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“Granett’s beautifully written novel, full of twists, turns and truths about the ups and downs of life, had me spellbound from the very first page.”

—
K
RISTY
W
OODSON
H
ARVEY
,
author of
Dear Carolina
and
Lies and Other Acts of Love

“With engaging characters, romantic gestures, and one board game, Granett makes poetry cool again.”

—
A
MY
E. R
EICHERT
, author of
The Coincidence of Coconut Cake
and
Luck, Love, and Lemon Pie

“A love story that is on one hand sweet, but on the other full of surprises and intrigue, set against the background of Scrabble. It sounds entirely unlikely but this is exactly what Granett has spelled out in a novel that deserves kudos and could easily become a guilty pleasure.”

—
J
ACQUELYN
M
ITCHARD
, author of
New York Times
#1 Bestseller
The Deep End of the Ocean

“. . . a romantic pleasure with delightfully unique characters and a plot that takes you on an unexpected journey. Granett has a clear writing style that brings each scene to life and makes for a tremendously engaging read. As a fan of love and poetry, I highly recommend it!”

—
A
NITA
H
UGHES
, author of
Santorini Sunsets

“An entertaining and perceptive story of our times.”

—
K
ATHRYN
C
RAFT
, award-winning author of
The Far End of Happy
and
The Art of Falling

“Like tiles on a Scrabble board, Granett’s characters unfold and connect and diverge again. Readers will be hooked as they follow Miranda’s unlikely adventures—ones that take her across the country and as far away as Istanbul and France—as her long-held dreams concerning love and career are both challenged and re-defined.”

—
A
MY
I
MPELLIZZERI
, award-winning author of
Lemongrass Hope

“. . . what is refreshingly different are descriptions of how and when convention fails, what causes a very quiet life to evolve into something different, and how the soul can be awakened to new opportunities. Women seeking a solid story of a poetry professor's awakening will find
Triple Love Score
a delightful romp through options Miranda never realized she had.”

—
D
IANE
C. D
ONOVAN
, Midwest Book Reviews

“While there’s nothing weighty in this fun, lighthearted book in terms of subject matter, the novel includes plenty of steamy sex scenes as well as some unexpected plot twists and turns. Granett includes an intriguing, relatable human dilemma as Miranda tries her new ‘lightness’ and ‘no strings attached’ attitude on for size. The protagonist must ultimately decide whether it is smarter to listen to the warnings of her rational brain or simply allow herself to follow what feels right to her passionate heart. An entertaining romance novel with an engrossing plot, a conflicted heroine, and a couple of surprising, poignant takeaways.”

—
K
IRKUS
R
EVIEWS
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To Avram.

Without you, I wouldn’t know enough about love to write even a sentence about it.

You never realize where you are going until you get there, where nothing is planned, nothing is known, and you’re drawn back into the heart’s old orbits, tiny as a grain, massive as a moon.

— Pat Boran, excerpt from “Moon Street”





E
VEN AT TWELVE YEARS OLD, Miranda knew better than to dissuade her mother from orchestrating her own funeral.

“So,” Louise began, “you will wear the brown dress. Not the black. You are too young for black. Anita will iron it for you and make sure you have fresh hose. Daddy, luckily, already wears the right suit. The town car will come for you. Yes, you will sit in the back. Don’t even ask to ride up front. The car will take you to the church. The big one, downtown, the one my mother loved. I didn’t like it there except for the music. I loved the organ and the choir. So that’s what it will be. All music. No sense in your father standing up there to speak. I couldn’t do that to him.” Her mother’s voice quavered. She could pretend to be okay with dying for only so long.

Miranda, perched on the bow window seat of her parents’ bedroom, remained silent. There was no sense in talking. Her mother valued knowledge, concrete plans, and making sure everyone knew exactly what to expect.

Louise leaned back against the floral print chaise lounge and gasped for breath before continuing. She picked up the gold chain she wore around her neck. Her engagement ring, a single emerald cut diamond, hung from the chain, and caught the light. Cancer robbed her mother of the simplest of things like wearing this ring; all of her joints swelled from the treatment while everything else shrunk. The ring at once could not fit and could not hold. Louise let the ring dangle in front of her for a moment before tucking it back into her blouse. Miranda stroked the Hermes scarf on her mother’s head.

“Randa,” she said, “it makes me feel better to know you are prepared. Tell me which dress you will wear.”

Miranda knew what the doctors said and didn’t argue. Her mother smelled like death, sickly sweet like overripe fruit. Her thick hair, a chestnut brown and wavy, like Miranda’s own, abandoned her shortly after the first treatments. Her arms could barely manage to lift a full glass of water. And Miranda’s mother was always right. If Louise said knowing about the funeral would make it better, it would.

The funeral turned out as planned. The brown dress, which Anita ironed. The car where she sat next to her father. The big church downtown. But her mother hadn’t mentioned the flowers. The smell of them: waxy, sweet, green. Yet the scent of their wilting decay hung in the air, too. Miranda clung to her father’s side as he moved up the crowded aisles. Her parents, both lawyers and popular ones at that, served on committees, argued cases, and taught at the law school. Throngs of people came to say goodbye. Each bent low and tried to look Miranda in the eye, but she couldn’t match their gaze. Their eyes ringed red from tears didn’t mirror her own grief. They hadn’t known what was coming; they hadn’t sat in that sunny room and discussed death and funerals with her mother. Miranda spent her own tears long before the funeral.

Finally, they made their way through the crowd to the front where Linden, Bunny, and Scott sat. Bunny, her mother’s best friend, knew the drill. Bunny hired the organist and booked the church. Linden arranged the car service. Even though they weren’t related, they were family. Miranda slid over next to Scott as she always did. He was her brother and best friend rolled into one. He would play video games with her and sometimes let her win or picked her for his manhunt team. They watched movies together and re-enacted scenes for their parents’ applause. They took turns reading to each other on long car rides to the shore where they would swim and play Frisbee while their parents perfected the margarita with many failed but consumed batches. But today wasn’t like that. Miranda suspected no day would ever be like that again.

Of course, they sat in the front pew. Miranda knew that. Her mother had stressed that point. “I know you don’t like being front and center, my girl,” she said, petting Miranda’s hair, then sun-streaked from the summer spent by the pool watching her mother try and fail each day to swim like she used to. “People expect you up there. Funerals are for everyone, not just the family. Try to remember that.”

But in the front row, they were closer to the flowers. And their smell. It began to stick to the back of her throat and reach down deep into her lungs. Her chest constricted. The Reverend signaled for everyone to stand. The weight of this day and all the days of her mother’s illness pressed down upon her. Miranda went to move, but her legs gave out from under her just as the thunderous noise from the organ began. She saw her father’s gaze transfixed on the cross over the altar and was grateful he didn’t see her falter. She tried again to stand. This time a hand around her waist lifted her. Scott looked down at her, his own eyes brimmed with tears. He lifted her up and then took her hand, pulling her arm close to his. He kept his arm tensed and flexed. She leaned into him, gripping his fingers so tightly that the knuckles on both their hands turned white. Embarrassed, she moved to let go.
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