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About the Author

Angela didn’t know what to think when she found the packet of condoms. They were pushed right to the back of the top drawer of the reception desk, their one desk, at the bridal boutique she ran with her son. She was looking for something for a customer but it flew out of her mind as soon as she saw the box. They had an excellent reputation but a scandal involving an engaged woman would ruin that.

The idea of her son having sex made her feel sick, no mother wanted to face that reality no matter how old their child was. She dropped the box back where she found it and pushed the drawer shut with a clang.

She flushed and straightened. “I’m sorry I can’t seem to find-” What had she been looking for?

“Don’t worry about it,” the woman standing at the counter said. “It’ll be fine. I’ll see you at my appointment.”

Normally she would have confirmed the date and time but she had no clue so Angela just smiled and nodded, the woman left. Angela dropped into the desk chair. She was usually on top of everything but those condoms had really thrown her.

If her son, Alan, was seeing someone that meant no more discounts from Stephen. Not that it should have any bearing on, well, anything. He was a supplier who had a crush on Alan, a crush she had shamelessly used for her own purposes. Unless the someone Alan was seeing was Stephen. Not that she thought Alan was gay, but what did she know, he hadn’t mentioned any girls in over a year.

Maybe Stephen had delivered more than dresses... No, she was definitely not going there. She couldn’t deny Alan was having sex with someone but she didn’t want to know who.

The click of shoes in the entrance way brought her back to the present. She stood up to greet the new customers as they entered. Angela almost didn’t notice the young woman, who was obviously the one she should pay attention to, because she was distracted by the man with her. It was unusual to see any men in the store, apart from Alan of course, and this one could only be described as a silver fox.

“Hi, you must be...” Angela trailed off, unsure of her client's name. Very unlike her.

“Cassie,” the woman supplied. “And this is my father, Rick.”

“Nice to meet you.” Angela walked around the desk and shook both their hands. “I’m Angela.” 

Rick's hand was warm and his handshake firm. Angela was conscious of him throughout her body. Just her luck to find the condoms and then find a man she wouldn’t mind using them with.

“Would you like to have a look around or would you prefer if I selected some dresses with you?” she asked. She realized she was still holding Rick’s hand and asking him instead of his daughter, oh God, what was her name? She turned her head to look at the young woman. “Um, dear?”

“Cassie,” she said looking amused. She put a hand on her father's arm. “This is Rick. Why don’t you two talk while I have a look around?”

Angela dropped Rick’s hand. Cassie, smirking, walked over to the examine the racks of dresses lining the walls.

“Thanks for fitting us in,” Rick said.

“Oh, no problem.” Her voice sounded thin to her own ears and she didn’t know what to do with her hands. “Your, um, wife couldn’t make it?”

Rick shook his head. “It’s just the two of us now.”

“I’m so sorry.” She reached out and touched his arm.

He put his hand over hers and she almost swooned. 

“It’s been a while,” Rick said and it took a moment for Angela to realize he was talking about the length since his wife's death not since he’d had sex. What was wrong with her today? “I thought puberty was hard but this wedding stuff is over my head.”

“I’m happy to give you some help if you’d like,” fell out of her mouth before she realized what she was saying.
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That day's search was fruitless, Cassie didn’t find a dress and Angela felt like a failure. This whole condom drama had really thrown her.

“Would you like to come in again? My son, Alan, is known for helping brides find the perfect dress. You’re welcome to make an appointment for a day that he’s working. Or I can recommend another store if you’d like...?”

They left without making another appointment and Angela silently berated herself for her distraction losing her a client. Maybe she wasn’t cut out for this work. The shop had struggled before Alan joined the business. He was a natural; he knew the dresses, he was good with people. 

She sighed and walked back to the dressing room.

If he could help brides try on the dresses he probably wouldn't have any need for her. He should be getting married himself rather than helping her run the store. It was a shame the only women he met were brides. At least she hoped he’d been meeting women that weren’t brides. 

There was fifteen minutes till her next client. Just enough time to rehang the dresses Cassie had tried on. She worked at rezipping, retying, and fluffing out skirts then wheeled the dress rack out of the dressing room to hang the dresses on the rails lining the walls of the store. 

Each dress felt like it weighed a ton and her arms ached by the time she hung the last one. The phone rang and she pushed the large skirt in amongst the others then hurried over to answer it. She was worried it was her next appointment calling to cancel.

A little out of breath she answered, “Hello Bridal Boutique, Angela speaking.”

“Angela, hi. It’s Cassie.”

“Oh, hello dear. Did you leave something?” As soon as she’d said it Angela realized she should have asked Cassie to rebook.

“No, nothing like that. My father mentioned that you offered to help with the wedding. He was really impressed with you. I’d love to discuss it.”

“Oh I—”

“Sorry we didn’t get much of a chance to talk today. Dad and I had another appointment we had to rush off to. But you really know your stuff.”

“I’m very flattered—”

“Great. Are you free for lunch tomorrow?”
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Angela’s heart did a little skip when she approached the table where Rick was sitting. “Hi, Rick. Nice to see you again.”

He rose to meet her. “Angela. Always a pleasure.”

“Where’s Cassie?” she asked as she sat down, smiling her thanks at him for holding her chair.

“I expected her to get here before me, actually. She’s usually early for everything and tells me off. Kids.”

They laughed.

“Oh, I have one just the same.”

“You said your son helps you at the boutique?”

She nodded. “He has talent for it. I suppose it comes from growing up in that environment.”

“You must be very proud of him.”

“I am. Though...sometimes he makes me feel superfluous. I don't think there are many women that would choose to shop for a wedding dress without a female attendant but...he doesn’t really need me.”

“Cassie thinks you’re great. She was really excited when I told her you’d offered to help with the wedding. I’m not much use in this area. Speaking of Cassie, that might be her.” Rick took his phone from his pocket. “Hi, darling....” 

Angela made a show of picking up the menu to give him some privacy. She tried not to listen but she enjoyed the sound of his voice, it made her feel a little mushy inside.

“Yeah, we’re both here already....Do you want me to order for you?....Okay....Right, bye.”

Angela put down the menu and smiled at him.

“She’s going to be late and said we should order without her.”

“Well I know what I’m getting. Did she say what time she’d be here?”

Rick shook his head, shrugged and signaled to the waiter. He indicated that Angela should order first then smiled when she ordered the salmon and asked for the same. 

“Anything to drink?” the waiter asked.

“No, thank you. I have to get back to work this afternoon,” Angela said. “But you go ahead.”

Rick shook his head and handed the waiter their menus. “We’ll be fine with the water, thank you.”

Angela sipped hers and wondered whether to start discussing wedding plans without Cassie. She decided it was better than awkward silence.

“How far has Cassie got with planning?”

“I don’t know, I’m not even sure what’s meant to come
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