
  
    [image: Spring into Love]
  


  
    
      Spring into Love

      A WHOLESOME ROMANTIC COMEDY

      
        THE FAB FIVE

      

    

    
      
        LORANA HOOPES

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Spring into Love

        Copyright © 2023 by Lorana Hoopes

        All rights reserved.

      

      

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. 

      This book is a work of fiction. Characters, incidents, places and dialogue are drawn from the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Note from the Author

      

    

    
      
        1. Piper

      

      
        2. Patrick

      

      
        3. Piper

      

      
        4. Patrick

      

      
        5. Piper

      

      
        6. Patrick

      

      
        7. Piper

      

      
        8. Patrick

      

      
        9. Piper

      

      
        10. Patrick

      

      
        11. Piper

      

      
        12. Patrick

      

      
        13. Piper

      

      
        14. Patrick

      

      
        15. Piper

      

      
        16. Patrick

      

      
        17. Piper

      

      
        18. Patrick

      

      
        19. Piper

      

      
        20. Patrick

      

      
        21. Piper

      

      
        22. Piper

      

      
        23. Piper

      

      
        Author’s Note

      

      
        24. Not ready to say Goodbye yet?

      

      
        A Free Story For You

      

      
        The Billionaire’s Impromptu Bet Preview

      

    

    
      
        The Story Doesn’t End!

      

      
        About The Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Note from the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m really enjoying The Fab Five and I hope you are too. If you like this book, Please leave a review at your retailer. If you haven’t joined my newsletter list, be sure to grab the book below. It’s free to new subscribers.

      

      
        
          
            [image: The Billionaire’s Impromptu Bet, free when you sign up for Lorana’s Newsletter]
          
        

      

      Sign up for Lorana Hoopes’s newsletter and get her book, The Billionaire’s Impromptu Bet, as a welcome gift. Get Started Now!

      

      I’m giving away free listens. For every 100 subscribers I get on my Youtube channel, I add another audiobook for free. Plus subscribers get a chance to win. Subscribe today!
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      The next ten minutes may be the most important minutes of my life.

      I know that sounds a tad dramatic, but trust me, I am not a dramatic person. I am usually the farthest thing from dramatic, but this interview is important. I’ve wanted to lead a team on a project for a while now and I finally have a shot. If I don’t mess it up.

      I smooth my hand down my tweed skirt one more time and pull my shoulders back before I tug open the large glass door. There are butterflies in my stomach swirling around like it’s the Olympics in there, but as long as I can keep my nerves from showing on my face, I think I have a chance. I am highly qualified for this job after all. I just need to show them that.

      “Can I help you?” the secretary asks when I approach the desk. Her voice is as smooth as the satiny shirt she’s wearing and suddenly I feel underdressed. My shirt is cotton and button-down. Hers looks like roses were pressed into a liquid and then poured over her. Why couldn’t I have gotten at least one fashion gene? One tiny little chromosome that would tell me what to wear when.

      “I’m Piper Montgomery. I’m here for the interview.” My voice cracks just the slightest bit, but I know she hears it because one manicured brow arches on her blemish-free face. Oh to have a blemish free face. Okay, I don’t really have blemishes, I have freckles, but they feel like a blemish sometimes. Especially compared to the woman across from me whose alabaster skin could sell products.

      “Have a seat. They’ll be right with you.” She points to the sitting area, and I take a seat.

      Even the chairs are luxurious up here. I can’t tell if they’re real leather or a very good knockoff, but this is one of the most comfortable chairs I have ever sat in. And the carpet? It’s that super cushy kind that feels like pillows beneath your feet. I glance down at my feet and cringe. My basic black flats were probably not the right choice, but I don’t own heels. I suppose I could have asked Belle to borrow a pair, but I wanted to be confident and comfort equals confidence in my book.

      I glance back at the receptionist. Should I have put my hair up in a tight bun like hers? I never wear it up, but what if that’s the dress code up here? I can learn if I have to. After all, learning is what I do best.

      A buzzer sounds and the receptionist looks up at me. “You can go in now.” She nods toward the door.

      “Thank you.” I was expecting someone to come out and greet me, but I guess things work a little differently here. I push open the door and step inside. The two men and one woman sitting around the large conference table are intimidating, but I force my feet forward.

      The man in the middle motions to the chair at the opposite end of the table. Nothing like making the interviewee feel more like a specimen than a colleague. “You must be Piper.” His voice isn’t monotone exactly but it is devoid of emotion.

      “Yes sir.” I perch on the edge of the chair because I’m afraid if I sit back then my legs will bounce and show my nerves. Although I’m so far from them that I’m not sure they would notice.

      He picks up the paper in front of him, scans it, and then looks up at me. “Your resume is quite impressive.”

      “Thank you. I enjoy programming, and I’ve worked hard to become very knowledgeable at it.”

      “Yes, we can see that,” the woman says, speaking up. Her lips press together, and I know the critique is coming next. “It’s just that we’ve heard you’re a little challenging to work with.”

      I’m assuming she is referring to the fact that I have a habit of correcting people. It’s not something I think about, and I definitely don’t do it on purpose. It just comes out because my head is full of facts, but I know it annoys people. My roommates have told me this plenty of times. However, I’m not going to lie about it, so I try to spin it in a positive direction. “I’m working on my people skills. I’ve always been better with books and programs than people, but I believe in always striving for improvement.”

      The three exchange glances, but I have a bad feeling this interview is over and my stomach sinks. The woman speaks again. “I’m afraid we need someone who can be a leader out of the gate. However, if you work on your communication skills, then I think we will be able to promote you in the future.”

      My throat constricts, but I manage to thank them and exit the room without embarrassing myself further. Alabaster-skin secretary glances up at me as I dart through, and I’m almost sure there is a satisfied smirk on her face. Work on my communication skills? How exactly am I supposed to do that? As soon as the door closes behind me and I’m sure I’m alone, I pull out my phone to call Ian.

      Even though we’ve only been dating a few months, his number is on speed-dial in my cell. I’m pretty sure that’s normal, though Ian is the first guy I’ve ever really dated besides Eugene Frogbottom, the boy my mother forced me to attend prom with. Her reasoning was that if he’d summoned the courage to ask, I could at least say yes. Thankfully, Eugene wasn’t much of a dancer and we spent the night discussing theories of website coding, so it wasn’t that bad but I would have rather stayed home.

      The line rings in my ear and Ian’s recording picks up. My disappointment grows. This is the third time I’ve called him and gotten his recording. I tell myself he’s probably just busy.

      “Hey Ian, it’s me,” I say after the beep. “I didn’t get the promotion.” I’d told him about the promotion a few days ago. Well, I’d left him a message about the promotion because he hadn’t picked up then either, but surely he’d at least listened to it. I consider asking him to call me back, but I’ve done that the last few times I’ve called, so I end the call and head back to my desk.

      “Uh oh, that doesn’t look like a happy face,” my friend and coworker Patrick says as I sigh and plop into the chair.

      “It’s not. I didn’t get the promotion.”

      “What?” He leans forward and his eyes widen. “Why not? You’re definitely the most qualified.” Patrick is one of my favorite people in the office. Not only is he incredibly good at his job, but he is so positive and affirming, a skill I wish I had.

      “They said I didn’t have the people skills for it. How am I supposed to hone people skills? We are computer nerds. We spend more time coding software than talking to each other, and wouldn’t I be leading a bunch of people like myself who also suffer from the same affliction?”

      His lips fold in and his expression morphs into one I know well. He clearly does not agree. “Not always,” he says. “Look, I know we’re all into coding and geek speak, but some of us also do things outside of work, including talking to people.”

      I fold my arms across my chest. “I talk to people.”

      He lifts an eyebrow at me and leans back in his chair. “Your roommates don’t count.”

      Okay, he has a point. Other than him, my roommates, and a few other people in our department I don’t really speak to anyone. “Well, there’s also my boyfriend, Ian. He and I talk although we haven’t actually spoken in nearly a week.”

      “What?” This time the word is even louder and Patrick leans forward so fast in his chair that I’m surprised he doesn’t tumble right out of it. “You haven’t spoken to your boyfriend in a week? Is he out of town or something?” He shakes his head. “No, scratch that. Unless he has zero cell service and no access to a landline, even that is not a reasonable excuse.”

      “I’m sure he’s just busy.” I turn to the computer screen in hopes of changing the subject. I don’t want to think about Ian right now on top of the promotion rejection and I definitely don’t want to think about what the concerned expression on Patrick’s face means.

      “That’s a lame excuse, Piper, and you know it,” Patrick says, but thankfully he lets the subject drop after that. He’s right though. It is a lame excuse, and it reinforces the feeling I’ve been trying to ignore that Ian is breaking up with me.

      Though there’s only another half hour before my work day ends, I try to focus all my energy on the software program we’ve been building. Normally, I love the puzzle of putting code together, but today I can’t focus on it. My eyes keep glancing over at the phone to see if Ian has responded yet, but there’s nothing. No call. No text. Not even an emoji reply which takes all of about five seconds.

      When five o’clock hits, I power down the computer determined to be more productive tomorrow, wave goodbye to Patrick, and head toward home.

      Everyone except Katie is home when I arrive. Hannah stands at the stove moving something around in a skillet, Charlie is at the table working on something, and Belle is at the counter cutting vegetables. She is the first one to notice me. “Hey Piper.”

      “Hi.” I drop my keys on the end table by the door and then sink into a chair at the table near Charlie.

      Charlie glances up from her work. “What’s wrong?”

      “I had my interview today for the promotion, but I didn’t get it.”

      “Oh, Piper, I’m so sorry,” Hannah says, turning from the stove.

      “Thanks.” I check my phone again, but there’s still no response from Ian. “They said I need to work on my people skills, but I don’t know how to do that.”

      “Maybe we can help,” Belle says, but before she can explain how, the front door opens and Katie steps through.

      “Oh good, you’re just in time,” Hannah says.

      “Just in time for what?” Katie sets her bag on the floor and shuts the door behind her.

      “For dinner. We made your favorite,” Belle says.

      “Oh. I can’t stay for dinner. I have plans.”

      “What plans?” Charlie folds her arms across her chest as she stares at Katie. She seems to have forgotten we were in the middle of a conversation.

      “Plans with Derek.” She grins and pulls a magic eight ball. “You guys. He showed up at my office today and apologized. Then he gave me this and made me use it to answer his questions, but check it out. He had it specially made so that it always says yes.” She hands the eight ball to Belle who turns it over a few times, smiles, and then passes it to Hannah, who does the same.

      “I knew it.” Hannah grins as she passes the ball to Charlie. “Didn’t I tell you they’d get back together?”

      “Actually, I think my bet is closest,” Charlie says.

      “Wait, you guys were betting on me?”

      “Uh yeah.” Belle rolls her eyes as if this answer should have been obvious. “So, I’m assuming we don’t need to buy more ice cream when we run out now?” Belle asks.

      I don’t usually speak up when the other girls get on a tangent like this, but I’m frustrated by the promotion passover and confused that Ian still hasn’t responded. “No, we do because I might need it.”

      “Why would you need it?” Katie asks. “You rarely eat ice cream.”

      “She didn’t get the promotion she wanted,” Belle says.

      “There is that, but I’m also afraid that Ian is breaking up with me.” I drop my gaze to the floor as four pairs of eyes laser in on me. I probably shouldn’t have said anything; I know how my friends are, but I’ve been dealing with this alone for the last few days and I can’t take it anymore. I have limited experience when it comes to dating and no idea what to do in this situation. Which is why I’m asking and hoping they don’t go crazy about this like they seem to about everything else. I’m not leaving this up to a magic eight ball like Katie did.

      “What do you mean you think he’s going to break up with you?” Belle asks. “He’s been so sweet. He sent you those secret admirer gifts before Christmas -”

      “The ones you thought were for you,” Charlie interrupts with a laugh.

      Belle frowns at her and then quickly rubs the wrinkles out of her forehead. Though not obsessed with her looks, she believes frowning too much will create wrinkles, so she always rubs them out right after. “Regardless, it was sweet and you guys have been spending so much time together since then.”

      I think back to the red rose, the note, the little mirror, and the charm bracelet he gave me for Christmas. It was sweet which was why I’d agreed to go out with him, and things had been going well - at least I thought they were going well - until he started canceling meetups. “Except that I haven’t heard from him in days. He canceled our last date and he’s not answering my calls. He’s not even responding to texts.” I pull up our recent conversation on my phone and hand it to Belle.

      Belle scans the screen and then her lips press together as she hands the phone to Katie. She obviously thinks it’s something as well.

      “I called and texted him today to tell him I didn’t get the promotion since I knew he would understand how important it was and yet nothing.”

      Katie, ever the voice of reason, leans forward, her brown hair framing her face. "Piper," she says firmly as she passes the phone on, "you're reading too much into this. I'm sure there's a reasonable explanation."

      "Yeah, maybe he's just taking some space to figure things out," Hannah offers sympathetically. She turns off the stove and comes closer to the table. “Or maybe he’s working on some big paper. You know how you get when you’re working on a project.”

      I do, but the only problem is that Ian hadn’t mentioned working on a paper or a project, and I can’t imagine that he wouldn’t tell me.

      “Or,” Belle grins widely and claps her hands together, “maybe he's planning a surprise for you! You never know with guys like Ian." She giggles, but it almost seems forced.

      Charlie scans the phone when it’s passed to her and then looks up at me, an evil gleam in her eye. "If you want, I can go have a little chat with him. I'll teach him not to ghost you, Piper."

      I can’t determine if Charlie is kidding or not, but I quickly shoot down that idea. "Thank you, Charlie, but I don't think that's necessary. I don't want anyone to get hurt. I just… I need to know what's going on."

      "Okay." Charlie shrugs. "But if you change your mind, you know where to find me."

      “Well, I think you should just ask him.” Hannah crosses to the freezer and pulls the ice cream out. Dinner seems to have been forgotten, but that’s okay because I’m not that hungry at the moment.

      Belle shakes her head vehemently. “No she can’t. That’s a huge red flag and will make her come off as clingy and needy.”

      “It’s not clingy to ask for clarity,” Charlie says as she grabs bowls from the cupboard and takes them to Hannah.

      “It is if she’s already called and texted several times with no response,” Belle says. There is a pause as we consider possible ideas. Then Belle’s light up. “I know. Why don’t we become detectives and follow him?”

      “Yeah, that worked so well for you last time.” Charlie rolls her eyes as she delivers the first bowl and I know she’s referencing the time back in December when Belle thought she witnessed a murder and hired a bodyguard to protect her. Of course, that bodyguard ended up being Jaxon, whom she’s dating now so it all worked out, but it’s still a crazy idea.

      “Okay, but I was working on my own then. We would be so much better as a team. And I’ve learned a lot since then.”

      Katie scoffs and lifts an eyebrow at Belle. “Like what?”

      “Like…” Belle pauses and chews on her lip. It’s clear she is thinking hard about how to answer this question. “Not jumping to conclusions for one.”

      “I’m sure the guy you pushed in the fountain appreciates that,” Katie says with a chuckle.

      “And not being so obvious.”

      “Like hiding under tables?” Charlie puts a bowl in front of me.

      “Exactly. Come on, we could be like real-life Nancy Drews or The Hardy Boys. We could be the Hardy Girls.” Her face scrunches for a moment. “Was there ever a series about girl detectives? If not, we should write one. I would totally read that.”

      “You’re getting off track, Belle,” Hannah says, bringing her bowl to the table and joining us.

      Belle waves her hand dismissively. “Well, it doesn’t matter anyway. We'll be stealthy, cunning, and charming – no one will suspect a thing."

      I hesitate. “I don’t know, Belle. That seems a bit like stalking.”

      Belle rolls her eyes. “I’m not talking about stalking. Just following him if we see him out and about.”

      “I’m pretty sure that’s the definition of stalking,” Hannah says.

      “Well, does anyone else have a better idea?” Belle folds her arms across her chest and fixes us each with a give-me-what-you’ve-got stare.

      Katie glances down at her watch. “I don’t, but I have to get going anyway. I still have a date with Derek tonight, but I’ll help more later, Piper.”

      “You’re not even going to eat the dinner Hannah made?” Charlie asks.

      Katie shrugs. “Sorry, but I didn’t know he was going to come waltzing back into my life today and he’ll be leaving town soon for his acting thing. I have to take him up on his offer.”

      "Go ahead and go, Katie,” I say. “I’m sure Ian will reach out soon.” I’m sure of no such thing, but I don’t want to ruin Katie’s happy day.

      Belle pouts. “So, we’re not going to use my idea? I even had the perfect name - Operation Love Recon!"

      "Operation Love Recon?" Charlie snorts, shaking her head but grinning nonetheless. "You would come up with a name like that, Belle."

      "Well, I think it's catchy!" she defends, puffing out her chest with mock indignation. “It would make a great hashtag too.”

      "No hashtags,” Katie mutters under her breath. “The last thing we need is you posting about this and the cops showing up at our door.”

      “No one is going to post anything,” I say. “I’m going to find him and just ask him what’s going on.”

      Belle shakes her head, but I know this is the right decision for me. I check my phone one more time, just to make sure Ian hasn’t responded. Nothing. I’m right to wait this out. Aren’t I?
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      “Dude, why don’t you just ask her out already?” John asks as we head out for the day. John is another programmer in our department and the only one who knows how I feel about Piper.

      “I can’t ask her out. She has a boyfriend, remember?” Though she stated they haven’t spoken much lately, I remember when Piper came in all smiles around Christmas and set out the items that Ian had sent her as “secret admirer” gifts.

      “Yeah, but you heard her. She hasn’t heard from him in a week.”

      I nod. That had been a shock to me and made my blood boil, but it wasn’t my place to say anything. Piper was an amazing woman and I couldn’t believe this guy was practically ghosting her.

      “So, this is a perfect time for you to swoop in and lift her up. She’s already down because of the promotion. Couple that with the boyfriend issues and it’s a recipe for encouragement from the right person.”

      “I can’t do that.” I shake my head. “It wouldn’t be right. Plus, I would be the rebound guy and you know how those work out.”

      John shrugs. “All I’m saying is don’t wait too long or the opportunity might pass you by. Again.”

      He is right about that, but Piper isn’t like most women. In fact, Piper is like no woman I’ve ever met. She’s the valedictorian and the girl next door rolled up into one adorable package, and I don’t think she has a clue. Which only makes her more attractive.

      I’ve dated my fair share of attractive women, but most of them knew they were attractive and within weeks it began to show in ugly ways. One girl wouldn’t let me take her out if I showed up and she thought I looked better than she did. One girl was so obsessed with checking herself out that she would fake selfies just to see herself. But the worst one was my ex-wife, Karen. She kept her ugliness hidden until we were married. In fact, it only came out after we had Emilia when people began commenting on how cute our daughter was instead of how cute she was. Karen decided she couldn’t handle sharing the limelight and bailed on us. So, for me, a girl who’s attractive but doesn’t know it or doesn’t care is refreshing.

      I wave goodbye to John and head for the daycare that watches Emilia while I’m at work. Next year, she’ll be starting Kindergarten and I am so not ready for that. The extra income when I can stop paying for daycare will be nice, but starting school means she’s growing up and I still see her as my baby girl.

      The parking lot is mostly empty, a reminder that I’m usually one of the last parents to pick up. I hate that I have to put her in daycare so long, but until I get a different job, it’s the only option I have.

      Her head snaps up as soon as I step through the door, and she runs as fast as her little legs will take her until she reaches me. “Daddy, you’re here.”

      “Hey, Em, did you miss me?” I swing her into my arms, and the weight of her surprises me again. She’s getting heavy, and though I try to hit the gym on a regular basis, I know I won’t be able to do this much longer.

      She rolls her eyes and shakes her head at me. “Of course I missed you, Daddy. I always miss you.”

      Her words are innocent and said without any malice, but they prick my heart like tiny spears anyway. I know that even if Karen hadn’t left us, I’d still have to work as much as I do, but I can’t help but feel that knowing Emilia was with her mom instead of strangers would have been easier to take. Alas, it was not to be and so I tuck her words away as a reminder to enjoy every single moment that I have with her.

      “I missed you too, Em. Do you have everything?”

      She nods, sending her golden bob of hair bouncing. This is the first year she’s had short hair, and I didn’t want her to cut it. I put her off for weeks and showed her Rapunzel to encourage her to keep her long hair, but she hated brushing it and it would always get tangled. Finally, I agreed to let her cut it, not realizing she didn’t mean just a few inches. No, the girl wanted it chin length, nearly a foot cut off. And I know I shouldn’t care because it’s not my hair, but she’s my little girl and cutting it felt like another sign that she was growing up too fast. And it made her appear older. Not by much, but enough that I still wonder where the time went. However, I have to admit the cut works for her and she combs it more often which eases the headache for both of us.

      I glance at her teacher to make sure there are no notes or papers that need to go home, and when she shakes her head, I nod and head back toward the car with Emilia.

      “We had so much fun today, Daddy. We got to play a game and read a new book. I really liked the book, but I wanted to read it myself and I couldn’t. Will they teach me to read in Kindergarten?”

      I lift her into the car and adjust the straps on her car seat. “You know, I have a feeling they definitely will.”

      “Oh good. Because I have so many books that I want to read. I
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