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      “It’s so strange having someone else do my hair. I love it.” Grace, one of the stylists from the Beauty Bar, gives my long, blond waves a final spray. I haven’t liked the way I look this much since my twenties. It’s sad that it’s taken something like my friend Ivory’s wedding to stop long enough to let someone pamper me.

      “You’re a professional forty-five-year-old woman, Abby. You deserve to get your hair done more than once every six months.”

      “No offense, Grace, that’s easy for you to say with your handy husband and no kids and all that,” Lila chuckles. Large curlers cover her head, and even though she hasn’t even had her makeup done yet, she’s flushed and glowing, like she spent the weekend in a tropical sunny place. I narrow my eyes on my friend. I love her, and I’m jealous because if I didn’t know better, I’d say she just had sex.

      I sigh. I guess that’s what being in love does to you, gives you that glow that annoys every single woman on earth. Even the women who want the best for you.

      Grace gives her the finger, and the two of them laugh. There’s no offense taken, and I love how we can all tell it like it is and not worry about ruffling each other’s feathers. “You’re both so lucky to have a friend like me who puts up with you and offers to do your hair. What with my life of luxury and all. I’m happy to help you two poor single moms.”

      Grace is a great listener, and incredibly generous. In the year I’ve been working at the salon, she always asks me if I want a cut, highlight, or Brazilian Blowout. As much as I want to take her up on it, I’m always running from one thing to the next. My daughter’s basketball games, heading home to meet some crusty handyman who’s repairing the front steps that have rotted, or getting the oil changed on the car. Meeting Mr. Voyeur who messaged me this morning asking, again, if I could find a friend with benefits to blow while he watched.

      Grace is right. I can make more time for my hair and less time for useless men. But fuck, doing life alone, especially around the holidays, sucks. There are days when I’m not sure how I’m going to pull it off. Nights I can’t fall asleep, wondering if I’ll be able to save enough for Stella’s college bills, wondering if I’ll trust another man again after Ben’s affair.

      My self-induced pity party is over when Ivory emerges from the bathroom, her veil cascading behind her silk ivory dress like spun sugar.

      Lila, Grace, and I turn to face her. I’m breathless. Not only does Ivory look stunning with her blond hair in a loose bun at the nape of her neck, but she’s so completely Ivory. She and Rome fit together like two puzzle pieces, and my heart aches with how much I want what they have.

      “You look so amazing,” I say, tears pooling in my eyes.

      “You really do,” Grace and Lila say in unison.

      Our makeup artist, Brett, waves a big brush through the air. “See ladies, this is why I wait until after you see the bride to do your makeup. Now wipe your eyes, it’s time for me to make your lashes as black as your hearts, you little vixens.”

      

      Three hours later, I’m standing in the corner hiding behind one of the bare birch trees that’s adorned with lights, eating a piece of chocolate wedding cake in my hands because I can’t be bothered with a damn fork.

      Everything about this night has been perfectly magical for my friends. Rome cried as he and Ivory exchanged vows, then I got to watch Lila and Holt slow dance with his hand on her ass the entire time. I’m trying to dig into the deep parts of my brain that keep telling me I’m better than to be jealous of my friends, but it’s not quite working.

      This enormous barn has been transformed into a snow globe. Large gold disco balls hang from the wooden beams that are covered in garlands, and each long buffet table is draped with a white tablecloth. Candles running down the length of the tables glow, illuminating the dim room, and each guest was presented with a little white box tied with a gold ribbon. Inside was a tiny crystal Christmas tree ornament.

      When I opened mine, I kept my head down. Watching my ornament catch flickers of light felt a lot better than observing all the couples opening their decorations together, holding them up to the large chandelier hanging from the cathedral ceiling, huge smiles on their faces. I could sense every single one of them though.

      I know today is about Ivory, but when you’re single, events like this make it hard to focus on anything else other than your own loneliness.

      I have my daughter Stella, and my parents have been so supportive since my divorce. I love my job, and my little house. My life is full. But my heart feels empty. I know society tells me I can do it all; handle life on my own without a man.

      But what if I don’t want to? What if I want a man? I want someone to do life with. Someone to hold me at night. Someone to give foot rubs to. Someone to order a pizza with every Friday.

      Now that Stella is sixteen and doesn’t need me as much, I have space to take care of another person. As long as they take care of me too, of course. Lord knows I’m a handful, but I have a lot of love to give.

      A shiver runs down my spine when I sense I’m being watched. I look around the barn as couples sway and the waitstaff starts clearing away plates and silverware, the scent of bacon, scallops, and maple syrup from dinner still in the air.

      It’s not until I look to my left that I see a tall man coming toward me. The closer he gets, the clearer I can see his strong jaw and clean-shaven face. He’s dressed all in black and wearing an apron, definitely not much older than thirty. He probably caught me taking this second piece of cake and is going to call me out on it. He smirks and interlocks his hands behind his back when he reaches me. “I couldn’t help but notice you.”

      Just when I think he’s going to scold me for taking another hunk of cake before some people haven’t even had their first, his eyes run over my body.

      My breath catches, and I scan the room. No one is behind me, or even close to us. Is this gorgeous boy-man checking me out? Two dimples appear, and his biceps are pushing at his sleeves. I meet his eyes again and straighten before dropping the piece of cake on my plate like I wasn’t just making out with it in a dark corner.

      “I’m Matthew. I’ve been watching you all night. If I wasn’t working this event, I would’ve had your number in my phone hours ago. In fact, I’d be sending you a flirty text right now.” He pulls his phone from his back pocket. “I have to get back to work, but I’d love to take you to dinner. Or have you for dinner.”

      Is this really happening? Maybe all I’ve needed to do this whole time is eat a piece of cake with my hands behind a tree to attract a man. Screw the dating sites. This is way better. “Yes, I’d like that. My name is Abby,” I say like this complete stranger didn’t just offer to pleasure me orally.

      “Hello, Abby,” he says, those dimples making my stomach dip.

      Keep your cool. Be chill. You are so chill. I grab his phone and enter my number. Handing it to him, I say, “Now get back to work, Matthew.” Maybe it’s not such a good idea. His fuckboy scent is stronger than the smell of bacon wafting through the air, but fuck it, I don’t care. This was a wonderful night, but a rough one. And thinking of a gorgeous man with his head between my thighs inspires me, even if I am setting myself up for another mess. Something I’ve gotten really good at.

      My chest is alive with thousands of butterflies, and I resist the urge to giggle as he tips his chin and says, “I'll be talking with you soon, Abby.”

      Or eating me soon, I want to say, but keep the thought buried inside as I watch him saunter away. He rakes his hand through his dark hair, a tattoo peeking from his shirt collar. I tilt my head, a devilish smile tugging at my lips. And that will soon be your view during your next orgasm.

      Just like that, my pity party's over. I guess you never know when the energy is going to change. Or when a delicious man is going to catch you eating cake and offer to do some munching of his own.

      Filling my lungs with air, I feel amazing as I dump the rest of the cake in the trash then head to the bathroom. I’m going to freshen up, and get out on that dance floor for the last dance of the evening. Sultry Abby has kicked Pitiful Abby out of the building.

      As I approach the restroom, my thighs rubbing together under two pairs of Spanx I’m going to peel off as soon as I can, I think I hear Matthew’s voice. My steps slow, I don’t want him to think I’m following him. I mean, I totally would meet him in the bathroom so he could make good on his offer, but even then, I’m not going to run after him. Although that buzz cut and tattoo is worth a power walk for sure.

      “Ha! Dude, I got it!” he bellows. And I giggle thinking how cute it is that he’s bragging to his friends.

      I take another step closer to the kitchen entrance. “I got that blond’s number. Give me my fifty bucks!” My face heats and I feel the cake I just shoved in my mouth rising in my chest. I hold the wall for support, everything in me telling me I should just walk away and not listen to the rest of this, but I freeze.

      “Shut up, she’s old enough to be your mom. I can’t believe she fell for it. Does she actually think you’re going to call? Pathetic!”

      This feels like a bad dream, like I’m about to listen to someone point out all the things I hate about myself. I have no idea who Matthew is talking to, it must be another kid working the kitchen, but I’m absolutely mortified. I’m an idiot to think a young, hot man would be interested in someone like me: a middle-aged woman eating wedding cake like it can actually fill the gaping hole in my heart.

      “Oh yeah, she does. Like giving candy to a baby. I should have told her to lay off the cake. Her ass is⁠—”

      I cover my ears and run to the parking lot, my black wristlet hitting me in the side of my face as I do. I can't do this. I can’t be here. Not even for my best friends. I’ve had enough tonight. Maybe I am being selfish and maybe I should stay for Ivory, but I can’t do this for another second.

      I’m pathetic, broken. Before I know it, I’ll be fifty, Stella will be gone and I’ll be alone, and yes, I’ll still have a big ass and thick thighs. They’ve been a part of me since I was twelve, and they’re obviously not going anywhere.

      When I start my car, I realize I’ve left my coat inside. Not even the frigid December air can get me back in that barn. Stella is at a sleepover, and I can go home and cry in the bathtub as long as I want. It certainly won’t be the first time.
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      “I’m so glad you could fit me in, dear. I was worried when Ivory told me she'd be on her honeymoon, then off until Christmas. I need my hair done for the holidays, you see. I’ll be so busy baking my famous cinnamon rolls for friends, family, and well, half the state really, I’ll barely have time to sleep.”

      I stand behind Marge, at least that’s what I think her name is, and say, “Of course. Feeling your best during the holidays is a must,” before turning on the blow dryer because I can’t talk anymore. My positivity has almost run out for the day, and I need to keep whatever’s left for Stella.

      I’ve somehow fit in a handful of Ivory’s regular clients, who were so distraught she would be taking two weeks off before Christmas, on top of my own. Of course I had to do it for her. Ivory cares about her customers a little more than I do if I’m being honest, and well, I care about Ivory a lot. She’s saved my ass more than once since I’m constantly late to work. Oh, then there was the time I completely forgot I told one of my regulars I’d come in at six in the morning to do her highlights. Ivory got her started then called to remind me. When I burst into the Beauty Bar, a crumpled mess without makeup, apologizing all over the place, Ivory smiled and said, “I was here anyway, it’s no problem. She wasn’t even upset.” Even if my customer was mad, Ivory never would’ve told me. Her magical way of handling hard things is as rare as a good man, and definitely a quality I don’t have.

      My feet are still aching from the heels I wore to Ivory’s wedding. Four inches was a bit aggressive, but I love what they do for my thighs and ass. Not to mention I was feeling feisty that night, hoping I'd meet someone other than the asshole who should’ve left me to my chocolate cake.

      I swivel Marge’s chair sideways, then glance at my reflection. I like my bubbly ass and strong thighs. I’m not afraid to wear leggings or tight skirts, and that little waiter boy wouldn’t know what to do if his head was between my luscious legs anyway.

      Trying to stay busy all weekend to keep from feeling sorry for myself, and to forget about how hard I cried when I got home from the wedding didn’t totally work. Yes, he’s an idiot, but I can still hear his voice, can still see him walking away from me as I stood alone in the corner, believing that he was actually feeling me.

      Maybe I should ask Marge if she knows anyone I could date? Sure, she’s in her sixties, but maybe she’s got a single
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