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      They say you never forget your first love, but a twelve-year-old girl kissing a thirteen-year-old boy during a random game of Spin the Bottle probably isn’t what “they” had in mind. Especially when the kiss happened by the light of a neon lava lamp and amongst the nervous giggles of a circle of seventh graders. Hardly an earth-shattering romantic moment in time, right?

      So, why was I still daydreaming about that kiss fifteen years later?

      Granted, in the time of braces, friendship bracelets and training bras, it made sense the kiss would stand out as an important rite of passage, but a logical girl would’ve moved on, shared fabulous kisses with other boys and forgotten about that boy. She wouldn’t be silly enough, delusional enough, and sentimental enough to do something stupid like fall in love after one kiss.

      Yet that’s exactly what I did.

      It didn’t matter that he never asked me out or showed a hint of romantic interest in me afterward. Or that after our monumental (to me) kiss, he’d merely exchanged fist bumps with his buddies and never again acknowledged the smooch that had worked its way into my heart.

      I, Claire Davenport, fell in love with Alex Murphy that day. As a quiet math and science geek, he wasn’t your typical girl-crush, but his sweet kiss had made me melt.

      To this day, I still think about him. Oh, not as the thirteen-year-old boy I knew back then. Or even as the high school senior I last saw in person during our high school graduation. No, nowadays, I envision him as the scientist he is today, the one featured in a Blue Moon Bay Beat article about some scientific award he’d won.

      The photo next to the article showed that the cute boy had become a very handsome man (in a geeky-scientist way). His eyes were a lighter brown than I remembered and his lashes were darker. But his full mouth looked so familiar I could almost feel those lips against mine and not as a twelve-year-old girl playing Spin the Bottle. I pictured myself with him as he was now, a full-grown man, who would still whisper “close your eyes” before he pressed his mouth to mine.

      I thought about Alex after I watched romantic comedies. Or when I saw an affectionate couple holding hands. I wondered what his life was like and if he remembered me at all. But the times I thought about him the most were after a bad breakup or a bad date, because some part of me always believed that if Alex and I had become an item after that Spin-the-Bottle kiss, then we would still be together today, happy and in love.

      Instead of the everlasting love I dreamed about, I went out last night with a guy who showed up late, talked about himself non-stop, and then glanced at me after the dinner bill arrived as if wanting to know if I planned to pick up the tab. Um, not for his share, thank you very much. And now I couldn’t stop thinking about Alex and that first kiss fifteen years earlier.

      “Claire, you’ve been staring at that same internet page for the past eleven minutes and forty-eight seconds without moving. I can’t take it anymore,” Michelle said, tapping her bitten-to-the point-of-looking-painful fingernails against the edge of her laptop. “I wouldn’t be your friend if I didn’t say, snap out of it, girl. Your lack of focus on your work is stifling my muse.”

      Michelle Moss, my friend and roommate, had come to my business office—Forever Designs by Claire—to keep me company all day as she wrote new pages in her book and I tried to drum up clients for my wedding design business, which had not taken off the way I’d hoped when I opened it six months ago.

      Michelle was right that I needed to come up with marketing ideas and stop thinking about a lava lamp, that kiss, or Alex Murphy. Alex hadn’t been interested in me then and he certainly wasn’t interested in me now, as he hadn’t even bothered to come to our five-year high school reunion. Sadly, I’d looked for him there. Sigh.

      “Hello? Claire?” Michelle said.

      I shook the neon-purple clouds from my mind, and glanced up into Michelle’s gray-blue eyes. Her banana-blond hair fell straight alongside her cheek, making her look more like a movie star than a writer. I’d known Michelle since grade school, but she didn’t have any clue about my secret obsession with Alex—I’d even searched about him on the internet—because I’d never told anyone about my crush on him. Unrequited love was too embarrassing.

      “How is my daydreaming keeping you from writing your book?” I asked.

      “It’s distracting me,” she said, as if this explanation were perfectly reasonable. “I’ve tried every passive-aggressive tactic I know to get your attention and you’ve ignored every single one of my attempts.” She rolled her eyes and then proceeded to count on each of her fingers. “I cleared my throat several times. I paced back and forth in front of you, making sure my shoes slapped against the hardwood in a loud and annoying way. And I’ve even been sighing loudly for the past two minutes. Yet, nada from you.”

      “How can we get your muse inspired again? What’s the opposite of me ignoring you? Want some up close attention, my dramatic friend?” I pushed my chair away from my desk, extended my arms in an exaggerated hug pose, and then accidentally knocked a naked mannequin over. I stood, sidestepping the mannequin and the rejected wedding dress designs I’d crumpled and tossed to the floor, and then came around the table. “Who wants some love?” I asked.

      “That’s not what I’m saying,” she said, popping to her feet and taking a few steps back. She bumped into my file cabinet, which, sadly, was filled with more bills than invoices. Michelle finally sighed. “Okay, maybe I could use a hug.”

      “I’m sorry the writing isn’t going smoothly,” I said, wrapping my arms around her. “But isn’t the writing process less productive on some days and more on others?”

      “I suppose,” she mumbled, resting the side of her head against my shoulder. “But my page count is pathetic this week. I can’t even get past chapter two!”

      “You’re the most talented writer I know,” I said, listening to her groan. “You’re brilliant. Your writing is magical. And readers aren’t going to know what hit them when they read that scene you showed me earlier.”

      She made a hopeful noise. “Do you really think so?”

      I pulled back, gripping her shoulders. “No, I know so.”

      “Thanks. I needed that hug.” A smile formed on her lips and she let out a cleansing sigh before dusting her hands together. “All right, we can be done with the mushy-gushy stuff now,” she said, stepping around me. “That’s clearly your department, not mine.”

      “I’m proud to be head of the romantic department, thank you very much. It feeds my muse,” I said, wishing my daydreams would stick to marketing strategies for wedding designs and stay away from Alex Murphy. Part of me still played the “what if” game. I mean, the boy had been shy. Many times I wondered what would’ve happened if I’d told Alex about my feelings for him. Would he have asked me out then?

      “Maybe my muse will return if I add some kind of mystery into the plot,” Michelle pondered as she stacked the printed pages of her current work in progress and set them on the edge of the table we were working on. “What were you thinking about when your eyes glazed over, anyway?” she asked. “You had a goofy smile on your face.”

      “Same thing I always think about,” I said, my cheeks heating as I moved back around to my side of the table. “My devoted and loving husband, my stacked savings account, and my booming wedding design business—oh wait, wrong life. Guess I just zoned out.”

      “You weren’t thinking about my upcoming New York Times bestseller?” Michelle asked, dropping into the chair across from me. “We’ll be successful someday, right? All of this effort can’t be for nothing, can it?”

      “Ah, the very questions that keep me up at night.” I wiggled my eyebrows and sat down in my chair, letting my head hang back as I stared at the ceiling.

      “Speaking of husbands. . . Did you hear who got engaged?” Michelle asked.

      “I don’t dare ask,” I said, groaning. My heart pinched whenever I heard about friends getting engaged, married, or having a baby. The same thing happened when I heard about someone getting a promotion. In truth, maybe it was more my ego than my heart that hurt. It wasn’t something I was proud of, but I couldn’t seem to get ahead—not in business, and certainly not with love. “I’ve been working twenty-four seven the last six months, and for what? A stack of bills, that’s what. My social media account feels like a disappointment waiting to post. What am I supposed to write about my life?”

      “The truth?” she asked, her tone revealing that might not be a good idea.

      I stood, making air quotes. “My date last week may have stared at my chest all through dinner, but, hey, he picked up the bill unlike last night’s date. Hashtag: lovin’life! Or, what about: New guy texted back after only two and a half days instead of three. Hashtag: mustbelove!”

      Michelle giggled until she snorted. “Stop. Please stop.”

      “Maybe I’ll post: Still hoping to find ‘the one’ despite only finding the ‘no thank yous’ and ‘absolutely nots.’ Hashtag: foolishlyoptimistic. Think that will earn many post likes?” I sat back down as Michelle fought to control her snorting by putting her hand over her mouth. I blew out a breath. “I’m taking a hiatus from social media until I have something enviable to report. But that won’t happen until I get this business off the ground.”

      “Come on, Claire. . . You’re not the least bit curious about who’s getting married?” Michelle asked, bringing me back to her earlier question.

      “Fine. Tell me who has found the happiness that’s evading every aspect of my life,” I said, bracing myself by squeezing my eyes shut. Then I opened one eye to look at her. “Well, I am doing well in the area of awesome best friends. I don’t know what I’d do without you and Janine.”

      “Aww. You’re too sweet!” Michelle put her hands over her heart and fluttered her fingers. “It’s ironic that you brought up the term ‘best friend,’ though. . . You ready for this?”

      I grimaced, wondering who had become engaged. Janine had eloped with Jackson several months ago—I’d been the maid of honor at their tiny Tahoe wedding ceremony—so Michelle couldn’t be talking about Janine’s short engagement. Michelle wasn’t dating anyone close to lifetime worthy. Maybe not even weekend worthy. My sister was beyond a bestie, so not her. I had no idea who she was talking about. “Better count to three first,” I suggested.

      She nodded. “Okay, the person getting married is . . . one, two, three . . . Missy Peters!”

      I flinched, feeling like I’d been smacked upside the head. An icky feeling washed over me like a blanket of thick, black mud. I rose to my feet, pressed my hands to the top of the table and gawked at my friend. “The Missy Peters?”

      Michelle squinted, raising an eyebrow. “Do you know more than one Missy Peters who used to be your best friend?”

      No, I didn’t, which meant my ears must be malfunctioning or something, because I couldn’t possibly be hearing this right.

      “The Missy Peters who went to middle school with us?” I asked.

      “Yes.”

      “The Missy Peters who went to high school with us?”

      “That’s the one.”

      “The Missy Peters who made my life stressful every day, including weekends, until the day we graduated and she hightailed it out of Blue Moon Bay?”

      “Correct again.” She grabbed a red pen from the array of pens stuffed into the I Love Lucy mug on the table and then clicked the pen open. “If you’re going to stay in denial awhile, I’ll do edits and nod every few seconds to make you feel like I’m listening.”

      “Missy Peters? Married? Wow,” I said, figuring we were twenty-seven, so it was bound to happen sooner or later. Just as long as I didn’t have to go to her wedding, why should I care? Or at least it was easier to convince myself that I didn’t care with thousands of miles between us. Plus, if Missy could find true love then maybe true love was right around the corner for me. I leaned forward on my elbows, and slumped my chin on my fist. “Do you remember the Sadie Hawkins dance during senior year?” I asked.

      “No, because I went to a local book signing instead,” Michelle said, offhandedly.

      “But I told you about what happened,” I said, sending her a look, my stomach tightening as the memory kicked in fully. “Tyler Peterson, the captain of the football team, had chosen me over her. Even after he and I officially became a couple, she still proceeded to flirt with him every chance she got, especially if I was in earshot. Then on the night of the Sadie Hawkins dance, Tyler disappeared, and I found him in the hall kissing Missy.”

      He wasn’t the boy I’d kissed in the seventh grade. He wasn’t the one I had truly wanted. And he wasn’t even close to “the one.” But their betrayal had hurt, especially Missy’s betrayal. Competitive or not, we were supposed to be best friends.

      Michelle’s upper lip curled. “Such a backstabbing move by both of them.”

      “Yeah, things were never the same between Missy and me after that.” I shook my head, wondering how Missy had found a man who would put up with that high-pitched squeal of hers. I’d contemplated going to law school to make that sound illegal. “You know what’s weird? I have the sudden urge to find a fiancé because she did.”

      Michelle scooted forward in her chair. “You and Missy were always super competitive with each other when you were young. But you’re older now and—”

      “Did I tell you she contacted me at the beginning of summer?” I asked, watching Michelle shake her head. “You know Missy is a famous model living in New York, right?”

      She gave me a sideways look. “Yeah . . .”

      “Well, Missy instant messaged me out of the blue to tell me she reached over a million social media followers and ‘isn’t that a hoot?’ When I messaged her back ‘congratulations’ she said she heard about my new business and asked how many followers I had, even though she could easily check herself to see I only had thirty-seven followers and one of them is you.”

      “You’re welcome.”

      “I’m so grateful that New York is far away from our small California coastal town,” I said, pulling up a search engine on my laptop since I really should get back to work. But then I closed my laptop and held up a finger. “If Missy still lived here in Blue Moon Bay, I’d bet she’d put her engagement on a billboard with three words solely for me: Neener, Neener, Neener!”

      “I can see you’re over your competitive phase with her. Growth is good.”

      I couldn’t help laughing. Okay, the competitiveness was petty. But it really had hurt back in high school when she’d hooked up with my boyfriend behind my back. And the only reason she’d messaged me a few months ago about her million followers was to brag. I tapped my pencil against my sketchpad as Michelle typed on her laptop’s keyboard. Guess her muse was back. Must be nice.

      “So what if she stole my boyfriend?” I mumbled aloud, shrugging. “That happened a decade ago. And so what if she took time out of her busy modeling schedule to shove her million followers in my face? I can be the bigger person. As a matter of fact, I’m over it.”

      Michelle blew out a breath. “Sure. I can tell.”

      “I’m going to be happy for her, Michelle,” I said, noticing my teeth grinding until my jaw hurt. “I’m a mature adult and that’s how mature adults react to good news.”

      “Fantastic,” she said, nodding. “So, it doesn’t get under your skin that she’s engaged and your current love prospect consists of a blind double date with me two days from now? A blind date you don’t even care about . . .”

      “I care bazillions,” I lied.

      She blew out a breath. “You barely listened to me when I told you about your date earlier.”

      “That’s not true.”

      “What does he do for a living?” she asked.

      Oops. I’d walked right into that one. Defeated, I grumbled under my breath.

      “What’s that?” Michelle prodded, grinning at her clear victory. “See? You already forgot. He’s a used car salesperson, Claire.”

      Snooze. “That’s awesome.”

      “Missy’s fiancé is a successful lawyer,” she said, raising her eyebrows. “You have to be a little envious. Admit it.”

      I snapped my fingers. “You said Tony is a successful used-car salesman. I remember that clearly now.”

      Michelle shook her head and picked up her papers. “His name is Tim, not Tony.”

      I frowned. “Minor detail.”

      Nothing says doubtful happily-ever-after like not caring enough to remember your upcoming date’s name. To be honest, I’d forgotten about the date until Michelle reminded me.

      Clasping my hands together in the prayer position, I stared at Michelle. “I’m one hundred percent . . . no, one hundred and ten percent happy for Missy’s engagement. Thrilled.”

      Michelle glanced up at me. “Whatever you say.”

      I could hear the fakeness in my own voice, so there was no way my friend had bought my claim. The truth was that it did bother me that Missy was excelling in every aspect of her life, whereas my business bank account showed I was one month’s rent away from having to close my business and get a boring job just to receive a steady paycheck.

      Designing wedding dresses had been my dream since I was a young girl and if I didn’t make a significant sale soon then that dream would be over. In financial desperation, I’d already sent my résumé to a few employers, applying for a receptionist position at a dental office, a hostess at a fine dining seafood restaurant down by the water, and a leasing consultant at an apartment complex. I would’ve tried the personal taxi service thing if I thought my old car could handle it, but the engine had been making a suspicious rattling sound lately.

      No, life wasn’t going the way I’d planned. But whose life does? A voice in my head whispered: Missy Peters.

      The sharp click-click-click of high heels echoed across the hardwood hallway outside my office space and I turned toward the door. A moment later, Olivia Lane—my friend and landlord—peered through the doorway, her knuckles rapping against the open door. Olivia looked way too happy for someone whose tenant was close to not paying rent.

      “Good evening, Claire,” Olivia said, using a singsong tone. She was impeccably dressed in a beige suit, and her silky red hair ran past her shoulders in elegant waves. “Sorry to interrupt you when I know how stressed you’ve been. But this is important. I’m about to become your favorite person in the entire world. . . Oh, hi, Michelle. Didn’t see you there.”

      “Hi, Olivia,” Michelle said, waving her fingers.

      “My favorite person?” I asked, my tummy rumbling. “Does this mean you have a pizza stuffed into that massive purse of yours?”

      “No.” Olivia lifted a large swath of white cotton I’d been experimenting with from the table, folded it neatly, and then set it down again. She looked me directly in the eyes. “I have something even better than pizza for you.”

      I raised both eyebrows. “Thai?”

      She shook her head, drumming her fingers against the table. “Try again.”

      “Pasta?” Michelle asked, playing along. “From that new Italian place downtown that new rich guy Peter Locke opened? I love their lasagna.”

      Olivia knelt down to pick up the crumpled papers from the floor, and then scooped up additional discarded drawings from the table and dropped them all into the waste bin.

      “I brought you something better than pasta,” Olivia said, seeming to assess her quick cleaning of my artistically messy room, before turning back to me. “I brought you something even better than Thai.” She smiled, placed her hand on her hip and struck a pose. “I brought you new business.”

      “Business is not better than pasta,” Michelle grumbled under her breath.

      I generally would’ve agreed with Michelle’s sentiment, but I didn’t currently have enough funds in my business bank account to buy pasta or Thai, so this time a business opportunity sounded way better. I waved Michelle off and focused on Olivia.

      “Please explain,” I said.

      Olivia grinned and leaned toward me like she was about to share a juicy bit of gossip. “I’ve been hired by a new bride to plan her wedding. When she told me she hadn’t found the perfect wedding dress yet, I showed her some of your designs and suggested she meet with you.”

      My heart warmed. “You’re a great friend, Olivia.”

      “Trust me, I remember what it’s like trying to start a business,” she said, winking at me. “You wouldn’t believe the hoops I had to jump through to be able to host the luxury women’s retreats for Greta von Strand each year, based on her book Love: We All Need It.”

      “If I had any money, I’d totally book a spot at one of those retreats you organize for Greta,” I said, clutching my chest. “But right now I’ll settle for a new contract.”

      “Exactly,” Olivia said, clearly wanting to continue with her good news. So, I zipped my lips as she nodded. “I raved about you, of course, and she reviewed the designs with great interest. She loved them and was like, ‘I have to hire her.’ Can you believe this good fortune?”

      “I’m happily stunned,” I said, tears filling my eyes at the possibility of keeping my dream alive. I really hoped this bride booked me. But one new contract wasn’t going to keep my business afloat. I’d need more referrals. Lots of them.

      “I still haven’t told you the best part,” Olivia said, placing a hand on my shoulder. “Brace yourself for the excitement. This bride says she’s a good friend of yours.”

      “I know someone who is getting married?” I asked, wracking my brain and coming up empty.

      She nodded enthusiastically. “Yes, you and half of the civilized world know her.”

      “Huh,” I said. “Well, who is it?”

      Olivia grinned, holding her palms up. “She’s a little high maintenance. But keep in mind this is a bride who can get your business name and your wedding design out there for a lot of people to see. It’s a once in a lifetime opportunity to promote your work.”

      “That’s great,” I said, noting that she’d avoided giving me the actual name of the client. I glanced at Michelle, who was studying Olivia with the same suspicion I felt.

      “Olivia, why aren’t you telling us who it is?” Michelle asked.

      For the first time, I saw cool, calm, and collected Olivia look nervous. She shifted her weight from foot to foot and her smile dropped slightly before she pulled it back into place.

      “Keep in mind, she has no limit to her budget,” she said. “You’ll have full reign to design to your heart’s content, at any price point. Can you believe the luck?”

      I squinted. “I might believe it better if you tell me who the bride is.”

      “The new clients this woman could bring in would keep your business afloat indefinitely, Claire. That’s what having her wear one of your custom designs will do for you. I know you don’t want to give up on Forever Designs by Claire and work at that dental office you told me about.”

      “I absolutely don’t,” I said, giving her a look that said “duh.” “You’re being evasive for nothing. I’ve dealt with high maintenance clients before, so it doesn’t matter who the bride is. You know I’ll do anything to keep my business going. So, tell me. Who is she?”

      Olivia bit her lip and opened her mouth just as I heard the front door to Olivia’s office open. Then the sound of heels clicked across the hardwood floor.

      “Yoo-hoo! Olivia? It’s me!” said a woman, with a high-pitched, annoying voice that should’ve been illegal.

      Oh, wait. . . Oh, no.

      My eyes bulged. “Who is the bride? Tell me right now.”

      But there was no chance for Olivia to spill the beans first, because suddenly a whirlwind of blinding white teeth, bouncy raven curls, and pink silk sashayed into my tiny, cluttered office space. Not that the size of the room mattered. If we were in an empty warehouse, the space would’ve still been too small for this woman and me to be stuck in together.

      “Claire, you remember your childhood friend, Missy Peters, don’t you?” Olivia smiled at me in a way that made me fearful for my life if I didn’t smile back. “Missy is the fabulous new client I was telling you about. Claire . . . say hi to Missy.”

      My stomach turned into a rock. “Hi, Missy,” I sputtered.

      I stood and reached my hand out to her, but to my horror she crossed in front of Olivia and pulled me into a lung-crushing hug before I could even put my hand down. Her pearl necklace dug into my cheek and my hand was stuck awkwardly between our chests, but Missy didn’t seem to notice as she wiggled us back and forth making cooing noises.

      My eyes darted to Michelle with a clear SOS signal, but Michelle simply bit her lip to hide her huge grin as she crossed her arms and watched us in obvious amusement.

      Missy squealed in my ear and began jumping up and down. “Oh, my goodness! This is a dream come true. I’ve come back home to Blue Moon Bay, am engaged to be married, and now I’ll be working with you, Claire Davenport. It will be just like old times. I’ll be here for four weeks planning the perfect wedding with Olivia and with you. Can you stand it? Are you beyond excited, too?”

      Based on the long, volatile history between Missy and me, I shouldn’t lie and tell her that I felt excitement. Especially not when the urge to wriggle out of her grasp and escape my own office had taken over every pore in my body. I knew it would be torture working for Missy. It would be a pain, a hassle, and pretty much a nightmare. I would have to hear everything about her fiancé, their engagement, and their wedding details: everything I did not want to hear.

      But I knew full well I didn’t have any choice in the matter. I had to design the dress of Missy’s dreams in order to save my own dream.

      “I’m so excited,” I lied, wondering how I’d survive these next four weeks.
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      The next evening, I sat in my office with my fingers cramping and my lower back aching due to many hours sitting in a metal folding chair next to Missy, who had taken over the comfy swivel chair first. Although Missy was the client and I would’ve offered her the nicer chair, it irked me that she’d slipped into it quickly when she arrived, as if hurrying to secure the best chair in the room.

      Missy had arrived a little after noon and we’d spent the last five and a half hours stuck in a vicious cycle with her wedding dress design that made me want to pull all of my hair out. Or, better yet, pull all of Missy’s curly raven hair out. The thought made me smile for the first time today.

      After all, pursuing one’s passion with a price-is-no-object client should be fun, right? Instead, the cycle went like this. Every time I put a design on paper, Missy would shriek and throw her arms around my neck and tell me how much she loved the design. I’d proceed to think we were making progress and then she’d burst out with a “Buuut . . .” or a “It’s just that . . .” or, my least favorite, a “What if we were to . . .” and then Missy would make a suggestion that would basically ruin the flow of the design.

      But I’d obliged my client her picayune changes since she was, you know, paying me. Then fifteen pages of tweaks later to make her suggestions actually go with the dress, she would decide that no, after all that work, she didn’t love the design like a bride should love her wedding dress, so maybe we should start fresh with an entirely new idea.

      Did I mention she’d executed that high-pitched squeal of hers at least a dozen times today? I deserved a gold medal for not wrapping the woman’s mouth with a lace and tulle bow. Seriously. The fact that she was ungagged showed epic restraint on my part.

      As Missy studied the most recent revision of her wedding dress, she clutched the paper with her bubble gum pink fingernails, and my gaze drifted to the forest of crumpled paper that littered the hardwood floor.

      “Well? What do you think?” I asked, forcing an optimistic pep to my voice.

      “The lace train is exquisite and you’re so talented,” Missy cooed. Then she pursed her lips. “Buuut, is the design a bit too traditional?”

      “You said you wanted traditional,” I reminded her, even though it had only been twenty minutes since she’d said the words. Maybe Olivia had a tape recorder I could borrow. It’s not like one can argue with playback. Actually, Missy might find a way to do that.

      “Did I say traditional?” she asked, her eyes widening as she swiveled to face me in that plush chair my lower back desperately craved. “Well, I don’t want it to be too traditional. You know?”

      “You also said you don’t want it to be modern,” I said, trying not to let the annoyance slip into my voice.

      She shook her head. “No, I said not too modern.”

      “I’ll get started on a new idea,” I said, cutting to the chase.

      Missy ripped the piece of sketch paper from the drawing pad, crumpled it, and then tossed it over her shoulder to join the sad pile of rejected designs on the floor.

      “You’re an amazing designer,” she said, making me wonder if she was toying with me. “I know you’ll get my dress right eventually.”

      My stomach dropped at the word eventually. Five and a half hours with Missy and I was so ready for a margarita with an extra shot of tequila. Or two. Or four.

      “So . . .?” She leaned against the table while I sketched, dropping her chin to her fist. “Tell me who you’re dating. Anyone special? Are you close to an engagement?”

      I’d known this was coming. There was no way Missy Peters would fail to shove in my face that she was getting married and I wasn’t. I tried to focus on the dress design, reminding myself of the publicity her wedding photos would bring for my desperate business.

      Would there be enough new clients to make it worth enduring this torture? I wasn’t sure.

      I scratched my temple. “How do you feel about an A-line
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