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Becca Collins threw her mail on the kitchen table without glancing at it. She kicked off her black pumps and unbuttoned her navy blouse as she hurried to the bedroom to change. Though she had plenty of time before her private dance lesson with Greer and his fiancée, she could hardly wait to shed the clothes that were now part of her daily uniform as a receptionist for Bennington and Oscar. With the sensible navy blouse and charcoal slacks thrown to the floor, Becca leaned against the doorframe of the closet in her bra and panties. Finally, she felt like she could breathe.

Though the view from her receptionist desk’s view on the fifteenth floor, with its panoramic vista of the Reno skyline, was the envy of many of the associates of the firm, to Becca, the penthouse suite felt like a prison, with its own rigid schedule and uniform. After years of running her own dance studio, she found the world of office hours and time sheets as restrictive as the glass box where she spent her days. She doubted many of the attorneys even noticed how the sun illuminated the snow-covered mountains as they hurried past her desk with their eyes scanning the texts on their cell phones, trying to squeeze a few more minutes of work into a ten- to twelve-hour day.

Becca knew she should be grateful that she wasn’t living on her brother’s couch. A few months ago, her partner in the dance studio, and in life, had walked out, claiming he needed space. Swarthy, with brooding dark eyes until he smiled, Ralph matched her in stature and restlessness, her warm nature balancing his cool intensity. He had drifted through a series of sales jobs before becoming a dance instructor with Becca’s encouragement. Had the years working together in the studio finally taken their toll? Fine, she’d give Ralph his space. A little breathing room might give them both the fresh start they needed. Becca had hated closing the studio but soon realized she couldn’t run it by herself. If she taught classes at one of the established studios in town in time she could become the owner’s business partner. And she was sure that, once Ralph had enough time alone, he’d realize they were meant to be together, and they could return to married life and separate jobs. 

In the meantime, her bills had to be paid. Moira, her friend and student from her Tango class, had come through with a job at the law firm and let her rent her Midtown duplex at cost. Since Moira now practically lived with Becca’s older brother, Alan, it made sense for Becca to use her duplex. With her reserved older brother being head over heels for Moira, Becca expected to see a ring on her friend’s finger soon. Though Alan and Moira had met while his son dated her daughter, Becca believed it was her Tango lessons that had brought them together. 

Becca considered her options while surveying her closet for what to wear to her upcoming private lesson. Her attire had to allow movement without being not too casual or revealing since she’d be teaching an older couple to waltz for their wedding. Though always gracious to his dance partners, Greer, a prickly bachelor in his sixties, had seemed destined to be a loner until he met Eleanor, a stern high school guidance counselor, during a West Coast Swing class. “We’re fifty shades of stubborn, but it works for us,” Greer said of their blossoming relationship. Becca often wondered how many couples Starlight Studios had brought together or kept intact over the years. 

Her breathing relaxed as she slipped on a long-sleeved cotton shirt and matching skirt, with swirls of charcoal and muted teal that allowed her slim body to move. Moira had once said that blue was Becca’s color. It accented the rich, warm tones of her brown hair and eyes. Lately, her signature color seemed a reflection of her mood; though gray would have been a better description of her state of mind, as she struggled with a pervasive fog of depression, which drifted in while she traveled between her current job and residence. Neither felt like home.

“No more,” Becca said to herself as she grabbed her dance shoes from the back of the closet. At least, thanks to giving private lessons to Greer and Eleanor, dance had not completely vanished from her life. And once Ralph came to his senses, they’d move forward. In the meantime she’d have to find ways to expand her life to allow in more good things, even in little doses. With that in mind, she hurried to the tiny entryway patio and clipped two rosebuds, which she placed in a glass vase on the kitchen table. The peach-colored blooms brightened the small room. Becca had a few minutes before she had to leave—might as well clear the table of some of the junk mail as well. The grocery ads were quickly tossed, the bills set aside.

Then she saw the flyer for the grand opening of Lulu’s dance studio. Red lipstick script announcing that Lulu’s offered ballroom and Latin dance classes was splashed across a black-and-white photo of Ralph holding a slender blonde in a provocative stance. Were they sleeping together or simply business partners? Becca gripped the back of the chair and struggled to breathe. She forced herself to scrutinize the blonde. Lulu appeared to be in her thirties. Even with her blond hair teased into a high, tousled updo, she only came to Ralph’s shoulder, her full lips outlined in the same scarlet as the script. Petite, blond, and young—everything you’re not, Becca realized with a chill. She didn’t recognize the blonde from any of Starlight’s classes, so she folded the flyer and slipped it into her purse. Greer and Eleanor frequented a variety of Reno dance clubs. Maybe they’d recognize Lulu.

In a daze, she entered Greer’s address into her GPS app and headed to her car, only to hurry back inside to retrieve her dance shoes. With her mind reeling, she had no clear recollection of the drive to the South Reno neighborhood. After parking in front of Greer’s house, she inhaled deeply and tried to focus. Becca stared at the elegant white two-story house set among towering pines with a view of Mt Rose, and then checked the address on her phone. How could this estate property belong to the gruff bachelor who often bragged about his latest thrift store bargain? The bossy feminine voice of her GPS app reminded her that she had arrived at her destination. It failed to explain how Greer could afford the house or what direction she should take with her life. Maybe there was a different app for life’s mysteries.

Greer greeted her at the front door with a broad smile and a hug before she had a chance to ring the doorbell. Her thin face radiant with a smile, his fiancée, Eleanor, also embraced Becca. According to Becca’s nephew, Jon, Ms. Eleanor Burns was reputed to be a strict guidance counselor at Mackay High. Around Greer, she beamed like a love struck teen. 

“You have a lovely home,” Becca told them. 

Greer shrugged casually, but she could tell he was pleased. “We’ll give you the nickel tour once the lesson is finished. I’ve cleared some space in the living room for our lesson,” he replied. The living room was surprisingly modern and uncluttered, with sleek gray and cream furniture and dark hardwood floors.

“We have hardwood throughout—carpet isn’t worth the fuss,” Greer explained as they changed their shoes.

“You can dance anywhere in the house,” Becca replied, and the couple smiled at each other.

“That’s why we’re having the ceremony and reception here,” Eleanor said.

“Nothing fancy Julie and Clark will be there, along with everyone from class. You’ll be there, of course,” Greer added.

“It wouldn’t be a party without the best dancers.” Eleanor smiled. 

As much as Becca longed to see Julie and Clark from her West Coast Swing class and be there for Greer and Eleanor, the thought of attending a wedding alone made her stomach clench. It had been difficult enough solo-hosting a small reception at the studio for her nephew and his bride when they returned from Buenos Aires two months ago. And most of the guests there had either been family or her nephew’s friends. Could she face so many of her former students alone?

“Sure, I’ll be there,” Becca replied with a tight smile. Her tension eased once she started the lesson. She was grateful the couple had chosen a simple waltz for their reception. Though both fiercely independent from their years of living alone, they listened carefully to her instructions and didn’t squabble or glare at each other when mistakes happened. Though the lesson went smoothly, Becca felt relieved when it ended.

“Same time next week?” Greer asked while she changed her shoes.

“That works for me. Did you happen to receive one of these?” She showed them the flyer from Lulu’s.

“We did. Looks like that jerk took your studio mailing list with him.” Greer’s dark-gray eyes narrowed his mouth a taut line. “I intended to wait for your life to be more settled before asking you, but now seems as good of time as any.” Greer glanced at Eleanor, who nodded. “I never put much faith in having my money managed by some suit in New York City. I invest in local businesses, fix what needs to be fixed, then sell them. I recently became part-owner of a bar on the edge of Midtown. Despite its great location, it’s become run down in recent years. I know, with proper attention, it can become a local hot spot, and that’s where you come in.” Greer focused his flinty gaze on Becca, who fidgeted uncomfortably. She’d had no idea the former security guard and dance student also happened to be an entrepreneur. 

“I’m flattered, but I don’t understand how I can help you. Other than waitressing in college, I have no experience working in a bar,” she replied. So far, she’d lost both her business and her
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