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      I slowly walked the aisles of the grocery store, my basket quickly filling with a pile of food no one should consume on a Friday night. Two bottles of wine, sweet-and-sour gummy bears, chocolate, because, well, it’s chocolate, and a bottle of pop just in case. The only thing missing was something salty. It had been a long week, work had been stressful, and to top it off, my mother had been calling me non-stop, leaving message after message to find out if I was going home to this year’s music festival in Bear Creek. I knew deep down that wasn't really the reason for her call, she knew very well that I was planning on going. She wanted to know who I'd be bringing with me as my date.

      I was about to round the corner to the chip aisle when I felt my phone vibrate in my pocket. I pulled it out in time to see my mother’s number on the screen. I rolled my eyes and quickly sent the message to voicemail, threw my phone down on top of my purse, and continued around the corner to the chip aisle. I stopped in front of my favorite brand and started looking over the bags for my favorite flavor when my phone rang again. Glancing at the screen, I picked up the phone and answered in an upbeat voice.

      "Hey, Grayson!" It was a Friday night, and if I knew Grayson, which I did, he should be out on a date tonight, not calling me, which could only mean one thing—he had ended his relationship.

      "Not much. What are you doing?"

      "Just getting some snacks at the grocery store. What are you up to?"

      "Not too much." The phone went silent as I waited for him to elaborate a little bit, but when he didn't, I became concerned.

      "Are you okay? You're pretty quiet."

      Grayson let out a huff. "Are you busy tonight? I was hoping maybe we could have a movie night?"

      I smiled as Grayson stumbled over his words. He didn't need to say any more.

      "So, I take it you finally broke up with Trish?"

      Grayson let out a chuckle. "I guess you could say that."

      "What was wrong with this one? Nail biter, bed hog, bad attitude?" I giggled.

      "Oh man, where to begin. Let's just say her sarcasm wasn't really all that funny after a while. It was more hurtful towards people. Also, I found she wore too much makeup when we'd go out, and you know I can't stand that."

      I'd known Grayson my entire life. We'd been best friends since we were six years old. When we were younger, we'd play in the playground and Grayson would push me as high as he could on the swing set. As we got older, we spend nights in his tree house playing board games. We never shared our first kiss, like many would think, and we didn't experiment with one another, nor were we friends with benefits like many people thought. Instead, he was one of the only constants in my life, which was a blessing, and I didn't mind not dating him, especially after I saw the reasons why he ended his relationships. I couldn't imagine how I, plain old Kendall, would ever be perfect under his microscope.

      "Sure. See you around seven? Oh, and make sure you pick out a movie too. We'll make a whole night of it."

      "Thanks, Kendall, you're a lifesaver."

      I shook my head as I hung up the phone, grabbed the rest of the things I'd come for, and made my way back home. It was a little before seven when the buzzer rang. I quickly buzzed Grayson up and ran to the door as soon as I heard him knock.

      "Hey, sweets, thanks for tonight." He wrapped his arm around my neck, pulling me in for a hug, just like he'd always done since we'd been kids.

      "No problem. I already ordered the pizza, and we can flip for what movie we watch first if you want."

      "What did you pick?"

      "Book Club," I said with a smile on my face, preparing myself for the teasing I was sure was about to ensue. "What about you?"

      "The Shining."

      "Again?" I giggled. "We just watched that."

      "Yes!" he said, giving me his puppy dog eyes. "Don't pick on me about my choices. I sit through every rom-com with you without complaint, and now you’re going to make me watch a movie about four women reading Fifty Shades of Grey. Wasn't it bad enough that you told me all about those books when you read them."

      "Man, it's a good thing you’re cute, man." I giggled, slapping his cheek. "Come on."

      Grayson kicked his shoes off and followed me into the living room, flopped down on the couch, and helped himself to a handful of chips from the bowl that sat on the table, just as the door buzzer went off.

      "That will be the pizza. Here, make yourself useful and set up the movie would you," I said, throwing the remote onto his lap.

      With half a pizza devoured, we sat at opposite ends of the couch, our legs commingled together watching the end of The Shining when the phone rang. I glanced at the call display and reached for the phone.

      "Can you put this on pause. It’s Mom," I said, tapping Grayson's leg. "Hey, Mom."

      "Kendall, what are you doing home on a Friday night? I planned to leave a message."

      I rolled my eyes. "Oh, you know, spending the evening with my couch and a pizza."

      She'd been after me for months as to why I wasn't dating anyone, and I was pretty sure the last time she asked I gave her one of those sarcastic answers just to irritate her.

      "Kendall, honey, you should be out with a nice boy," she chided. "I mean you are almost twenty-seven."

      I looked at Grayson and rolled my eyes. He knew how badly these conversations with my mother bothered me. "What was it you wanted, Mother?" I asked, irritated that she was still going on about this.

      "Well, your father and I were wondering if you were planning to come to Bear Creek with us next weekend for the USA Music Festival. We just need to know for numbers, and, of course, if you are planning on bringing anyone."

      "Yes, Mom, I got your messages. I'll be there, and yes, put me down for a plus-one," I said, irritated, and without really thinking about the words that were flying from my mouth.

      "A plus-one..." I heard my mother repeat, and then the line went silent. Had I rendered my mother speechless with my acknowledgment of an addition? "Who is it?"

      I had no idea who I would take with me. There wasn't even the thought of a plus-one after I'd caught my ex with another woman, and now I had promised I would have someone materialized by the weekend. Instead of trying to laugh it off and backpedal, I blurted out the first person I thought of. "Grayson."
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      At the sound of my name, I looked over to my best friend. I could see the shock and irritation line Kendall's face as she committed herself, and now apparently me, to whatever it was her mother had invited her to. She avoided my eyes and placed the phone on the table and buried her head in her hands. Then, running her fingers through her hair, her eyes finally met mine.

      "So..."

      "So what?" she asked, frustration lining her voice as she ran her fingers through her hair and scooted down farther on the couch.

      "So, what did you just commit me to?" I asked, tapping the side of her leg, trying hard to get her to smile instead of panic.

      Kendall buried her face in her hands again and screamed. "Oh God, what have I just done?" she muttered probably more to herself than to me.

      "I don't know. Why don't you tell me what you just did." I chuckled. I loved watching her squirm. I knew how her mother could be, and for some reason, it really bothered her that Kendall wasn't seeing anyone right now.

      "I don't know what I did," she cried.

      "I'd say you just appeased your mother." I chuckled lightly. "Do you secretly have a boyfriend you haven't told me about, that perhaps has the same name as mine and will be accompanying you next weekend?" I asked, grinning, ducking just in time to miss being hit in the head with a pillow.

      "No." Kendall whimpered, shaking her head. "But I am going to have to find one fast I guess. Know anyone?"

      "How fast?"

      "Like Friday fast." She jutted out her bottom lip in a pout.

      "Why, what is Friday?"

      "It's that big music festival up in Bear Creek. You know how my parents always throw that huge summer party at the cottage during that festival." She rolled her eyes. "Mom's been on me about coming and asking me if I am bringing anyone. I want her off my case, and I just sort of snapped this time. I didn't want to hear it tonight. I guess I will just have to show up alone and tell them that I broke up with my plus-one."

      I couldn't help but laugh out loud. She was way too cute when she was annoyed. "Look, if it will help you and save you from humiliation, I can be your plus-one."

      "Don't be silly. I am sure you have better things to do with your weekend than come with me and hang out with my parents."

      "Not really. I have no plans for next weekend, and it sounds like you are in a bit of a bind. It might be fun."

      "A bit of a bind, you think?" I watched as she twirled her hair around her finger over and over again, finally letting it go.

      "I'm serious, Kendall. If it will help you out, I'll do it. I mean, I have to. I am apparently already going," I said, chuckling.

      Kendall looked over at me, highly annoyed. "Sorry, you were the first person who came to mind. I guess you can say I sort of panicked."

      "It's fine. I'll go with you or you'll end up in a much bigger bind. You know you'll never hear the end of it, especially if you don't show up with someone named Grayson."

      "You have no idea."

      "I remember how your mom can be. It's cool. We will go and listen to some awesome music, lay out under the stars. It will be great."

      "I'm sorry I roped you into this."

      "It's not a problem, trust me. We will pretend to be dating and it would be great to see your parents again."

      Kendall looked at me and rolled her eyes. "Please, you don't need to do this, and we don't need to pretend to be dating. I'll just tell them that we came as friends."

      "Seriously, you want to tell your mother that and hear it all weekend. It's fine. Seriously, it will be fun. Might even teach your mom a lesson not to meddle. I'm up for it. A weekend away, good food, and it will get your mother off your back for at least the weekend. It's the least I can do for the girl who always drops whatever is going on to tend to my broken hearts."

      Kendall dropped her head back and rested it on the arm of the couch, looking up at the ceiling. "I can't believe we are going to do this."

      "Yep, we are, so get ready, baby. Let’s have some fun. So when do we leave?"

      "Next Friday, after work, and please don't call me baby."

      "Okay, I will meet you after work on Friday. But I will need a pet name for you. What about doll or Kenny."

      Kendall rolled her eyes at me. "I think I liked baby better."

      "Perfect, it’s settled. Baby it is. Now relax a little. We'll go and have a good time. You'll see."

      A small smile settled on Kendall's lips and she looked over at me. "Thank you. You are a lifesaver, but if you want out, don't be afraid to tell me. I will totally understand."

      "No way. You've saved my butt before. It’s time I return the favor."

      Kendall looked over at me, a little unsure of what she might have just gotten herself into, and then smiled. "Now let’s get back to our movies, shall we."

      I hit play and shuffled down on the couch. I couldn't help but look over at my best friend—my beautiful, selfless best friend. I couldn't wait to spend this weekend with her.
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