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There’s nothing better in this world than best friends, chocolate and a great boyfriend.

I have two best friends:  Lila and Ellie.  We’ve been friends since we were roommates our freshman year at college.  We were also roommates after college, at least until Ellie went to live with her fiancé, Mark, last year.  Now they’re getting married in a couple of months, so I’d better claim him as a buddy, too.  If I could have picked somebody absolutely perfect for Ellie, it would have been Mark.

Lila says that she’s quite content being without a man, but I keep out on the lookout for her.  I did ask her if she was a lesbian, but she just gave me one of her Lila looks, and said, “No.”  Which is fine.  No judging.

And, chocolate?  Mmm.  I absolutely adore chocolate, even white chocolate, which Ellie says isn’t chocolate at all.  Hershey’s, Godiva...it just doesn’t matter.  There’s nothing better to get in my stocking, heart box, Easter basket, and pillowcase.  Oh, and don’t get me started on Nutella.  Smear that on a warm roll, and I am your girl.

As for a great boyfriend?  Do I really have to list the benefits?  Going to dinner, going to movies, snuggling on the couch, making out, your always plus-one to weddings.  A possible forever.  Sometimes, I miss my old boyfriend, Ford-the-Lying-Cheating-Jerk-Face, but now that I think about it, he was more interested in what I could do for him than what he could do for us as a couple.  Lila and Ellie both said that he was selfish.  But, he was there and available.  At least, until I caught him making out with some floozy from the dry cleaner’s.  I kicked him to the curb, and started dry cleaning my clothes at home.

So, it’s been a while. However, I’m not lonely. I have my friends, who will never betray me.  I have Mr. Bear, my stuffed rabbit that I still sleep with.  He will never cheat on me. As for Ford-the-Lying-Cheating-Jerk-Face, last I heard, he got the floozy pregnant, and now he’s well and truly trapped, when he insisted to me that he had to be free like the wind.

So, anyway, I’ve been eyeing this guy in my mystery writing workshop at the local community college.  I’ve started calling him Ernest in my head.  You know, like Hemingway?  Only, I think that he’s a lot better looking than the late Mr. Hemingway.  Dark hair, brown eyes that look pretty sharp and not soulful.  He’s taller than me in heels, which is a plus.  When he wears tee shirts, which is what he’s been wearing the past couple of nights, his arms aren’t skinny, but they’re not super muscled, either.  They look pretty perfect to me, which I guess is all that matters.

I don’t know his real name yet, because I’m a little shy, and he’s outspoken, asking lots of questions for our instructor, Mr. Bird (no, really), who’s been traditionally published and indie published, which is impressive.  From his questions, Ernest is pretty smart, and I’ve always liked smart people.  

So, I’m not really looking for Mr. Right Now, which is what I’ve had.  I’m tired of Mr. Right Now, except for the snuggling and making out parts.  I’m going for the whole package:  husband, kids, home, you know.  I already have a cat named Junie, so I’ve already checked off the pet section.

I’m going to talk to him today.  The workshop ends tonight, and I know that if I don’t meet him I will forever regret it.  A little dramatic?  Maybe.  Maybe that’s why I enjoy writing and performing in our local theater.

So, here I go.

After side-eyeing him for the past hour, we take a bathroom break.  Unfortunately, I’m about to bust, so I race off to the bathroom, beating Shirley, the one who’s usually first into the women’s bathroom.  She used to write erotica, but has switched to cozy mysteries.  When I come back in the hall, I don’t see Ernest among our other attendees.  Dang it all!

I chat with the others as we make our way back in the classroom.  There’s Ernest, sitting at his desk, talking to another guy, I think is named Dave.  I slide into my seat, about to vibrate out of it, dying to talk to him, and knowing that I’ll have to work up the courage again for the next hour.

Then, a miracle!  Dave gets up from his seat and meanders towards the classroom door.  It’s now or never.  I lean over towards Ernest.  I catch his eye, and he turns towards me.  He’s smiling.  I take it as a good sign.

“Hi, we haven’t met.  I’m Macy.”

“Sam.  Nice to meet you.”

“So, you write mysteries, too?” I ask.

“Yeah.  Cozy mysteries.”

I already knew this.  I am still surprised.  I think that all of the ones that I’ve read were by women authors.  Or maybe there were a lot of pen names.

Sam continues.  “I know it’s not very conventional.  I write under a pen name.  Give me a cat, baked goods, and a dead body, and I’m your guy.”  I’d really like for you to be my guy, I try to silently convey.  Maybe we both have telepathy, because he kind of leans back a little.

“That’s great.  So, are you enjoying the workshop?” I ask.

“I am.  I’m thinking about branching into harder mysteries, more of the thriller stuff, so this should help.  How about you?”

“Well, I write historical romance, so I’d like to try my hand with historical mysteries.”

“I love those.”

“Which one?  Historical romance or historical mysteries?” I tease.

To my surprise, his cheeks redden.  “Mostly the mysteries, but I’ve picked up the odd romance here and there.”

“I’m impressed.  What did you think?”

“Truthfully?  The first romance sucked.  The second one was really good.  The mysteries are hit or miss, too.  Hey, total change of subject.  You want to get a drink afterwards?”

He asked me out.  I start to squee, but then I mentally slap myself.  This is not a date.  This is a drink.  Wait.  He means alcohol.  Bummer.

“I—I don’t drink anymore.”  He probably thinks that I’m an alcoholic, but I just really can’t handle my liquor.  At all.  I stopped drinking after Mark had to carry me upstairs to my apartment bedroom.  Talk about humiliating.  And the hangover was horrendous.

“Oh, sorry.”

“But I do coffee.”  I catch myself twirling a strand of my hair.  It used to be a lot shorter, but I’ve been growing it out.  My nervous habit is annoying to say the least, especially when I’m dealing with a crush.

“That sounds good.  You wanna get some coffee afterwards?”

“Sure!”

“I’ll ask the others.”

Others?  No, no, no.  “No!” I say before I can stop myself.

“No?”  He looks startled, and then there it is, a tiny smirk.  Great, now he thinks I think he’s hot.  Which he is.  I am such a dork.

“No!  I mean, I can help ask around, too.  I’ll ask all of the
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