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Synopsis

Jo Adams and Rhonda Black reconnect after ten years
apart. Rhonda’s twin daughters were Jo’s best friends in high
school. With the significant age difference, Rhonda cannot believe
Jo, twenty years her junior, will want to be with her
long-term.

Jo knows what she wants, but can she convince Rhonda
she’s in this relationship for the long haul?

Rhonda feels caught between a desire to explore a new
opportunity for love and the daughter whose response she does not
understand. Can she and Jo navigate the reactions and responses of
Rhonda’s family and deal with their own fears and doubts to find a
lasting love?
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Prologue

Jo was riding high on her team’s latest victory. She
was thrilled because it had been a tough win. She worked hard to
become a starter on varsity as a sophomore, and today she felt like
she’d proven herself. Her teammates congratulated her on the
awesome save she’d made in the final twenty seconds of the game
that helped seal the victory. She couldn’t wait to recount the win
to her mom.

She pulled the screen door open. Several things
assaulted her senses at once. The smell of her dad’s favorite
whiskey stung her nose. The blaring TV made her cringe, and at the
sight of her father’s jacket hanging by the door, her stomach
dropped. In the next second, she turned and tried to catch the door
before it slammed shut. She was too late. The loud bang stilled the
blood in her veins, and she froze in place. Things had been okay
for a while. Jo couldn’t believe she’d forgotten, even for a
moment, and let her guard down as she entered the house.

“Joanna Elizabeth Adams, come here!”

Jo thought fleetingly about ignoring her father and
going right back out the door. But she knew it would be worse if
she did. She let her bag drop to the floor with a soft thud and
walked into the living room. She glanced briefly at her dad to see
where he was. He stood by his recliner. This is going to be
bad. Jo looked down at the floor and waited.

“How many fucking times have I told you to keep it
down while I’m watching a game?”

“A lot.”

“And still you come running into the house slamming
the door.”

“It was an accident. I didn’t know you were home.” Jo
knew as soon as she spoke she’d said too much.

“Where else would I be? This is my fucking house. Do
you mean to tell me when I’m not home you run around slamming the
goddamn doors?”

Jo didn’t answer. There was nothing she could say
that would prevent the inevitable.

Tension filled the room. The volume still blared on
the TV, but the silence between them grew. Finally, her dad spoke
again. “What do you have to say for yourself?”

“I’m sorry.”

“For what?”

A steady stream of ideas ran through her head. Jo
thought about saying she was sorry for slamming the door. She
considered apologizing for interrupting his game. But she said
nothing. She heard her mother step into the room, but she didn’t
turn to look her way. She looked up, directly at her father who now
stood only two feet from her, and said, “I’m sorry you’re
home.”

Jo tried to relax her body as she knew from
experience it made it hurt a little less, but she was not prepared
for what came next. She saw a flash of light glint off her father’s
ring just before the back of his hand made contact with her cheek.
Then she felt the sting as it sliced her lip. She heard her mom
gasp as she stumbled backward. As she struggled to find her
balance, her mom said, “Jo, please go upstairs.”

Jo turned. She saw the sadness and apologies that
wouldn’t be uttered in her father’s presence on her mother’s face.
As much as she wanted to stand up to her father for once, her
mother had asked her to do something, and she knew if she stayed,
it would be worse for both of them. Turning her back on her dad was
another mistake. Jo felt her dad shove her. As she fell at her
mom’s feet, she heard him say, “Get out of my sight, you little
bitch.”

She grabbed the bag she’d dropped, ran up the stairs
to her room, and shut the door behind her. Closing the door
wouldn’t block out the sounds completely, but it would help. She
lay motionless on the bed. She could hear her father’s angry rant
and her mom’s muffled pleas.

Eventually, the noise downstairs subsided, and an
eerie quiet took its place. Since the TV was off now, Jo guessed
her dad left to finish watching the game at the bar, where he spent
most of his time. She briefly considered going to check on her mom,
but if somehow her dad were still home, she’d just make it worse.
She had already caused enough trouble for her mom for one day, she
wouldn’t add to it now.

She stayed put and thought about how she’d explain
the swollen lip Monday morning. Every time her father had hit her
before, he was careful to do it somewhere that wasn’t visible. She
figured if she hadn’t provoked him, he probably would have done the
same this time. Deep down she knew it wasn’t her fault. But that
didn’t make it any better. Sometimes it didn’t matter what she did
or didn’t do. She didn’t always know what exactly would set him
off. He was erratic, and his mood changed in an instant sometimes.
She was tired of all the lies, so tired of hiding what he was. She
refused to cry. She learned a long time ago that wouldn’t help
anything.

Sometime later, Jo heard a soft knock on her door and
watched as it opened slightly. Her mom leaned in and asked, “Is it
okay if I come in?”

“Sure.” Jo scooted up on the bed to give her mom
somewhere to sit.

She lifted Jo’s chin, turning her face to both sides
as though she was evaluating the damage. “I bet that hurts,” she
said.

Jo shrugged. “It stings.” Jo didn’t see the point of
telling her mom that her face hurt like hell. There was nothing she
could do about it anyway. Besides, even though she couldn’t see her
mom’s injuries, she was certain they were there, given how
carefully she was moving.

“Here, this will help some.” She held out an ice pack
wrapped in a thin towel.

Jo took it and held it to her cheek. She was certain
she grimaced as the pain intensified with the cold, but she quickly
schooled her features. “It does. Thanks.”

Her mom studied her like she was having some internal
debate. Finally, she said, “Jo, is there anywhere you feel
safe?”

“What do you mean?”

“Someplace you are comfortable. Safe.”

Jo thought for a moment. “Yes, one place.”

“Where?”

“Why?”

“Because I don’t want you around him when he’s like
this.”

“He’s always like this. What about you?”

She shrugged. “I don’t have any other choice, but
it’s better for me when you’re not here because I don’t have to
worry about you too.”

Jo surged forward. “Yes, you do have a choice. There
are shelters. We could get away from him.”

She shook her head. “I can’t leave him. But I can try
to get you out of here when he’s like this.”

Jo studied her for several moments, wishing she could
convince her to leave. Finally, she relented. Her mom had to make
that decision for herself. “Christie’s. I feel safe at Christie and
Julie’s house.”

“Okay. I want you to pack enough clothes for a couple
of weeks and get all your school and soccer things together. Let me
know when you’re done and we’ll go over.”

“Okay. I love you, Mom.”

“I love you too, Jo.

*

Most of the car ride to Christie’s house was quiet.
Jo wasn’t sure there was anything left to say. When they were
almost there, her mom spoke. “I’d like you to go up to Christie’s
room so I can talk to her parents.”

“Okay.”

Jo had told her mom the truth. Christie’s house was
the one place she felt completely safe, but that didn’t mean she
relished the idea of showing up on the doorstep with her face
looking the way it did. When they stepped onto the porch, Jo
adjusted the ball cap she was wearing so most of her face would be
in shadow.

Mr. Black answered the door. Jo let her mom do the
talking.

“Hi, Bill. I need some help. Can I talk with you and
Rhonda?”

Clearly surprised, he opened the door and stepped
aside. “Sure, Patty, come on in.” Mr. B opened the door wide to let
them in. “Jo, Christie and Julie are up in their room if you want
to go see them.”

“Thanks.”

As Jo escaped up the stairs, she heard Mr. B say,
“Rhonda’s in the kitchen. Let’s talk in there.”

Rhonda looked up from the grocery list she was making
at the kitchen table, surprised to see a visitor. “Hello, Patty.
How are you?”

“Not so good, actually. I need to talk to you both if
that’s okay.”

“Of course it is. Have a seat.”

Patty clasped her hands on the table and appeared to
be biting the inside of her lip. “So…there’s no easy way to say
this, so I’m just going to say it fast. Keith has a temper,
especially when he’s been drinking.”

Rhonda felt herself tense. “Does he hit you?”

“Sometimes.”

“And Jo?”

“Yes. In fact, that’s why we’re here tonight. Jo
didn’t realize Keith was going to be home when she got home from
the game today and she let the screen door slam while he was
watching football. Sometimes it’s something really small like that
that sets him off. He’s never hit her in the face before. I’m
afraid it’s going to get worse for her. When I asked Jo if there
was anywhere she felt safe, she said here. I know I should leave
Keith and get Jo out of that environment, but I can’t do that yet.
I’m working on that. But I can’t watch him hurt her anymore. She
shouldn’t have to be around when Keith’s showing his temper. I was
wondering if it’d be okay if I sent Jo over here when things get
bad at our house.”

Rhonda and Bill exchanged glances.

“Absolutely,” Rhonda said. In her mind it wasn’t even
a question. Rhonda had wondered once or twice about Jo’s injuries,
the bruises she occasionally saw on her arms or legs, but Jo had
always brushed them off as having happened on the soccer field. Now
she knew she should have asked more questions.

“Of course,” Bill said. “Jo’s welcome here any time,
all the time.” Rhonda was grateful she and Bill were on the same
page.

“You are too. We have a spare bedroom if you need to
get away.”

Tears slid down Patty’s face. “I appreciate that very
much.”

Bill asked, “Does Jo have clothes with her?”

“Yes. I told her to pack for two weeks. I thought it
would be a good idea for her to have extra clothes here in case she
has to head this way on short notice.”

“Smart thinking,” Rhonda said. “Bill, why don’t you
help Patty with Jo’s bags? I’ll go get her and the four of us can
chat for a few minutes.”

As Rhonda approached Christie and Julie’s room, she
heard giggling. It made her heart lighter that Jo could laugh at a
time like this. Jo was Christie and Julie’s best friend. She knew
they would be over the moon when they found out Jo would be staying
with them more often. She watched for a moment as they lounged on
the beds, flipping through magazines and trading funny things they
found on the pages. She knocked on the open door to get their
attention.

“Hi, Mom,” Julie said.

“Hi. Jo, would you come downstairs for a few minutes?
Bill and I would like to talk with you and your mom.”

“Sure.” Jo pushed herself off the bed and walked into
the hall.

As Jo came into the light, Rhonda saw her cut,
swollen lip. She winced inwardly. The entire left side of Jo’s face
was red and puffy.

Jo met her gaze directly. “It’s not that bad.”

“I’m sorry, Jo. I wish I’d known sooner.”

Jo shrugged. “Not your fault or your problem,” she
said without any hint of malice. She turned and trotted
downstairs.

By the time Rhonda made it down to the living room,
Jo sat on the sofa with Patty. Bill was in a chair nearby. Rhonda
chose the opposite seat and faced Jo and Patty. Patty’s face was
puffy from crying and there were unshed tears waiting to fall. Jo
sat stone-faced without a tear in sight, giving nothing away. Jo
was unlike Christie and Julie in some fundamental ways. She did not
bear the sheen of innocence that Rhonda’s girls still had. But she
remained friendly and seemed genuinely happy in their company. Jo
wore the mantle of maturity that had been thrust upon her with
confidence and grace. Sometimes it was hard to remember she was
only fifteen like Christie and Julie. “Jo, do you know why your mom
brought you here today?”

“My dad hit me again and I told her this is the place
I feel safest.” Jo said matter-of-factly.

“Your mom asked Bill and me if it would be okay for
you to stay here when things are bad at your house. We told her
you’re welcome here any time. We also told her the spare room is
open for her any time she needs it. How do you feel about
that?”

Jo didn’t look at her mom before she answered. “I
have mixed feelings about it, actually. While I appreciate the
offer, I feel like I should be at our house so I can protect my
mom.”

“Oh, Jo,” Patty said, “It’s not your job to protect
me.”

Jo turned to Patty. “Somebody needs to.”

“No. It’s my job to keep you safe and this is how I
can do that right now. It will help me if I know you’re out of
harm’s way.”

Rhonda watched as Jo fought an internal struggle.
Rhonda imagined she was weighing wanting to stand up for her mom
and doing what her mom asked of her. Finally, she turned to Rhonda.
“Okay.”

“I’m sure we’ll figure some of it out as we go along.
But for right now, I’ll bring you here after you and Christie
finish soccer practice and you’ll talk to your mom at some point
every day to figure out the plan. If the coast seems clear, Bill or
I will drive you home. While you’re here, you’ll contribute to the
household chores just like our kids and you’ll follow the same
house rules. Any decisions about activities or trips, we’ll run by
your mom. Neither Bill nor I want to take the place of your
parents. We’re just a safe harbor when you need out of the storm.
Fair enough?”

Jo looked at her mom and then between Bill and
Rhonda. Then she nodded. “Sounds like a plan.”

Rhonda watched Jo hug her mom good-bye. Tears
streamed down Patty’s face and Jo murmured reassurances. After the
door closed, Jo turned to face them. “So, what now?”

“Are you hungry?” Rhonda asked.

Jo thought for a moment. “Starving.”

“Why don’t you run up and take a shower. When you’re
done, meet me in the kitchen.”

“Okay.”

When Jo came into the kitchen ten minutes later,
Rhonda was at the table. Across from her, on the table, was a plate
with a sandwich and chips. “Hi.”

Rhonda looked up. “Hi. I didn’t know what you’d want
to drink. You can help yourself.”

“Thanks.” Jo took the glass from the table and filled
it with milk before sitting down in front of the plate. Jo took a
couple bites of her sandwich and washed it down with a swallow of
milk before looking back at Rhonda. “Can I ask you a question?”

“Yes, and for the record, you never have to ask to
ask a question.”

“Why are you doing this?”

Rhonda stopped and looked up at Jo. She put her
papers aside. “First, because your mom asked me to, but also
because this is how I can help.”

“Why do you want to?” Jo asked.

“Because you’re a special young woman, and it never
hurts to have support in your corner. You’re a great friend to
Christie and Julie, and I hope they are to you too. But you have
gone through a lot in your life and if you ever feel like there’s
something you can’t talk to them about, I hope you’ll talk to
me.”

Jo looked as though she wanted to say something but
seemed to catch herself. “Thanks.” A few minutes later, Jo stood,
cleared her dishes, and loaded them into the dishwasher. “Thank you
for the sandwich. Good night, Rhonda.”

“Good night, Jo.”


Chapter One

Jo strolled down University Avenue in the heart of
Hillcrest, a trendy neighborhood in San Diego. With only a hint of
breeze in the warm air, the late summer evening was perfect. She
contemplated her life, something she’d been doing a lot lately. The
invitation to Amy’s wedding had made her start thinking about where
she wanted to be, what direction she wanted her life to take.
Perhaps after she returned from Massachusetts she would need to
take a long hard look at things.

She shook off the mood and walked through the gates
at Gossip Grill, ready to put her heavy thoughts aside and have
some fun. She handed over the small cover charge and made her way
inside. It was late enough that the DJ already had the crowd into
the music. She glanced around the room as she walked to the bar.
She was happy to see her friend Cam dancing.

It was great to see her out having fun. After Cam
lost Melanie nearly eighteen months ago, she’d lost herself for a
while too. If Cam was here, then likely…yep, she saw the rest of
them too. Kate and June danced together, in their own little love
cocoon. The three of them had been practically inseparable since
they were freshmen in college.

Once she had her beer in hand, Jo meandered around
the room. She stopped and kissed her friend Laura Jane on the
cheek. Laura Jane wrapped her in a hug. “Hey, stranger, will I see
you this week?” Laura Jane was the Karaoke Maestro for the Gossip
Grill on Tuesday nights.

“I’m going to try, but I have a crazy week. Then I’m
headed out of town.”

“Well, I hope you can make it. Save a dance for me
later?”

“You got it.”

By the time she made a circuit of the room, her
friends were taking a break away from the dance floor. She received
hugs all around when she made it to their table. She joined them
and talk quickly turned to Amy’s pending nuptials.

Cam said, “I still can’t wrap my head around Amy
getting married. The only thing stranger would be you taking the
plunge, Jo.”

“Ha, ha. Very funny, don’t even joke about that.” Jo
used to think there would never be a day she would be willing to be
with just one woman for the rest of her life. But lately, she’d
been thinking a lot more about that. The majority of the past
decade had been a series of one-night stands, with a few long
weekends thrown in for good measure. The closest she got to
anything serious was the two-year thing she had with Aideen.
Relationship seemed like too tame a word for what they’d
had, but it was the closest she’d come to one. They had lived
together briefly, but in the end, decided they were better as
friends. She wasn’t sure she was built for a long-term
relationship, but she had started to ponder the wonder of having
someone to come home to at the end of the day, someone to share her
time with, beyond the bedroom. Sex had always been easy to come by.
She never had to look far for a willing partner. But it no longer
felt like enough and that scared her more than a little. Luckily,
her friends pulled her back from the precipice direction of her
thoughts.

“So, when do you head out?” Kate asked.

“Friday, I’m going to help Amy with last-minute
details. How about all of you?”

“A week from Friday,” June answered for all of them.
“Did you find someone to watch Kona?”

“Yes, Aideen’s going to stay with her.” Jo ignored
the raised eyebrows of her friends.

“It will be fun to have the gang back together
again,” Cam said.

“Yes, it will. Now enough wedding talk. I need to
dance.” Jo joined the throng of women moving to the fast beat. She
was soon surrounded by lovely, luscious ladies, and she let all her
deep thoughts drift away.

After she said good night to her friends, she walked
home alone. Her thoughts returned in full force. Why was this on
her mind so much these days? She knew the answer though. Thinking
about Amy getting married, actually getting the invitation in the
mail, it made her yearn for something beyond her reach.

She let herself into her condo and greeted Kona, who
sat by the door wagging her tail. “Hiya, Kona girl, how was your
evening? Did you throw a rager? If so, you cleaned up nicely.” Kona
followed her to the bedroom where she shed her clothes and showered
quickly to wash away her night. Then she slid between the sheets.
She gave Kona permission to join her on the bed. Once they both
settled in, her mind wandered in a different direction.

She had been reliving memories from high school ever
since she received the formal invitation to the wedding. When she
thought about that time in her life, she couldn’t help but think of
her parents. Her father’s tyranny had impacted her life in many
ways. Fortunately, she also had fond memories of her time with the
Blacks. She tried to focus on those remnants in her mind.

As she lay in bed, her mind played like an old
projector screen showing home movies. Wobbly and slightly grainy,
she watched snippets of her childhood. Dancing to the latest pop
sensation with Christie and Julie in the kitchen while they were
supposed to be doing the dinner dishes. Late night talks with
Rhonda. Running with Mike, the youngest sibling in the Black
family. Learning how to change the oil and tires on a car from
Bill. Listening to Christie and Julie fawn over boys. Telling them
she preferred girls and their easy acceptance.

So many good memories. Sometimes it was hard to
remember why she’d never gone back. She’d thought about letting
them know she was headed their way, but she didn’t know how busy
she’d be with wedding details, and she didn’t want to disappoint
them if it turned out she didn’t have time to see them. Her focus
this trip had to be the wedding. But maybe one day soon, she’d need
to take another trip to see the people who had helped her survive
her teenage years.


Chapter Two

Tying up loose ends at work the rest of the week took
all of Jo’s energy and focus. She barely had a spare moment to
think about her trip until she was on the plane. She was going
home. Strange that it still felt like home to her even though she
hadn’t been there for over ten years. Every time she spent time
with Amy since college, Amy had come to San Diego, where most of
her family still lived. There hadn’t been any reason for Jo to
return to Massachusetts until now, but with her best friend getting
married, and as her maid of honor, Jo had duties to perform. She
wouldn’t miss it for anything.

The last time Jo spoke with Amy, she mentioned that
Rhonda was going to the wedding. Jo was still trying to decide why
that made her a little nervous as the plane touched down. Soon, she
was wrapped in Amy’s bear hug. “I can’t believe you’re finally
here. This must be strange for you.”

“It is, a bit. But you’re getting married. I would
have gone anywhere to see that. Where’s the other blushing
bride?”

“She stayed home. She wanted to give us a chance to
catch up. You’ll see her in the morning.”

“Great, so what’s the plan?”

“For tonight, I thought we would get you checked in
and drop your bags at the Jeff and then head to Johnny’s for
drinks. If you need or want a car while you’re here, you can either
use mine or we’ll swing over and get you a rental tomorrow. How’s
that sound?”

“Perfect. Lead the way.”

*

Jo had a wonderful time catching up with Amy. They
picked up right where they left off, like she had seen her last
week instead of last year.

“Thank you for coming, Jo. I’m glad we finally got
you back in the Pioneer Valley.”

“I couldn’t miss your wedding. It’s a ‘gotta see it
to believe it’ sort of thing. Honestly, I’m not sure why I stayed
away so long. I love this area. I had forgotten how much. It’s
just…complicated.”

Amy nodded sympathetically. “Sure.”

Wanting to shift the focus away from her, Jo asked,
“Do you ever regret moving here after college?”

“Never. I never hoped things would turn out so well
when I decided to explore the ‘lesbian capital of the US’ that is
the Pioneer Valley. But I’ve loved it here since the day I arrived.
Then to be able to build my dream in the restaurant and find the
love of my life, it’s amazing how life works out sometimes.”

Jo raised her glass. “I’ll drink to that.”

“Cheers!”

Jo had met Randi last year when she came with Amy to
San Diego, and she had known this was the last relationship for her
friend.

“So, you said Rhonda is coming to the wedding?” Jo
asked.

“That’s what her RSVP said.”

“Cool. I didn’t realize you two knew each other that
well.”

Amy shrugged. “Well, after you recommended her to do
the designs for the restaurant, we hit it off. Randi and I hang out
with her occasionally. She’s great.”

Jo took a sip of her beer. “Yes, she is.”

“How long has it been since you’ve seen her?”

Jo didn’t have to think. “Ten years.”

*

The sun hadn’t yet risen when Jo’s alarm sounded the
next morning at half past six. She wanted her body to adjust to the
time change, and getting started early was the best way to make
that happen. She pulled on her workout clothes, brushed her teeth,
grabbed her room key and phone, and went to the inn’s fitness
center. She had the place to herself. There were definite
advantages to getting a jump start on the day. She did a complete
circuit on the weight machines. Her muscles were singing as she
worked out what was left of her travel fatigue. When she was ready
for cardio, she bypassed the treadmill and elliptical and headed
for the street.

She was glad she warmed up before venturing into the
cool, New England morning. Running this early back home was
certainly warmer. She jogged south on Boltwood Avenue toward
College Street. In just a few minutes, she was on the track at
Amherst College. She wasn’t alone. There were various athletes.
Nobody questioned her being there. She fit right in.

Running on a track wasn’t her preference, but the
roads around downtown Amherst were not the most accommodating for a
good run. So for now, she used what was at her disposal. She jogged
for the first half mile and then ran harder once her legs felt
warmed up.

Jo loved running. As a teenager, running was the one
place she could be completely free from everything happening at
home. It cleared her mind and calmed her. It always had. She ran
for nearly an hour. Once she hit her seven miles, she slowed back
down to a jog to cool down. After a couple more circuits on the
track, she moved to the grass infield and stretched. Then, she
headed back to the inn.

As she inserted her key card, her phone rang. She
pulled it from her pocket and looked at the readout. Surprised, she
answered. “I didn’t expect you up this early on a Saturday.”

“Times change, my friend. You ready for breakfast?”
Amy asked.

“I just finished my run. I can be ready in
twenty.”

“Perfect, we’ll see you then.”

With an efficiency that was second nature to her, she
washed and dressed with time to spare. She stood for a moment
appreciating the view out the window. The peak of autumn was at
least six weeks away. She was sorry she’d miss that. She loved fall
in New England. She missed having seasons. San Diego was beautiful,
but she was still a New England girl at heart. No reason to stay
away so long next time.

As she exited the Lord Jeffery Inn, or the Jeff as
the locals called it, she saw Amy’s car pull up to the curb. It
barely had time to stop before Randi jumped out. Jo opened her arms
and Randi ran into them. She wrapped her in a warm embrace. “I
missed you last night.”

“I missed you too. But I thought the two of you could
use some time, just the two of you, before things get crazy.”

Jo nodded. “It was nice, thanks.”

Amy walked up. “Where shall we eat?”

Jo shrugged. “No idea. That’s up to the two of
you.”

“In that case,” Randi declared, “It has to be
Sylvester’s.”

“Sounds good.”

“Perfect.”

They headed from Amherst to Northampton on Route 9
toward the former home of Sylvester Graham of Graham Cracker fame.
The home had been turned into a restaurant nearly thirty years
before and was now the premier breakfast spot in the Pioneer
Valley.

As Amy drove, Jo saw what she couldn’t in the dark of
night, and she started pointing out things that had changed since
she moved away. Hampshire Mall was quite different. Most of the
stores had not been there when Jo left for college. Dick’s Sporting
Goods and Target were new, as were many others. Hadley had come
into its own while Jo was in California.

The line was already out the door when they arrived
at the restaurant. Amy made her way inside to get coffee for the
three of them in the coffee bar across the entryway from the
restaurant. Randi took the opportunity to check in with Jo. “So,
what’s new?”

“Not much, same job, same condo, pretty much same
everything.”

“Who’s staying with Kona?”

“Aideen.”

Randi raised an eyebrow. “Oh?”

Jo shook her head. “We’re still friends and I trust
her with Kona. It’s nothing more than that.”

“Okay. So, are you seeing anyone?”

“Not at the moment.”

“Well, there will be quite a few beautiful single
women at the wedding. You could get lucky.”

Jo didn’t tell Randi she wasn’t interested in a
one-night stand. She shrugged. “We’ll see.” Jo deflected any
additional attention. “So, what about you? Are you nervous? The big
day is almost here.”

Randi’s brows drew together and she touched Jo on the
arm. She seemed about to share some deep confidence, then her
features lit up. She squeezed Jo’s arm. “I can’t wait. The day
cannot get here soon enough.”

Amy made her way down the ramp and passed out the
coffees. “What can’t get here soon enough?”

Randi stroked Amy’s cheek with her free hand. “The
day you become my wife.”

Amy brushed her lips over Randi’s. “For me either, my
love.”

Jo looked
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