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Hopeless Romantic

Teddi Baker used to believe in happily ever after.
It’s why she became a wedding planner and worked so hard to make
her business, Hopeless Romantic, successful. But after the
catastrophe of her own marriage, Teddi loses her heart, her hope,
and half of her assets. She is officially jaded, but she needs
every job she can get to make ends meet. When bride-to-be Kelly
Scott walks in, Teddi is ready. Until she comes face-to-face with
Kelly’s sister: Leah Scott, her ex-wife’s divorce attorney. The one
who helped ruin her life.

 


Leah Scott wears her heart on her sleeve, an odd
characteristic for a divorce attorney. When her father left her
stay-at-home mom with barely enough money to survive, she
recognized her calling. But Leah still believes in happiness and no
one deserves it more than her sister. If only Kelly didn’t insist
on using a wedding planner who hates Leah’s guts...despite the
unexpected and wholly unwanted chemistry between them.


Praise for Georgia Beers

Flavor of the Month

 


“Beers whips up a sweet lesbian romance…brimming with
mouthwatering descriptions of foodie indulgences…Both women are
well-intentioned and endearing, and it’s easy to root for their
inevitable reconciliation. But once the couple rediscover their
natural ease with one another, Beers throws a challenging emotional
hurdle in their path, forcing them to fight through tragedy to earn
their happy ending.”—Publishers Weekly

 


“The heartbreak, beauty, and wondrous joy of love are
on full display in Flavor of the Month. This second chance
romance is exceptional. Georgia Beers has outdone herself with this
one.”—The Lesbian Book Blog

 


One Walk in Winter

 


“A sweet story to pair with the holidays.There are
plenty of ‘moment’s in this book that make the heart soar. Just
what I like in a romance. Situations where sparks fly, hearts fill,
and tears fall. This book shined with cute fairy trails and
swoon-worthy Christmas gifts…REALLY nice and cozy if read in
between Thanksgiving and Christmas. Covered in blankets. By a
fire.”—Bookvark

 


 


Fear of Falling

 


“Enough tension and drama for us to wonder if this
can work out—and enough heat to keep the pages turning. I will
definitely recommend this to others—Georgia Beers continues to go
from strength to strength.”—Evan Blood, Bookseller (Angus &
Robertson, Australia)

 


“In Fear of Falling Georgia Beers doesn’t take
the obvious, easy way…romantic, feel-good and beautifully
told.”—Kitty Kat’s Book Review Blog

 


“I was completely invested from the very first
chapter, loving the premise and the way the story was written with
such vulnerability from both characters’ points of view. It was
truly beautiful, engaging, and just a lovely story to
read.”—LesBIreviewed

 


 


The Do-Over

 


“You can count on Beers to give you a quality
well-paced book each and every time.”—The Romantic Reader
Blog

 


“The Do-Over is a shining example of the
brilliance of Georgia Beers as a contemporary romance
author.”—Rainbow Reflections

 


“[T]he two leads are genuine and likable, their
chemistry is palpable…The romance builds up slowly and naturally,
and the angst level is just right. The supporting characters are
equally well developed. Don’t miss this one!”—Melina Bickard,
Librarian, Waterloo Library (UK)
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“Calendar Girl by Georgia Beers is a
well-written sweet workplace romance. It has all the elements of a
good contemporary romance…It even has an ice queen for a major
character.”—Rainbow Reflections

 


“A sweet, sweet romcom of a story…Calendar
Girl is a nice read, which you may find yourself returning to
when you want a hot-chocolate-and-warm-comfort-hug in your
life.”—Best Lesbian Erotica

 


 


The Shape of You

 


“I know I always say this about Georgia Beers’s
books, but there is no one that writes first kisses like her. They
are hot, steamy and all too much!”—Les Rêveur

 


The Shape of You “catches you right in the
feels and does not let go. It is a must for every person out there
who has struggled with self-esteem, questioned their judgment, and
settled for a less than perfect but safe lover. If you’ve ever been
convinced you have to trade passion for emotional safety, this book
is for you.”—Writing While Distracted
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“You know a book is good, first, when you don’t want
to put it down. Second, you know it’s damn good when you’re reading
it and thinking, I’m totally going to read this one again. Great
read and absolutely a 5-star romance.”—The Romantic Reader
Blog

 


“This is a lovely romantic story with relatable
characters that have depth and chemistry. A charming easy story
that kept me reading until the end. Very enjoyable.”—Kat Adams,
Bookseller, QBD (Australia)

 


“Blend has that classic Georgia Beers feel to
it, while giving us another unique setting to enjoy. The pacing is
excellent and the chemistry between Piper and Lindsay is
palpable.”—The Lesbian Review
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“The angst was written well, but not overpoweringly
so, just enough for you to have the heart-sinking moment of ‘will
they make it,’ and then you realize they have to because they are
made for each other.”—Les Reveur

 


“[A] successful and entertaining queer romance novel.
The main characters are appealing, and the situations they deal
with are realistic and well-managed. I would recommend this book to
anyone who enjoys a good queer romance novel, and particularly one
grounded in real world situations.”—Books at the End of the
Alphabet

 


“[A]n engaging odd-couple romance. Beers creates a
romance of gentle humor that allows no-nonsense Lacey to relax and
easygoing Alicia to find a trusting heart.”—RT Book
Reviews
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“Georgia Beers pens romances with sparks.”—Just
About Write

 


“[T]he focus switches each chapter to a different
character, allowing for a measured pace and deep, sincere
exploration of each protagonist’s thoughts. Beers gives a welcome
expansion to the romance genre with her clear, sympathetic
writing.”—Curve magazine

 


 


Lambda Literary Award Finalist Finding
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“Georgia Beers has proven in her popular novels such
as Too Close to Touch and Fresh Tracks that she has a
special way of building romance with suspense that puts the reader
on the edge of their seat. Finding Home, though more
character driven than suspense, will equally keep the reader
engaged at each page turn with its sweet romance.”—Lambda
Literary Review
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“From the eye-catching cover, appropriately named
title, to the last word, Georgia Beers’s Mine is
captivating, thought-provoking, and satisfying. Like a deep red,
smooth-tasting, and expensive merlot, Mine goes down easy
even though Beers explores tough topics.”—Story Circle Book
Reviews

 


“Beers does a fine job of capturing the essence of
grief in an authentic way. Mine is touching, life-affirming,
and sweet.”—Lesbian News Book Review

 


 


Too Close to Touch

 


“This is such a well-written book. The pacing is
perfect, the romance is great, the character work strong, and damn,
but is the sex writing ever fantastic.”—The Lesbian
Review

 


“In her third novel, Georgia Beers delivers an
immensely satisfying story. Beers knows how to generate sexual
tension so taut it could be cut with a knife…Beers weaves a tale of
yearning, love, lust, and conflict resolution. She has constructed
a believable plot, with strong characters in a charming
setting.”—Just About Write
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planning (holy cow, is there a lot of planning!). About two months
in, she decided to hire a wedding planner to help, and it was one
of the smartest things she did. The wedding planner took so much
off her plate, it was hard to believe. I was fascinated by the
organization she had, the scheduling she managed, the contacts she
kept handy. As much as I helped Mikki with her choices, I also paid
close attention to the wedding planner, simply because I found her
job super interesting. And then one day, it hit me. The “what if?”
I thought, “I bet she’s seen a lot of these marriages go south.
What if she’s become jaded and doesn’t even believe in marriage
anymore?” We ask the “what if” question, and then we run with it.
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the corner I’ve written myself into, knowing my gang is a mere
keystroke away makes everything okay.
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Chapter One

“Goddamn it.”

The key wouldn’t turn in the lock.

“Goddamn it,” Teddi muttered again under her
breath—which she could see, thanks to the unseasonably cold October
morning. She was so not ready for fall because fall meant winter
and she hated winter, but fall was most certainly here and
announcing its presence by freezing her fingertips.

And, apparently, the temperamental lock on the front
door of her shop.

“Goddamn it.” She left the key in the lock and blew
on her cold hands.

You’ve got to finesse it, Preston always told
her. Be gentle. Coax it and it’ll open.

“Finesse it, my ass.” She turned the key again.
Still stuck. As if to mock her, the wind kicked up, blowing her
hair away from her ears, leaving them vulnerable to stupid October
and stupid fall and goddamn it, why couldn’t something go right for
her? Just once? “Okay. Okay. Fine. Finesse it is.” Teddi stepped
back, set her shoulder bag down on the sidewalk. She shook out her
arms, tipped her head from one side to the other, bounced on the
balls of her feet like a boxer preparing to fight.

One big inhale.

One slow exhale.

Relax. Be gentle.

She stepped up to the door calmly, grasped the key,
turned it.

Nothing.

“Goddamn it!” she yelled and stomped her foot.
Actually stomped her foot, balled her hands into fists. Like she
was five. She’d felt a little like that for the past
two-years-plus, though. Angry. Toddler angry, like she couldn’t
have what she wanted and the only way to make her frustration known
was to stomp her feet. Maybe fall to the ground and roll around a
little, pounding her fists and crying.

Teddi stood at the door and leaned forward enough to
let her forehead drop against the glass in defeat.

“Are you manhandling the lock again?” The voice of
Preston Lacosta, her assistant ever since she’d opened her
business, was both a relief and a frustration. Relief because he’d
get the damn lock to open. “What did I tell you about being
gentle?” He let his coal-eyed gaze rest on her face, reached for
the key, and turned the lock with no resistance whatsoever. “See?”
Yeah, and frustration because he’d get the damn lock to open.

“I hate you.” Teddi picked up her bag and pushed
through the door.

“You hate me because I’m beautiful,” Preston called
out as he bustled through the shop and past the counter, not
affected in the least by her foul mood. Probably because it came
standard lately with Teddi, and Preston understood it, had almost
become used to it. It wasn’t like she’d given him a choice. He told
her over and over that time was the best thing for her, that
eventually, she’d be back to her old fun, cheerful self. But it had
been over two years and she was still…what was the right word?
Angry. Yeah, that was it. Teddi was mad at the world. And Preston
was a fixer, a problem solver, but she knew he wasn’t sure how to
fix that for her. After all, she’d earned that anger fair and
square. She could see it on his face often, though, that it
squeezed his heart to see his friend so broken.

“You’re not wrong,” Teddi called back as she headed
through the shop and to the rear where her office was, mentally
counting to ten and forcing herself to chill the hell out. Preston
didn’t deserve her snark. Nobody did. Well, that’s not exactly
true. “Nope. Nope, not going there right now,” she said quietly
into the empty office, then clicked the lights on, dropped her
stuff onto the desk, and flopped down into her chair with the
exhausted sigh of somebody who’d just walked several miles. Uphill.
Carrying a bag of rocks.

It had become a ritual of sorts on those days that
started off stressful, like today with the damn lock. She made a
mental note to call a locksmith even as she began her breathing
exercises, hoping to avoid a panic attack. She hadn’t had one in
quite a while, not since her therapist had taught her that the best
way to harness her anger and frustration, to keep it from eating
her alive on a daily basis, was to control her breathing. Teddi was
skeptical of something so simple—her feelings were certainly not
simple. They were beyond complicated. They were a whirlwind, a
jumble, a bowl of noodles all tangled up in each other.
Surprisingly, though, the breathing exercises helped, so she did
them. After a few moments, she felt better. Sorting her things—bag,
snacks, phone, tablet—also helped, and by the time she was ready to
walk back out into the shop and face the day with Preston, she felt
almost like herself.

“What do we have today, kind sir,” she asked of
Preston as she set her things down behind the counter. Preston was
in the spot they called the Refreshment Corner, where the
coffeemaker, the mini fridge, and all the snacks lived.

He doctored his coffee as he said, “First things
first, I’m calling a locksmith. I’m worried I’m going to show up
for work one day and there will be a Teddi-shaped hole in the
glass.”

Teddi scrunched up her face and nodded. “Okay. But
get a quote first, please? I don’t want to pay a million
dollars.”

“Well, a million dollars for a new lock would
certainly be extravagant.” He pulled a second cup of coffee out
from under the drip, added cream and sugar, and carried both cups
to the counter.

“Bless you, my child,” Teddi said, reaching for the
mug with the giant yellow smiley face on it and holding it in both
hands to warm up, ignoring the irony of the imprint. Preston’s mug
shouted Fabulous! in bright rainbow lettering. She’d given
it to him for Christmas last year, and he drank out of it every
single day. “What else?”

Preston sipped his coffee as he scrolled on his
tablet. The man was beautiful; Teddi had known him for
nearly ten years and not one day had gone by when she hadn’t had
that same thought: gorgeous. Right up there with Idris Elba,
if her clients were to be believed. From his mahogany skin, which
was smooth and blemish free because his skincare routine rivaled
that of any woman Teddi had ever met, to his perfect dark hair cut
in a fade, to his too-fit-to-be-fact body, he was an amazing
specimen of the male figure. Damn gay men. Why are they always
so much prettier than me? Teddi grimaced but wiped it back to a
pleasant expression of curiosity when Preston looked up at her.

“I’ve got to meet the caterer with Johnson and then
help Meyers with her bridal party dresses. You’ve got three
meetings today with potentials.”

“Three?” Teddi felt her eyebrows rise up toward her
hairline in pleasant surprise.

“Yep. Land ’em, would you?”

“I will.”

Preston turned his head her way, a brilliantly white
smile cutting across his face. A genuine one, not the artificial
one he used when he pretended to agree with a bride’s insistence on
a hideous choice of fabric / color / flowers. “That.” He pointed at
her. “That’s the Teddi Baker confidence I like to see. I’ve missed
it.”

“Me, too,” Teddi said honestly. Seriously, the last
twenty-five months—no, wait—the last three years, really, had just
been brutal for her. And even though she still had moments like the
lock on the front door, they were just that, moments. They were no
longer hours or days or weeks. That was progress, right?

She sipped her coffee, tasted the deep richness, the
sweet creaminess, and allowed herself to smile as she took in the
shop before her.

Wedding planning was something she had sort of
fallen into when her mad organizational skills had made her the
go-to person to help first a college friend and then a cousin with
planning their weddings. Before she knew it, they had told friends
and relatives about how much Teddi had eased their minds and their
workloads when it came to their nuptials, and all of a sudden, she
was getting a dozen calls a month from strangers offering to pay
her if she’d help them organize their weddings. She somehow managed
to work her regular job at a print company and plan weddings
on the side. The best part wasn’t even the money, though that was a
definite bonus—it was that she enjoyed it. No, that was a lie. She
loved it. She loved spreadsheets and phone contacts and the
relationships she’d begun to develop with vendors. Teddi was made
to run the show, to be in charge. It’s what she did best. Then one
night, after finishing up her umpteenth wedding, she and her
girlfriend at the time sat down with her father the CPA, and they
hashed out a plan. Teddi would quit her job and open her own
business.

That’s how Hopeless Romantic was born.

Not many wedding planners had actual storefronts,
but Teddi was very successful, had a sterling reputation and five
stars on Yelp. In fact, for a while she’d had three storefronts in
three different areas…

Nope. Nope, not going there right now.

It was a mantra and she used it. A lot. But it
worked. Her brain diverted from its path and looked for an
alternate direction. In a display of perfect timing, the phone
rang, and she snatched it up before Preston even got close.

“Hopeless Romantic wedding planning, this is Teddi.
How can I help you today?”


Chapter Two

A little late.

That was going on her tombstone, Leah Scott was sure
of it. Beloved daughter, wonderful sister, always a little
late. Her tardiness used to drive her family and friends kind
of crazy, but at some point, they’d mostly gotten used to it.

I’m going in. Get here!

She could almost hear the panic in her little sister
Kelly’s voice as she read the text and checked her watch. The
appointment was for four o’clock and it was barely four fifteen.
She pulled her Lexus into a parking spot three doors down and
across the street from Hopeless Romantic, the wedding planning
place that Kelly had talked nonstop about for longer than Leah
could even remember. She’d been so thrilled to get an appointment
with Theodora Baker, the owner, the woman Kelly called the
“brilliant mind behind the fantastic designs all over Pinterest.”
She’d gone on and on about the colors and the hanging muslin and
the tablescapes and the unique flower arrangements, all of them
coming from the incredibly creative mind of Ms. Baker. Leah had
spent the past too many months nodding and smiling and working hard
to keep her eyes from glazing over as her sister went on. And on.
And on. Interestingly, she’d said at one point, Ms. Baker used to
have three locations across the city, but two had closed within the
last two years or so and now there was only the one Kelly had been
stalking. She’d been following Ms. Baker’s work for nearly three
years, since the moment she realized Dylan was The One and she
would marry him. Leah had been instructed to periodically check
Kelly’s own Pinterest board, which was an enormous array of designs
and dresses and locations and food, all the things she wanted for
her own wedding. Which would take place in exactly eleven months,
one week, and three days.

Not that Leah was counting.

Except of course, she was. Because while Kelly’s
intensity around her wedding slowly grew in strength—and annoyance,
if she was being honest—it didn’t matter. Kelly could be as intense
as she wanted and Leah wouldn’t mind at all. No, she couldn’t be
happier. Her baby sister had found the love of her life, and that
was the most beautiful thing in the world. She’d look at all the
Pinterest boards and flower varieties and tablecloths Kelly wanted
her to. This was a big deal—a huge deal—and Leah was
thrilled to be a part of it all.

Where are you?! Another text.

“I’m not even that late,” she muttered as she
grabbed her purse, got out of her car, and took in the place. The
storefront was neat and classy, with Hopeless Romantic Wedding
Planning scrolled in elegant gold lettering on the glass over
the top of an absolutely breathtaking window display. Well, that
Baker woman was certainly showing why she was the most expensive
planner so far.

With a shrug, she crossed the street and pushed
through the door.

“There she is.” Kelly’s voice hit Leah just before
the lovely smell of—was it lilacs?—did. Her gaze followed the sound
to her left where Kelly sat with a brunette who had such an instant
effect on Leah, she couldn’t move. My God… Her heart began
to gallop. Any and all moisture left her mouth until her tongue
stuck to its roof. She blinked way too much. And she just stood
there as if her feet had grown roots. Stared.

Put together was probably how most people would
describe Ms. Baker, at least that’s what Leah thought. Elegant.
Classy, maybe in her early forties, and a little intimidating
because of the combination. Her features were very dark—dark hair
that fell a little past her shoulders and looked like she’d used a
wide curling iron on it; the darkest brown eyes Leah had ever seen,
accented by liner and mascara that only increased their intensity;
super tan skin. She wore a simple black skirt that ended just above
her knees and a creamy ivory lightweight sweater with a low
neckline and three small gold buttons decorating the front.

She did things to Leah. On a physical level. Weird
things. Weirdly sexy things. What in the world was going on with
her?

“Teddi Baker, meet my eternally late sister, Leah
Scott.”

Kelly’s words unstuck her somehow, thank the good
Lord above. Leah tried to shake off the strange feeling that had
rendered her paralyzed. Move your feet, Leah. Stop acting like a
weirdo. Hand outstretched, she put on her best professional
face and crossed to the table. “I’m so sorry I’m late.”

“It’s great to meet you,” said the woman through
full pink lips that shined with a hint of gloss, and her grip was
firm, her hand soft and warm. Teddi held on a little longer than
necessary, with her hand as well as with her eye contact, and Leah
was totally okay with both.

What is happening?

A loudly cleared throat. Leah’s gaze shifted to
Kelly, whose eyes were slightly wider than usual, and she used them
to gesture to a chair. Leah sat.

For the next half hour, the three of them talked
weddings. Colors, designs, venues, food, music. Leah was no
stranger to what went into planning a wedding, but she’d never been
smack dab in the middle of it like she was with Kelly. It was
daunting, yes, but she’d never seen her little sister so happy, her
hazel eyes constantly bright, her radiant smile part of everyday
life now, and if helping Kelly pay for the wedding of her dreams
was going to keep her that way, Leah was all for it. Their parents
had little money. Well, their mother had little money. Their father
had some but was by no means wealthy, and Kelly didn’t have a ton
of interest in asking for his help. He’s never been there for
us. Why would I expect him to start now? was her very valid
reasoning.

Bright. Excited. A little fidgety in her chair. All
being displayed by Kelly as they talked. Yeah, this was the planner
for her. Leah could feel it. They’d seen three others, none of whom
had impressed Leah a whole lot, though Kelly liked one of them
quite a bit, but Hopeless Romantic was going to be the one.

“So,” Teddi said as she wrapped up her pitch and
slid a pale pink folder toward Kelly. Teddi smiled, and Jesus,
Mary, and Joseph, the dimples. Leah swallowed hard. “Why
don’t you take this information home, look it over. Talk with your
sister.” Teddi’s gaze shifted her way, and her eyes were the
darkest Leah had ever seen. She was pretty sure she could get lost
in them. “Check out the gallery on our website—see what we’ve done.
It’s a great way to pick up ideas. Then give me a call or shoot me
a text and let me know what you think.”

None of that will be necessary. Leah almost
said it out loud but was able to stifle it under a grin. Kelly was
practically vibrating in her seat, and Leah stood, hoping Kelly
would follow so she could stop wiggling around like a five-year-old
on too much sugar. She did, bouncing up as if the chair had ejected
her.

“I will.” Smile wide, energy high, Kelly held out a
hand and shook Teddi’s. “Thank you so much. I’ll definitely be in
touch.”

Teddi let go of Kelly’s hand and turned to Leah. “I
hope to see you again soon.” Teddi was a couple inches taller than
her, and those dark eyes captured hers, held them, as Leah put her
hand in Teddi’s and didn’t want to let go.

“Same,” was the only word Leah could manage to push
out.

Kelly held herself in check until they were out of
the shop, across the street, and standing next to her car. Once
there, she squealed in delighted excitement, hands fisted as she
bounced on the balls of her feet.

“Well, you managed to last seventeen seconds out the
door,” Leah teased.

“Oh my God, I love her so much.”

“Not news,” Leah said with a grin.

“I want to hire her.” This time, Kelly was tentative
and uncertain. “I know she’s more than the others…”

Leah swore she could see dollar signs floating above
Kelly’s head. Yeah, this was going to cost her. But she didn’t
care. Kelly deserved it. “Doesn’t matter. You’re worth it.”

Another squeal of delight and Kelly was in Leah’s
arms, hugging her like she used to when they were kids. It didn’t
happen often now. After all, Kelly was a grown woman of thirty-one
and Leah was disturbingly close to forty. But that didn’t mean she
couldn’t remember being eleven and carrying three-year-old Kelly
around, teaching her, protecting her. She was tiny then and she was
tiny now—only five one. Granted, Leah was not tall by any means,
but at five three and a half, she was still the Big Sister in every
way. She closed her eyes and held tightly, waiting until Kelly let
go first.

“Thank you so much. I’m going to go through this and
do some more online searching. I’ve already been through their
whole gallery, but I didn’t want to say so and look like a crazy
stalker of some kind.”

“You let me know when you’ve set up the next
appointment, and I’ll be here.”

“I bet you will,” Kelly said, her voice laced with a
teasing tone.

Leah raised her eyebrows in question.

“Mm-hmm. Don’t play dumb with me. I saw the way you
were looking at her.”

Leah clenched her teeth and made a face. “Not so
subtle after all, huh?”

“Please. I know you better than anybody.”

“True.” Leah opened the car door for Kelly to slide
into the driver’s seat.

“Not that I can blame you. That woman is
hot.”

Leah felt her eyes go wide. “Oh my God, right?”

“Maybe she plays on your team.”

“Her? A woman who plans weddings for straight girls?
I don’t think so.” But she’d certainly felt something from
Teddi. Some kind of signal? Pheromones? Leah was by no means an
expert in the ways of women dating women, but she knew when a woman
might be into her. And Teddi Baker had sure given off that
vibe.

Kelly hit her hip with a playful smack. “She does
gay weddings, too, pessimist.”

“Yeah?” That was new information. Leah let it roll
around in her head and find a comfy spot.

“Yes.” Kelly buckled her seat belt. “Go, before you
get run over standing there with my door open.” She made a shooing
motion. “I’ll text you later.”

Leah shut the car door, and moved around the car up
onto the sidewalk, watched Kelly pull into traffic and drive away.
Hands shoved into the pockets of her black wool coat, she stood
there for a moment, her head a jumble of emotions. Love and
happiness for her sister. Financial logic regarding the expenses to
come. Arousal around Ms. Teddi Baker…Yeah, that was the biggest
one.

She cast a glance across the street toward Hopeless
Romantic, and her breath hitched as she saw Teddi standing in the
window. The second their eyes met, Teddi looked down at the table
in the window display and fixed one of the place settings, adjusted
a few things, then hurried out of sight.

Leah grinned, then lowered her head against the
chilly breeze that had picked up, and headed up the street to her
car.

 


* * *

 


“Teddi Baker? Hmm.” Tilly Scarsdale scrunched up her
nose and furrowed her brow as she looked into her phone and at
Leah. Her thinking face. “It sounds vaguely familiar, but I can’t
place her.”

It was late. Not late late, but after
midnight and later than Leah should be up. She made it a rule to
try to get at least six hours of sleep each night if she could, but
tonight? Wired. Utterly, completely wide awake. Like she’d had an
espresso or five before giving up on the rom-com she was watching
and heading to her bedroom.

“Yeah, she didn’t ring a bell for me either. I mean,
it’s not like I know every lesbian in the city, and I don’t even
know if she’s gay. But she was definitely feeling it, so I thought
maybe she plays on your team.” Leah lifted the glass of
Cabernet she’d carried down the hall to the bedroom with her, and
took a sip, felt the wine’s warmth as it hit her system.

“I don’t know all the bi or genderfluid women in the
city either. Sadly.”

“Yeah.”

“But I can ask around. Who knows? Maybe I’ll meet
that certain someone.” Tilly said the last two words in a dreamy,
breathy voice.

Leah squinted at the screen of her phone and feigned
suspicion. “Are you trying to get out of our pact, missy?”

Tilly let out an exaggerated gasp of horror. “How
dare you?”

“I’m just saying, I’m going to be forty not long
after Kelly’s wedding. Almost a year from now. And then we’ll both
be forty, and you promised that if we were both unpartnered by the
time we hit forty, we’d get married. Don’t you dare back out
now.”

“I would never.” Tilly went off screen but kept
talking, and Leah could picture her very tall, very androgynous
form changing into her pajamas. “We still have a whole year to find
our persons, right?”

“Right.”

“Don’t give up, babe. She’s out there.”

“Yeah, yeah.” Leah sipped again, reached out to pet
Lizzie, who was rolled into a feline ball next to her, purring as
loud as Leah’s vibrator. She stroked the soft tiger-striped gray
fur once, went a little too close to the off-limits underbelly
area, and got a claw swipe for her trouble. “Ow, Lizzie, be nice to
your mommy.”

“That cat is evil,” Tilly said, returning to the
screen in a blue-and-white-striped pajama top that buttoned down
the front. “Only too happy to bite the hand that feeds her.”

“She is not evil. She’s just particular and is in
charge of her own life. Huh, honey?” She made kissy sounds toward
her cat, who paid her zero attention. “That’s why I named her
Elizabeth Bennet.”

“She’s the devil. And that’s why I renamed
her Lizzie Borden. She’s gonna kill you in your sleep one of these
nights.”

“Pssh.” Leah waved her off, turned her focus back to
the FaceTime call. “I love your Mike Brady pj’s, by the way. Are
there matching pants?”

“Is that a real question? Of course there are.”
Tilly moved her phone so Leah could see the striped bottoms.
“You’re just jealous.”

“I totally am.” Which was a lie because Leah
couldn’t imagine sleeping in so many clothes. An old Coca-Cola
T-shirt and bikinis made up her sleeping attire, and only because
it was chilly in the house tonight. Chances were, they’d end up on
the floor before morning. She’d get annoyed and feel tangled and
trapped and strip them off in the wee hours. It happened more often
than not.

They chatted for another ten minutes about cases
they were each working on before signing off with a promise to text
the next day.

Leah plugged her phone into its charger and set it
on the nightstand. Tilly was her touchstone, helped ground her when
she felt like she was floating off into the ether. And she’d
definitely felt that today, though it had taken her by complete
surprise. Next to nothing. That’s what she knew about Teddi Baker.
But damn if that woman hadn’t run through her brain, messing things
up, disorganizing the organization she depended on. She really
needed to focus on important things.

“Like, oh, I don’t know…my job, maybe?”

Outside, the wind picked up, newly fallen leaves
rustling along the pavement, clicking softly against the windows.
Leah slid into bed. Sheets cool and soft, comforter just heavy
enough. Might be time to dig out the flannel set. Winter
would arrive in no time, and she tried to concentrate on that, the
weather, which turned out to be laughable. Impending snowflakes and
upcoming holidays were quickly replaced with much more pleasant
things.

Like dark, dark eyes, olive skin, and dimples.


Chapter Three

“So, the DiMarco-Jensen wedding is Saturday, right?”
Harlow McCann bit into her cheeseburger and hummed her delight.

Teddi nodded, stabbed a chunk of cucumber and a
tomato from her salad, and tried not to let her cheeseburger envy
show.

“Just get the burger next time.” Harlow shot her a
wink. Harlow was her best friend and the most confident, cheerful
person Teddi had ever met. Harlow loved life and everything about
it. Gusto—Harlow was the epitome of it, and Teddi envied her more
than she cared to admit. To herself or anybody else.

“That,” Teddi said, waving her fork up and down to
indicate Harlow’s black floral-print dress and black leather
jacket, “is fabulous, by the way. What I wouldn’t give for half
your fashion sense.”

“Please, you always look amazing. You’re
sophisticated. I can’t pull off sophisticated. I have to settle for
edgy.”

She did it well, there was no denying it. Edgy.
Trendy. Hip. Harlow was all those things. Teddi always took mental
notes but just didn’t have the same level of style as her BFF.
“How’s Rashim?” Harlow and Rashim had been her very first clients,
their wedding simple and beautiful.

“My boo is great. Working too much, but that’s
nothing new.” Something passed over Harlow’s face then. If she
hadn’t known her so well, Teddi wouldn’t have caught it.

“What’s up?”

Harlow sighed, sipped her Sprite. “I’m just a little
annoyed by everybody asking us when we’re going to start a family.
Even my mom. Especially his mom. It’s been almost ten
years. Where are my grandchildren?” Harlow did a perfect
Pakistani accent when imitating her mother-in-law.

“You guys don’t want kids.”

“I know that. He knows that. Nobody
else seems to even consider that as a possibility.” She groaned,
then waved a hand. “Talk about something else. Please. How’s my
boyfriend, Preston, the beautiful, beautiful hunk of a man?”

Teddi sipped her drink and grinned at the familiar
question. “He’s good.”

“Still gay, huh?”

“Afraid so. Also, you’re married.”

“Listen, I have fantasies. You can’t stop me.
They’re totally allowed.”

“They are.” God, she loved how Harlow could make her
laugh. Shifting gears, she said, “I got a new client last week.
Wedding’s next September.”

“Oh, good. And not a last-minute one. Nearly a year.
That’s a nice change.”

“Right? I meet with her again this Friday. I’ll give
her your card.” Harlow was a photographer and a damn good one.
Teddi sent all her clients Harlow’s way, and not one had ever been
dissatisfied. Not in ten years. “Her name is Kelly, and she came in
with her big sister, Leah.”

Harlow popped a French fry into her mouth and nodded
as she chewed.

“She seems to hold at least some of the purse
strings,” Teddi said.

“The sister?”

“Mm-hmm. Kelly seemed to run things by her, looked
to her for approval. I don’t know what she does for a living, but
she didn’t seem to be worried about what I might charge. I wonder
if it’ll be different as things progress. Whether it’ll be an
issue.”

“With the sister.” Amusement. Teddi detected
it in Harlow’s tone immediately.

Teddi swallowed. “Yes.” Felt herself flush.

“You’re blushing.” Harlow took another bite of her
burger. Satisfaction was all over her face. Harlow knew her well.
Too well. “Spill.”

“Damn it.” Teddi hung her head for a second, annoyed
at her apparently fantastic impression of a piece of glass. Harlow
saw right through her.

“You have a thing for the sister.” Again with the
amusement, the self-satisfaction.

“Shut up. You don’t know everything.”

Harlow grinned widely. “I know you have a thing for
the sister.”

“You annoy me.”

“It’s my life’s work. Now tell me all about her.”
Elbows propped on the table, hands clasped near her chin, body
leaning forward, Harlow was settled in.

Teddi blew out a breath, resigned, and sat back in
her chair. “There’s nothing to tell, really. I mean, we spent about
half an hour together.”

“But she affected you if you’re still thinking about
her a week later, yeah?”

“She did.” She really, really did. Teddi
didn’t add that part. Didn’t add how she’d watched Leah walk Kelly
to her car or how she’d kept watching until Kelly had driven away
and Leah had turned toward the shop. Had she seen her? Teddi had
done a terrible job of pretending she’d been in the window to fix
the display. No way was she going to tell Harlow that. “So, I
stared at her when she left. I stood in my own window like a
stalker and stared.” Teddi closed her eyes in defeat. It was
impossible to hide things from Harlow. Impossible.

“She must be hot.” Harlow’s grin said she was
enjoying this way too much.

“Stop grinning like that.” Torn between shame and
humor, Teddi reached for the glass on the table, turned it slowly
with her fingers.

“I’m sorry.” Harlow’s tone said she was, as did her
reach across the table and the way she squeezed Teddi’s forearm.
“It’s just been a really long time since I’ve seen you notice
anybody. It makes me happy, that’s all.” Once Teddi let herself
smile, relief crossed Harlow’s face. “What does she look like?”

That face was not hard to recall. It had invaded
Teddi’s mind and stayed there for days. “She’s blond, hair just
past her shoulders. And I’ve never seen eyes so green, my God. They
were intense. Deep. She’s a little shorter than me. She was in a
suit, so she must be some kind of businesswoman.”

“Pants or a skirt?”

“Pants. And pumps. Black pantsuit with black pumps
and white shirt underneath with tiny black
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