is my first day.” Which is why my eyes snapped open before sunrise and now I’m loitering outside, forty minutes before my first meeting.

			“Which department?” she asks. “Madison is debating between biology and computer science.”

			“I’ll actually be working for the basketball team.”

			Some of the other parents and kids swivel in my direction, and one of them oohs.

			“So lucky,” says a mom in a ­cable-­knit sweater, lifting her sunglasses. “You must be excited to be here.”

			I’m here because I have no other options. But if I say that, the tour guide will probably haul me off with a hook and lock me in whatever cell they’re using to hide the creepy frat boys and the protesters pressuring the school to divest its endowment from fossil fuels.

			Her husband sidles up to me, hands on his hips. “Basketball, huh? I’m a big fan.”

			“Of Ardwyn?”

			He laughs like my question is a joke. “No, I’m a Duke guy. Cool job, though. You guys have been so-­so the last few years, so keep your expectations low and you’ll probably have fun. Shame that old coach of yours didn’t stick around. I always said he could’ve done something special here.”

			I shrug like I don’t know exactly who he’s talking about: Coach Brent Maynard, everyone’s favorite Ardwyn icon. I swear, if I turn a corner and run into a bronze statue of that man, I will drag the thing to the Schuylkill River and drown it. The tour guide won’t be able to stop me.

			It’s still early, but this is my cue to exit. “It was nice meeting you,” I say to the mom on the bench as I make my escape.

			She beams. “Have a great first day, Annie!”

			I drift down a weathered flagstone path past the dorms, gawking at the scenery. It’s familiar and foreign at the same time. I snap a quick photo of the ornate arched entryway of Cloughley Hall, where Cassie and I shared a room our first year, and send it to her. I can practically smell the mold from here, I add.

			Aww, memories! Cassie responds immediately.

			I’m about to drop my phone back into my bottomless pit of a tote bag when it vibrates again. This time, Cassie is ­calling.

			“Hi, Cass.”

			“Hi! Did you drink the tea this morning?”

			Ugh, the tea. It’s some kind of ­calming yet ­invigorating herbal blend Cassie dropped off at my new apartment last night as a supportive gesture. It could’ve been worse. I half expected her to show up this morning to escort me to work like it’s kindergarten orientation day. Luckily, Ardwyn is on the Main Line, in the idyllic suburbs outside Philadelphia, and Cassie had to be at her office in Center City by eight ­o’clock.

			“I had an Irish coffee instead,” I say. “Great for the nerves.” Ah, there’s the source of the apple cider donut smell: A group of sorority sisters is hawking them at a table in front of the dining hall, with a handmade sign touting a fundraiser for a local animal shelter.

			“Yeah?” Cassie asks, like she’s pretty sure it’s a joke, but not one hundred percent sure. I can picture her face, her tawny brown skin, a wrinkle forming between her eyebrows, her cloud of curly hair falling to the side as she tilts her head in concern.

			“I drank the tea,” I lie.

			“Good,” Cassie replies, satisfied. A faint voice filters in from her end of the call. “Hold on a sec,” she orders me. “Don’t hang up!”

			“Is that your boss? I want to talk to him for a minute,” I say. “Give. Cassie. A raise!” The partners at Cassie’s firm call her a “rock star,” which basically means they wouldn’t be able to function without her but still don’t pay her enough.

			Cassie stifles a laugh. “Shush!” There’s a rustling sound, and then a muffled conversation with some guy on the other side of the glass ceiling.

			It’s partly her fault I’m here. I was drugged up on sentimentality at her and Eric’s wedding this summer. It’s not ­every day your best friends marry each other. As the ­after-­party wound down, the three of us sat around a fire pit in a courtyard full of greenery, perfectly tipsy and content. Eric, an assistant coach at Ardwyn, caught me off guard when he turned serious. “Come back and work for us,” he said. “We’re shaking things up. Coach wants to revamp the video program.”

			He made some good arguments. And I was desperate. It had been ­forty-­two days since I’d ­impulse-­quit my latest ­soul-­sucking job, a gig creating instructional content for a refrigerator company, after making Home Appliance Magazine’s 35 Under 35 List. Which had been as embarrassing as a Jumbotron proposal from someone you don’t want to marry. My health insurance coverage was about to lapse, I was running out of money, and for the first time ever, I was struggling to find work.

			Apparently, the Internet knows what it’s talking about when it says ­job-­hopping is a “résumé red flag.” Despite seven jobs in eight years, I’d always managed to bullshit my way through questions about my history during interviews, until this time. Flaky? one HR person scrawled at the top of my résumé, the question legible across the conference table. I didn’t get a callback.

			Despite all that, I hesitated. Part of me thought I might be better off calling time on my video career and moving on to whatever happens after you accept that you’ve utterly failed to live up to your potential.

			“Sorry, I’m back,” Cassie says. “Anyway. How’s campus?”

			“Weird,” I say. “I didn’t anticipate how strange it was going to be to come back.” My voice gets stuck on the last word, and I clear my throat.

			A pause. “Annie. Are you sure this is what you want?”

			I grit my teeth. “Do I ever do anything without thinking it all the way through first?”

			Cassie says nothing. She’s taken enough depositions to know not to answer the question.

			I was on the fence when Eric offered me the job, until somewhere in his fervent speech, he mentioned Ben. “He just won a big ESPN award,” Eric said offhand. “Young Front Office Leaders, or something.”

			Ben Callahan, team data whiz. We worked side by side for the Tigers in college, leading the crew of student managers that kept the whole operation running. Until, for me, it all fell apart.

			That could’ve been me. I felt something hot in my chest I didn’t recognize, and the words flew out of my mouth: “I’ll do it.”

			Three years of penance, then get the hell out. Three years is long enough, I think, to prove to other employers that I can be reliable. I know I’m lucky to have a friend who can give me this opportunity. And I swear on Home Appliance Magazine I’ll try my best to build something more permanent once I’m done here.

			The peals of the campus church bells ring out from across the quad, snapping me out of my thoughts. It’s too loud to talk over the noise, so I say, “Hang on,” into the phone and hope Cassie hears it.

			While I wait, I finally allow my eyes to settle on the Church. Not to be confused with the actual church with the bells. The Church is the nickname for the Simon B. Curry Arena, where the Tigers play. Towering over the treetops, it’s a giant, crumbling pile of red bricks with a pointed roof that makes it look like a cathedral.

			I swallow hard. Basketball was my first great love, and nothing else has come close, not even my ex Oliver. I never really played, but I grew up courtside and adored everything about it: squeaking shoes and sweat, the arc of a perfect shot sailing toward its inevitable destination, the camaraderie among the players and staff. The dopamine rush of winning.

			I haven’t seen Ardwyn play since I graduated, and I haven’t watched a basketball game at all since Dad died two years ago.

			The bells ring out again and again, marking the time. Then the noise fades, and it’s nine o’clock. Time to go.

			I let out a theatrical sigh. I pause. And then in my gravest voice, I proclaim, “They toll for me.”

			Cassie groans. “I knew you were going to say that.”

			Okay, maybe I’m still a little bit of a sucker for a cinematic moment.

			On the way to my introductory meeting in the athletic department office, I pass the gym and library, congratulating myself on remembering where everything is located. But when I reach the building and pull the door handle, it doesn’t budge.

			A passing student glances at me, and my cheeks heat. I peer through the glass. This door is clearly not the entrance anymore. Inside is nothing but an abandoned vestibule.

			Right. Don’t mind me. I totally know what I’m doing here.

			I wander tentatively for a couple minutes, drawing the attention of a security guard. “They remodeled the building five years ago,” he explains. “The back is the front now.”

			In the interest of laziness, I walk behind the building along a long row of bushes and cut through the grass, instead of going back the way I came. When I emerge on the other side, there’s no gap in the landscaping to use as an exit. I squeeze through two massive rhododendrons, batting away branches, and pop out onto the pavement.

			A pair of guys stand a few feet in front of me, holding paper coffee cups. “Can you get us tickets to the opener?” one is asking. Their heads swivel toward me simultaneously as their conversation stops. I don’t know the first guy, but the other is Ben.

			“Annie Radford,” he says neutrally, without blinking, as if he’s been expecting the shrubbery to spit me out at his feet all morning.

			Junior year, when he and I competed for the Philadelphia 76ers internship, I used to say to Cassie: “Ben Fucking Callahan, my nemesis.” And then we’d dissolve into a fit of laughter. Not because I wasn’t afraid he’d beat ­me—­I was. But because the idea of him being anyone’s nemesis was absurd, because Ben ­is—­ugh—­a good person.

			I’m instantly dizzy at the sight of his face, maybe because it’s the first familiar one I’ve seen since arriving. Or maybe because, whew, it’s not exactly the same face.

			Ben was always ­good-­looking in a wholesome way, if you’re into that sort of thing. Earnest brown eyes, white teeth, excellent posture. Six foot two on the roster when he played, which means six feet flat in reality.

			I still remember what one of the upperclassmen said during the freshman roast: “Ben Callahan is here tonight, folks. He’s accompanied by the little flock of birdies that follow him around chirping wherever he goes because he’s such a cutie.”

			Hilarious, but not applicable anymore. The geometry of his face has evolved, and sparks slingshot through my nervous system at the overall effect of his jawline and cheekbones. A few intriguing fine lines and a darker, magnetic look in his eye, some neatly groomed stubble. His deep brown hair is styled meticulously, like an uptight newscaster’s. If you ignore the hair, he’s ­almost . . . is it possible he’s . . . hot now? I check for a wedding ring, because I am extremely thirty years old. Nope. Surprising.

			He’s sizing me up too. His eyes scan me rotely from head to toe and back again. His face is impassive, his mouth turned up so tepidly at the corners it doesn’t qualify as a smile. These are not his usual facial expressions. Where’s the eager grin? The warm hug?

			Oops, it’s my turn to say something. The silence has gone on too long. “Ben, hi!” Despite my nerves, I force some enthusiasm and a smile that probably looks as stiff as it feels. As I tuck my hair behind my ears, a leaf comes untangled and flutters to the ground. We all pretend not to notice.

			I brace myself for a bunch of friendly questions, but Ben offers none, and it takes me a minute to realize why. My entrance interrupted this other guy’s request for tickets. That’s why Ben is standing there with the burdened expression of someone who’s been asked the same question for the millionth time: Can you hook me up? 

			My wrist stings, and I rub it with the opposite hand. My fingers find a scrape that’s puffing up around the edges, courtesy of the bushes.

			Right. They’re probably wondering why I materialized out of the foliage like an overly friendly squirrel. “I got lost,” I explain. “The door moved.”

			Ben glances at the entrance. “Yeah, they did that a long time ago,” he says in a flat voice. “You haven’t been here in a while.”

			I’m not standing close enough to speak at a normal conversational volume, so I take two steps forward to avoid having to shout. “How are you?” I ask.

			“I’m fine.”

			“Good, good. I heard about the ESPN award,” I say, giving myself an internal pat on the back for being so gracious. Miss Congeniality right here. “That’s awesome. Congratulations.”

			“Thanks.” He shifts his coffee cup from one hand to the other, studying the lid. I fidget with the scratch on my wrist. Ticket Guy coughs. Is Ben waiting for him to leave?

			But Ticket Guy isn’t getting the hint. “How do you two know each other?” he asks politely.

			“We go way back,” I explain.

			“She used to work here,” Ben says at the same time.

			“I once puked on Ben’s shoes on a flight back from Chicago. Worst turbulence I’ve ever experienced,” I say. We were stuck in our seats for another ­forty-­five minutes, which made cleanup tricky. Ben waved off my apologies and spent more time digging around for a water bottle so I could rinse out my mouth than trying to clean himself up. “That kind of bond lasts forever.”

			It’s a joke, but Ben barely raises his eyebrows in acknowledgment, and an awkward silence follows. A prickle of embarrassment runs through me. Am I being overfamiliar here? My four years at Ardwyn were the most significant of my life, and Ben and I spent more time with each other than with our friends and families. But a long time has passed.

			I stand there for a minute, trying to gather the composure to say a casual goodbye and walk away looking unperturbed. Or maybe I should take the most direct escape route and withdraw into the bushes. It was more comfortable there anyway.

			Ticket Guy beats me to it. “Callahan, I gotta run. We’ll catch up later,” he says, backing away. He offers me the slightest jerk of his head.

			“Sure,” Ben says, his tone suddenly cheery. “And the tickets are no problem, as always.”

			Then we’re alone. He looks down at his ­half-­zip and brushes an invisible crumb off the Ardwyn logo. Pulls up the zipper an inch.

			I press onward. “Some things don’t change.”

			A line appears on his forehead. “What do you mean?”

			“You know.” I gesture at Ticket Guy in the distance. “Everybody wanting you to hook them up.”

			“Ah,” he says. “Nah. He’s a friend.” He clears his throat. “I was sorry to hear about your dad.”

			“Thanks.” Briefly I wonder if all this awkwardness is because he’s uncomfortable acknowledging Dad’s death. Some people are afraid to say the wrong thing, so they say nothing at all. At least Ben said something.

			“I’m excited to be back,” I say, steering the conversation toward a lighter subject. “Eric says you guys want to focus on video strategy this season.”

			His nostrils flare a little. “As long as we also focus on playing good basketball.” Spotting an older woman wheeling her bike to the rack outside the building, he waves, his face brightening. “Hey, Cindy, nice weekend?”

			My stomach sinks, unease curdling inside it. If I didn’t know better, I’d think this was more than aloofness or fumbling for the right thing to say. I’d think Ben was actively unhappy to see me.

			That wouldn’t make sense. Ben is one of the most considerate people I’ve ever met. Junior year, when we were stressed over the internship, he was unfailingly kind. There was no secret sabotage, no pistols at dawn. He combed through old game footage with me when I needed help, and asked my opinion sincerely when he wrote up scouting reports.

			It was inconvenient. Sometimes I was jealous, because everything came easily to Ben, and he was so close to Coach Maynard. Ben had played basketball. His connection with Maynard was natural and immediate. After two years sitting the Ardwyn bench as a walk-­on, he retired and became a manager to prepare for a coaching career, just like Maynard. Forget mothers and babies; there’s no bond as powerful as the one between a man and another man who reminds him of himself.

			I had to work furiously to get to the same point. I got there ­eventually—­a perfect illustration of be careful what you wish ­for—­but it took a lot of effort. I could never hold it against Ben, though, because he was so nice.

			Unlike now. My patience turns brittle and snaps, and I cross my arms tightly. “Is everything okay?”

			He stiffens, caught. A flicker of guilt crosses his face. “Yeah, of course.” His tone is suddenly chummier, but it’s forced.

			I narrow my eyes. “Not feeling well?”

			“I’m fine.”

			“Somebody screwed up your coffee order?”

			The cup is halfway to his lips when I ask the question. He takes a long sip. “All good.”

			“Didn’t sleep?”

			“I sleep great at night.”

			I press my lips together. “Well, if it’s not you, it must be me, then.”

			He smooths his hair with one hand, squinting at me, his jaw set stubbornly. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” His upper lip jerks, like he’s trying to force a friendly expression but can’t quite bear it. “Anyway, I have to run. Busy day.” He starts to walk away but turns back as a gentle breeze sends leaves skittering across the path. Banners stamped with the university crest billow gracefully on the light posts behind him. He raises his cup to me, as if to prove that everything is fine and he’s still the nicest guy around. “And hey, it’s good to see you. Welcome back.” But it doesn’t sound welcoming at all.

		

	
		
			Two

			When I enter the athletic department office, the front desk is empty. Someone is talking nearby, out of sight, over the drip of the coffee maker and the clinking of spoons.

			After a moment, the receptionist appears, mug in hand, walking with the telltale lurch of decades of desk work. She’s got short gray hair and an Ardwyn A pin on her sweater. I stare at the pin. I can’t help it. Eric and I once made a pact to get that exact A tattooed on our bodies after I graduated. The official team color, the official font. Mine was going to be on the side of my rib cage. Neither of us ended up doing it.

			The receptionist leads me to an empty conference room, instructing me to take a seat in a thin, disinterested voice. I check my phone and find a text from Eric: HELLO COWORKER! Got pulled into another meeting, see ya this ­afternoon!!

			Awesome. I planned to cling to Eric like a security blanket until I got acclimated, but he’s already abandoned me.

			Two young women arrive a few minutes later. The first strides in carrying a nylon satchel and an open laptop, sits down, and hunches over the screen. As her auburn hair falls into her line of sight, she absently gathers it on one side and twists it into a long spiral away from her face.

			The second ambles into the room like it takes all the effort in the world. Her laptop clatters as she drops it on the table a little too roughly, and she plops into a chair and exhales loudly. She rubs her eyes under her thick glasses. A slouchy beanie droops on her forehead.

			“Hi, I’m Jess.” Somehow she manages to sigh after every word.

			The other woman looks up, fingers hovering above the keyboard. “Wow, missed you there. I’m Taylor. You’re Annie?”

			I nod. “Nice to meet you.”

			Taylor smiles and pets her hair spiral. “We’re on the media team. We run the athletic department social accounts.”

			Jess twists around in her chair. “Is there food at this ­meeting?”

			I take out a notebook and pen. Not a bad idea to look like I’m making an effort. “I didn’t see any. I don’t think I qualify for the continental breakfast treatment.”

			“Not even fruit salad?” Jess despairs.

			“If anything, I’m probably more on the ­stale-­bagel level.”

			Jess snorts. “The future belongs to those who believe they deserve an omelet bar. Eleanor Roosevelt.”

			Taylor pounds at the keyboard with a frown. “I told you to eat before we came. You get weird when your blood sugar is low.” She presses one final button and turns her full attention to me, her mouth curving upward. “You know, you’re a legend around here.”

			I blink. “Me?” Surely not.

			“Don’t get too excited. There are only, like, five of us in the department. But we’ve always wondered who made those old basketball videos. They’re so good.”

			“Really good,” Jess adds. “You obviously had a shit camera, but you did awesome work.”

			“Wow. Thank you,” I say, my face growing warm. “It was a shit camera. I think I found it in a closet. Our budget was zero dollars.”

			Taylor leans forward and rests her chin on her hand. “Did you graduate a semester early? We always wondered why the videos stopped in December instead of at the end of the season.”

			“Ah.” I shift in my seat. “Yeah, I had enough AP credits from high school, so I couldn’t justify another semester of tuition.” Not the full truth, but I did meet the requirements to claim my ­diploma—­barely—­and head for the hills when I needed to, after the holiday tournament in Florida. 

			Thankfully, Taylor can’t ask any follow-­up questions, because a ­broad-­chested man in a blazer and khakis enters the room. He has gray ­side-­parted hair that sweeps across his forehead like the bristles of a broom.

			“Ted!” Jess and Taylor say at the same time.

			“How’s everybody doing this morning?” He’s got an open face, an unguarded smile. He turns to me. “Ted Horvath, assistant athletics director,” he says with a firm handshake. “Welcome back to the Ardwyn Family.”

			The Ardwyn Family. Three words, an ambush, a homing beacon’s signal activating inside me. An expression so familiar, the cadence, each syllable, like sliding into an ancient pair of shoes from the back of the closet, or remembering all the words to a song from long ago. My heart rate kicks up a notch and the faint stirrings of nausea rise in my gut as I note my symptoms from a distance like I’m my own doctor. Diagnosis: severe allergy to school spirit.

			The Ardwyn Family is a family whose former ­patriarch—­a coaching prodigy, a campus ­hero—­got away with being a manipulative, ­power-­abusing narcissist. Forgive me if it doesn’t warm my heart.

			“No breakfast, Ted?” Jess asks.

			Taylor hoists her bag onto the table. It lands with a thud. “Jess is hangry,” she explains, digging around inside. “Peanut butter or cranberry almond?”

			“Peanut butter, please.” Jess holds out a hand until Taylor finds a granola bar and passes it to her. “And do you have my laptop charger?”

			She does. I fight a smile. It’s like a diaper bag. She’s probably got her water bottle and wallet and allergy medication too.

			“What’s ‘hangry’?” Ted leans forward on his elbows.

			Before anyone can answer, the door opens one last time, and a man walks through it.

			“Coach!” Ted bellows.

			Taylor’s shoulder blades snap together. Jess rips off her hat and slides her granola bar to the side. The energy in the room evaporates, like when a teacher enters an unsupervised classroom full of chattering students.

			Assistant head coach Travis Williams is tall, closer to seven feet than six. I need to get used to that, otherwise it’s going to be a long day of noticing everyone’s heights. I’m back in basketball, for shit’s sake.

			Williams is ­fair-­complexioned with fine blond hair, and his skin has the withered texture of an overripe bell pepper. “Morning,” he says. His eyes are the darkest part of his face, which gives him a severe look. He doesn’t smile, not even in a perfunctory way. Nobody tells him Jess is hangry.

			He sits directly across from me at the table and folds his hands. He puts nothing in front of him, not a notebook or cell phone or coffee cup.

			Apparently he’s the last person we were waiting for, because Ted starts the meeting. Sort of. “So, Annie, how was your move to Ardwyn?”

			Williams rubs a hand across his forehead.

			“It went pretty smoothly,” I say. “It’s nice to be back. Although I was sad to see my favorite ice cream place is gone.” I hesitate to add more, looking back and forth between Ted and Williams and fiddling with my necklace. Ted clearly loves small talk. Williams seems like a guy who would roll his eyes if you tried to wish him a happy birthday.

			It would be nice to know who I’m supposed to try to please here. Jess and Taylor are no help. They’re both engrossed in their laptops, and based on the ­dueling-­pianos rhythm of their typing, I’m pretty sure they’re messaging each other.

			I used to understand the politics of this place, but there’s a lot of turnover in college sports, and everything is different now. The year after I quit, Coach Maynard got a new job making ­big-­time public school money at Arizona Tech and took most of his staff with him. His replacement, Coach Marshall Thomas, brought in his own assistants, including Williams and Eric.

			Ted is still going. “Do you have a lot of friends in the area?”

			“Um. A few.” My hand is on my necklace again. Stop that, I chide myself.

			“How long has it been since you graduated?”

			“Eight years.” I force a smile and widen my eyes like I can’t believe so much time has passed. Here’s an approach to satisfy everyone: I’ll answer his questions in as few words as possible, like I’m paying for them by the syllable, but with my friendliest facial expression.

			Ted launches into a story about Jess’s first day on the job, and that’s Williams’s breaking point. He shifts in his seat and clears his throat. “I have to leave for the airport in a half hour, so we need to get started.”

			Recruiting trip? I had him pegged as an Xs and Os coach, not a schmoozer.

			He leans forward on his elbows. “Please explain to me why we need someone like you on our team.”

			Ted laughs, a ho-­ho chuckle from deep in his belly. “She just got here, Coach!”

			Williams gives him a ­dead-­eyed look.

			“Um, I’m not sure I understand what you mean,” I say. “Wasn’t I hired because you thought you needed someone like me? You, ­or—­someone.”

			He’s silent for a moment. I uncross my legs and recross them in the other direction. Taylor’s typing is feverish.

			“I’m asking what you do, on a basic level. I don’t spend much time on the Internet.”

			“Oh. Well, I used to do this type of work for the team when I was a student, as Eric probably told you? I’m sure the role will be a little different this time around. But generally, I’ll produce videos for social media. ­Behind-­the-­scenes stuff, interviews? And hype videos.”

			“Hype videos,” he repeats blankly, his face giving nothing away.

			“Like movie trailers, but for basketball games?” I clear my throat, trying to knock the upspeak out of my voice.

			Williams makes a steeple with his hands, each fingertip pressed against its counterpart on the other hand. He looks up, talking to the ceiling. “When I heard Coach Thomas was creating a new position for a video ­person—­to me it didn’t seem like a good use of our limited resources.” He emphasizes the last two words carefully, like they have a secret meaning I’m not meant to understand. “I’m ­old-­school, so maybe that makes me biased. But our director of analytics is a modern guy, and he agreed with me. We made our opinions clear to Coach Thomas.”

			Ted opens his mouth and then thinks better of it.

			Williams’s eyes drop from the ceiling to me. “But now you’re here.”

			I want to laugh. What an ass. I didn’t even seek out this job. Why should I sell him on it? Talk to the people who did the hiring. Talk to Eric, especially.

			Speaking of Eric, I should’ve given him a lump of fucking coal as a wedding gift instead of a fancy Dutch oven. He told me Coach Thomas is desperate to top the innovative ways other schools use video. He neglected to mention that others on the coaching staff adamantly disagree.

			He’s lucky I love him. I bite back a rising wave of sarcasm. I can handle a guy like Williams, because he’s like a lot of coaches I’ve known. He only cares about winning, and he believes that mindset excuses any number of offenses. His belief is reinforced by the fact that thousands of people stand in the background and cheer while he does his job. All I need to do is tell him what he wants to hear.

			I paste on a mild smile. “Let me tell you about how video can help with recruiting.”

			Thirty painful minutes later, I leave the meeting with clammy, shaking hands. Three years of this. I have a long way to go. I wish I could say I’m not going to worry about earning anyone’s acceptance here, but I don’t have that luxury.

			After that shit show, I need to hustle over to the Church. I’m supposed to meet Donna the admin to fill out HR paperwork and get my ID card at ten thirty, and I’m cutting it close. By the time I get there, halfway across campus, I’m breathing heavily. Sweat dampens the armpits of the white top I’m wearing under my blazer.

			It’s a new blazer, in bitchy brick red. I wanted to channel a power suit vibe for my first ­day—­without buying something boring. Mom yanked it from the rack at Aritzia with a gasp. “It’s exactly your color.”

			When we shop, she reminds me that I’m a True Autumn. I have hazel eyes, a dusting of freckles across my nose, and what my grandma used to call “a misleadingly dainty mouth.” My wavy brown hair grazes my shoulders, the evidence of last year’s Great Christmas Bangs Debacle thankfully just a memory now. The memory involves my sister, Kat, wielding a pair of scissors after too many cranberry mojitos, telling me, “It’ll look French!”

			I can’t blame her. Mom, Kat, and I spent our first Christmas after Dad’s heart attack at home, eating the same turkey we always ate, decorating the tree with the ornaments Kat and I made as kids, playing the board games we’d played every holiday for years. We were miserable. Apples to Apples sucks when you only have three players. The next Christmas we overcorrected, fleeing all our familiar traditions for a rental in Florida, where we were equally miserable but drunker. Hence the bangs.

			According to the rules of seasonal color analysis, I’m not supposed to wear pastels (valid), black (unreasonable), or anything close to Ardwyn Blue (just another sign from the universe). Mom believes ­self-­categorization is the key to ­self-­understanding. She’s right about the blazer, though.

			There should be music playing, I think as I look up at the Church. The Jaws theme, maybe. I could stand outside and reflect on old times and turn this into a whole thing, but there’s no way in hell I’m going to be late for Donna.

			Okay. I take one deep, fortifying breath. Let’s get this over with.

		

	
		
			Three

			Other than Eric and Ben, Donna is the only person still around from the old days. In fact, Donna will still be here long after the rest of us have gone to meet our maker, even though she’s got ­twenty-­five years on us. Death will be too terrified to ever come for Donna, especially if it tries showing up without making an appointment first.

			She’s barking into the phone when I approach her desk. “How many times do I have to tell you? No. Solicitors. Don’t you dare call again.” She hangs up with such force it probably hurts the person on the other end of the line. “Some people need to get their fucking ears cleaned,” she mutters. I worship her in a way that makes me understand why some gods find the vengeful approach effective.

			Her glower melts into a beatific smile when she sees me. “My beautiful girl.” She stands to hug me. Donna is wiry and tanned ­year-­round, with cropped hair dyed a shade of blond that tells people she doesn’t give a shit that they can tell the color is fake.

			“It’s good to see you,” I say.

			“It’s even better to see you. I missed you, I’m thrilled you’re back, and that’s all the chitchat we have time for, so let’s get down to business.”

			Donna zips through the paperwork and slides it into a folder.

			“There’s supposed to be a tour, but you don’t need it, and I have to go call a booster about his season tickets. He made one of the girls in Development cry, so now I have to return the favor. Your office is over here.”

			I scamper after Donna as she strides through the lobby toward the quietest section of the office, away from the conference room and the kitchen.

			“The bathrooms haven’t moved.” She gestures down the hallway. “But there are free tampons now.”

			“How revolutionary,” I say.

			We turn left. There are only two offices in this stretch of corridor. The one on the left belongs to somebody. There’s a coffee cup next to the computer and a cluster of picture frames on the other side of the desk. A bunch of ­half-­deflated birthday balloons droops in the corner.

			Donna deposits me in the other office. The desk is empty, but a massive bulletin board fills one wall, covered in old game programs and crumpled tickets. Evidently, the previous occupant was sentimental enough to save everything, but not sentimental enough to take it when they left. On the opposite wall is a row of pennants, one for each of the major Philly professional sports teams.

			“Let me know when you take this stuff down and I’ll have someone come patch the holes,” Donna says. She pauses in the doorway. “Things have changed here. The people in charge are different, and it shows. I never blamed you for leaving for a better opportunity, but I’m glad you’re back, and I think you’ll be happier now.”

			“Okay,” I say weakly. She never blamed me for leaving for a better opportunity. What opportunity? And why would she blame me, unless someone else did?

			On her way out, she peeks in the room across the hall. “Not here,” she declares loudly. “Wait until he hears about Kyle’s latest fuckup. Lord have mercy.” And then she’s gone.

			I need to start churning out a steady stream of preseason content right away. There are people to help with scripts and shooting, but otherwise I’m mostly in charge. Which means I’m the one who has to reach out to Ben for the information I need for my first video, even though I don’t know what to make of this morning’s conversation.

			Monday, 11:47 a.m.

			From: Annie

			To: Ben

			Hi Ben,

			I’m looking forward to working with you again! I’m starting a series highlighting Ardwyn’s top players at each position over the years, so I’m looking for some old stats.

			Attached is a list of what I need. It’s pretty straightforward. The video has to be final by Thursday afternoon, so please send me everything by Wednesday afternoon.

			Let me know if you have any questions. Thanks!

			I sit back in my chair, satisfied. I even forced myself to include the two exclamation points for ­extra-­friendly vibes. Works well with others! Professional, yet feminine!

			Next up, a call to IT to figure out why I can’t access the video archives yet. I drag a finger down the phone directory Donna gave me, looking for the right name and extension. Eric’s name is near the top, with Assistant Coach next to it. I run into Ben’s a few rows below it, followed by his title: Director of Analytics.

			The realization cuts like an infomercial knife through a watermelon. What did Williams say at the meeting? Our director of analytics is a modern guy, and he agreed with me. We made our opinions clear to Coach Thomas. I assumed Ben was the director of operations. “Director of analytics” wasn’t even a position when we were in school. I should’ve realized Williams was talking about Ben, though. He was a statistics major. As a student manager, he did all the normal stuff: helped break down film, inventoried equipment, did laundry. But he was also constantly waving a piece of paper in front of Coach Maynard’s face with some graph or chart he’d compiled when he was supposed to be sleeping, urging him to tweak the lineup or rhapsodizing about offensive efficiency.

			I remember one particular rant. “Elliott should never bother practicing that baseline shot again. Every time he does, he’s lighting fifteen seconds of his basketball career on fire. He hasn’t even tried it in a game all season.” He threw his hands up in the air.

			Coach Maynard frowned. “That doesn’t sound right.”

			“The numbers aren’t lying.” Like he needed to defend their honor.

			It was a late night in the office and I had been listening to the conversation for too long. I tapped a few keys on my laptop and turned it to face Maynard. “Look, Coach, I made a video montage of all the times he’s taken that shot in a game this year.”

			It was a black screen.

			Ben and I ­high-­fived. Maynard laughed and shook his head.

			Ben argued against my hiring. Williams’s opinion doesn’t bother me as much because it’s not personal. He doesn’t know me. But Ben does, and doesn’t want me here anyway.

			That stings, badly. And it jibes with the way he acted this morning. But why is someone I used to work closely ­with—­so closely that I still remember his Wawa sandwich ­order—­acting this way? I must be missing something.

			There’s no time for this. If I’m going to convince Coach Thomas that hiring me was the right call while Williams and Ben are whispering in his ear that it was a mistake, I need to focus.

			I set off for the storage closet to check out the state-­of-­the-­art equipment Eric promised. The Church, including the office, is long overdue for a remodel. Even when it’s clean it seems dusty, and none of the rooms have enough electrical outlets. But the rich wood molding lining the hallways is charming, if battered, and the carpet is plush, although it’s faded from its original Ardwyn Blue.

			I pass the room where the student managers work and a wave of nostalgia hits me, even though it’s barely recognizable without the odor of Monster Energy drinks permeating the air. Shockingly, there’s not a Saturdays Are for the Boys flag in sight. It’s crammed full of desks with backpacks ­everywhere, and music blares from a laptop, but nobody’s there. Practice just started, so they’re probably in the gym. I’ll introduce myself later.

			I pull open the door to the storage closet, step inside the dark space, and stumble backward. A reedy ­twenty­something with shaggy hair is standing in front of my beautiful new equipment, biting his thumbnail and watching a clip from Impractical Jokers on his phone.

			“Uh, hi,” I say.

			“I needed a minute,” he says, barely glancing up.

			“Come here often?” I quip.

			Donna hollers from down the hall. “Kyle! Where the hell did you go?”

			He shoots me a pleading look. “Can you shut the door?”

			Whatever he did wrong, hiding isn’t going to make Donna any less pissed. “It’ll get worse the longer you make her wait,” I say. It may have been a while since I last worked here, but I still know some things about this place.

			The first thing I want to film is a fake press conference with jokey questions for Coach Thomas. After Kyle reluctantly drags himself out of the closet, I acquaint myself with all the gear at my disposal, set up a camera in the media room, and check the lighting and sound. I’ll have only thirty minutes with Thomas tomorrow and it’ll be the first time we meet, so it needs to go smoothly.

			As the day winds down, I sit at my desk to review the test footage. A phone call from the payroll department about my direct deposit sidetracks me for a minute, and when I hang up, an unfamiliar voice emanates from my speakers: “Coach Thomas seems cool.”

			I look at all the open windows spread across my three monitors and then realize where the noise is coming from. After I set up the camera, I left it running while I ran back to my office to grab my phone and got waylaid by Ted Horvath in the hallway for a while. Two of the student managers appear to have parked themselves in front of the camera to eat lunch while I was gone.

			One of them speaks. “I guess. At least he’s not, like, a sexual predator or something.”

			Blood whooshes in my ears.

			The other one snorts. “Dude, what the fuck?” I don’t remember their names, after a day full of introductions. So far, they’re White Polo and Blue Monogrammed Vest.

			A third person moves into the frame. It’s Ben. “Hey, guys, how’s it going? Who’s setting up for practice tomorrow?”

			White Polo raises his hand.

			“Who’s the new girl?” Blue Monogrammed Vest asks. “With this thing?” He gestures at the camera, oblivious to the fact that it’s recording.

			White Polo has the answer. “New digital media producer.”

			I should probably stop playing the video. The lighting and sound are fine. But instead I plug in my headphones and rest my chin on my fist, face too close to the screen.

			“I saw her talking to Donna like they knew each other.”

			“I heard her dad was Bauer’s high school coach.”

			“Holy shit, bro, her dad was Ken Radford? No wonder she got this job.”

			Ben says nothing. What the fuck? He has a cornucopia of facts to choose from to correct this ridiculousness. Yes, Dad was the winningest high school basketball coach in New Jersey state history. And yes, he was Eric’s coach. But these kids know nothing about Dad or me.

			They don’t know about Dad’s dry sense of humor, or his patience, or the way he made his own snack mix when we watched games on TV, mixing up a separate batch for me because I like a higher proportion of pretzels to popcorn. And they don’t know that I invented this job. If these beer-­me dipshits are longtime Ardwyn fans, they probably got hyped up on my videos when they were guzzling Go-­Gurts in middle school.

			“Someone said she used to work here. You know her?”

			Finally Ben speaks. “She worked here a long time ago for a little while.”

			“That’s a ringing endorsement. How cringeworthy is it going to be? Do I need to unfollow our Instagram account?”

			I’d kill to see Ben’s face, but his back is to the camera. “That’s not the issue. But she doesn’t deserve to be here.” He pauses. “All I’m going to say is: Get used to it. We’re the best we’ve been in years. Everyone is trying to elbow their way in because of the hype. Hopping on the bandwagon.”

			The weight of his words drags my jaw down until I’m gaping at the screen. I want to laugh but can’t find my breath. I rub my face with my hands and leave them there for a minute, pressing down from my eyebrows to my chin.

			“I wish some of that hype translated into a spot in the preseason Top 25,” White Polo says.

			“That’s meaningless,” Ben replies. “We’ll be ranked when it matters.”

			“I’ve literally never heard you talk shit about anyone,” Blue Monogrammed Vest says. “She must be a total nightmare.”

			I rewatch it three times. The first two times to make sure I understand Ben correctly. The third time serves no purpose other than to make my insides feel like they’ve been jammed into a pot of boiling water with the lid on.

			Sitting still and stewing in these feelings seems unhealthy, so I busy myself with the bulletin board, unpinning yellowed game tickets, old rosters, and printouts of news articles about big wins. It doesn’t clear my head, but at least it gives me something to do with my hands.

			This is worse than I thought this morning. What am I missing? I haven’t seen Ben since the fall of senior year, which is an absolute blur. I spent a significant portion of those months in a state of heavy intoxication. I wasn’t much better sober, trapped in a haze of preoccupation with the way my love life and job were falling to shreds around me. It’s possible I did something ­grudge-­worthy, but nothing stands out in my memory.

			My thoughts are interrupted by a giant man with a ­ginger-­brown beard charging through the doorway and squealing, and I instantly feel lighter.

			“Annie,” Eric sings, pulling me in for a hug. “That shit is so red. You look like the person a senator calls when they need help covering up a felony.”

			I squeeze him back. It’s the latest iteration of a joke he’s been telling for over a decade, since we became friends in high school. Eric talking about clothes is like putting a sentence into a translation app, turning it into Hungarian, and then turning it back into English. You can kind of track, technically, where the sentiment came from, but overall it makes no sense.

			After detaching myself from him, I smooth the lapel of my blazer. “Thanks, I think.”

			He’s beaming and nearly bouncing around the room, roaming from wall to chair to window. “I’m so glad you’re here! I’ve been counting down the days. Honestly, I was afraid you were going to back out.”

			“Nope. I’m in it to win it,” I say, with an anemic fist pump.

			“I’m so happy. And you started on the wildest day. Did you hear what happened? Donna realized our director of operations, Kyle, used last year’s schedule to book all our travel for the first half of the season.”

			I hadn’t heard, but it doesn’t surprise me that the guy who was unembarrassed to be caught hiding in a closet watching prank videos on his phone would screw up that badly. “That guy is the director of operations? Why? How? He doesn’t even seem capable of directing someone to the bathroom.”

			“His uncle is the university’s CFO,” Eric says. “He’s new. It was a favor.” He spots the pile of thumbtacks and team paraphernalia on top of the filing cabinet. “Redecorating already? I love it. Tell me, how great was your first day?”

			I let out an uneasy laugh. He genuinely thinks this job is the key to my happiness, not a means to an end, and I’m not ready to crush his spirits. “It was a day, that’s for sure. Williams? You could’ve warned me.”

			He’s plucking items from the upper edge of the bulletin board, where I can’t reach, and adding them to the pile. “What do you mean? I thought you’d get along with him. He reminds me of your dad.”

			“What?” I hiss. “My dad was nice.”

			“It’s not that. It’s the tunnel vision.” He switches to a robot voice. “Must. Pursue. Victory.”

			“Eric, that’s not even what I’m talking about. There’s a weird vibe here. Some people aren’t being very welcoming.” I don’t mention Ben by name. Eric isn’t known for his dis­cretion.

			He unpins a birthday card. “What? No. Everyone is stressed, but they shouldn’t take it out on you.”

			“Why is everyone stressed?”

			He fumbles the pushpin. It disappears, and he drops to his knees to search for it, bumping into the furniture with all his lanky limbs as he crawls around.

			“Eric, why is everyone stressed?” I repeat.

			He goes still, his upper half hidden under my desk. “Well, funny story. Not ‘ha-­ha’ funny. More ‘the universe is chaotic so you just have to laugh’ funny. I did plan to talk to you about it. Maybe after work today?” He pops his head out, looking up at me hopefully.

			“No,” I say, my stomach dipping. “Let’s talk about it now.”

			He climbs into a sitting position, his back against the desk, and covers his eyes with the birthday card. “Promise you won’t get mad?”

			“Absolutely not.” I snatch the card from his hand. “Spill.”

			His face droops. “There was an internal announcement last week,” he says. “The athletic department is planning a budget cut for after this season. A big one. We’re the only ­revenue-­generating sport, and we haven’t had any standout seasons lately, even though we’ve been improving every year. Ticket sales are down, donations are ­shrinking . . .”

			A budget cut. Yet here I am, a ­brand-­new employee with a ­brand-­new salary and a closet full of expensive, ­brand-­new gear. I fight the urge to staple Eric to the bulletin board. “Why didn’t you tell me before I took this job?”

			“I didn’t know!” he says. “It was clear we weren’t thriving, but I didn’t realize it was this bad. We were still spending money, hiring people. When they told us last week, you were already moving into your apartment.” He scratches the back of his neck. “Look, nothing is set in stone. The team has a lot of potential. And I think you belong here, and you’re going to help bring new energy to this team.”

			“But if things don’t go better this season,” I say, realizations piling up in my head, “budget cuts will mean layoffs. And I’m a new hire in a completely ­non­essential role.” Shit. Another ­six-­month stint to add to my résumé. A heavy weight settles on my chest.

			“Maybe,” Eric admits. “I’m really sorry. But maybe not. We won’t get the worst of it, because we’re still the only team that has a chance of pulling in significant money. Coach says they’re planning to take away one position from our staff, so it looks like we’re in it together with everyone else. Other teams will bear the brunt of it.”

			“That makes me feel much better. Maybe the field hockey team can play without sticks? When I get laid off, I’ll help the swimmers look for puddles big enough to practice in once they lose their pool.”

			“None of it is inevitable,” he presses. “We have a whole season to turn things around and the talent to do it. And even if the worst does happen, the sacrificial lamb isn’t automatically going to be you.”

			“Are you sure I didn’t get hired just so they can fire me when it’s time to cut someone?”

			“I’m sure,” Eric says firmly. “Coach wants you here. He believes you can make a difference. Prove him right.”

			I pace across the room to my desk, and my eyes land on the staff directory. If I’m not automatically going to be the one laid off, then who else could it be? It won’t be a coach, or the strength and conditioning coordinator. They’re vital. It definitely won’t be Donna. This team needs her more than it needs an actual basketball. Kyle is safe, given his connections.

			“Then ­who . . .” I say, trailing off when I realize my office door is open. I move to shut it to thwart any eavesdroppers, but someone is coming down the hallway. ­Half-­zip, sculpted hair, dark eyes. Crap, it’s Ben. I try to avoid eye contact but it’s too late, and he ­stutter-­steps awkwardly, like he’d rather keep walking but feels compelled to stop.

			“Callahan!” Eric says, hoisting himself off the floor. “Get in here, buddy. Annie and I were talking about her first day back.”

			He stands in the doorway reluctantly, a somber pout on his unfortunately ­still-­attractive face. Damn, I was hoping it had just been the flattering October sunlight. Life is truly unfair.

			He gestures to the room across the hall. “My office is right there.”

			Ten feet away. I grit my teeth, and he shoves his hands into the pockets of his chinos. “That’s so great,” I croak. The two of us, stuck together for an entire season.

			The two of us.

			There it is, the answer to my question slotting into place. If I’m not the one laid off, it’ll be Ben. It makes perfect sense. He’s ­non­essential; having a dedicated statistics analyst is a luxury. Even though he’s good enough at his job to win an ESPN award, he apparently still hasn’t done enough to earn a coaching position, despite the fact that he’s been here for a decade.

			He needs me to fail because if I don’t, he’ll be the one who gets fired.

			Eric’s eyes land on him and then jump back to me, but he doesn’t notice the tension. Instead his face lights up with a memory. “Hey, it’s Mom and Dad! Remember?”

			Mom and Dad, our old nicknames.

			It started with one of the younger managers, Spencer. When we heard he was failing Intro to the Humanities, we sat him down in the conference room.

			“We know it’s hard to balance basketball and school,” Ben told him. “We want to help you.”

			Spencer slouched in his chair. “There’s not enough time in the day. How do you do it? Do you even sleep?”

			Ben and I exchanged a look. I survived by taking easy classes and contenting myself with average grades. He did it by staying in and studying every night.

			“Let’s make a plan,” I said. “You have a paper due Friday, right?”

			Ben opened his laptop and pulled up the calendar he and I shared. “If I put Garrett on ­laundry . . .”

			I leaned in. “You’ll have to set up for practice by yourself on Wednesday.”

			“Maybe Donna can help get the recruiting letters out.”

			“I’ll look over his paper on Thursday night.”

			“Perfect.” Ben input the changes to the calendar. “Oh, Garrett’s birthday is on the twelfth.”

			“I’ll make cupcakes.”

			“You have a test that day. Sociology, right?”

			I amended my statement. “I’ll beg Cassie to make cupcakes.” 

			Ben closed his laptop and folded his hands. “You’re off duty for the rest of the week,” he told Spencer. “Take the time to write a good paper.”

			“Send it to me before you hand it in so I can make sure it doesn’t suck,” I added.

			Spencer hunched forward, his face red. “I feel bad making you go to all this effort for me.”

			“Ardwyn basketball is a family.” I patted his arm. “We look out for each other.”

			“Thank you,” he mumbled.

			Spencer showed his gratitude by calling us Mom and Dad behind our backs. It caught on immediately. I know the other managers used to joke about us hooking up too, but it was never like that between us. Ben had a girlfriend, and I was only interested in emotionally unavailable music snobs. We didn’t hang out outside work. All we had in common was basketball, and it probably worked better that way.

			Jeez. Is this what this whole season is going to be like? It’s like somebody’s following me around and hitting me repeatedly with old memories like a rusty shovel to the face.

			“This is an epic moment. You two, reunited!” Eric mimes taking a photo of us with an imaginary camera. He feeds off an enthusiastic audience, but unfortunately he doesn’t ­require one. “Dad, how does it feel to have Mom back at home?”

			Ben flashes a tight smile. “Hm. Wow. I have no idea what I’ve done to deserve this kind of luck.”

			I laugh out loud and his eyes pin me down, etching his displeasure into my skin.

			My stomach twists. I barely suppress a scowl and turn back to Eric. In my best patronizing parent voice, I say: “Honey, Mom loves you very much. But that doesn’t mean Dad and I are getting back together.”
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