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Advance Praise for Any Trope but You



“Any Trope but You is truly a breath of fresh air. Touching, heartfelt, and swoon-worthy with crackling banter and mastery of romantic and comedic timing, it tells a story of love, failure, longing, and family against a snowy, cozy landscape. Brilliant and effervescent, with imperfect characters who live and truly learn, Lavine poetically twists tropes in a way that will have you melting through to the very end.”

—Peyton Corinne, author of TikTok sensation Unsteady

“Incredibly clever, deeply relatable, and sparkling with the full spectrum of emotions, Any Trope but You is everything I love in a romance. Victoria Lavine is your next auto-buy author.”

—Tarah DeWitt, USA Today bestselling author of Savor It and Funny Feelings

“Any Trope but You is a love letter to the romance genre and to the concept of Happily Ever Afters. Victoria Lavine manages to incorporate so many beloved tropes while telling a story that feels totally fresh and original, and she writes characters with such depth that I might have momentarily forgotten I could not request Margot Bradley’s books from my local library. Plus, it may be set in frigid, snowy Alaska, but make no mistake—this book is hot! A truly charming debut that had me smiling, blushing, and wishing for my own pet moose.”

—Sarah Adler, USA Today bestselling author of Mrs. Nash’s Ashes and Happy Medium

“Heartfelt and warm, Any Trope but You is an absolute delight and a romance lover’s dream! I fell for these characters and their soft-hearted love and care for one another. A beautiful love story and a reminder that we are all deserving of our own Happily Ever Afters!”

—Naina Kumar, USA Today bestselling author of Say You’ll Be Mine

“If you loved Emily Henry’s Beach Read but wished it were snowier, Any Trope but You is your book! I came for the grumpy lumberjack and stayed for the cast of loveable characters! The only part of this book that isn’t hot is the Alaskan setting!”

—Kate Robb, author of This Spells Love

“Any Trope but You is my favorite brand of romance—Hallmark storyline with the passion turned up to the nth degree. I loved how thoughtful and relatable Margot was, and Forrest had me ready to book my own trip to Alaska to find a man like him. Readers are in for such a treat!”

—Etta Easton, author of The Kiss Countdown

“Snowy, sparkling, full of witty banter and cozy vibes, I absolutely loved this book. The characters leap off the page to meet you, the antics are delightful, and it is extremely big-hearted. I read it in one huge gulp and had a great time.”

—Laura Wood, author of Under Your Spell

“Victoria Lavine writes the kind of effervescent, whip-smart prose romance readers crave. Starring loveable leads whose chemistry is equal parts electric and tender, Any Trope but You is a perfectly cozy and big-hearted romance that I know I’ll return to again and again.”

—Ellie Palmer, author of Four Weekends and a Funeral

“Lush, cozy, sweet, and incredibly sexy, Lavine’s debut is like a mug of decadent hot chocolate that you’ve developed feelings for.”

—Laura Piper Lee, author of Hannah Tate, Beyond Repair, and Zoe Brennan, First Crush
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To James.

On the other side of the stories we share, you’re my matching bookend.

To my fellow breast cancer survivors, previvors, and warriors.

It’s a rare and beautiful thing to find out just how strong you really are. This book’s for you too.






1 [image: ] MARGOT


Standing at the foot of my bed, I stare down at the two shirts I’ve laid out, wondering which one will make me look less like a liar. The flouncy pink one with roses is definitely giving Tenderhearted Romance Author (the exact image I’m aiming for), but is it trying too hard? The other option (crisp, white, sleeveless) has more of an edge, but is it too edgy? Will my readers take one look at the aggressively high neckline and know I’m hiding something?

I realize the same sort of wardrobe questions probably run through the mind of a serial killer preparing to take the stand. Except in my case, the jury will be hundreds of my most devoted readers, and instead of a court hearing, I’ll be feigning innocence during a live stream promotional event for my latest book. Which starts in—I glance at my alarm clock—twelve minutes. Shit.

I cross my arms over my bra in a futile attempt to self-soothe. After six novels and their subsequent book tours, one would think I’d have this whole living-a-lie thing locked down by now. Or that I’d at least be able to pick out a shirt. But according to my underboob sweat, one would be wrong. Because despite occupying the body of #1 New York Times Bestselling Author Margot Bradley (the title my publicist insists every interviewer, podcaster, and unsuspecting Starbucks barista address me with), I live in perpetual fear that my fans will somehow learn the truth about me. That beneath all the romance tropes and triple-orgasm sex scenes I peddle like snake oil, I’m more jaded about love than a former Bachelorette star, mid-divorce.

I know it begs the question: How can she write romance novels if she believes love is Satan’s pyramid scheme? To which I would answer: I haven’t always been this wise and all-knowing. No, no. Once upon my twenties, I experienced the sort of swept-off-your-feet, can’t-stop-staring-at-their-forearms, logic-melting chemistry that romance tropes are made of. I thought I’d found love in the heady rush of endorphins and desire, perilously tied to that most tenuous of human bonds—trust. I know the feeling of a two-point-three-carat engagement ring sliding onto my finger. Coincidentally, I also know how it feels when that ring slides off for good. How those helium-high feelings inevitably ignite on a spark of truth and explode, crashing to earth in a fiery inferno of pain and horror.

Too much? Maybe not. I’ve found that most people who reach their thirties have experienced at least one breakup that left them subsisting on dry Froot Loops because they were too busy inwardly collapsing to pour themselves milk. I also happen to know that the brokenhearted often seek comfort and escape through the billion-dollar romance novel industry. How? Because I’ve been one of them. I learned the hard way that in this bleak swipe-left world, romance novels give hope to the hopeless. They make you believe that a sensitive, multilingual, insanely jacked doctor named Hunter is just waiting in the wings of your life, ready to laugh with you about all the toads you dated while cuddling after your nightly synchronized orgasms.

Unless you’re me, of course, and bitter experience has taught you that Dr. Hunter isn’t coming—to you or in you. So instead, you use the faded remnants of your old hopes and dreams to write those romance novels that no longer provide you solace but still pay your bills and comfort others. And by others, of course, I mean my readers, whose unwavering loyalty deserves to be repaid in the currency they crave most. In golden-hour kisses. In snowed-in cabins with only one bed. And above all, in Happily Ever Afters.

More than anything, it’s this particular story element that cuts the deepest to write and (when I’m willing to admit it) makes me yearn for the time when my faith in love was nearly as unshakable as my readers’. But those days are long gone, and if I had to hazard a guess, I’d say my old belief in love everlasting is probably chilling with my engagement ring at the bottom of the Pacific. It’s why I’ve had to develop the perfect coping mechanism for every HEA I write but don’t believe in: my Happily Never After file. A top secret, password-protected document that contains alternate endings to every novel I’ve ever written. They’re the endings my characters would have faced if they were real people with real issues that no number of straining Henleys or rippling abdominal muscles could solve. It’s a brutal catalog of drawn-out divorces, monsters-in-law with spare house keys, parking-lot rendezvous with younger women, and unfortunate facial-hair choices. None of them are pretty, but they’re all the truth and, for me, an essential reminder to never let my guard down again.

But on bad days, when even my Happily Never After file isn’t enough to keep me writing weddings-and-babies epilogues, there’s one reason—one person—above all who keeps my fingers pounding the keyboard. A single fan I can’t bring myself to disappoint.

A knock makes me jump. I look over my shoulder, and just like magic, there she is. My sister.

“It’s eight till, Margot,” Savannah says, tilting her golden-blond head and glancing down at my underwear. “I didn’t realize your publishing contract included a striptease clause.”

“One live stream peep show for every new book launch,” I confirm, looking back toward my shirt conundrum. “According to my marketing team, sex sells.”

“And did marketing sign off on those granny panties?”

Placing my hands on my hips, I turn all the way around. “They’re retro-cut, thank you very much. Not granny panties.”

“They cover your belly button.”

“And?”

“Do they come with a hood?”

I stick out my tongue. “Come here and help me pick out a shirt.”

Savannah straightens and starts walking. Automatically, I scan her gait, visually assessing her pain level. She’s at the tail end of a flare-up, and I worry she’s pushing it by being out of bed so soon.

“Definitely the white,” Savannah says.

“What’s wrong with the pink one?”

“Nothing. If you’re planning on rolling a joint and pulling some tarot cards.”

“It’s not that flowy.”

Savannah picks up a sleeve that could conceal a family of raccoons in its billowy depths before letting it flutter to the bed. “Up to you. Just don’t get caught in any light breezes and sail away.”

I pull the white shirt on. “Good?”

Savannah smiles. “Beautiful. And are you planning on completing this ensemble with pants?”

I snap the very high, very beige waist of my underwear. “Over these beauties? No way. I’m working after eight on a Sunday night, and no one’s going to see me below the waist. Come on.”

I hold the door open for Savannah, who makes her way carefully toward me. On top of debilitating full-body pain, a flare-up of my sister’s cocktail of autoimmune disorders also leaves her with terrible balance. It’s disconcerting to see an otherwise healthy-looking woman in her midtwenties walk like a frail, elderly person, but I’ve grown accustomed to it the way anyone becomes used to something unbearable. By sheer necessity.

I track Savannah’s hand as it comes up to stabilize her on the doorframe. “Are you sure you don’t want me to get—”

“No, I’m fine,” she says, cutting off my offer to retrieve her cane. “Thanks, though.”

I bite back an argument. After four straight days of relying on me for even the simplest tasks, the last thing she wants is more coddling. It’s hard enough that she has to live with a caretaker (me). The least I can do is respect her independence when she’s capable of it.

“So who’s this interview with again?” Savannah asks.

“That romance podcast Stop, Drop, and Swoon. Ever hear of it?”

Savannah’s eyes light up as we make our way to my office. “Oh, I love that show! You better be on your guard, though; Sylvie doesn’t pull punches.”

“Good thing my book’s a literary masterpiece devoid of all flaws,” I say airily. I don’t bring up the crying jag of self-doubt and despair that happens on the eve of all my book releases.

I grab a throw blanket off the couch as we pass through the living room. Two years after moving in, I can still barely believe that writing romance novels has funded this midcentury dream of a house in Silver Lake. I might not believe in Happily Ever Afters, but living here and being able to care for my sister full-time comes pretty damn close.

Savannah grins. “True. Warmest Regards is an instant classic. I expect a representative from the Pulitzer committee will be calling any day now.”

I snort-laugh. “The only award Warmest Regards would win is a world record for most uses of the word ‘clench’ in a published work.”

“Better ‘clench’ than ‘moist,’ ” Savannah points out graciously.

“There was definitely at least one ‘moist.’ Remember the hot-tub scene?”

“There was not!”

I shrug. “Better ‘moist’ than ‘member.’ ”

“There’s nothing worse than ‘moist,’ Margot.”

“Except ‘moist member.’ ”

Savannah makes a gagging face as we enter the dark office, and I veer left toward my desk. It’s strategically positioned in front of a wall of built-in bookshelves (the main reason I bought this house, if I’m honest), and as I turn on a lamp, all my color-coded books and framed photos are cast in a warm glow. Savannah beelines for the love seat across from my desk, and I toss her the blanket.

“Thanks,” she says, curling up like a cat. Within five seconds, an actual cat—or Savannah’s familiar, as I prefer to think of him—jumps onto her lap and makes himself at home with all the entitlement of his namesake, Mr. Darcy. “And for the record, I do think your writing deserves a Pulitzer. Your books bring joy and escape to all your readers, Margot.”

Her words echo my own daily justification for writing stories I suspect do more harm than good, but as I sit at my desk and open my laptop, my guilt is interrupted by a small burst of adrenaline when my Happily Never After document appears. I definitely didn’t open it today. Even more oddly, the page on the screen isn’t my latest alternate ending but one of my old venting journal entries I occasionally use the document for as well. Sad, bitter words leap out at me.


Signed over two hundred books at today’s event. Reader after reader told me how much my books mean to them while I did my best to pretend that they still mean something to me too. Honestly, it would be SO much easier to keep this deception up if my fans weren’t the sweetest people on earth. I know they want guaranteed happy endings—and I’ll give them anything because I owe them everything—but how can they be so fucking naive? Every time I hear another person tell me they’re waiting for their own Margot Bradley HEA, I die just a little more inside. I hate this mask I have to wear.



I glance at Savannah, terrified she’s found me out at last. It’s the only explanation for why my HNA doc is open. But she’s busy drawing little circles on Mr. Darcy’s fuzzy gray forehead with her fingertip. I forcibly lower my shoulders. If Savannah had seen the document, we wouldn’t be sitting here like nothing had happened. We’d be sitting here like we’d just felt the first ground-shaking tremors of the Big One. Except instead of an earthquake capable of swallowing Los Angeles whole, it would be this secret. The only one I keep from my sister.

“Hey.”

I look up from my screen, now devoid of any incriminating documents.

“There’s a reason you have the world’s nicest fan cult and a regular spot on the Times Square Jumbotron,” she says.

The permanent knot of guilt that resides in my stomach cinches a little tighter. “And that is?”

My sister gazes at me with hero worship I don’t deserve, and I flinch from the blow before it comes. “Because you write from the heart.”

It’s a gut punch, but to my chest. A tit punch. Somehow I force a smile as said heart seems to plummet through my body, the floor, and the ground itself until it reaches the earth’s core for incineration.

“Thanks for being here, Van,” I say. “I know you could be out with Cooper.”

Savannah smiles dreamily at the mention of her boyfriend, and I immediately regret bringing him up, even if it did distract her. My own feelings about love aside, I think my sister could do better. Not that Cooper isn’t nice (and an admittedly great Scrabble player), but he’s also a line cook/freelance photographer/surfer with two roommates in Los Feliz, without the time or resources to care for my sister in the way she deserves. I know it won’t last, and just like every time, I’ll be there for her during the fallout.

“You know I wouldn’t miss this,” Savannah says, reaching out and wiggling her fingers at me. “Not for all the moist members in the world.”

I laugh, wiggling my fingers back at her before taking a steadying breath. “Okay. Showtime.”



“So before we move on to reader questions, I have to ask—can you drop any hints about your next book, Margot?”

I smile at the grid of eager faces, zeroing in on the podcast host’s bright blue hair. “I really shouldn’t, Sylvie.”

“Okay, but what if I”—a click of a mouse—“unmute everyone and ask them to say ‘please’ in three, two, one…”

“PLEEEASE,” a chorus of voices rings out.

I raise my hands in surrender, laughing. It’s all a show; I’ve already gotten the green light from my editor to drop a small hint to fire up the rumor mills of Bookstagram. “Okay, okay. At the risk of being dropped by my publisher, the word is… ‘Alaska.’ ”

The screams are wild, and I quickly lower the volume as Mr. Darcy leaps from Savannah’s lap and takes cover beneath the couch.

“Okay, muting going back on!” Sylvie calls out. “Everyone just try to breathe. Sip some tea. Squeeze a stress ball. I know this is a lot to process. Is Alaska the location? A person? A state of mind? I’m sure we’ll all be desperately unpacking Margot’s clue until her next release date, but just for tonight, I’d like you to focus your questions on what we do have our lucky little mitts on, and that’s Warmest Regards.”

I can no longer hear them, but all across my screen, participants are clapping or waving their dog-eared copies of my book. Seeing such devotion to my writing should feel better than anything in the world. In the early days, it did. But that was before all my stories began to feel only marginally less harmful than lead poisoning. There are no Happily Ever Afters, you sweet, hopeless romantics—

“Let’s start with JennyLin_Librarian. What’s your question for Margot, Jenny?”

“Hi, Margot! Hi, Sylvie! Love the books, love the podcast!”

“Thanks so much, Jenny,” Sylvie and I reply together as a square enlarges to show a young woman clutching a glass of rosé in one hand and a waterlogged copy of Warmest Regards in the other. She’s a familiar face at all of my digital book events, and a zing of guilt passes through my chest when I think of the loyalty and money she and so many others have given me to be here.

“Margot, I was wondering if any of your stories are inspired by real life?”

The irony of this question nearly causes an involuntary snort to escape my nose. But I master myself and take a sip of water. Smile warmly. “Great question, and thanks so much for being here, Jenny. Your support means the world.” I deliver my carefully worded answer, and the interview moves on. Question after question comes, and I glance at the clock. Savannah must sense I’m fading because she shoots a double thumbs-up at me and mouths the word “moist” to make me smile.

“Ooooh-kay,” Sylvie chimes. “It looks like our last question is coming from Truth_Seeker98. What truth are you seeking from Margot Bradley tonight?”

As usual, the participant’s square is enlarged, but because they don’t have their camera on, the screen seems to go black for a moment. And then a Word document appears. I blink against the sudden brightness of the screen, confused, until panic ricochets through me like a white-hot pinball. It’s my Happily Never After file. No. That’s impossible. But then the document starts slow-scrolling, and all my damning words appear.

“Oh, what’s this?” Sylvie asks, not understanding what she’s looking at. “Truth, is your mic turned on?”

My entire body begins to shake in a fine tremor as I rapidly scan words that were never meant to be seen by another human being. Alimony. Slashed tires. Viagra. This isn’t happening—surely this is some kind of stress hallucination. I try swallowing, but my throat is a rolled-up tube of sandpaper. And then a voice, creepily distorted, speaks into the silence. “My question for Margot is: How dare you?”

My spine goes rigid. “Who is this? How did you get this document?”

“Nothing is truly hidden on the Cloud,” the voice says ominously. “Imagine my surprise when I tried having a peek at your next manuscript and found this instead. The real endings to all your books. How you really feel about your fans.”

I close out the window in a knee-jerk attempt to rid it from everyone’s screens, but that doesn’t make the document disappear for anyone else. I’m left confronted with a grid of faces, all squinting and clearly reading. Sweet JennyLin_Librarian’s eyebrows make a pinched climb above her crooked glasses. A fresh surge of panic makes me want to slam my laptop shut and pretend it’s not happening, but I have to put out this fire somehow—

“Margot, what’s going on?” Savannah whispers, reminding me of her presence. “You okay?”

Sylvie’s voice is next, slow with awe. “What in the actual hell?”

“Sylvie, please,” I croak. “End the meeting.”

“Margot, what is this? Is this real? It says here that Avery and Caleb… get a divorce? That Caleb…” A sharp gasp. “Gets a beer belly?”

In every square, hands clap over mouths in silent horror.

“Look, Sylvie, I can explain,” I say.

“ ‘So fucking naive’?” she reads, pink splotches appearing on her round cheeks as she finds my old journal entry. “Is that how you really feel about this community, Margot?”

“That’s not—Sylvie, just please end the meeting,” I beg.

Digitally distorted laughter interrupts my bargaining. “End the meeting? Do you really think I wouldn’t post this somewhere else? Everywhere else? Links have already been sent to every participant here tonight.”

I flash hot. Then cold. My vision swims as I fight down a wave of nausea. “H-how could you? Invasion of privacy. Totally illegal—”

“How could I? I think the real question here, Margot, is how you could lead millions of readers on like this. Raking in their hard-earned money while secretly laughing behind their backs. If this Happily Never After file proves one thing, it’s that you’re a fraud. And that’s why I’m calling on everyone here tonight to cancel Margot Bradley. If you believe in love—in Happily Ever Afters—never buy one of her books again.”

And with that, Truth_Seeker98 leaves the meeting. In the aftermath, there’s only silence and screen after screen of hurt and hostile faces.

“Well, Margot?” comes Sylvie’s somber voice. “Do you have anything to say for yourself?”

I open my mouth, but my brain is a skipping record, permanently stuck on the word Fraud, fraud, fraud, frau—

But then from behind my computer, Savannah stands up too quickly. She wobbles, and without thinking, I stand up too. There’s another offended gasp from Sylvie, and when I look down, I realize that my webcam is pointed directly at my sky-high granny panties. Perfect.

“Well, I think that concludes tonight’s episode of Stop, Drop, and Swoon,” Sylvie says coldly. “Rest assured, dear listeners, as ground zero for this major hit to our community, I will be holding space for your reflections and feelings and reporting on them as the story unfolds. Please send your comments in at—”

I slam the laptop closed. “Savannah, wait!”

But she’s already left the room, her blanket tossed to the floor.

I find her in her room, sitting on the bed in the dark. She’s busy reading something on her phone. Between the blue glow from the screen and the moonlight streaming in through the window, she’s rendered silver. If it weren’t for the slow tears spilling down her cheeks, she could be a statue.

My voice cracks into the dark. “Van, listen. I can explain.”

“Is it true? Did you write this?”

For a moment—only a moment—I consider lying. But I can’t keep this secret from her anymore, and after what’s just happened, there’s no point in trying.

“Yes,” I say, shame fogging out of me like from a smoke machine. “I wrote it.”

Her voice hitches. “And this is your worldview? That love never works out in the end?”

I cross my arms as if I can shield her from the sharpened ice chip that occupies my chest instead of a heart, but I can’t bring myself to answer her. She does it for me. “This is about Adam. Isn’t it?”

Adam. Hearing my ex-fiancé’s name spoken out loud after such a long time purposefully not saying it feels like brushing against an electric fence. I barely get the words out: “Can we not talk about that right now?”

“Oh, Margot,” she says softly.

“I’m so sorry—” I begin, but Savannah surprises me by tossing her phone on the bed and standing up. Without another word, she walks to me and throws her arms around my neck.

For a long moment, I stand there in the dark, shakily inhaling the honeysuckle scent of her shampoo while relief nearly buckles my knees. She doesn’t hate me. As though she hears me think it, Savannah grips me tighter: I could never hate you. Hot tears spring from beneath my closed eyelids, and I know beyond a shadow of a doubt that this is the only kind of real love. Everything else is cubic zirconia.

When my breathing finally eases, we release each other at the same moment, and I stare at her through mascara-blurred eyes. “What the fuck am I going to do, Van?”

Savannah sighs and then, like a small miracle, one of her twin dimples appears with her half-smile. “I think I have an idea.”



The next few days suck. They suck like the whirlpool that pulled the Titanic down. On top of all the appointments and hassle involved with reporting the HNA leak to the authorities and increasing my computer’s security, I’ve helplessly watched as my reputation has gone up in higher and higher flames. My agent, my editor, and my publicist form a trio of triage, each desperately trying to stop the hemorrhaging. But despite their Herculean efforts to save my ass, it’s no use. My career has cracked open like an egg, directly into Satan’s skillet. I have no choice but to abandon all social media, where me and my oversize panties have become the flame-throwing target for every betrayed Bookstagrammer, Goodreads troll, and sycophant on the Internet. When I manage to sleep, I dream in hashtags: #HappilyNeverBuyingAgain #BeerBellyGate #Boycott MargotBradley #PantiesofLies.

The final blow comes five days after the HNA leak. My usually crisp and buttoned-up agent calls in tears to let me know that she tried everything, but my next publishing deal—which we were still in the process of negotiating—is dead in the water. There will be no Alaska book. There will be no more books, period. All is lost.

The next morning, I sit at the kitchen bar staring blankly into the perfect latte heart Van has crafted for me. I have savings. Enough to last us a good while after my royalty checks completely dry up. But what then? Savannah’s freelance illustration business does okay, but not well enough to keep us in Silver Lake, eating the organic, grass-fed, non-GMO, grain-free, pesticide-free, everything-free diet my sister’s body requires (or else). I become profoundly aware that, at thirty-one years old, I have no salable skills besides writing. It’s the only thing I do well besides caring for my sister and finding deals on Net-a-Porter.

In short, I’m screwed. And yet a small, obstinate part of me is proud that I didn’t deny the truth. If anything, this ordeal has simply proved yet again that Happily Ever After is a lie designed for the tenderhearted and gullible—something I refuse to ever be again.

“Your face is doing that loading-wheel-of-doom thing.”

I look up from my coffee as Savannah comes back into the kitchen with her laptop. “Sorry,” I say, sitting up straighter. “Just wondering if Amazon might consider rebranding their stock of my books as a toilet-paper alternative. Might keep us in the black.”

“Not a terrible idea, actually. But I think you’re going to like mine better.” Savannah turns her laptop around on the kitchen island to face me. On the screen is a website featuring a beautiful aerial photo of a rustic lodge surrounded by a smattering of log cabins. All the buildings and pathways are nestled within a pristine wilderness that seems worthy of a David Attenborough voice-over. Overlaid on the photo are the words “North Star Lodge” and, below that, “Your Alaskan Adventure Awaits.”

“What the hell is this?”

“It’s where you’re going, obviously!”

I look up at her with dead shark eyes. “Savannah, the Alaska book isn’t happening. There’s no need for a research trip.”

“This wouldn’t be a research trip per se. This would be a Reinvention Trip.”

She says these last words with actual jazz hands. Before I can comment, she launches into what is very clearly a rehearsed motivational speech. “So you were knocked on your ass. So what? Do you think Taylor Swift gave up after her recording company screwed her over? No. She started rerecording her own albums and emerged as a new woman. A better woman. And when people still tried to dim her shine? Do you think she threw in the towel? No. She slapped the world back with her Eras Tour.”

“Thank you for this enlightening history of your favorite pop star, but I’m not going to Alaska.”

I push my stool back to get up, but she grabs my wrist, shackling me across the kitchen island. She stares at me with the surprising ferocity of a honey badger. “No, Margot. You’re my favorite pop star, and that’s exactly why you have to go.”

I meet my sister’s light brown eyes, a perfect mirror of my own.

“You can’t give up writing,” she declares, tightening her grip. “I won’t let you, because you’re too good at it and you love it too much. If you’re not allowed to write romance anymore, then you just need to try something else. You need to get away and find out what that is.”

Against my will, my mind conjures an alternate universe in which going to Alaska is a possibility, and what it would mean for me. A fresh start. An opportunity to write something new. No meet-cutes. No perfect endings. An escape from L.A. and the Category 4 shitstorm that is your life. Alaska. With every new thought, Savannah’s unhinged plan somehow makes more and more sense to me. Something like hope—or maybe it’s just desperation—blooms in my chest. That is until the hard boot heel of reality comes down and crushes it like a cigarette butt.

“But I can’t leave you,” I say.

At this, Savannah only smiles and lets go of my wrist. She’s prepared for this. “Oh, yes, you can. You forget, dear sister, that I have a wonderfully devoted boyfriend. Cooper is going to stay here with me.”

The words “No. Absolutely not” jerk out of me.

“Why not?” Van says simply. “I’m twenty-eight, not sixteen. I pay rent—”

“Which I’ve never asked for—”

“Which entitles me to have guests over.”

“And what happens if you have another flare?” I demand.

“Then I have another flare! Cooper and Mom are more than willing to help me.”

I bite my lip. “And how long does this scheme of yours dictate that I’d be away? A week?”

Savannah lets out a laugh like I’m an adorable simpleton. “A week? No. You’ll be gone for six weeks.”

I choke on my coffee, which I’d sipped in an attempt to look poised. I’m just winning at life over here.

“Six weeks?” I manage eventually. “No, no. You’ve lost your sweet little mind.”

“Au contraire,” she says, wagging her pointer finger at me. “My mind has never produced such genius. Six weeks is exactly what you need to produce your next manuscript.”

Despite the lunacy of this plan, my mind is racing. After everything that’s just happened to me, there’s only one thing I want to write about: murder. A grisly departure from the saccharine stories I’ve been writing for years, and an outlet for my true-crime podcast addiction. Already, the beginnings of a story are swirling like mist in my mind. A murder set in a remote Alaskan landscape. A frozen body found years later by backwoods hikers. A down-on-her-luck detective sent on probation with something to prove.

I glance up to see Savannah with two fists against her mouth, holding in her excitement, and it’s the final nail in my coffin.

“Okay,” I say on a sigh, resigned to never being able to deny my sister anything. “I’ll consider it.”

Savannah squeals, and the biggest smile I’ve seen from her in months blasts across her face. “Oh, thank God! Because I already booked it!”

“You did what?”

“You’re leaving in five days! And don’t worry, I know Alaska’s cold in November, but I already ordered you all the gear you’ll need.”

I’m stunned into speechlessness. Savannah comes around the kitchen island and gently lays her hands on my shoulders. “I know this is a lot to take in. But you always take care of me, Margot. This time let me take care of you. Please.”

I stare into my sister’s eyes and see a capableness and determination I’ve rarely seen there. I swallow.

“Okay. Alaska it is.”
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Coming to Alaska was a mistake.

I should’ve known it the moment my driver introduced himself very fittingly as Bear, or after any of the eight hundred times he’s farted in the spray-painted Suburban I’ve been trapped in for the last two hours and twenty-six minutes. It comes as a total surprise when he growls, “Here we are,” because the directions app on my phone stopped working over an hour ago, and because this particular swath of snowy evergreens looks identical to the last hundred miles of snowy evergreens we’ve driven past. But just like his four-pawed brethren, Bear needs no directions. He turns into an unmarked break in the trees and onto an unpaved suggestion of a road that makes my teeth rattle for a solid ten minutes.

When we finally come to a halt and my vision stops vibrating, I look out the window and see it. North Star Lodge. I made it. Bear pulls directly in front of a large timber-frame chalet that wouldn’t be out of place at a Swedish ski resort. Beneath its peaked roof and multiple stone chimneys are giant windows and a wraparound porch covered in fluffy snowdrifts.

“I’ll grab the bags,” I’m told, and Bear heaves himself out of the car with a last squeak of flatulence. A blast of frigid air circulates through the warm, smelly fug of the SUV, and I gasp, pulling my parka’s hood over my head. It dawns on me that until today, grabbing food out of my freezer is the only real cold exposure my tender skin has ever endured. I slide my hands into the pillow-like mittens I originally thought were overkill, simultaneously thanking and cursing Savannah. If I survive this and ever see my sister again, I’m immediately booking her a one-way sightseeing trip to Antarctica.

Bear stomps back through the snow toward the Suburban, and I see he’s left all my luggage on the porch. It takes me several tries to shoulder the vehicle door open, probably because an ice chrysalis formed on the drive here. Sure enough, there’s a cracking sound, the door swings open, and I tumble out. Bear catches me by the elbow, and I thank him before removing a mitten to retrieve some of the cash Savannah insisted I bring. “Alaska isn’t L.A., Margot,” she’d said when I questioned whether paper money was still even a thing. “Not everyone will take Venmo.” I glance at Bear, who looks like he’d sooner accept a sack of grain or cured meats as payment, and feel grudgingly grateful for my sister’s forethought.

“Thanks, ma’am,” I hear him rumble, though there’s no detectable facial movement from beneath his bushy I-can-skin-a-deer beard. “Send Trapper my regards, eh?”

Alarmed both by being called “ma’am” and by the name Trapper, I barely manage a halfhearted wave as Bear climbs back into his den and drives off in a white cloud of frozen exhaust.

And then, just like that, I’m alone. Wind whistles eerily through the trees, and I realize that, at the very least, this trip will provide the perfect inspiration for my murder mystery. Maybe too perfect.

I hurry up to the porch as quickly as I dare. Whenever I watched Christmas movies as a kid, complaining to my mom that I wanted to live in a place with four discernible seasons, I never once imagined snow being this fucking slippery. Arms wide, I gingerly make my way up the stairs and am greeted by an enormous carved wooden door that makes the entrance to this place look like Thor’s front porch.

I pull it open on well-oiled hinges, half-expecting to meet a party of Vikings and step into the glorious warmth. But I’m still alone. My face prickles as blood returns to it, and I look around. It’s just as advertised on the website: Scandinavian furniture draped with various animal pelts, a giant stone hearth in the center of the room, and floor-to-ceiling back windows that look out onto a scene that I’m having trouble believing isn’t a fake backdrop. I step closer, mesmerized. Evergreens march down a dramatic valley to where a powerful river cuts through the snow-clad earth like a dark serpent, resisting winter’s command to freeze. Beyond, in a distance so vast my brain struggles to grasp it, are mountains. Snowcapped and eternal, they make the dusty hills surrounding Los Angeles look like piles of pebbles.

Closing my mouth, I turn and look around for signs of life. The room feels more like a private residence than a hotel, and the only conceivable check-in area is a cozy book nook next to the fireplace, where an old desk stands sentinel. But no one’s there. I look up to where the cathedral ceiling gives way to a balcony on the second floor, and then remember Savannah saying that guests stay in private cabins scattered around the property. But where the hell is the staff?

“Hello?” I call out, unnerved. I pull off a mitten and check my phone for service. Nada. I’ll have to connect to the Wi-Fi once I find someone to tell me the password. Unless, of course, I’ve unwittingly been dropped off at a ghost hotel à la The Shining. I swallow, suddenly wishing Bear hadn’t scampered off so fast.

“Hello?” I call again.

When nothing stirs, I let out an exasperated huff. Pulling my mitten back on, I march toward the front door. If there’s no one inside, they must be out on the grounds. Maybe it wasn’t as cold as I imagined.

I open the door and am instantly corrected. My eyeballs sting against the inrush of arctic air, but I march out like an intrepid explorer, ready to brave the hostile unknown. Looking around, I notice a path cleared in the snow along the side of the lodge. I follow it, and as I do, I hear a faint rhythmic sound on the wind. I continue until the path turns against the corner of the lodge, and I stop in my tracks.

There’s somebody chopping wood in a snowy clearing surrounded by trees. A tall, broad somebody. A somebody with clearly defined back muscles that flex and bunch beneath his clinging thermal shirt with every fluid swing of his ax. A somebody whose labored breathing rises in white clouds around his dark curls. The wood before him stands no chance as his blade comes down with perfect accuracy. There’s a juicy splitting sound. He grunts, and somehow I’m not cold anymore.

Like a total creep, I watch him move the way you watch a random Olympic sport you’ve never seen before but suddenly find yourself very deeply invested in. Is wood chopping an Olympic sport? If not, it should be. I’ve never felt more patriotic in my life. I take a small step closer. Something about him is familiar. Even though I can only see his glorious backside, I somehow know that if he turned around, his face wouldn’t be a surprise. But how? There’s exactly a zero percent chance I know this future gold medalist of ax wielding.

A crunching sound from close behind startles me out of my trance. I turn around, and the scream I let out precedes all thought. When words finally flash across my mind, they burst like emergency flares: Brown. Huge. Fur. Huge. I stumble back from the beast, which blows out an angry steaming breath and rears its enormous head. I scream again. Or maybe I haven’t stopped screaming. As scorching adrenaline sets all my internal organs on fire, I turn and run blindly forward, arms pinwheeling. The man drops his ax in the snow, staring at me in alarm. In my lizard brain, he’s my only chance for survival, and when I close the distance between us, I don’t think—I jump.

He catches me like he’s used to random women leaping into his brawny arms, and frankly, I wouldn’t be surprised if he is. But apart from registering that his face is indeed the rugged masterpiece I expected it to be, there’s only one thing on my mind. “RUN!”

To my dismay, he only raises one of his thick eyebrows. Just great. Leave it to me to throw my life directly into the hands of a beautiful idiot. I barely resist the urge to dig my heels into his ass and spur him on like a horse. Instead, I whip my head around to see how closely my death is approaching. But to my utter astonishment and relief, my death is standing quietly in the snow where I left it, blinking placidly at us. I turn back to the man I’ve suctioned myself to.

“It’s a moose,” I inform him, still panting from my sprint of terror. “Not a bear.”

The man nods politely, as though this is, in fact, news to him. “An important distinction.”

“I thought I was going to die,” I say defensively, gripping him a little tighter around his neck.

“You mean this isn’t how you greet everyone?” he says in a baritone I feel right through my parka. Holy smokes. The blood rushing to my face makes my cheeks sting, and I realize my hood must have fallen back during my mad dash.

“There aren’t any wild animals where I’m from,” I say. “It just took me by surprise.”

“Then you must be Margot Bradley from L.A.”

“And you must be Trapper from… the forest?”

His full, slightly chapped lips widen into a smirk that creases the corners of his eyes. They’re dark green, thickly lashed, and make him look distantly related to the evergreens surrounding us. Like he grew here right next to them. Something about him is so familiar, and yet I can’t quite—

“No, Trapper’s my father. I’m Forrest.” A pause. “From the forest.”

At this, a breathless laugh escapes me, and I watch with a delicious flip of my stomach as he clocks my dimples. “A bit on the nose, don’t you think?”

He looks away to glance around at the heavily wooded terrain with a literal moose standing nearby. “Could be worse. Could’ve been named after my godfather.”

“Who is?”

“The guy who just dropped you off.”

I snort, which makes him smile. His perfect teeth are a brilliant contrast to his dense stubble-verging-on-beard. I become increasingly aware of my legs wrapped around his granite waist, and of the fact that I’ve just used the word “granite” to describe his body to myself, like he’s the real-life version of every romance hero ever written. I notice with growing alarm how warm he is from his exertions, and how long it’s been since I’ve been this physically close to anyone with a penis. Which is exactly the last word I want in my mind right now and therefore becomes the only word I can think.

Until, finally, I recognize him.

My smile slides off my face as a sense of unreality grips me. Because he’s not the embodiment of every romance hero ever written—just all of mine. For the record, I’ve written plenty of men into existence. Six, to be precise. To all of them, I graciously bestowed a single favorite feature, teasing out my own personal preferences across multiple characters because giving them all to one man seemed gratuitous. But now, as I stare at Forrest, I’m confronted with all of them at once. My eyes roam his features, recognizing Caleb’s coarse, chocolatey waves. Brandon’s green eyes. Levi’s sculpted bone structure. Anders’s superhero physique. Harrison’s height. And though I’ll never know for certain, probably Dax’s—

“Did you want to climb down,” he asks uncertainly, “or are you still in fight-or-flight mode?”

I blink, realizing I’ve been staring at him like a psychopath for the better part of a minute. “Right. Yes. Down,” I say eloquently.

Forrest helps me clamber off his 10/10 Would Recommend body, and I take a clumsy, snow-crunching step back from him. I begin to understand that I ran flailing from something completely harmless and straight into the arms of the actual threat.

I came to Alaska to escape everything I knew. To leave behind my identity as a romance author and write a grisly murder-mystery novel. Instead, I’m having a picture-perfect meet-cute with a man who seems ripped straight out of one of my own romance novels. A man I’ve known for less time than it’ll take me to have a muchneeded cold shower, but who somehow registered as a beacon of safety in my moment of life-or-death panic.

But Forrest from the forest? Really? Even I’m not that corny.

I put a mitten to my forehead as a pulsing tension headache starts right above my left eyebrow. It’s been the longest day in existence, I haven’t eaten anything in hours, and I probably smell like Uncle Bear’s irritable bowel syndrome. Forrest’s eyebrows draw together, making him look like one of those hotly troubled men in a cologne ad. “You okay?”

At the genuine concern in his voice, anxiety ripples through me. And yet my gaze locks with his in a reflexive search for reassurance and comfort. It’s a questionable instinct, considering he’s a very large stranger who happens to be wielding an ax. But he’s not looking at me like I’d be perfect for his human taxidermy hobby or even like I’m just another resort guest. His gaze, like his question, is soft and a little bit wary as it surveys my features—like I’m not the only person here who feels like I’ve met a piece of my own imagination come to life.

God, I need a nap. Or better yet, a ride straight back to the airport. I shake my head a little to clear it. He asked if I’m okay, and the truth is, I’m not. I haven’t been this attracted to someone in a long time, and the last time I was, it cost me my dignity, my faith in love, and several nonrefundable wedding security deposits. At the thought, panic skitters up my spine, and suddenly, I feel like a cactus in a time-lapse video, speed-growing its spikes. For better or for worse, making myself unlikable has always been my default defense mechanism.

“I’m freezing,” I announce. “I’d like to be taken to my cabin, if you don’t mind. And I need someone to collect my bags.”

At my frosty tone, Forrest’s expression and posture instantly become more guarded, and I regret my coldness. But I’m in full damage-control mode, and if I’m going to be stuck here with him for the next six weeks, establishing some distance is the only way I’ll survive.

“Right,” he says, all traces of warmth vanishing like he’s hastily rebuilding his own toppled boundaries. “Follow me.”

He picks up his ax and starts walking, but I hesitate to move. The bear-moose is standing next to the path, and even though it doesn’t seem particularly interested in rampaging, it’s still an enormous fucking wild animal. Forrest sees my hesitation and sighs. Apparently, his patience for outsiders has been exhausted. “Don’t worry about Bullwinkle,” he says. “He’s just begging for carrots. Come on.”

“Bullwinkle? As in … is he your pet?”

“No, he’s a five-hundred-dollar penalty waiting to happen. It’s illegal to feed moose, but my dad started it, and now he’s practically domesticated. Just ignore him.”

I can imagine how Savannah would react to depriving any animal of a “wittle tweat,” illegal or not, and I’m hit by my first real wave of homesickness. I make a silent vow to work up the nerve to sneak Bullwinkle a carrot before I leave, but as we pass by the towering mountain of brown fur, I can’t help sidling closer to Forrest. He might be a little grumpy, but at least he doesn’t have the giant horn things. Antlers. Whatever.

Instead of leading me back to the main lodge to collect my bags, Forrest takes me on a new path through the woods to find one of the surrounding cabins that I’ll call home for the next six weeks. When I start to lose feeling in my stumbling feet, I discover that sneakers were the wrong footwear choice. I remember the subzero boots (and all the other gear) Savannah purchased and insisted I bring, and I feel a burst of appreciation for my sister. I may not want to be here, but at least she made sure I wouldn’t lose my toes.

“Not much farther now,” Forrest calls out, moving ahead of me like he was born and bred to withstand arctic temperatures in form-fitting base layers.

Meanwhile, I barely repress a shriek when a wet clump of snow falls from an overhead branch and lands on my head. I’m just about to turn back and tell him I’m fine sleeping on an animal pelt back at the lodge when our destination finally comes into view. The cabin is tiny, snowcapped, and surrounded by trees. A cozy beacon of warmth and comfort. A place with a toilet. When we reach the door and he unlocks it, I push my way past him, desperate to be inside. Forrest comes in at the pace of someone who doesn’t physically register temperature changes.

“Close the door!” I hiss. “You’re letting all the warmth out!”

He obliges me, stomping his snowy boots on the welcome mat while I rip my mittens off and practically shove my fingers in my mouth to warm them up. As my face begins to thaw, so does my nose.

“Here,” Forrest says, handing me a box of tissues from the entryway table.

I note with annoyance that his own nose is miraculously dry and adorably rosy. I blow mine with an embarrassing honk before removing my coat. My travel clothes are comfortable but not nearly comfortable enough. I need to be swaddled in the cashmere sweatsuit I recently splurged on—my consolation prize for agreeing to this trip.

I look up at Forrest and realize he’s staring at me. Probably because, thanks to the pound of snow melting in my hair, I resemble a wet jet-lagged cat. On top of feeling unnerved by him in general, his gaze makes me feel uncharacteristically self-conscious, which is probably why I blurt out, “Were you going to give me a tour or something?”

He blinks at my rude tone, and even though I can taste the word “sorry” on the tip of my tongue, I hold it in. I realize I have no legitimate reason to be annoyed with him, but the slightly panicky self-preservation part of me is searching high and low for one.

“Yes. I mean no,” he corrects himself. “I was just going to grab your bags from the lodge. Did you want me to build a fire first, though?”

I look around to see a stone fireplace in the cabin’s living room, and one of those circular wrought iron racks loaded with wood. Pretty self-explanatory, and more than anything, I need to be out of this man’s disturbing presence.

“That’s okay, I’ve got it.”

“You’ve got it,” he repeats doubtfully.

“What, I don’t look like I know how to light something on fire?” I say, ready to be offended on behalf of fire-lighting women everywhere.

“Do you regularly light things on fire?” The concerned eyebrows are back.

“I mean, I don’t have a monogrammed blowtorch or anything, but I think I can handle a fireplace.”

His face makes it clear he thinks otherwise, but wisely, he doesn’t push it. “Just remember to open the flue.”

“Right. Obviously,” I say, making a mental note to look up why a fireplace would have a flu. Which in turn, makes me think of something critical. “Oh! I’m going to need the Wi-Fi password. I was having trouble connecting earlier.”

He squints at me like I’ve just spoken in a foreign tongue. “Wi-Fi?”

“Uh, yes? Sometimes also called the Internet?”

At this, he laughs. A deep, rich sound that, paired with his smile, momentarily stuns the neurons firing across my brain. “There’s no Wi-Fi here.”

I shake my head to clear the pheromones clogging my ears. “Come again?”

He lifts his hands and looks around the rustic log cabin as though to point out the obvious. “There’s no Wi-Fi here. Closest tower’s near Talkeetna, and that’s out of range.”

“So wait,” I say, struggling to comprehend. “You’re telling me North Star Lodge has no Wi-Fi. Period?”

“Big part of why most folks come to stay here. They want to connect with nature—not their screens.”

I register his judgment but can only gape like a fish, unable to form words. It hadn’t occurred to me that a no-Internet situation was even a remote possibility.

“But I need the Internet,” I tell him, barely checking the panic in my voice. “I need it for my job! To keep in touch with my sister, who has a very serious condition!”

“Well, I drive to Talkeetna once a week to pick up mail and supplies,” he says. “I guess you could tag along and use the Internet café in town.”

“Internet café? What is this, 2003?”

He shrugs his giant shoulders, gives me a smile that seems more like a taunt, and this time it takes zero effort to be irritated with him. On the contrary, the irritation floweth.

“Welcome to Alaska,” he says. With that, he leaves me standing in a log cabin in the middle of the Alaskan wilderness, wondering how the hell I’m going to survive the next six weeks of my life.
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How does one human being fill this much goddamn luggage?

As I adjust the slippery hard-shell bag on my lap that wouldn’t fit with the rest in my snow machine’s largest trailer, I have to wonder if anyone, ever, has been as epically lost as Margot Bradley. Amelia Earhart? Magellan? Tom Hanks and Wilson? Nothing about this situation makes any sense. Without deviation, all the guests who stay at North Star Lodge are experienced outdoors enthusiasts. They’re the sort of people who know how to convert their own piss into drinking water and typically bring only what they can carry on their backs. Until today, of course. Something tells me our new guest’s idea of the “great outdoors” is a stroll down Santa Monica Pier.

I stretch the tension from my neck as I drive toward her cabin, still feeling whiplash from her literal crash collision into my life. I can admit that, at first, I’d thought the last six months of near isolation in the Alaskan bush had finally gotten to me. That I was having a multisensory hallucination of the most attractive woman my prefrontal cortex could dream up. But as it became clear she was a real person with approximately the same degree of humble self-awareness as Malibu Barbie, my mind latched on to a single question: Why the hell is she here?

It’s a puzzle, and unfortunately for me, I can never resist one of those.

I pull up to her cabin, cut the engine, and begin unloading her endless suitcases, all of which are a completely impractical and therefore irritating cream color. Did she pack an outfit for every hour of her stay? I shake my head in disbelief. Maybe the high price tag of staying at North Star convinced her she was signing up for a glamping experience. She’s in for a hell of a surprise when she meets the other guests, whose clothing looks (and smells) like it’s been worn straight out of a sweaty stuff sack for days on end. Because it has been.

A small part of me that’s been starved for amusement during the last extraordinarily difficult few months can’t wait to see how she interacts with them. Or how she’ll respond to the news that there are no spa services at North Star Lodge. But a wiser, more cautious part of me just wishes she hadn’t come at all. From her long mane of wavy golden hair that looks like it’s managed by a team of professionals, to the bright white tennis shoes she slipped through the snow in, everything about her screams Southern California. Which is exactly the place I’m trying my damnedest to forget.

I finally finish unloading the trailer and straighten to my full height before knocking on her door. After almost a minute of silence, I knock again. Still nothing. I release the inside of my cheek when I realize I’m chewing it. Chances are, she face-planted and fell asleep after a long day of travel. Then again, it’s only been a few minutes since I left her. Annoyed concern grows like a thorny weed in the pit of my stomach. Did she perish from lack of Wi-Fi? See a squirrel and faint? Start a fire and forget to open the goddamn flue like I told her to?

This last hypothesis sends a flare of very real worry up my spine. Guest safety is my responsibility now that my dad’s been forced into early retirement. Moreover, while I’m not technically a practicing physician (at least in the traditional sense), I did go to med school. I have a license and recited the Hippocratic Oath, which technically requires me to help those in need. Even those who can’t tell a moose from a bear. Maybe especially those.

I knock one last time, loudly, and after more silence, I open the door. “Hello?” I call out, scanning the room. I see with relief that there’s no fire, but I’m still prepared to dress a head wound with one of the eight thousand articles of clothing she packed. And then I register the sound of running water.


OEBPS/e9781668079287/fonts/RobotoCondensed-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781668079287/fonts/RobotoCondensed-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781668079287/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781668079287/fonts/RobotoCondensed-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781668079287/fonts/Roboto-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781668079287/fonts/Roboto-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781668079287/fonts/Roboto-Medium.ttf


OEBPS/e9781668079287/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Chapter 1: Margot


		Chapter 2: Margot


		Chapter 3: Forrest


		Chapter 4: Margot


		Chapter 5: Margot


		Chapter 6: Forrest


		Chapter 7: Margot


		Chapter 8: Forrest


		Chapter 9: Margot


		Chapter 10: Margot


		Chapter 11: Margot


		Chapter 12: Forrest


		Chapter 13: Margot


		Chapter 14: Margot


		Chapter 15: Forrest


		Chapter 16: Margot


		Chapter 17: Margot


		Chapter 18: Forrest


		Chapter 19: Margot


		Chapter 20: Forrest


		Chapter 21: Margot


		Chapter 22: Forrest


		Chapter 23: Margot


		Chapter 24: Forrest


		Chapter 25: Margot


		Chapter 26: Forrest


		Chapter 27: Margot


		Chapter 28: Forrest


		Chapter 29: Margot


		Chapter 30: Margot


		Chapter 31: Forrest


		Chapter 32: Margot


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Simon & Schuster Front Sign-up Page


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Simon & Schuster Back Sign-up Page


		Copyright








		I


		II


		III


		V


		VI


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330








OEBPS/e9781668079287/fonts/RobotoCondensed-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781668079287/images/common01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781668079287/images/9781668079287.jpg





OEBPS/e9781668079287/images/title.jpg
ANY
TROPE
BUT
YOU
\/:'z}(iom;

[/owiw

New York  Amsterdam/Antwerp London Toronto  Sydney/Melbourne  New Delhi





OEBPS/e9781668079287/fonts/Roboto-MediumItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781668079287/fonts/Caveat-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781668079287/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


