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Chapter 1

 


 


The door slammed, and the sound was
immediately followed by a surprised yelp. Audra appeared from
around the corner looking apologetic. “Oops,” she said. “I didn’t
mean to push the door so hard. I was excited, and it got away from
me.”

Violet was in the kitchen finishing her
dinner when her roommate arrived. “Why are you excited?” she
asked.

“Logan’s going to help me with my plan,”
Audra said. “It’ll be perfect.”

Violet turned to put her empty plate in the
sink behind her. She tried to project calm as she turned back to
get details. Audra was on a self-assigned mission to pair Violet
with the right guy. Violet kind of wanted the help, but Audra’s
last attempt had fixed Violet up with the wrong guy and strained
several relationships until a big misunderstanding was straightened
out. It was only natural to be nervous about a new idea. “What
plan?” Violet asked.

“I think Katie and Cameron will make an
awesome couple. I’ll get her to meet me for lunch tomorrow and
Logan will ask Cameron, and the two of them will be on a double
date with us before they know what hit them.”

The plan did not involve Violet. There was
serious disappointment that Audra’s matchmaking had found another
target. Apparently, she wasn’t as nervous as she thought. But she
was amused that the plan involved Audra’s boyfriend. “How did you
get Logan to help?”

Audra smiled with a sappy expression. “It
was easier than I thought actually. It seems he likes to do stuff
for me. I’m so lucky.”

Impossible to argue that point even if there
hadn’t been a knock on the door at the same time. “I’ll get it,”
Violet volunteered. Audra was still holding the bag she usually
stashed in her room after work. And she’d want to take her shoes
off.

“Thanks.” Audra dashed towards her room
while Violet moved towards the front door. “But don’t say anything
if it’s Katie.”

Violet just laughed at the unnecessary
admonishment. She wouldn’t interfere with Audra’s big plan. Audra
knew that. It was Alison at the door anyway. “Hi, Alison.”

Alison came in rubbing her hands together.
“Cold tonight.”

“Yes, it is.” Violet waved her inside to
shut out the nippy wind. The sun had set and November was a week
away. It was definitely getting cold. Why did that thought cause
her to imagine putting on the sweatshirt Ryan had been wearing last
week? Violet pushed that thought aside to focus on her guest.
“How’s your big project coming?”

“Awesome.” Alison’s eyes brightened with the
subject. “I sent him some pictures of what I’ve done so far, and he
loved them. He told me to keep going.”

“That does sound pretty awesome.” Violet
stepped towards the table with Alison as they talked. Alison worked
in her family’s shop restoring and selling furniture. Most of her
work involved repairs and basic refinishing. But last Friday she’d
been gushing about a customer who asked her to get creative and
make a one-of-a-kind table for him. She was carving designs in the
legs and on the surface. He intended to have a piece of glass cut
to fit the top.

“I want to see the pictures, too!” Audra
burst from her room just before Violet could ask.

Alison beat them both to it as she already
had her phone out and was bringing up the pictures. She turned it
towards Audra as Violet leaned over her shoulder. “This is the
bottom of the first leg. And this one,” she quickly swiped to a new
picture, “is what I did around the edge before he committed to the
entire surface.”

“Nice,” Violet said, with emphasis.

“Yes. I love that the grooves are not all
the same depth,” Audra said. She was an artist, a painter, and it
wasn’t surprising she had a more specific comment.

Violet just knew that she liked it.

“Okay. Katie will be here any minute,” Audra
said, switching topics in an unnecessarily hushed tone. “I’m going
to ask her to come look at my paintings tomorrow so I can take her
to lunch afterwards. Logan is meeting us there with Cameron. Try
not to say anything that’ll make her suspicious.”

“Or you could have just not told her,”
Violet pointed out.

“Alison doesn’t want to be left out,
especially since I need to use her store in my plan.” Audra’s art
hung at the furniture store.

Alison did seem entertained by the plan. “Do
you know something?” she asked Audra.

“What do you mean?” Audra sounded confused,
but there was something in her eyes – the way they danced back and
forth – that said she knew exactly what Alison meant because she
did know something.

Violet shared a smile with Alison before she
pressed for more information. “Did Katie tell you she’s interested
in him?”

“I… think they will be good together.”

“That didn’t answer the question,” Alison
said.

“Why do you think they’ll be good
together?” Violet asked.

Audra opened her mouth but closed it before
any words exited. She paused to rethink, then said, “I think that
after my plan works, Katie will have an interesting story to
tell you.”

“Oh.” Violet didn’t want to wait, but she
heard what Audra was saying, that there was something Katie had
asked her not to share yet. She and Alison respected that. They may
not have had time to find out anyway as another knock signaled
Katie’s arrival.

Audra moved to let her in while Violet
grabbed the Tichu cards and brought them to the table. She’d been
Alison’s partner last week so Violet took the seat next to Alison
to mix it up.

Katie typically spent most of her lunch
breaks at the restaurant where Audra worked, but Audra hadn’t seen
her at all that week. Chastising her for that lapse was the first
order of business. It turned out that Katie’s boss had her doing
some lunch hour overtime to prepare for a meeting no one wanted to
attend. There was no way to give her a hard time after that
explanation. Audra simply offered her a seat.

The ladies’ Tichu night had been set up by
Audra and Violet a few months ago. First, they had to teach Alison
and her mom. Then they replaced Alison’s mom, at her request, with
Katie and had to teach her. As the more experienced players, Violet
and Audra had not yet been on the same team. That’s why Violet was
mildly surprised when Audra claimed the seat across from her. But
they had given Katie several weeks to learn, and she was clearly
very sharp. When no one questioned the arrangement, Violet began to
shuffle.

“Okay. I have an idea,” Audra said.

It appeared she was not going to waste any
time before beginning her matchmaking. Sure enough, she asked Katie
to check out her work just before noon – which was when Audra
stopped showing the paintings for the day – and get lunch
afterwards.

Katie did not immediately answer. Her
expression suggested she was waiting to hear what was behind the
invitation. More evidence she was a fast learner.

“It’s a good idea,” Audra said, sounding
more defensive than encouraging.

“It is,” Alison said, “which makes it odd
that you sound like you’re making a hard sell.”

Violet smirked at the jab at Audra’s lack of
finesse.

Audra ignored it and forced nonchalance into
her voice as she said, “Do you want to come or not?”

Katie agreed and seemed fine with waiting a
day to figure out what was going on. All four women focused on
sorting their cards for the first round. Alison and Katie did very
well and ended Violet’s concerns about putting the novices
together. Not that she’d been all that concerned. She turned to
Audra as Alison dealt out a new round. “So how was your day at
work?”

“It was pretty… oh!” Audra had begun to nod
as she thought about her day. Her eyes widened, and she momentarily
froze as a thought hit her. “Except you guys won’t believe what
Addie said today. She hasn’t been there very long but long enough
that…” Audra cleared her throat and backed up to the beginning of
her story. “I was in the kitchen when things were quiet before
dinner. It was a good time for me to get something to eat, and I
was talking to Ryan. Addie came in as I mentioned that I was going
to catch Logan on his way into the guys’ Tichu game tonight. Ryan
told me I better not make him late, which I just rolled my eyes at.
Then Addie asked me who Logan is. When I told her he’s my
boyfriend, her eyes kind of bugged out for a second before she
looked really confused. She said, ‘I thought you guys were
married.’ It took me a second to realize she meant to each
other. She thought I was married to Ryan.”

There was laughter at Audra’s outraged
reaction. Katie was the first to be able to talk. “Well, you two
run the restaurant together, and you have the same last name,” she
said. “It’s not a completely ridiculous assumption.”

“I suppose not,” Audra conceded. “Except
that first of all… ew. And second of all, I don’t know how she
missed all the times Ryan has mentioned that I’m his sister.
Sometimes it feels like he wants everyone to think that’s the only
reason I have the job.”

“It is kind of…” Violet paused to make sure
she wasn’t about to reinforce the slight Audra expressed. “Ryan
didn’t ask you to work for him in a nepotism sort of way but
because he knows you well enough to trust you to do a good job.
That’s not a bad thing.”

“What did Ryan say about being mistaken for
your husband?” Katie asked.

“Nothing,” Audra said with a shrug. “I think
he wanted people to think he was too mature to care.”

Violet thought he was too mature to make a
big deal out of a simple misunderstanding. And even though Audra
was his sister, she was beautiful. She had long blonde hair, a
dazzling smile and an hourglass shape. It was difficult to imagine
any guy being offended at being linked to her. There wasn’t a ton
of family resemblance. Ryan also had blond hair, though his was
darker. Audra’s was darker near the roots so perhaps this was only
because he kept his short enough that it didn’t have time to be
affected by sun. They both had blue eyes. Though the shade was
similar – like the aquamarine gems on a bracelet in Violet’s
jewelry box – they were still very different. Audra’s eyes squinted
and bulged and danced with every thought and emotion that passed
while Ryan’s gaze remained steady. The mystery of what lay behind
it pulled Violet in every time.

“I’m trying to decide if I’m brave enough to
call Tichu,” Alison said.

Back to the game. Violet could tell by her
hand that other people had all the best cards. She said nothing
rather than risk revealing that Alison probably didn’t have
anything to worry about.

“Go for it,” Katie said. “One of us should
be brave at some point, and I’m not sure it’s going to be me.”

Alison nodded. She succeeded in her Tichu
call and extended the early lead she shared with Katie.

They talked about how many trick-or-treaters
they might expect and some of the costumes they’d worn as kids.
Violet told the story – though Audra had heard it before – of the
year she’d dressed as a giant Christmas present and how proud she
was of her costume until she realized it was nearly impossible to
climb porch steps in it. A few rounds passed while they talked.
Some better luck put Audra and Violet in the lead and gave them the
eventual victory.

Audra was leading the others towards the
door before Violet had the cards back in the box. It might have
been the first time they walked next door without anyone suggesting
it first, but it was about time they stopped pretending it was a
novel idea. Audra’s brothers, Ryan and Trevor, lived in an
apartment on the other side of what all used to be one really big
house.

The guys played Friday night Tichu with two
friends, one of whom was the guy Audra was dating and the other was
the guy she planned to fix up with Katie. The guys’ game had been
going on much longer and was part of the reason Audra had wanted a
game for her friends. The guys didn’t talk as much and usually
powered through two games in barely more time than the women played
one. Audra used to check in on the guys – bringing Violet along –
and continued to do that when she realized she had time to play and
still check in.

Audra also had a habit of ringing the
doorbell to announce her arrival before letting herself in. Trevor
could not seem to resist commenting on it, which was probably why
she kept doing it. Siblings did not always bring out the best in
each other. Violet entered next to Alison, who was dating
Trevor.

“Nice superfluous use of the doorbell,” he
said sarcastically before greeting Alison in a much happier
tone.

“Tomorrow at two?” she asked.

He nodded and reached out to squeeze her
hand before she turned to leave again. Alison never stayed to
watch. Trevor seemed to take the game most seriously of all the
guys, and she didn’t think he’d appreciate having her around as a
distraction. He’d never said that, but he hadn’t tried very hard to
encourage her to stick around either. Based on the admiration
shining in his eyes as he watched her go, his focus would suffer
with her nearby.

Violet chanced a look at Ryan. He was
looking at his cards and not back at her at all, let alone as
though he was happy to see her. She sighed. Yeah, she sighed like a
lovesick teenager and not a twenty-two-year-old adult. It just
seemed that everyone around her was finding happiness in
love. Her sister was even getting married in a little over a month.
The closer she got to attending that wedding alone, the more Violet
was becoming glad Rosie was planning a pretty boring reception. It
wouldn’t be so bad to not bring someone to hear the speech she was
supposed to write but hadn’t started.

Her sister had given her a lot of
instructions. Violet was supposed to talk about growing up with
Rosie, citing specific memories and how they illustrated qualities
that would be important in a successful marriage. She was not
allowed to share anything embarrassing. The speech should be
entertaining but not funny. It should be heartfelt but not sappy
and brief without being too short. Violet wasn’t sure anyone could
thread those needles. She told Rosie she was expecting the
impossible and that perhaps she could just write out exactly what
she wanted Violet to say.

That had not gone over well. Rosie cried.
She’d been feeling overwhelmed because the florist had just yelled
at her – she was now using a different florist – so it hadn’t
really been about the speech. But it still made Violet feel bad,
and she was resigned to writing something even if it was
disappointing. She hoped it would at least also be forgettable.
Five or six speeches were planned, and Violet was second. Surely at
least some of the guests will have zoned out by the end of the
first one.

“Still a game going on here.”

Violet jumped at the sound of Trevor’s
voice. Speaking of zoning out. It was a good thing she was only
watching. She looked at Logan, expecting him to be distracted by
Audra. But Logan was focused on his cards and not Audra, who was
studying the scores of previous rounds on his phone. Cameron tossed
an eight onto the table. Cameron was the one not paying attention?
That was new.

Violet positioned herself where she could
see Ryan’s cards over his shoulder. It was more fun to follow the
game from the perspective of a player, and she liked hiding behind
him anyway. She didn’t feel invisible if she chose to be out of
sight. Logan grabbed the cards when the score had been recorded. He
always shuffled, even when it was someone else’s turn to deal, even
when that person was perfectly capable and likely to shuffle more
anyway. Violet wondered if this was some sort of superstitious
thing or just a bad habit. It usually didn’t bother anyone too
much.

She chatted with Katie and Audra about some
of the tricks between rounds. As long as they kept quiet while the
hand was in play, the guys didn’t mind commentary. In fact, they
enjoyed the possibility that they would be praised by…

“I wish I knew if those tens were gonna
win,” Trevor said. He sounded impatient again, and it was Cameron’s
turn again.

Why was Cameron distracted? And why was
Audra smirking about it? Maybe it wasn’t Katie who expressed the
interest that sparked her matchmaking plan. Maybe Cameron said
something to Logan. Violet shifted her attention to Katie. She was
watching Cameron’s cards. Was that because Logan and Ryan had been
claimed and Trevor was cranky? Or did she appreciate the excuse to
stand close to Cameron? Violet tried to detect some signs of
attraction. She enjoyed the possibility of a budding romance as
much as most women.

That is, she enjoyed it until she realized
how neat and tidy it almost was. Trevor and Alison were a
couple. Logan and Audra were a couple. If Cameron and Katie started
dating, Violet and Ryan would be the only single ones left. How
long would it take for the others to start jokes about them getting
together? How annoying would Ryan find that? Violet cringed at the
thought of him telling everyone to stop kidding about something
that would never happen.

“I think that’s our cue to leave,” Audra
said. She was waving at Violet.

“Why?” Violet asked, though she should have
said, “What is?” because she had completely missed whatever the cue
had been.

“If they get the Tichu, the game might end
this round so…” Audra glanced at Katie and communicated that they
needed to get her out of there before the game ended.

Violet nodded. Logan was supposed to invite
Cameron to lunch after the game, which Audra wouldn’t want him to
do in front of Katie. She wished Ryan luck and was pleased to see
him acknowledge it with a quick smile. At least he noticed she was
leaving.


Chapter 2

 


 


Violet held up a weirdly folded piece of
paper. Was it poor origami? If she used her imagination, it could
be a star. Maybe. Why had she saved it?

There was a wooden chest in Violet’s
bedroom. She’d had it longer than she could remember, and it
contained all the little keepsakes she’d collected through
childhood. She hadn’t looked through it since high school, and it’d
probably been that long since she’d even opened it. She was digging
through it now in the hopes of triggering a memory she could use
for the speech she didn’t want to write.

She wasn’t getting anything from the sort of
almost maybe a star thing. She dropped it into her trash pile. She
hadn’t found any inspiration, but at least she was making progress
on cleaning out the chest.

Unfortunately, she was also making progress
on getting stiff from sitting on the floor. Violet scooped up her
trash pile – it took a few tries to balance all the odd shapes –
and made a short trip that would also stretch her legs. Once she
was away from the chest, she didn’t feel like going back. She
looked around the quiet apartment. Audra wasn’t back from her big
matchmaking lunch yet. It was too quiet. Violet picked up her
phone, intending to plug it into her soundbar for some music. Rosie
had texted only a few minutes earlier asking if Violet was
available for a video call. The music could wait.

Violet’s sister appeared on the screen with
her cat’s tail swishing across her face. She gently pushed the
animal into a sitting position on her lap as she said, “He thinks I
sat down just to pet him, but I guess I can do both. What’s going
on with you today?”

“I was just trying to work on the speech for
your wedding actually.”

Rosie’s hand dropped off her cat as her eyes
lit up. “Progress finally! How’s it coming? But don’t give me
details, remember?”

“Uh… I think you missed the part where I
said I was trying to work on it. Progress is a stretch.”

“Well, there’s still a few weeks. I know
you’ll think of something great.”

“I was looking through old stuff for ideas,”
Violet said, “and I did find some interesting things.”

Rosie nodded to show she wanted to hear
about them while the cat arched its back to get under her hand
again.

“Remember Dane?”

“The creepy sock puppet?” Rosie laughed.
“Don’t tell me you still have that.”

“I sure do,” Violet said. “It’s in my chest
right next to the long veil from my First Communion. Odd
combination.”

“Dane would be an odd combination with
anything. Dad is insane.”

Violet smiled at the assessment.

The cat gave up getting attention and leapt
to the floor. Rosie got more serious as she leaned forward. She
used both hands to tuck her hair behind her ears. They both had
dark brown or black hair, depending on whom you asked. Rosie’s was
super straight like their dad’s while Violet’s was super curly like
their mom’s. “Okay. So I wanted to talk because I have some good
news and some bad news. Which do you want first?”

“Let’s start with the bad,” Violet said.
“Better to get it over with.”

“There’s been another change in the wedding
plans, and I’m going to need your help with something.”

Violet nodded. It couldn’t be worse than the
speech. “What is it?”

“This is what you’ll think is the good news.
Nate talked me into music.”

“For the reception? Yay!” Violet tried to
sound happy but not thrilled. She already told her sister she
thought no music was a mistake. There was no reason to gloat. But
she might have to thank her future brother-in-law next time she saw
him.

Rosie smiled as though she could tell Violet
was holding back. “I’m glad you’re excited because like I said,
this is where I need your help. We don’t want to hire a DJ because,
well, lots of reasons. Will you put together a playlist for us?
Nate knows someone with some good speakers we can borrow. He said
you can plug just about any device in, and it’ll sound great.”

Violet was still trying not to smile too
big. A playlist would be so much easier and more fun to write than
a speech.

“Don’t make it all fast songs though,” Rosie
said. “I know you keep saying it should be a party, but… We don’t
want a conga line or anything silly. It should be about half slower
songs. There will be lots of couples so we’ll need couple songs.
And that brings me to the other good news/bad news thing.”

“Oh, there’s more?” Violet was distracted
thinking which of her favorite songs should go in the list. There
wouldn’t just be music, there would be music she got to choose.
This was really good news.

“Now that there’s going to be some dancing,
we decided to do a traditional first dance thing,” Rosie said.
“Nate and I will start. Then the rest of the wedding party will
join us. That includes you, but don’t worry.”

Rosie held up a finger to stop the worry
before Violet knew what to worry about. That started the worry.

“I already talked to Mom. She’s going to let
you have Dad. He’s fine with it, too.”

“Uh… fine with what?” Violet asked.

“He’ll dance with you instead of Mom when we
have the wedding party dance.”

“Isn’t the mother of the bride part of the
wedding party?”

“Well, yeah, kind of. It’s better if Mom
sits out though because people will be like, oh, she’d old. She
just needs to rest for a bit or something.”

“As opposed to what people will think if
I’m sitting out,” Violet said. She wanted Rosie to say
exactly what she thought but not enough to ask.

“That’s why I arranged everything with Dad,”
Rosie said. “Nothing to worry about.”

This conversation gave Violet the queasy
feeling that “don’t worry” equated with “you’re not pathetic,”
which no one ever said unless someone was a little pathetic. She
tried to think if she was missing any details that didn’t have
anything to do with her being the only single person at the wedding
because that probably wasn’t even as true as it felt. “Where does
the music fit into the schedule? I’m assuming it’s after
lunch.”

“Right after the speeches,” Rosie said.
“During the mingling time, which should only be the last hour, but
I thought we should have a little more music than that in case we
get ahead of schedule.”

Violet nodded at the confirmation that her
speech hadn’t been eliminated by the addition of music. She hadn’t
gotten her hopes up for that, but it was a nice idea.

“Oh, I have to go.” Rosie was looking off to
the side. “Talk more soon?”

Violet waved as her sister disappeared from
the screen. She set the phone down. She no longer felt like
listening to music. Nor did she want to go back to searching
through old junk. She felt like sulking for a minute before she
decided what to do next.

A key in the lock told her that Audra was
back. That was sure to be a welcome distraction. Audra was beaming
about something. She went into her bedroom already squirming out of
her coat and reemerged a few seconds later without it. She plopped
onto the sofa with one leg tucked so she was facing Violet. She was
smiling broadly and intentionally created a dramatic pause before
she announced, “I am a genius!”

“I take it lunch went well.”

“They are so cute together,” Audra said.
“It’s perfect.”

“What did Katie say when she found out
Cameron was coming? Did you tell her before he got there?”

“Those two!” Audra sighed while fighting an
exasperated smile. “They already talked and knew we were setting
them up. They played along just to tease me.”

Violet laughed because her roommate’s
reaction was funny, but also because she was happy for Katie. “So
she didn’t mind being set up?”

“She didn’t even need to be set
up.”

“Wait. If they didn’t need you, how are you
a genius?”

“Because I knew they’d be good together.”
Audra’s smug attitude was amusing. It was clear she was only
facetiously taking credit.

Violet’s heart wasn’t fully in her laughs
though, and Audra sensed it. She dropped her smile and said, “Now
what’s going on with you? You seemed a little… off when I first
came in.”

“I just talked to my sister.”

“Oh. Wedding plans. Is she carving out
twenty minutes of total silence in case there’s anyone who isn’t
bored?”

“No. It’s actually mostly good news,” Violet
said. “She relented on the music and is even letting me choose the
songs.”

Audra smiled in surprise. “Then why aren’t
you excited and, like, already making a playlist or something?”

“While we were talking, she said she wants
to start with a wedding party couples dance and that I’m going to
dance with my dad. She didn’t ask me what I thought about that or
how I would feel if I didn’t have a dance partner. She just assumed
I couldn’t find someone willing to dance with me and that I would
look pathetic sitting out and arranged everything… talked to Mom
and Dad about it before she even talked to me.”

“I agree she should have gotten your take
first,” Audra said with a sympathetic expression.

And just like that, Violet felt her spirit
lift. It wasn’t a big deal. She only needed to vent her frustration
at not having been consulted. “Yeah, well, it’s Rosie’s wedding. If
she wants me to dance with Dad, I’ll dance with Dad.”

“But maybe you won’t have to.” Audra wiggled
her eyebrows to suggest a clever idea forming.

That made Violet nervous.

“I hope you don’t think I’ve forgotten my
mission.”

Violet shook her head as she got more
nervous about where Audra’s mind was headed.

“I didn’t forget,” Audra insisted. “I’ve
just been biding my time for an opportunity to get you and Ryan
some time together. This could be the perfect opportunity.”

“I cannot ask Ryan to come to a wedding with
me.” Violet knew that wouldn’t work because she’d definitely
considered it. A lot. “Weddings have very romantic overtones. It
would sound like I’m asking for a date unless I explicitly state I
want to go as friends. And if there’s even the slightest chance he
might think about me as… I don’t want to be the one to close that
door. And if I ask, and he doesn’t want to or it goes badly, it’ll
ruin… lots of things. I mean, he’s your brother. He lives next
door. There would be no avoiding him, and we’d both just be
embarrassed all the time.”

Audra appeared overly patient, as though she
was simply waiting for Violet to finish so she could say what
should be obvious. “This is why I’m going to get Ryan to ask
you.”

Violet winced. There was no way that was
going to end well. It sounded like something that would require
subtlety and finesse. Audra was a wonderful friend with a ton of
wonderful qualities. Subtlety was not one of them. “How do you plan
to do that?”

“I just need to plant the right ideas.”

“Which are?”

She sucked in a big breath as she prepared
to lay out her plan. “Ryan is a nice guy, right? I mean, that’s why
you like him. Don’t tell me it’s one of the reasons because
I don’t want to hear about… He’s nice. So all I have to do is get
him to realize that it would be nice if he offered to go to
the wedding with you. I can explain how Rosie’s giving you a hard
time about going alone because, well, that’s one way to interpret
it. And I’ll mention how your mom has to sit out the dance because
of the odd number of guys to girls in the wedding party. I think
he’ll figure it out.”

“It sounds like you want to make him pity
me.”

“No, it’s not pity.” Audra’s eyes went to
the ceiling as she seemed to take an awful long time thinking of a
better word. “Compassion,” she said finally. “I just need to make
it sound like a problem he can fix. Guys like to fix things.”

Violet thought that was actually a fair
point. She saw a flaw though. “But what if he has the same problem
I do in not wanting to sound too much like a date?” Or worse, what
if he had no trouble clarifying that he was only going as a favor
to a


























cover.jpg
Amanda Hamm






