
ESCAPE PLAN by HMB © 

Page 1 of 23 
 

Chapter 1  

“So, three months?”  

Ryann dumped her bags in the front foyer of the airy, newly renovated craftsman-

style house she, mercifully, had all to herself until December.   

She felt she could take a deep breath for the first time in a very long while.  

Finally. 

“Yup. My aunt and uncle are gone ‘til Christmas,” Ryann’s sister-in-law Jocelyn 

confirmed. Jocelyn had unlocked the front door to let her in and now dropped a ring of 

house keys into Ryann’s hand. “All yours.” 

“This couldn’t have come at a better time.” Ryann wrapped her fingers around the 

keys and squeezed tightly.  

“Uncle Jim is already on the golf course in Sarasota and Aunt Sylvia says to help 

yourself to whatever they left in the fridge,” Jocelyn said as she opened blinds and 

curtains to let the autumn daylight in. “They really just feel better knowing you’re here to 

take care of Fred.” 

On cue, a shiny black cat slinked into the foyer and gave Ryann the side-eye. She 

bent down to pet him but Fred darted past her and disappeared up the stairs.  

Abandoned by ‘tall, dark and handsome’. Story of my life, thought Ryann. 

“Thank you so much for putting in a good word for me.” Ryann followed Jocelyn 

into the kitchen and great room with so much relief she could almost forget, for a split 

second, the disaster she’d left behind at her old place.  

Her old life.  
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Now she had a house-sitting gig in a gorgeous Wellington home in Prince Edward 

County’s wine country. Everywhere she looked could be a snapshot from Ryann’s 

Pinterest ‘Dream Home’ inspiration board. Shaker cabinets, farmhouse sink, huge kitchen 

island, opening up to a vaulted living room filled with pillow-laden couches and a floor-

to-ceiling fieldstone fireplace.   

Heaven.  

So different from the slick loft she’d left behind in downtown Toronto with its 

exposed ductwork, lacquered tables and cold leather couches Derek had insisted on when 

they’d moved in. But that was then and this was now.  

A new town, two hours away from the trainwreck she left back in the city, and 

Ryann could feel the knot between her shoulder blades relax, if only a smidgen.  

“You don’t know how much I need this.”  

“I can kind of guess.” Jocelyn opened the huge, double-door stainless steel fridge 

and hunted around until she emerged with a half-finished bottle of white wine left behind 

by her retired aunt and uncle. She grabbed a tumbler from the cupboard, and poured a 

generous glass. “And you could probably use this, too.”  

“Is it that obvious?” Ryann joked. 

“Drink up.”  Jocelyn handed the wine to Ryann and smiled. “And don’t worry! 

You have a whole three months of rent-free living to get your shit together.”  

“It might take a little longer than three months,” Ryann took the glass in hand and 

stared through the amber wine to her empty ring finger. They had to sell the condo, settle 

the finances, and cancel all the venues they’d booked. “Things are screwed up pretty 

royally.” 
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“Yeah, things might suck right now. Suck hard. But remember, kiddo--you can do 

hard things!” 

Ryann could always count on Jocelyn to keep it real. Blunt. But real.  

“Thank you, Jocelyn. You truly are a goddess.” Ryann took a gulp of wine and let 

the Sandbanks Pinot Grigio bathe her mouth with its crisp fruity tang. A few more glasses 

of this and her troubles could easily take a break for a while, at least.  

Maybe she could just brain-bleach the last two years out of her mind.  

Her self-imploding mess of a relationship?   

Her downtown condo, now behind two mortgage payments?    

The disastrous scene before she left Toronto for Prince Edward County?  

 “There’s so much I need to figure out.” Ryann set her glass down on the vast, 

reclaimed oak coffee table and stared at the logs in the fireplace, just begging to be lit—

but she’d have to figure out how to do that, too!  

“You’ll get there,” Jocelyn said.  

“Seriously,” Ryann sank into one of the gray linen couches flanking the fireplace 

and pulled Jocelyn down with her, in a big sister-in-law cuddle. She rested her head on 

Jocelyn’s shoulder, “you marrying my big brother is the only good thing that’s come out 

of these past few years.” 

Jocelyn laughed. 

“And now I have two children under three and no other friends other than a squad 

of Baby Bjorn-wearing, Gucci diaper bag-toting She-Borgs and their sippy-cup addicted 

rug rats so you’re kind of stuck with me.” Jocelyn patted Ryann’s arm then glanced at her 

watch. “Oh, shoot. Speaking of sippy cups, I should go.” 
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“Of course!” Ryann jumped to her feet, yanked her sister-in-law off the couch by 

the hand and ushered her to the door. “You’ve already done so much, setting me up here, 

honestly, go!” 

“Are you sure?” Jocelyn stopped at the door and eyed Ryann warily.  “I could 

stay the night. There’s a stash of breast milk in our freezer. Garrett can cover the kids ‘til 

morning.” Then she shifted her shoulders and winced slightly. “But, ah. I didn’t bring my 

breast pump.” 

“Get those giant orbs on the road before they turn into geysers. The rain’s still 

holding off so you should make good time.”  

“Okay, okay,” Jocelyn headed outside to Garrett’s truck. “Oh, shoot. Your 

scooter. Let me help you get it down.” 

“No, no. I’ve got it!” Ryann pulled the tailgate open and did her best to look like 

she knew what she was doing. Jocelyn was only four months post-partum after a less than 

stellar pregnancy.  Garrett would kill her if he found out Ryann asked his wife to help get 

a 400 lb scooter out from the back of his truck. 

“Let me at least call my cousin,” Jocelyn said as Ryann hopped up on the truck 

bed and started loosening the tie-down straps that kept the scooter in place. “He’s in 

Picton but he can be here in half an hour to help.” 

“No seriously. I watched Garrett get it in here, I can get it out.” Ryann’s brother 

had loaded the Vespa she nicknamed Bella Donna onto the back of the truck. She’d made 

sure to watch him so she’d know how to get it down.  

If Ryann was going to make a go of things here in Wellington, she had to figure 

out how to do things by herself.  
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Ryann didn’t need help. She didn’t need rescuing. Not anymore.  

Especially not from the blessed lactating mom standing in the driveway (or the 

two-timing scum bucket she left back home in Toronto for that matter).  

She would figure it out.  

“I’ll text you my cousin’s number anyway.” Jocelyn pulled out her phone. “Aunt 

Sylvia said to call him if you have any trouble with the house.”  

Jocelyn sat in the truck to send her text while Ryann struggled to balance the 

scooter on the ramp from the truck bed to the driveway. 

“Dammit.” Bella Donna keeled over, precariously, part way down the ramp. 

 Ryann hung on to the scooter as she stepped down onto the driveway to get her 

balance. She landed in a puddle left by an earlier rain shower, jammed her finger against 

the handlebar and the brake lever, and managed to get a generous streak of automotive 

grease on her favourite light-colored jeans as she (wo)man-handled the Vespa down the 

ramp and onto the driveway.  

Not exactly pretty. Her tennis shoes were soaked. Her finger throbbed. Her pants 

were ruined.  

But, hey! She’d done it.  

Ryann wheeled Bella Donna to the front of the garage and went back to the truck 

to say goodbye to Jocelyn. Her phone buzzed with a text in her back pocket.  

“Okay, I just sent you Levi’s number,” Jocelyn said. 

“Thanks, got it. Your cousin’s name is Levi? Like the jeans?” 
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“Yeah,” Jocelyn looked up from her phone for a second, “huh, I never thought of 

that. He was always just little cousin Levi to me. Oh, I need to text Garrett and make sure 

he gave Ellie her puffer.” 

Ryann’s phone buzzed a second time. “Did you just text me again?” 

“No, just the one earlier,” Jocelyn replied absently, typing furiously on her phone. 

“Oh, for godsakes. Now your brother is asking if it’s the blue puffer or the orange puffer 

first? Just Google that shit, Garrett. Seriously!”  

“Go!” Ryann laughed. “My bonehead of a brother will figure it out, don’t worry. 

Get home to that beautiful family of yours before the traffic gets too heavy on the 401.” 

But as Jocelyn pulled away in the truck, Ryann couldn’t help the squeezing 

feeling in her chest as she waved and blew kisses.  

What must that be like, she wondered, heading home to a full house with children 

who adored you and a husband who worshipped the ground you walked on? 

Ryann thought she was heading in that direction up until recently. She’d wasted 

two years with Derek trying to make it work and all she was left with were a couple of 

duffel bags in the hallway of a house she didn’t own and a seven year-old Vespa parked 

in the driveway that didn’t belong to her either. 

“Oh, darn.” The rain started up again and flecked fat wet drops on Bella Donna’s 

leather seat. The grocery bag she’d tied to the seat to protect it had ripped off in the wind 

on the drive to Wellington and was probably in a ditch along the 401 somewhere. 

Ryann rushed to the garage to open it but there was a touch pad to enter a code. 

She ran back into the house but there was no garage access from inside.  

“Crap on a cracker!” 
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Meanwhile, Bella Donna’s seat was getting wetter and wetter so Ryann hunted in 

the kitchen and found a garbage bag under the sink, rushed back outside to cover Bella 

Donna’s seat and escaped to the foyer to dry off and figure out what to do. 

Could she leave her scooter outside? Possibly. This wasn’t the city after all. But 

she was new in town. What was the crime rate in Wellington, she wondered as she stared 

out the front door window and watched several cars pass by on Main Street. If she could 

woman-handle Bella Donna off the back of her brother’s truck (finger injury and grease 

streak notwithstanding) what was keeping any random townie from swinging by in the 

middle of the night and popping it in the back of their truck.  

Her phone buzzed again and she finally had a chance to check her messages. 

Levi’s contact info from Jocelyn and two texts from Derek, which she didn’t dare open 

just then.  

“Argh!” Ryann kicked off her wet shoes in the foyer, pulled off her sopping socks 

and slapped them on top of her bags to dry. She had to figure out what to do.  

Derek had always been the problem-solver in their relationship and the urge to 

call him right then was almost more than she could bear. What would Derek do if he was 

here? Call a locksmith? No, the garage was on a keypad and Ryann wasn’t sure 

locksmiths did that kind of thing.  

Would Derek call the Fosters and interrupt Uncle Jim’s golf game to get the code 

to the garage?  

She almost dialed Derek’s number to ask, but stopped and slipped the phone back 

in her pocket.  

Focus, Ryann, she chastised herself.  
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She went to the kitchen and threw the house key on the island’s counter and 

grabbed her wine from the coffee table.   

Derek wasn’t there.  

She’d have to keep reminding herself of that fact over and over again even though 

that sent a billion thoughts and worries pin-balling through her brain.  

Think. Think.  

She certainly couldn’t call the Fosters on the first day of her house-sitting job and 

make them worry she was some sort of incompetent twit. 

After two generous swigs of wine Ryann steeled herself for what she had to do. 

She took out her phone again and composed her text.   

Ryann: Hi Levi, I’m Ryann Pelletier. I’m house-sitting at your parents’ and got 

your number from your cousin Jocelyn. Just getting set up here. Any chance you know the 

code to your parents’ garage? 

Ryann took a few more sips of her wine to calm her shattered nerves and pulled a 

fluffy blanket from the sofa around her shoulders to try and warm up. 

Levi’s reply came all of ten minutes later. 

Levi: How do I know you are who you say you are? #safetyfirst 

Ryann stared at the message in disbelief and tried to come up with a polite but 

reasonably WTF reply.  

Ryann: Well like I said, I got your number from your cousin and I am sitting in 

your parents’ living room RN. 

Levi: Is this a hustle to get into my parents’ garage and rob them blind? I think I 

saw this on a cop show once.   
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Seriously. This guy! 

Ryann took a picture of the kitchen from her vantage point on the sofa and texted 

it to him. 

Ryann: Legit enough for you? 

Levi: That could be any kitchen from any show on HGTV.  Proves nothing. 

Ryann fumed. Now he was just screwing with her. Every minute wasted was 

another minute Bella Donna was turning into a soggy rust bucket.  

She stalked around the house taking pictures and texted them to him. 

Ryann: Bathroom. 

Levi: Is that a before/after from Flip or Flop? 

Ryann: Bedroom 

Levi: House Hunters? 

Ryann: Front hall!!! 

Levi: Whoa. Grungy socks and duffle bags. Hoarders? 

“If I ever get a hold of this guy, I swear I’m going to strangle him,” Ryann 

muttered as she searched around the house for a way to prove she was actually in his 

parents’ home.  

Finally, at the top of the basement stairs, she spotted a shiny black cat.  

Ryann: Tell me this floof at least looks familiar? 

Levi: FREDDY! 

Ryann: Now can I have the code??? 

She practically dented her screen as she typed the message.  
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Levi: 1214. My birthday in case you’re wondering. FYI I haven’t been to my 

parents’ new house since they finished renos. Looks great, thanks for the tour.  

Ryann: %$#@&^ 

Levi: Sorry? 

Oh. My. Effing. God.  

She ignored his text and shoved her phone in her pocket then stalked outside, 

barefoot.  

Code punched, garage door lifted, Bella Donna safely inside, Ryann splashed 

back to the front door with muddy feet, soaked clothes and bedraggled hair. 

“Mother of God!” she exclaimed, rattling the front door handle, when she 

suddenly realized her house key was sitting on the shiny quartz kitchen counter. 

She pulled out her phone and, though she cringed at every word, composed 

another text. 

Ryann: You wouldn’t happen to have a spare key? Locked out  

Levi: New phone. Who dis?   

And a few seconds later. 

Levi: JK be there in 20  

Ryann sighed in relief. Soaked and shivering and barefoot on the front porch, she 

sat on one of the deck chairs and waited.  

So much for a great start in her new town in her new life. Not even an hour in 

Wellington and she’d already locked herself out of the house.  

Try as she might, it looked like Ryann could use a bit of rescuing after all. 

~ 
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Now TELL ME MORE! Where should this story go next?   

 

A. Levi gets dropped off by his fire brigade after a false 

alarm in town and the whole fire fighter team watches, 

with commentary, as he helps Ryann unlock the front 

door. Fred the cat gets out, is scared by the firetruck lights, 

and escapes up a tree. Chaos ensues! 

B. Levi arrives in a pickup truck with his dog after a shift 

at the firehouse. He helps Ryann unlock the front door 

but Fred the cat gets out. The dog goes bananas when 

he sees the cat, and leaps out of the truck in hot 

pursuit. Levi and Ryann chase the pets through the 

streets of Wellington. Chaos ensues! 

 

CAST YOUR VOTE IN THE ‘TELL ME MORE’ POLL! 

WINNER IS B! 
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Chapter 2  

Levi ducked his head into the fire station common room where a half dozen 

firefighters were doing physical training.  

“You guys good if I head out for a bit?”  

“Why are you even still here? You were off at four, pal.” Levi’s friend Mike 

swung a kettlebell and grunted. “Go home.” 

“What time is it?” Levi looked at his watch and sure enough, he’d gotten caught 

up in paperwork again and let the day slip away from him.  

It had been easier this way since he’d lost Erica.  

Just stay. Immersed in work. Distracted by the day to day.  

When your choices were hanging around a bustling fire station or going home to 

an empty house, the fire station always seemed like an easy choice. Especially since Levi 

could take Duke to work with him. 

“Come on, buddy.” Levi clapped his hands as he went back to his office and a 

chocolate lab sat up in its dog bed and perked its ears. “Emergency call in Wellington.”   

Duke practically bowled Levi over as he darted to the station’s front door.  

“Bye, Trudy!” Levi waved to the fire station’s receptionist as she helped a 

customer with a permit.  

“Heading home, Levi?” Trudy called out cheerily. 

“Yup, just gotta check on my parents’ place in Wellington first.” 

Trudy was a permanent fixture at Prince Edward County Emergency Services. 

She’d been there from long before Levi started at the old station, through the move to the 
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new one, and would probably still be there long after he retired from the force to build 

decks and outdoor furniture full-time, instead of just filling the time on his days off. 

The customer waved goodbye and Trudy held up a hand in Levi’s direction to 

stop him. 

“Oh, wait a second, hon.” Trudy ducked through the door to the fire station 

kitchen and emerged with a foil casserole dish. “Art and I had this last night. I made 

extra.” 

Levi lifted the corner foil to take a peek. “Chicken parm? How did you know this 

is my favorite?” 

Duke sniffed the air and put a paw up on Levi’s leg. Levi wasn’t the only one who 

enjoyed Trudy’s cooking. 

“My niece makes it, too, you know.” Trudy raised an eyebrow. “I’m sure she’d 

love to make it for you sometime.” 

Oh, shoot.  

Levi had gotten Bethany’s number weeks ago and promised to call but he 

couldn’t quite muster up the energy to dial the number, make a plan to meet, let alone 

figure out what to talk about.  

It all seemed like too much.  

“I’m sure Bethany is a great cook if she takes after her Aunt Trudy,” Levi said. 

“Only one way to find out,” Trudy said with a twinkle in her eye.  

“Thanks for this!” Levi lifted the pan of chicken parmesan and smiled, then 

disappeared with Duke out the door.  

* 
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Ryann sat on the front porch of her three-month-housesitting-gig home, shivering 

as she waited for that guy Levi to come with a key for the front door. She pulled a throw 

cushion from the deck chair to her chest and stared at her texts. 

Three new notifications.  

Not from her last text convo with Levi. No, these new texts were from someone 

else. Someone she thought she’d left in Jocelyn’s rear-view mirror when she drove away 

from Toronto earlier that day. 

Frigging Derek. 

She had deleted their old thread of flirty back-and-forth texts of days gone by 

especially since, in the past few weeks, the texts had devolved into WTF rants, weak 

explanations, even weaker promises and finally stony silences. 

And now, Derek was back. With three new texts, minutes apart. 

Derek: Babe, I don’t like how we left things. Timelines are blurred, things got a 

little screwed up.   

Derek: If I could just talk to you face to face I know we can fix this. 

Derek: Also got a message re Jewel. They’re holding her for us until Saturday.  

She hadn’t replied to any of them.  

The first text was the same old argument. There’d been a misunderstanding. A 

miscommunication.  A misinterpretation of events.  

Sure, Derek. 

The second text was probably Derek wanting to explain that he was merely in the 

wrong place at the wrong time. That he wasn’t even sure they were still together when it 

actually happened.  
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That it was in the past! That only Ryann mattered now.  

Right. 

But the last text? About Jewel? That’s the one that stung the most.  

A few weeks ago, before the shit hit the fan, Ryann and Derek had been approved 

to adopt a rescue dog. A scruffy labradoodle named Jewel who had been weaning her 

puppies (via her baby daddy—a great Pyrenes named Meatball) but she was now ready to 

go home to her new family. 

Ryann and Derek had looked for the perfect rescue dog for months. Sure, they’d 

had a couple of bumps in their relationship in the past year but as far as Ryann knew, 

everything was feeling like it was finally falling into place.  

First moving in together, then the ring, then a rescue dog, then—who knew? 

Ryann even brought Jewel a toy when she first met her to make sure the dog liked her. 

Because she adored Jewel. 

But that didn’t work out either.  

Some parents stay together for the kids and Ryann had the obscene but not 

altogether sane thought that she and Derek could stay together for Jewel. 

Jewel the adorable labradoodle would be worth it, wouldn’t she?  

Oh my god, Ryann—stop being an idiot! 

She had to forget about Derek. Forget about Jewel.  

No man.  

No dog. 

That was Ryann’s new reality and the sooner she got used to that, the better. 
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Except both of those things (a man AND a dog) were now pulling into her three-

month-housesitting-gig driveway. 

* 

Levi put his truck in PARK and stared at his parents’ house. Duke wagged his 

tail, spun around in the passenger seat, and whined to be let out.  

“Just a sec, buddy.” But it was Levi who needed a second. He took a deep breath 

before pulling the key out of the ignition. 

The last time he’d been here, there were pieces of plywood across the muddy 

front yard and manufacturer stickers still on the windows. Now, after the recent rain 

shower, the concrete driveway glistened and a boxwood hedge lined the walkway to the 

front door.  

Tidy. Clean. 

Unlike the mess his life had devolved into last time he’d been there. Why hadn’t 

he been back in the past six months? Why had he avoided his parents ever since the 

funeral? 

Levi spotted a clue to the reason why he hadn’t been back. 

The lumber, still piled at the side of the garage, was a clear reminder. It was 

meant to be an arbor for the backyard.  

He had promised his mom he’d get it done in time. 

It hardly seemed to matter now. 

That was in the past. 

But, Levi finally remembered why he was here right then. And the reason was 

sitting on his parents’ front porch, looking like a drowned rat. 
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 * 

Ryann’s heart threatened to burst into a million pieces as a floppy, adorable 

chocolate lab with a wagging tail, slobbery tongue, and too-big feet scampered up the 

front walk toward her. 

“Oh my god! Who is this?” Ryann said adoringly, not even looking up to see the 

human who’d come along with the dog.  

“This is Duke,” a husky voice said as the pair climbed the steps of the front porch. 

“He’s a big dope but he’s friendly.” 

“Can I pet him?” Ryann made a beeline for the dog and was on her knees, 

scruffing the beautiful, majestic animal’s ears before the human could answer. “Such a 

good dog!” 

Ryann heard a key in the front door and remembered the human was of course 

Levi, the homeowners’ son and Jocelyn’s cousin, letting her back into the house. 

“Thank you so much for coming.” Ryann finally acknowledged the guy’s 

existence and looked up, just in time to see the front door swing open and a black streak 

escape.  

“Rowr-rowr-rrrow-wwwrrow-wrooo….” Duke yowled.  

“Oh, shit! The cat!” Ryann yelled. 

“Oh, crap! The dog!” Levi muttered. 

Duke (the dog) bounded from the front porch, chasing Fred (the cat) across the 

lawn and down the Main Street of Wellington.  

Ryann jumped to her bare feet and streaked across the yard and down the street in 

hot pursuit. 
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 “Fred!” she yelled.  

A loud whistle sounded from behind her, making her heart jump like it was 

connected to a car battery. 

“Duke! Come here, boy!” Levi (the human) blew past her, chasing the dog, that 

was chasing the cat, which she was chasing, down the Main Street of Wellington.  

“Watch out!” Ryann yelled to a couple up ahead, strolling hand and hand with ice 

cream cones. The cat whizzed between the woman’s legs. The dog knocked the ice cream 

cone from the man’s hand.  

“Sorry, Clem!” Levi yelled as he ran past the couple. “Next round’s on me! 

Double scoops!” 

‘Clem’ and his lady friend laughed and waved. “We’ll take you up on that Levi!” 

Ryann sucked deep breaths of air as she ran barefoot down the damp sidewalk, 

looking like a crazy person and feeling like a fool. Maybe she wasn’t cut out for this 

housesitting gig after all.  

“Hey, Levi!” yelled another woman from the front door of a local plant shop. She 

was clearly enjoying the spectacle, judging from the huge grin on her face. “Rained cats 

and dogs today, eh?”  

“Good one, Matilda!” 

Jesus. This TOWN. Ryann thought.  

Instead of making jokes, why wasn’t anyone helping stop the dog and catch the 

cat? And how did everyone know who Levi was? 

Ryann ran as quickly as she could in bare feet on uneven sidewalk, trying but 

failing miserably to catch up to Fred. What was she thinking, leaving her man, quitting 
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her job, and moving to a brand new town like she was in some sort of EAT, PRAY, 

LOVE adventure of self-discovery. This was shaping up to be The Worst Decision she’d 

ever made. Even worse than when she cut her own bangs after trying edibles back in 

college. 

If she ever caught the darn cat she might just call it a day on this whole house-

sitting gig.  

“Here, Fred!” Matilda from the plant shop magically reappeared from inside the 

store with a bag of cat treats. She shook them in the air.  

Fred screeched across the street to the plant shop and leaped up into one of the 

window boxes, out of reach, while Duke hopped up toward him, wagging his tale, 

wanting to play.  

Levi reached the pair as Matilda dipped into the bag to present a treat to Fred. 

“Good boy,” Matilda said. She scooped Fred out of the window box as Levi 

snapped a leash he’d grabbed from his truck onto Duke’s collar.  

“Thank you so much!” Levi said. 

“Yes! Thank you!” Ryann said as she reached the motley crew finally at the front 

of the plant shop, feet filthy, clothes ruined, and gasping for breath. She bent over and 

braced her hands on her knees to catch her breath.  

Duke licked her hand and Ryann started to laugh. Because if she didn’t laugh, she 

might cry. 

 “I told you Duke was a big dope,” Levi said.  

“I’m the one who feels like a dope,” Ryann said.  “First day on the job and I’ve 

already locked myself out of the house and almost lost the cat.” 
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Way to make a great impression on her first day of housesitting! She’d been 

hoping for three whole months of quiet reflection and getting her life back together. Not 

this! 

“Totally my fault,” Levi said. “I should have been more careful opening the 

door.” 

“Jim and Sylvia’s house sitter, I assume?” Matilda asked, holding out the cat for 

Ryann.  

“Yes. Thank you!” Ryann said in relief, taking the cat in her arms. Now she felt 

bad for cursing the townspeople for not helping.  

“Here, you keep the rest of these,” Matilda handed Ryann the half-filled bag of 

treats. “They’re Fred’s favourites.” 

“You’re a lifesaver!”  

“Good luck!” Matilda smiled and followed a few new customers inside her shop.  

Fred wriggled in her grasp but Ryann held him tightly. How had she gone from 

evenings of dinner and drinks at Yonge and Eglinton tapas bars, to running through the 

streets of Wellington in her bare feet after a cat (and dog and man) she barely knew? 

“Levi Foster.” Levi stuck his hand out. 

Ryann finally got a good look at this guy Levi. From his earlier texts, teasing her 

about trying to rob his parents’ house, she hadn’t known what to expect. 

But she didn’t expect this. 

Before her was a towering giant of a man, with broad shoulders, clean shaven face 

but wild auburn hair that looked like it hadn’t been cut in a while. He wore scuffed work 

boots, faded jeans and a PEC Fire Safety hoodie frayed at the cuffs.  
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 “Ryann Pelletier.” She jostled the cat and the cat treats in her arms and stuck out 

a hand to shake Levi’s.  

“From the texts earlier, yes,” Levi said good-naturedly. His hand was warm and 

reassuring. “Glad to see you’re not a home invader after all.” 

“More like a hopeless homesitter,” Ryann said.  

“Is Hopeless Homesitter an HGTV show?” Levi kidded.   

“No but hey, maybe we should pitch that to the network.” Ryann went along with 

the joke.  

Levi laughed. 

“Why don’t we get these two mongrels back to the house?” 

“Um, which way?” Ryann looked up and down the street, trying to figure out 

where she was. “I’m a bit turned around.” 

“This way.” Levi chuckled as he tugged at Duke’s leash. “Rough day?”   

“A bit,” Ryann admitted as they made their way back along Main Street. Fred dug 

his claws through the fabric of her sweater but she held on like her life depended on it. 

Not one more thing could go wrong today or she might lose it. “I have no idea where I 

am, I still haven’t unpacked, and now your cat hates me.” 

“It’s my parents’ cat and Fred hates everyone,” Levi assured her. “Don’t take it 

personally. What are you doing for food? There’s a FoodLand at the other end of Main.” 

“I think your parent’s left some kibble in the pantry.” 

“For you, not the ungrateful cat,” Levi said.   

They were back at the driveway now and Levi put Duke into the truck.  
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“I think there’s still a half a jar of olives in the fridge,” Ryann replied. 

“I know this might be weird,” Levi grabbed a foil dish from his dashboard. “But 

Trudy at work had extra chicken parm.” 

“Oh my god. Chicken parm,” Ryann swooned at the delicious smell wafting from 

the foil dish. 

“Here. You have it,” Levi said. 

Maybe this wasn’t EAT, PRAY, LOVE but Ryann’s stomach grumbled and she 

realised she hadn’t eaten anything since she and Jocelyn got Tim Horton’s from an ON 

ROUTE off the 401, hours ago. 

Chicken parm sounded exactly like the thing that could salvage this day. 

But just as Ryann was about to answer, another car pulled into the driveway. 
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Now TELL ME MORE! Where should this story go next?   

 

When Ryann and Levi get back to the house, another car pulls into 
the driveway. Who is it? 

 

A. Trudy’s* niece Bethany, who she’s trying to set up with 

Levi?  (*the receptionist from the fire station) 

B. Frigging Derek? 

 

CAST YOUR VOTE IN THE ‘TELL ME MORE’ POLL! 

 

 

 


