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for the thrill of chance


Recap and Introduction to

Sunset Weddings

Life gets even more exciting in the fourth installment of the Orcas Island series!

The series began when Claire caught a windfall inheritance and bought The Grand Madrona Hotel on Orcas Island. It was perhaps the best luck of her life – a life that had not been free of tragedy. Thirty years prior, her sister Holly, her brother-in-law, and her parents had died in a plane crash. Claire adopted Holly’s daughters – Lucy, Lillian, and Rose – and they built a life together.

After her move to Orcas, Claire discovered her twin sister Becca, whom she believed to have perished in the plane crash, was still alive. Even better, they discovered Becca had a son, Marty, and he also moved to the island.

To top it all off, Chip, the manager at the hotel, proposed to Claire, and now she is in a whirlwind to plan the joyous event.

In the meantime, Lillian broke up with her boyfriend, Mason, and moved to the island to start over. She’s quite happy with her new beginning until another ex-boyfriend, her high school sweetheart, pops back into her life…
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Chapter One

Whenever Lucy started a sentence with, “Promise you won’t be mad,” Lillian had to decide if she should, or even could, make such a vow.

A promise of unconditional, blanketed calm was quite an ask, and when Lucy made the request, it implied the need for forgiveness as well.

It wasn’t as though Lillian had a temper. She strived to be reasoned and composed, especially with her sisters. Lucy knew this, which made her prompt all the more concerning, especially since it was the first thing out of her mouth early that Saturday morning.

“Lucy,” Lillian said evenly, “I’m not going to make a promise I can’t keep.”

“No, listen, it’s not that bad. We have to go, though. Right now.”

“Right now?” Lillian sighed. “I was about to put my laundry in.”

“Well stop the presses!” Lucy threw Lillian’s coat into her arms. “I wouldn’t want to mess with your laundry plans.”

“Where are we going?”

“That’s the thing. Before I tell you, you have to promise you won’t get mad at me.”

So insistent. Lillian rolled her eyes. It wasn’t like she was going to tell Lucy no. She just wanted to know what kind of trouble they were getting into.

“Why are you convinced I’ll be mad?”

“I’ll tell you after you get in the car.” Lucy unlocked the door and swung it open, looking over her shoulder.

The entryway of their small apartment had looked like something out of a magazine ever since Lucy had convinced the landlord to let her spruce things up. In one weekend, she’d repainted the walls a robin’s egg blue, installed white wainscoting, and constructed a chic mudroom near the door, complete with golden hooks and charming wicker baskets.

It was Pinterest-worthy. Lucy also kept the place obsessively clean, sometimes tucking Lillian’s things away as she tidied, never to be found again.

Lillian pulled on her coat and made her way to the front door. “You’re turning this into a low-key hostage situation, do you realize that?”

“Nah, it’s not like that,” Lucy said, a smile spreading across her face. “You keep telling me you want to say ‘yes’ to more things, so why not say ‘yes’ to me?”

Lillian laughed. It was true that she was trying to be open to new opportunities. So far, her move to Orcas Island had offered plenty of new things – a new climate, magnificent views of the ocean, and that one Pilates class Lucy had tricked her into attending.

That seemed like plenty for now.

“Let’s go!” Lucy urged.

“How can I say yes to something when I don’t even know what it is?”

“Do we ever really know what anything is?” Lucy mused, pulling open the door and waving a hand for Lillian to walk through.

“I mean, yes. Like I knew I was going to have some clean laundry, but now –”

“I’ll do your laundry later.” With long strides, Lucy reached her car and unlocked the doors. “It’s Claire. She needs our help.”

“Oh. Why would I be mad about that?”

Lillian never said no to helping family. Their mom – whom Lucy had called by her first name since their adoption thirty years prior – had been overwhelmed recently, though she would never admit it. The small wedding she had planned for September had ballooned into an event with over three hundred guests, and the wedding-related events were piling up.

The problem stemmed from Claire’s unwillingness to say no. She was a people pleaser – Lillian could relate – and her friend Margie had become something of a bossy, rogue relative, taking everything into her own hands. Margie first pestered Claire into inviting too many people, then successfully planned an engagement party, a bridal shower, and a bachelorette party before she knew what was happening.

Lillian got into the car and as soon as she shut her door, Lucy pulled onto the street. “You know she never asks for help.”

“I know,” Lillian said. “Is something wrong at the hotel?”

Lucy narrowed her eyes. “Not exactly. Not wrong, no.”

“Then what is it?” By this point, Lillian had imagined scenarios that were likely far worse than what was actually happening – a fire, or all of the hotel staff walking out, or a belligerent guest barricading themselves in one of the rooms. “Just spit it out. You’re killing me.”

“All right, fine. Did you hear they were having trouble getting bookings for the summer?”

“I did.”

“It was weird, because usually tourists start coming in for Memorial Day and it’s pretty steady all season.”

“Right.”

Lucy took a deep breath. “They figured out last week that the system on the website had been broken and no one could book anything.”

“Oh no, you’re kidding! Did Marty look at it?”

Lucy waved a hand, eyes still fixed on the road ahead. “Yeah, Marty came in and fixed it in like five minutes. But the damage was done. Bookings were still way down.”

“Hm.”

What was Lucy getting them into? An image flashed in Lillian’s mind of being dressed as a mascot for the hotel. Maybe she’d be an orca, all black and white with a big, oversized head. She could envision the sweat dripping down her face as she spun a “Book your room now!” sign around at the ferry landing.

“So anyway,” Lucy continued, “I happened to find a large group who needed a block of rooms for ten weeks.”

“That’s good, right?”

She nodded, shooting a hurried look at Lillian. “Yeah, there’s just one little, tiny thing that makes it a bit complicated.”

“Lucy! You make it so much worse when you do this. Just tell me already.”

“Okay, fine. The group is shooting a show on the island, and the producer said he would only book with us if he got his own personal concierge – a liaison, he called it – to help him with things. I might’ve volunteered you.”

Lillian looked out the window to avoid betraying any negative emotion on her face, but it wasn’t nearly as bad as what she had imagined. It might be inconvenient to have to be a “liaison,” but she worked from home, and she could make her own hours.

No, it wasn’t bad at all. She was happy to help their mom however she could. Though her mom was doing much better recently with running The Grand Madrona Hotel, everyone needed help once in a while. It might be kind of fun, too, if she could see how a TV show was made.

“Are you mad?” Lucy asked, her face creased with lines.

Lillian shook her head. “No. I mean, it was kind of rude, and you should’ve asked me, but it’s fine. I don’t mind.”

Lucy sighed and flipped her turn signal for the driveway leading to the hotel.

Spring was just beginning, and little green buds dotted the branches arching over the road. Birds flitted to and fro, beaks full of grass and branches for their nests, and the warm blue sky betrayed no hint of how biting the wind was.

Moving to Orcas Island was already changing Lillian. She went for runs in the morning, just as the sun appeared over the horizon, and always made a point to stop and admire the sweeping views of the ocean. It took her breath away every single time. In those quiet moments, she believed anything was possible.

Lucy was right; she needed to say yes and figure out the details later. Otherwise, how else would she find things she never would’ve agreed to do before?

They kept driving until The Grand Madrona Hotel came into view. Two gorgeous Madrona trees stood in front, their red bark standing out against the sand-colored stone walls. The trees’ glossy green leaves, steadfast throughout the winter, swayed as the wind blew, unbothered by the gusts.

Lillian loved the hotel. She loved the art deco design, the grand entry, the intricate tile work, and the shining metal details. It was so romantic. She liked to imagine what it was like when it was first built in the 1920s. Was it all flapper dresses and long cigarettes and secret love affairs?

That was at least what Lillian wanted to believe.

“Oh shoot. I think that’s his car,” Lucy said, pulling into a parking spot. “I guess this starts now.”

“Okay,” Lillian said. “It seems kind of exciting. I’m surprised you didn’t volunteer for it yourself.”

Lucy unbuckled her seat belt and opened her door. “One last thing.”

“What?”

With her back turned, Lucy added, “Your ex-boyfriend is the star of the TV show.”

It took Lillian a moment to process what she’d heard. “Wait, what?”

Before she could get an answer, Lucy darted out of the car and into the morning sun.




Chapter Two

From the moment Dustin had suggested the San Juan Islands for the show, he knew there was a possibility of running into Lillian. He didn’t believe it would happen, because he’d gone nearly ten years without seeing her, but he understood the risk.

He told himself that even whispering “San Juan” was a moment of madness, a flirtation with fate. He blamed his giddiness on the excitement of signing on for the show. How was he supposed to know that out of the half dozen ideas he had pitched to the executive producer, Gunther, the guy would fall in love with these islands?

At first, Dustin thought he could avoid an awkward reunion with Lillian if he stuck to San Juan Island. That lasted until Gunther made the decision to have the entire crew stay on Orcas Island, the same fifty-seven square mile island where Lillian had just moved.

Now all Dustin could do was regret.

Lillian was going to think he was a weirdo – a stalker! It wasn’t like he kept tabs on her all the time. She was his first love, so of course he occasionally checked in to see what she was up to.

It wasn’t weird or anything, but yes, he happened to know she’d moved to Orcas Island. She’d posted a picture of the ferry terminal with the caption “Excited for this new chapter!”

The water was clear, the skies were blue. It was pretty, that was all, and he got curious about the place. He went down a rabbit hole and got caught up in the wildlife on the San Juan Islands. How was he supposed to know that Gunther would actually take his half-hearted suggestion about filming the show there? It was like the guy had no ideas of his own.

No, that wasn’t true. Gunther had lots of ideas. Dustin wasn’t going to start thinking negatively about him now. Not after leaving his beloved veterinary practice in Oregon to take a chance on making a show with the guy. Gunther was eccentric, but he wasn’t a bad person.

A voice carried through the parking lot and Dustin froze. He’d have known that voice anywhere.

Lucy.

“It’s fabulous to finally meet you!” she yelled.

Across the parking lot, he could see her opening her arms and pulling Gunther into an embrace.

Would she spot him in his car? Dustin’s chest tightened and he leaned forward, resting his chin on the steering wheel. Where was Lillian? Maybe she wasn’t here. Maybe she’d moved back to Texas with that boyfriend.

Mason.

Dustin shouldn’t have even known about the boyfriend. He told himself to not make it weird. Play it cool. Try to –

A car door slammed shut and Dustin turned, his stomach dropping in an instant. 

Lillian. She was here after all.

He shrunk down, slamming his knees into the dashboard. He didn’t care. He couldn’t be seen.

Lillian walked by, not once casting her gaze in his direction. She looked different – her light brown hair was cut above her shoulders and her face was framed by some delicate bangs, blowing in the wind. Lillian brushed them aside, a small smile forming on her face as Lucy called her.

She hadn’t changed much. She had the same delicate, fair skin, freckled near her nose. Those sharp cheekbones, her big blue eyes.

Dustin forced himself to take a breath. His chest still felt constricted. Was he having a panic attack? An asthma attack?

He didn’t have asthma. Maybe it was all this sea air.

Surely Lillian must know he was here. Lucy must’ve told her.

He sat up a bit. They couldn’t see him now. Lillian probably didn’t even care that he was here. She wasn’t the one who’d had her heart crushed all those years ago. She was the one who’d gotten to say no. She was the one who got to move on.

Not that Dustin hadn’t moved on. He had. He wasn’t the same boy she’d known then. That hopeless romantic, that sad little puppy she’d left behind, was long gone. He had nothing to prove to her.

The mad thought of running off crashed through his mind. He could forget about doing the TV show. Forget Gunther. Forget that he’d have to grovel to get his job back at the vet clinic. He could start his car, drive to the ferry, and never come back.

His mind was whirring with the possibility when his cell phone rang.

Gunther.

“Where are you?” he asked. “We’re getting ready to go into the hotel.”

“I just got here,” Dustin stammered. “I’ll be there in a second.”

He tucked his phone back into his pocket. He wasn’t going to run away. Lillian would know, and she’d think he was being a coward.

No. He could face her. He could be mature.

She was being mature. In fact, she looked as serene as ever. Surely her heart wasn’t thundering in her chest and sweat wasn’t gathering at her brow. Like a normal person, she could see her high school boyfriend and say hello. She could be pleasant.

He could do it too. He could say hi, hello, how are you? Nice to see you again. How have you been? Oh yes, good, me too.

You know, he thought, like a sane person.

It was going to be fine. Once he saw her, the nerves would go away. That was all.

“Don’t make it weird,” he muttered to himself as he got out of the car.




Chapter Three

Before she regained her senses, Lillian spent a moment wondering how her newly ex-boyfriend Mason had gotten himself on a TV show.

She’d admit he was a good-looking guy, but he was addicted to work and lacked any TV-worthy interests. The only hobby he had was golfing, and that was usually work-related, too.

How had he landed himself a golfing show? Or had he signed up for The Bachelorette – or worse, The Bachelor – to make her jealous?

It wouldn’t work, of course, and it seemed like far too much effort for him. He’d barely contacted her since she’d ended their relationship a few weeks ago, sending only a handful of civil texts about logistics, never once offering to talk things out.

Not that Lillian wanted to get back together with him, but after a seven-year relationship, she thought he’d at least make an effort to win her back.

He was too proud. Or maybe he didn’t care. Maybe he’d never loved her at all.

Lillian didn’t want it to bother her, and she knew it was silly, but she couldn’t help it. It hurt.

It wasn’t until she was numbly smiling and shaking hands with Gunther that she realized who Lucy had been talking about.

It wasn’t Mason. It was her other ex-boyfriend, the one Lucy had casually mentioned weeks ago, only to never bring up again.

He was the only other boyfriend Lillian had ever had, her sweet, down-to-earth, heart-on-his-sleeve first love who, in contrast to Mason, had made no secret of how much she’d shattered his heart when she’d turned down his proposal: Doctor of Veterinary medicine and YouTube star Dustin McGuire.

The realization floated into her mind like an errant cloud on this clear day, and Lillian maintained her stiff smile, turning to Lucy, then back to Gunther, laughing and nodding like she was accepting an award.

“I loved that the hotel offered a concierge service, and I knew we couldn’t stay anywhere else,” Gunther said.

“Yes, of course. I am so happy to be of service,” she heard herself reply.

Lucy beamed, nodding eagerly and playing her part, though the sideways glances she kept shooting betrayed how terrified she was of Lillian getting angry with her.

Coward. If Lucy had told her the truth, that their mom needed help with hosting Dustin’s new boss and crew, she wouldn’t have told her no. But it would have been nice to have a warning before her ex-boyfriend swooped back into her life!

“There’s our star,” Gunther said, waving a hand at someone behind them.

Lillian resisted turning around, instead fixing her eyes on Gunther and seeing him for the first time. His brown hair flowed past his shoulders, blond highlights delicately woven throughout. The bare skin of his chest was exposed through the V in his white shirt, and a single gold chain hung from his neck. His wrists were stacked with leather bracelets, and an expensive-smelling scent floated pleasantly with his every movement. He looked undeniably Hollywood, in a glamorous, bohemian sort of way.

“I made it,” said a woman in a sing-song tone.

Lillian sighed. Not Dustin.

Gunther leaned forward and planted an exaggerated air kiss near the woman’s cheek.

Lucy and Lillian had to avoid eye contact so they wouldn’t laugh at the scene in front of them.

“Ladies, this is my producer, Ariel. She makes everything possible.”

Lillian smiled and offered a handshake, which Ariel met with a dainty touch. She looked more like an actress than someone behind the scenes – her long, dark hair shone in the sun, and her copper-toned skin was smooth and blemish-free. She wore an oversized sweater that hung from her slim shoulders and looked effortlessly chic.

Lillian was also wearing an oversized sweater, though hers was more suited for an ugly sweater party. It was thick and too long in the sleeves, a red-nosed reindeer smiling on the front. Even more mortifyingly, the back showed a reindeer butt with a fluffy cotton tail.

Her twin sister Rose had gotten it for her as a joke. Lillian thought it was funny then. Now she wished she’d burned it.

Why hadn’t Lucy warned her Dustin would be here! She could’ve worn something – anything – else!

Her promise not to get angry was getting harder to keep. At least she had a jacket, and no one could see the reindeer butt. She would not take the jacket off for any reason.

“I thought you were the producer, Gunther?” Lucy asked.

Gunther brought his hands together, interlocking his fingers, and nodded. “I’m the executive producer. And the director, and one of the main writers.” He waved a hand. “It’s too much, I know. That’s why I have Ariel. You two will be –”

Ariel cut him off, shouting and waving her hands in the air. “Dustin!”

There it was. The reunion Lucy had concocted, then concealed.

Lillian let out a breath before looking over her shoulder. Dustin walked toward them, pulling a wheeled bag and pushing a pair of black sunglasses to the top of his head.

It was like he’d stepped out of a dream. His hair was shorter and more stylish, no longer overflowing with curls, but the color was the same. Unlike Gunther, his sandy-colored hair was natural. His clothes were more fitted and sleek, but it was still him. Her Dustin, all dimples and charm.

He smiled, and before she realized it, Lillian was grinning back.

He put an arm up, yelling “Hey.”

His voice hadn’t changed at all, and hearing it in person was an altogether different experience than hearing it in one of his YouTube videos. It felt like the vibration hit her straight in the chest, sending flutters through her body.

Squeals erupted behind them, and Lucy and Lillian were quickly pushed out of the way as a group of women encircled Dustin. Some of them threw their arms around him in dramatic hugs, while others danced around with air kisses.

Lillian couldn’t see his face, but she could hear his voice and his hearty, rolling laugh. Of course women lit up at the sight of him. She had always thought he was handsome, but now it was even more undeniable. He’d filled out from his gangly, high school self, all broad shouldered and muscular.

Who were these women? Fans? Models? They towered over her, with long legs and perfectly styled manes of cascading hair, all varying shades of blonde.

Lillian looked down at herself and tugged at the sleeve of her ugly sweater. Sweat was pooling in the creases of her hands. This was not the look she would’ve gone with if she’d had a choice.

Gunther air kissed everyone, then shooed the women away, pausing to point at Lillian.

“The hotel appointed a liaison for us. Dustin, this is Lilith.”

She forced a smile. “Lillian.”

Gunther clapped a hand to his chest. “So sorry, forgive me, I’m meeting so many new people this week. Lillian.”

“It’s no problem.”

Dustin finally looked at her, still smiling a crooked smile. “We know each other, actually. Nice to see you both again.”

“What!” Gunther clapped his hands together. “That’s kismet, you know. Old friends? It’s a good sign for our production.”

“More than friends. They used to date,” Lucy added, a smirk on her face.

“Why am I not surprised?” Gunther patted Dustin roughly on the back. “This guy gets all the most beautiful ladies.”

Ha. Smooth, Gunther.

Still, Lillian felt like she’d been trampled by the stampede of models and rushed to defend her own honor. “It was a long time ago.”

Dustin nodded. “It was. Back when I still believed in love.”

Gunther busted out a hearty laugh, and Lillian forced a smile, her heart shrinking beneath her reindeer sweater.

“I’ll grab your number, Lillian,” Gunther said, pulling out his cell phone. “I think we’ll start scouting tomorrow. We want to have everything nailed down before the rest of the crew arrives.”

“Sure, it’s – ”

Lucy cut her off. “You can get it from Dustin.”

They all turned to look at him. Dustin was staring at his phone. He looked up and scratched his eyebrow with his thumb. “Actually, I’ll need it too.”

Her already shrunken heart dropped into her stomach. He’d deleted her number.

Lillian darted a hand to her torso, then realized what she was doing and instead reached for Gunther’s phone. He handed it over without looking at her, talking to Dustin about his flight, as she silently typed her number into his phone.

“There. Call any time,” she said, forcing a smile. “Everyone at The Grand Madrona is so excited to have you.”

Gunther grasped her shoulder. “Thanks Lillian. I’ll be in touch. Dustin, let’s go. We’ve both got suites, but don’t tell the rest of the crew.” He laughed, already turning to leave.

They walked through the front doors of the hotel and disappeared from her view. Lillian stood, staring.

“Now remember,” Lucy said, slowly shrinking away. “You promised not to get mad.”

She turned around and started the trek back to the car. “I need to get my laundry going. Are you coming?”




Chapter Four

They returned to the car in silence. It was a rare event where Lucy didn’t know what to say. Lillian was clearly mad at her, but she hadn’t envisioned it going that way!

In Lucy’s mind, Lillian would’ve been a bit surprised to see Dustin, but once he hugged her and said how nice it was to see her, she’d be all smiles.

That was the first problem. Dustin hadn’t hugged her. He didn’t have the chance! He was rushed around by Gunther and promptly overrun by a pack of blonde clones.

What were those women doing anyway? They couldn’t be part of the crew. There was no way.

Why did they all look alike? They even dressed alike. They must be Gunther’s type…or maybe Dustin’s.

No.

Not Dustin’s type. Lillian was his type. Lucy was sure of it.

Lucy got in the car, fussed with her seat belt, and started the engine. Lillian followed a moment later, buckling in and staring silently ahead.

“It’s killing me,” Lucy finally said. “Just get it out of the way. Please yell at me.”

“I’m not going to yell at you,” Lillian said simply, looking at her hands and twisting a gold ring on her finger.

Lucy turned to her. “Come on, I know you’re mad. I deserve whatever you have to say.” She let out a sigh. “ I knew if I’d told you Dustin would be here, you wouldn’t have come.”

Lillian finally looked at her. “That’s not true. I’d still want to help, but if I’d have known Dustin was going to be here, I could’ve at least changed out of this sweater!”

Lucy’s gaze drifted until she locked eyes with the goofy-looking reindeer on Lillian’s chest. She darted a hand over her mouth. “I don’t know how I missed that.”

“Oh, you don’t know how you missed me being dressed like a five-year-old?” She crossed her arms over her chest and let out a breath. “Because I’m sure everyone else saw.”

“You could have zipped your jacket.”

Lillian shut her eyes. “I wasn’t thinking.”

Lucy looked down. It wasn’t funny. She shouldn’t laugh. She couldn’t laugh.

A laugh burst out of her anyway and she rushed to say, “I’m sorry! It’s not funny.”

“No, Lucy, it isn’t!” Lillian laughed, too, but only briefly, before closing her eyes again and shaking her head. “If you had at least told me about Dustin, I could have mentally prepared for that moment.”

Lucy winced. “I’m sorry. It wasn’t that bad, was it?”

“I’m not sure what I expected, but Dustin seemed like he couldn’t care less about seeing me. What’s with my ex-boyfriends not caring about me? Am I that forgettable?”

“What? No!” They’d been sitting there long enough. Lucy didn’t want Dustin to see them out there arguing about him. She put the car into reverse and pulled out of the parking spot. “You’re not forgettable. I don’t buy Dustin’s act for a second.”

“He deleted my number from his phone, Lucy. He clearly never planned to speak to me again.”

“No, he would only have deleted your number if he was worried he might try to contact you, which is what you do when you still care about someone.”

Lillian rolled her eyes. “Yeah, probably like ten years ago, and then he completely forgot about me.” She paused. “Which is fine. It’s not like I expected him to still be in love with me or anything.”

Lucy smiled to herself. She wasn’t so sure about that. She hadn’t told Lillian, but about six months ago, before Lillian had broken up with Mason, Lucy had gotten a notification on one of her Instagram pictures. It was an old one of her, Lillian, and Rose on a sister’s trip.

The notification was from Dustin, of all people. He must have liked it by accident, and he undid it as soon as it happened, but the damage was done. Lucy knew he had been creeping on pictures of Lillian. Old pictures.

He still cared.

Lillian continued. “He seemed so…cold. I know he’s a celebrity now, but –”

“He’s not a celebrity,” Lucy said with a snort. “He makes videos about potty training puppies on YouTube. It’s cute, but come on.”

“He has a million subscribers, Lucy! That’s at least a million people who turn to him for veterinary advice.”

“Like I said, it’s cute, but whatever. I don’t buy his cool persona for a second. The only reason he’d act so cold towards you is if he still had feelings for you.”

“Don’t start, Lucy.” She wagged a finger at her. “You get these ideas and you think everyone is secretly in love and –”

“That’s not what I think,” Lucy said, but of course it was exactly what she thought. “You said it yourself. You were never happier than when you were with Dustin.”

Lillian groaned. “Is that what this is about? All because, in a moment of weakness, I compared my recent breakup to my high school boyfriend? That was ages ago. We were kids! Of course life was easier then.”

“It was more than that,” Lucy argued. She’d never heard her sister say something that dramatic. How could she ignore a comment like that? How could she not try to reunite them? “You were young, but you were still you. Even in high school you were serious and mature, and Dustin was like a firework that livened everything up. You were perfect together.”

“Yeah.” Lillian’s voice was quiet. “He’s taken off, and I’m still dull, serious Lillian.”

“You’re not dull. You kept Dustin from burning the house down – literally, do you remember that? When he almost burned his parents’ house down trying to make dinner for you?”

She shook her head. “We were baking a cake for his mom’s birthday, and while we waited for it to cool he tried to make me broiled s’mores.”

“Broiled s’mores!” Lucy cackled. “And the marshmallows caught on fire?”

“Yes, and the parchment paper they were on did, too.”

“See? A perfect match.” They laughed, and Lucy went on. “Not like Mason. He wasn’t good for you. He was like a big, gray rock tied around your neck.”

“He wasn’t that bad,” Lillian said. “We just wanted different things in life.”

“Right.” She reached a crossroads. They could either go back to their apartment or go into town for breakfast. After a moment of hesitation, she turned into town. She owed Lillian breakfast. “Mason wanted to be boring and sit on his pile of money, while you wanted to feel happiness again.”

Lillian laughed. “Yeah, I wanted to break up with him so I could spend my time hanging around Dustin and looking pathetic.”

“Dustin doesn’t think you’re pathetic! He still likes you.”

Lillian laughed. “Stop. Seriously, you’re making things up that aren’t there. Where are we going?”

“I’m taking you to an apology breakfast,” she said. “And I’m not making anything up. Why else would he act so strange?”

“Probably because you awkwardly announced that we’d dated!”

“I was trying to get
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