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      One month. 

      

      That’s all Sarah has to find a date or earn the honor of being the last single girl in her inner circle. Actually, in all her circles. So with four weeks to find Mr. Right and a frienemy already counting her out, Sarah joins love hoping that – just like the perfect purse – the internet can help her find the perfect man. 

      

      The problem is, love isn’t always where you think you’ll find it and Mr. Right may not be the one with the shiniest profile
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        DATING TRUTH #1:  Just when you’ve comfortably established a group of single girlfriends, disaster strikes.

      

      

      

      “Jonathan is everything I ever wanted in a guy.” Angie spun the cocktail stirrer around her martini. “I can’t believe my brother never brought him home before. I mean, they’ve been best friends since college.”

      She said it as if college was decades ago instead of only a couple years. I couldn’t help but wonder if maybe knowing his sister would steal his best friend was why he’d never brought Jonathan home. He’d been hiding the poor guy. Caving meant he’d probably lost him forever.

      “Wow.” Claire grinned. It made me nervous.

      It wasn’t that she didn’t like Angie. But Claire’s sense of humor was cutting, even if it was right on. She had the wardrobe of Carrie Bradshaw and the wit of Dorothy Parker. Her commentary always felt like it came out of nowhere. Like a summer cold. One day you’re at the beach, then—Bam!—you're sick in bed.

      She kind of scared me.

      “Going home must be the way to find a guy,” Claire continued before a drama-pause. “I got back together with Marcus.”

      “Really?” Becca pushed her drink out of her way. “How did that happen?”

      Not surprisingly, I was lost. “Who’s Marcus?”

      Claire waved down the waitress and pointed to her half-full drink, not bothering to look my way. “I always forget you weren’t around for that.”

      The truth was, I wasn’t around for a lot of things with these ladies.

      Last fall I’d had a lovely group of girlfriends. Just like any group, you had an inner circle of friends and loosely touching outer circles. Like a Venn diagram of relationships. A comfy little life with plenty of friends to go around.

      Until the first engagements…then weddings…then houses in the suburbs happened. Next thing you know, your inner circle is married and there you are. Left with a mish-mash of looser, less cohesive circles. Still a nice little group though. Life was good.

      Until Thanksgiving week.

      “Marcus and I grew up together, but didn’t start dating until senior year of college. When we graduated, he moved back to run the family’s construction company and I moved here to go into advertising. Can you see me living in the Great American Farmland?”

      No. I really couldn’t. Claire refused to let anyone without local celebrity status touch her hair or skin. Just staying groomed would mean monthly four-hour drives.

      “But when I saw him at the football game Thursday, it was like we’d never been apart and…Well, let’s just say everything is back on track.”

      She sounded so happy—so not Claire—I didn’t have the heart to ask how it was going to work out this time around.

      “I can’t believe you guys hooked up over the weekend, because”—Becca drew the word out and I knew what was coming—“I met the greatest guy on the plane. He’s a lawyer in New York. We sat next to each other. I’ve never been so happy to be stuck on the tarmac for three hours. He changed his flight so we did part of our return together too. And,”—Becca sucked in an excited breath before finishing in a rush—“he’s coming here for New Year’s.”

      I sat back listening to them gush about their guys—new and recycled—and their trips and the New Year and how great the holiday was going to be.

      “You know what we should do? If they’re all coming here, we should change our reservation for New Year’s.”

      Wait. What? No.

      “We’ll just add them to our table.”

      “But I thought it was sold out.” I tried to keep the desperation out of my voice. We’d planned this months ago. The single girls having a fun night out. No couples making us feel all single-loserish on the second biggest date night of the year.

      “I’ll call my ticket guy right now. I’m sure he can hook us up.” Claire was on her phone before I could say girls’ night. “Hi, handsome. It’s Claire. I’m looking for a favor.” She laughed her that’s-not-funny-but-I-need-something-from-you laugh before flashing our table a grin. “Oh, you’re too sweet…I know, right? I need a little help with our table for the Murder on the Rocks party…I know, right? I’m going to look fabulous in my flapper dress. The whole roaring twenties murder mystery is genius.”

      Angie and Becca both pushed their drinks aside to lean in, listening over the rumble of the growing bar crowd.

      “Well, we’d like to get a few more people seated with us. Is there anyway we could shuffle them in?…Uh-huh…Yup… Absolutely. I can make sure you get on the list for that opening…Of course. Well, we need three more.”

      “Wait.” Angie waved her hand in front of Clair. “What about Sarah?”

      Everyone turned my way and I was tempted to tell them I was engaged and getting married on New Year’s Eve if they and their newly found plus-ones were available.

      “Oh. Sarah, did you meet someone too?”

      Since the beginning of time—otherwise known as Julie’s wedding four years ago—Claire disliked me on sight. Her competitive nature seemed to triple around me. Only I didn’t really know what we were competing over, so I just tried to stay out of her way.

      I thought about lying, but knew faking a boyfriend would lead to all kinds of social pitfalls I couldn’t navigate. Plus, I’d seen The Wedding Date. That was so a path I didn’t want to walk down.

      “No. Not really.” I dragged the really out hoping they’d read something into it I didn’t mean—like maybe there was a guy I’d been holding out on them about. An amazingly hot guy who owned a small, undisclosed island off the coast of a certain wealthy country. Obviously I couldn’t talk about him for security reasons.

      “Say four,” Angie whispered. “I’m sure Sarah won’t have a problem getting a date.”

      Claire cocked an eyebrow at me as if she not only knew how doubtful it was, but she expected me to back her up.

      Oh, no, Claire. Don’t ask for a fourth seat. We all know no one would ever want to go out with me, let alone give up one of the best party nights of the year to hang out with a nerdy museum curator.

      Right.

      Instead, I just smiled.

      And thought nasty thoughts.

      Claire tilted her head as if she could read my mind and smiled in a way that clearly said, Oh. You poor thing.

      “Why don’t you make it four? That’s a full table, right?” Claire grinned and nodded. “Just put it on my credit card. We’ll take care of splitting it on our end.”

      Great. Way to kick yourself in the rear, Sarah. Exactly what makes the holidays shiny. Paying for an empty chair.
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        DATING TRUTH #2:  No man will ever understand and love you like your best friend does.

      

      

      

      “This is Jane. I’m either lugging around my beautiful daughter or hanging out with my gorgeous husband. Or I’m lying and cleaning the toilets. Either way, leave a message after the beep.”

      BEEP.

      “Hey Jane. It’s Sarah. Just calling to chat. Hope your Thanksgiving was great. Give me a ring.” I paused, about to hang up, then rushed on before I could cave. “Also, I’m emailing you something right now. If you could look at it, not show Matt, and not tell anyone, that would be great. Okaythanksbye.”

      I hurried through the last words, hanging up before I could change my mind.

      I was feeling panicked. I knew this happened. Knew someone had to have the honor. But I never thought I might be the last single girl.

      It felt like a title.

      Maybe I should have business cards made.

      Or…maybe not.

      It wasn’t just the idea of being the last single girl. It was everything that went with it. The things you weren’t invited to because people thought you’d be uncomfortable alone. The way Certain Women always reminded you they had someone…and you didn’t. The feeling of loneliness you sometimes felt, even with your best friend because you knew you were no longer her best friend.

      And so, like any emotionally cornered woman, I did something extreme.

      I joined eLove.com to try to find someone special—or not horrible—for New Year’s.

      The internet had found me everything else of import over the last few years:  An apartment, a job, a car…that Kate Spade bag. So, yes, I had some confidence in the internet.

      But as I glanced over my ad, I knew there was no way around it. Jane was going to have to be my voice of reason. Every time I reread it, all I could think was any sane person would assume a golden retriever puppy was looking for a date.

      I’d actually said I liked sunny days and enjoyed a nice hike before curling up in front of my fireplace for a cozy night in.

      Why didn’t I just add a picture of my favorite chew toy?

      Of course, I was a golden retriever with very expensive shoes and a condo in town, but still.

      I hit send and tried to pretend my best friend wasn’t somewhere looking at her iPhone and laughing hysterically.

      It took a lot more effort than I wanted to admit.

      While I waited to hear back, I did what any logical woman would do—I went to the library and got every book on dating written in the last four years.

      Yes, I used the self-checkout line.

      I skimmed through them all, glancing at ‘rules’ and making notes about profiles. I created lists of what were Must Haves and No Ways and then crossed half of them off after

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/heading-gradient-rule-screen.png





OEBPS/images/the-last-single-girl-apple.jpg





