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This is for the girls . . .

Praise for Singletini
“Take one shot of shopaholic, one jigger of wedding planner, and one dash of pure fun, mix it all together and you’ve got Singletini, the coolest thing to hit chick-fic since cosmos and mojitos!”
—LAUREN BARATZ-LOGSTED, 
author of A Little Change of Face and The Thin Pink Line
 
“Fresh, flirty, and oh-so-much fun, Singletini is a fantastic beach book. Amanda Trimble captures the zany highs and lows of the singles scene with pitch-perfect humor and style. A classic romantic comedy served up with a delicious twist.”
—JOHANNA EDWARDS, national bestselling author of
The Next Big Thing and Your Big Break 
 
“Tart yet sweet, Amanda Trimble’s Singletini is a delicious read, the ultimate chick lit bonbon!”
—JOSIE BROWN,
author of True Hollywood Lies
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SIN•GLE•TI•NI
n 1: A curious type of female typically found living in urban settings; possessing an unusual, some would say deathly, fear of growing up and getting married 2: Informal One who is single, having experienced her fair share of martini hangovers and painfully awkward what’s-your-name-again conversations that tend to occur in the wee morning hours 3: Slang Rare exotic butterfly, known to be highly social, with a select few even possessing talents in the ancient art form of matchmaking syn: MATCHER, MARRIAGE BROKER, SOCIAL ESCORT, LOVE LIAISON, GODDESS OF LOVE, CUPID, WINGWOMAN
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Chapter 1
OH. MY. GOD. What the . . .?
My heart thumps wildly as I snatch a City Girls magazine off a Lincoln Park newsstand. I clutch the glossy little weekly in horror as my eyes zero in on the headline: WINGWOMAN BARES ALL.
Shitty! It can’t be.
Chills prickle down my spine as I rip off my Diesel sunglasses to take a closer look. The mortifying picture just below the headline is every girl’s worst nightmare. And it’s right smack on the cover of the dishiest, most well-read social magazine in Chicago.
A butt photo.
Yep. There it is—a way-too-big snapshot of a girl’s flouncy white miniskirt tucked into a lacy pink thong, her pearly white butt peeking out for the entire world to see.
I clap a hand over my gaping mouth. This can’t be happening. It just can’t be. I mean, that girl in the picture? It’s . . . well . . . it’s . . .
ME.
My cheeks flush feverishly as I inspect every inch of my high-resolution butt. Hands shaking. Head pounding. Panic. Panicky. Panicking. I mean, this is humiliating. This is a nightmare. This is . . .
Aaack! Is that cellulite? I squint hard, slowly turning the magazine right, then left. It is! I can’t believe this. I close my eyes in pure torture.
Just then, a gaggle of girls struts past. They spot the picture from four feet away and immediately huddle around the newsstand. Their squeals of laughter hurt my ears.
“Look!” one girl shrieks, pointing. “That’s hilarious. Can you imagine?”
“Eww!” another girl hisses. “Her ass is droopy. ”
I whip around, shoving on my sunglasses and pulling up my puffy black North Face vest all the way to my ears. Tears well up as I glare down at the photo. At least you can’t see my face. Someone is bound to find out, though. Aren’t they? They’ll recognize my outfit or my blond hair or something. I’ll be discovered. I, Victoria Hart, will forever be known as the girl in the butt photo!
I need to get home—fast. Stuffing the magazine under my arm, I rush back to my apartment a few blocks away.
Damn my job.
Damn that reporter.
Damn last night.
Why do these things always happen to me? I mean, the night started off sooo wonderfully. You know . . . kind of. At least I thought so. (Okay. Okay. Maybe it was a tad shaky. But that’s totally understandable. Right? It was my first night on the job!) Hmph. Maybe I should see what you think . . .
THERE WE ARE, flying down Lake Shore Drive in a sleek black SUV limo with the tinted windows rolled down, moon-roof open, and our hair flipping all around. Just me, two other wingwomen, and a City Girls magazine reporter. It’s a gorgeous April night. Crisp and cool. There are dark foamy waves from Lake Michigan crashing to the left and the Chicago skyline sparkling to the right. I gaze out the window at the Hancock Building as I nervously sip my bubbly champagne and try to remain calm.
Tonight I’m training to be a wingwoman. And I’ll admit it, I’m freaking out. I have no clue what I’m doing. None. I mean, I went through wingwoman training and everything, but tonight is for real. Tonight I’m actually meeting clients and trying my best to hook them up with all the hot girls they’re interested in.
I’m completely nervous. And it doesn’t help that this stupid  City Girls reporter is going undercover with us tonight to see if this new dating revolution actually works. I don’t even know what I’m doing yet and he’ll be analyzing my every move.
Oh God. I bite my lip. What if I screw up? What if . . .
Okay. I just need to relax. Everything will be fine. I take another sip of my champagne and glance over at the two other wingwomen. I barely even know them, but they seem nice enough, I guess.
There’s Lexi, the Tyra Banks wannabe. She’s a total diva— decked out in shiny gold everything and currently on her cell phone fighting with her agent in L.A. Something about a toothpaste ad? I don’t know. Whatever it is, Lexi is livid and keeps screaming, “No fucking way! Tyra wouldn’t be caught dead.”
And then there’s Redd, a strawberry blond babe in a skimpy red skirt and shockingly tall black boots. She’s a self-proclaimed gold digger. Rough and tough in every way, with a set of pricey double Ds proudly stuffed into a black sequined top.
I eye my nonexistent cleavage self-consciously.
Anyway, I guess these two girls are the pros. They’ve been wingwomen since the very beginning, ever since Chicago Wingwoman opened its office down on State Street by Marshall Field’s about a year ago. And they’re supposed to be showing me the ropes tonight.
“Oh yeah? Well, fuck you!” Lexi suddenly shouts, snapping her cell phone shut and tossing it into her gold hobo bag. “Hmph. Minty fresh my ass!” she huffs as she steals a flute of champagne from the limo bar and downs the entire thing. “Look at me!” she bellows to no one in particular. “I have an amazing body. I should be doing Victoria’s fucking Secret.”
That’s when Jay, the City Girls reporter, pulls out his spiral notebook and silver voice recorder. “Can I ask you girls a couple of questions before we get to the bar?” he asks.
“Shoot,” Redd says, fluffing her strawberry blond hair.
Lexi gives Jay an evil stare, but shrugs. And I nod, trying my best to appear cool and confident like the other girls.
“Great.” Jay grins, peeling off his suede sports coat. He clicks on the recorder. “Since we don’t have a lot of time, let’s get straight to it. Tell me. Why did you girls become wing women? Because it’s fun? Because you get paid to party?”
“Screw that. I’m in it for a husband,” Redd rasps, lighting a cigarette. “A rich one.”
“Don’t be stupid. You know we can’t date clients,” Lexi snaps, lowering her gold glittery eyelashes at Redd. “Talk about  desperate.”
“Speak for yourself, prissy pants.” Redd laughs heartily, taking a long drag and blowing out a white puff of smoke. “I don’t care what management says. They’re crazy if they think I’d pass up an eligible bachelor with a fat wallet. Forget that! He’s mine. Finders keepers.”
Jay scribbles in his spiral notebook, then turns to me. “Okay. So. What about you? It’s Victoria, right?”
I nod, shifting uncomfortably in the leather seats. “Um . . . I don’t know. I guess I like being a matchmaker. I always have.” I wrinkle my nose, realizing how naive and dreamy I must sound. But it’s true! I’ve always played matchmaker for all my friends. First there was Julia and Kevin. Then Gwynn and Bryan. I mean, I’m really good at setting people up. And, well, that’s what being a wingwoman is all about. Right? I was born to do this job.
“How cute.” Lexi smirks, batting those eyelashes again.
“Oh Vicky, doll!” Redd coughs and slaps her knee. “You’re cracking me up. I almost bought that bullshit. You’re good. Really good .”
“Sounds like you’re very dedicated.” Jay smiles, ignoring the others. “How long have you been a wingwoman?”
“Um . . . actually it’s my first night,” I say. “These girls are showing me how it’s done.”
Redd yanks up her black sequined top and lets out a huge, “Hell yeah!” She holds up her champagne in cheers. “It’s gonna be a real good night.”
“To a good night!” Everyone whoops and clinks glasses. Well, everyone except Lexi. She’s already on her cell phone again.
As we pull up to Fulton Lounge in the trendy West Loop meatpacking district, I can already hear the gyrating music thumping onto the streets. This is the city’s new ultra-hip neighborhood, filled with cool brick lofts, art galleries, and loads of chic lounges, restaurants, and clubs. Our driver runs around and opens the limo door.
“Ready?” Redd grins, a fresh cigarette dangling from her lower lip.
“I think so,” I say, taking a deep breath and dabbing on some sheer pink lip gloss.
Jay is already on the sidewalk, snapping photos as we climb out of the car. We squeeze our way through the designer crowd milling around outside, blue spotlights flickering all around our heads. I guess the clients are meeting us at the door. They have our pictures, so they’ll find us. All we know is that they’re businessmen from Texas with a lot of cash to throw around.
“I bet that’s them,” Lexi hisses, pointing a slick red fingertip at a pack of cowboys looking outrageously out of place among all the hipsters.
Redd stamps out her cigarette and nudges us toward them. “Hee-haw, ladies! Let’s get after it.”
Suddenly an arm sweeps around the four of us. It’s attached to an enormous, red-cheeked man with a five-gallon cowboy hat and an expensive white suit.
“Howdy there!” he hollers. “I’m Max. Are you gals our wingla dies for the night?”
“That’s us,” we say in unison.
“Boy, ya’ll sure are a sight for sore eyes.” Max tips his big white hat. “Meet the boys,” he says, waving over the crew of cowboys. And suddenly we’re surrounded by boots, blue jeans, and big ol’ belt buckles. I can barely keep up with all their names. Billy, Clint, Austin, Luke, and . . . is it Dusty?
The girls decide they should take three clients each and I should stay with the reporter, so I can watch and learn while they do their thing. Lexi leads her Texans past the bouncer and into the glitzy crowd. And Redd flips her strawberry blond hair off her shoulders, hooks arms with Max, and flashes a big, dazzling smile.
“So tell me about your ranch,” Redd purrs sweetly as she makes her way past the doorman. “Is it big?” Her other cowboy clients lag a few steps behind.
Jay turns to me, swinging his sports coat over his shoulder. “Should we grab a seat at the bar?”
We watch as Redd and Lexi work their magic. They flutter around the lounge like social butterflies, a brightly colored martini in one hand and a cowboy in the other. It looks effortless, how they work their way into conversations. How they flirt and laugh. How they casually introduce their clients. It all seems so easy. So natural.
And just look at how happy all the cowboys are! Max is beaming from ear to ear, chatting it up with a gorgeous brunette in a powder-blue slip dress. Lexi and Clint are working their game with a feisty redhead. And the rest of the cowboys are surrounded by six-foot blond models.
All of a sudden, I have an urge to give it a whirl myself. I mean, I can do this! Totally. I’m absolutely giddy with anticipation.
Just then, Redd struts up. “It’s your turn, baby cakes. Show us what you’ve got.”
“Awesome!” I hoot, leaping off the barstool.
Jay looks nervous. “Are you sure you’re ready? Maybe I should go with Redd?”
“I can do it.” I put my hands on my hips, slightly hurt. Why is Jay doubting me? How hard can this be?
“Go get ’em.” Redd gives me a thumbs-up. “I’m gonna grab a drink. Yell if you need backup.”
“Will do.” I beam excitedly. I’m going to be fine, though. Better than fine. Brilliant!
“Let me take a closer look at you,” I say to Jay.
He takes a few steps back, and I carefully eye him up and down. Cute enough. Very stereotypical writer. Tasseled loafers. Levi’s. Rumpled blue oxford. That suede jacket thrown over his shoulder. Let’s see . . .
My professional opinion: we’re going to need someone a tad on the artsy side. Not funky, though. Very well read. Down-to-earth. A nice girl . Hmm . . . I scan the crowd.
Too high maintenance.
Too girlie girl.
Too porn star.
Ooh. Wait a minute . . . there! “What about her?” I point to a cute girl with rosy cheeks, tiny wire-frame glasses, and dark curls flowing all around her face.
Jay wrinkles his nose. “She’s kind of nerdy. I can do better. Don’t you think?”
What? Nerdy! She’s cute. Adorable, actually. Doesn’t Jay realize I’m a trained professional? Hmph. He should trust my judgment. That could be his soul mate! His entire reason for . . .
“What about one of those girls?” Jay points to a pack of Paris Hiltons, all skin and legs. In fact, as I look closer, I’m not entirely sure they even have clothes on.
Gulp.
“Um . . . yeah. Sure.” I scratch my head, suddenly wishing I had downed more than one drink. A little liquid courage might be handy right about now. “Let me go feel out the scene. I’ll be right back.”
As I walk over to the Hiltons, my hands shake and my knees wobble. Okay. I just need to stay calm. Everything’s fine. This is my calling . Get it together, Vic.
I plaster on my best glittery grin and prance right over.
“Hey!” I squeak. The flock of fake eyelashes, heavily lined lips, and big blond hair stares back at me.
Silence.
Um. Okay. This is awkward. Let’s try again. “What’s going on?” I say, a bit louder this time.
More silence.
They all frown.
Wow. Are you kidding me? No wonder guys need a wing woman. These girls are like ice queens. “Don’t you just love this place?” I say, even louder.
“We’re trying to work,” one girl snaps. “Do you mind?”
Thank God.
“ME TOO!” I yowl, practically throwing my arms around them. “This is my first night. Can I just tell you . . . I am sooo  incredibly nervous.”
The Hiltons eye me skeptically. Hmm. They’re probably not used to running into other wing women, that’s all.
“So where are your clients?” I smile, feeling totally relaxed now. I mean, I’m bonding with coworkers. This is so great! I wonder if they know Redd and Lexi? Ooh. Now that I think about it, I should really ask if these girls have pointers for me. They look like they’ve been around the block, um, a few times and . . . “Oh, I’m sorry. Were you saying something?”
“I said that’s who we’re looking for. Clients,” one girl grumbles. “So if you could just . . .”
“You lost them?” I gasp. “I’m so sorry! Can I help? Maybe they’re in the bathroom or something. How awful. Can you get fired for that?”
The Hiltons look at one another strangely and then burst out laughing.
“What’s so funny?” I ask, my eyes growing wide. “Did I say something wrong?”
“Oh, sweetie! We’re working girls.”
RIGHT. OKAY. That didn’t exactly go so well. It wasn’t my fault, though. Jay picked out the prostitutes, not me. How could I have known? It was an honest mistake. The trouble is, things aren’t getting any better. It’s been one painfully awkward attempt after another.
“Oh my God. I love your shoes!”
“Um. You’re blocking my view. Could you move?”
“Wow. Is that a Pucci scarf?”
 “Yeah. So?”
 “Your highlights are amazing.”
“What? It’s my natural color!”
“This is embarrassing. Do you have a tampon?”
“No.”
“Don’t you just love this place?”
 “Vad? Förlåt? Jag förstår inte?”
 
“Tough night?” Redd asks Jay and me later in the evening.
“Awful.” I sigh, my high hopes completely deflated by this point. “What’s wrong with me? You and Lexi made it look so easy.”
“Don’t worry,” Redd rasps. “You’ll get the hang of it.”
Jay jabs me in the ribs. “Hey! What about her? She’s hot.” He points to a gorgeous Asian girl in a white tank top, black miniskirt, and stilettos.
“Sure,” I mumble. “Let me run to the bathroom real quick. Keep an eye on her.”
I stumble into the restroom to regroup. I can’t believe how hard this wing woman stuff is! I thought it would be a snap. You know. Have a few drinks. Laugh. Chat it up with a few gorgeous people. Make an introduction or two. Easy breezy. But people just aren’t interested in talking to random strangers. What am I going to do?
I grab a paper towel and dry my hands. I can’t quit. No! Victoria Hart is not a quitter. I’m going to go out there and show everyone I can do this. Because I can! I just know it. I swing open the bathroom door and walk back into the shrieking laughter and thumping house music with newfound confidence.
As I march over to Jay, I suddenly become very aware that people are staring at me. Hmm? That’s odd. Maybe I have toilet paper stuck to the bottom of my shoe? I stop and peer down at my silver strappy heels. Nope. Nothing.
Good God. People really are staring at me. How rude.
And look, is that girl pointing at me? My cheeks flush feverishly. 
What the . . .?
Actually, she’s laughing at me. Aaack! They are, too!
Wait. Everyone is.
I can feel tears pricking at my eyes. What’s going on?
Redd suddenly comes bounding toward me. “YOUR __IRT!” she screeches.
“What?” I yelp. I can’t hear her over the pulsating music.
Redd yanks the back of my skirt down. “Your skirt,” she says breathlessly. “It was stuck in your thong!”
Oh my God. My heart stops. I whirl around and stare at all the howling faces in horror. People are doubled over in laughter. (Which thong did I wear tonight?! Please let it be a cute one. Please.) The Hiltons are wiping tears away from their eyes. And that’s when I see Jay . . . snapping pictures with his camera.
I can’t believe him. I run over and rip the camera out of Jay’s hands. “WHAT ARE YOU DOING?” I shriek.
“Hey! Give me that camera back!” Jay yells, dropping his spiral notepad and pencil. “I’m not going to print anything. Swear. What kind of guy do you think I am?”
“You’re a jerk,” Redd growls at Jay, then races after me. But I’m already pushing my way toward the door.
I’m MORTIFIED. (And really, ree-eally praying I didn’t wear that grungy old blue thong with the hole in it.)
I clack down the stairs of Fulton Lounge, tears flooding down my cheeks. I just want to go home. I dump Jay’s camera in a trash can and stumble into a cab. As we pull onto Halsted Street, I sink back into the dark sticky seats. And right as I’m about to shut my eyes, I pull up my white skirt just enough to see my thong. (Pink G-string. Calvin Klein. Very cutesy. Thank God.) My eyes flutter shut.
What a night. I have to be honest. I don’t know about this whole wingwoman thing. It’s not how I imagined the job at all. I mean, I wasn’t using any of my matchmaking skills.
How did I get myself into this?
I rest my head on the cool cab window and let my mind float back. I guess it all started about a week ago with that one phone call. THE NEWS THAT CHANGED EVERYTHING. I mean, I knew my friend’s life was going to change forever. But little did I know mine would change, too. How could I have predicted that life as a singletini would never be the same?

Chapter 2
WHEN I GET THAT CALL, I know something’s up. I just know it. Gwynn never calls late on a Sunday night. Ever.
“I’M ENGAGED!” she squeals as soon as I pick up my cell phone.
No hi.
No nothing.
I nearly drop the phone. “Are you kidding? Oh my God.  Tell me you’re kidding.” I can feel the blood rushing to my neck and cheeks. And I seriously think I might pass out.
I hear Gwynn laughing at the other end of the line.
“This isn’t funny,” I gasp, clutching my stomach. “I . . . I can’t breathe. I mean, what? You’re engaged? Are . . . are you sure?”
“Yes, I’m sure!” Gwynn shrieks. “Bryan proposed last night at Blackbird.”
“Wow,” I say, shaking my head in disbelief. I’m stunned. I mean, I know I set them up after college and everything, but I haven’t been so sure about them lately. They’ve been fighting a lot. Mostly about Bryan’s mom. She desperately wants him to move back to New York and Gwynn wants no part of it. None. And, well, I swore I wouldn’t say a word, but Julia and Kimmie—our other two best friends—spotted Bryan getting cuddly with his old East Coast girlfriend, Kaitlyn, a few weeks ago. Yeah. I KNOW. And now he wants to marry Gwynn? I was expecting a breakup call, not this. It doesn’t make any sense.
“Isn’t this so super exciting?” Gwynn bubbles away. “Oh Vic—and the ring! It’s amazing. You’re going to die. I picked it out a few months ago. But . . . shh. Don’t tell anyone. I want Bryan to get all the credit.”
Wait a minute.
My ears perk up. Did she say ring? Gwynn never told me she went ring shopping!
“What does it look like?” I ask, my stomach suddenly fluttering with excitement. Don’t get me wrong. I’m still not sure if this wedding thing is a good idea or not, but who doesn’t want to hear about diamonds?
“I love, love, love it!” she squeals. “It’s absolutely perfect. Super simple and super big!”
“It sounds amazing!” I gush, already wondering how much it was. It had to be ridiculously expensive if Gwynn picked it out. I mean, she grew up with an entire silver place setting in her mouth! Of course I’d never ask. That’s so inappropriate. But . . .
Well? We are good friends . . .
(No. No. Don’t do it.)
It’s just a question. It’s not like she has to tell me if she doesn’t want to . . .
(Don’t do it!)
“How much was it?” I blurt. Aaack! What’s wrong with me? I’m terrible. Do I have no self-control?
“Mmm . . . I think it was, like, fifty or sixty? Something like that.”
“Thousand?!” I cough. That’s almost twice my yearly salary!
“Yeah. Hello! It’s a Harry Winston.”
“Oh. Right. Absolutely,” I say, trying desperately not to show my surprise. I mean, seriously. Shut up! A Harry Winston? Isn’t that the ring they give away on The Bachelor? Hollywood stars wear Harry Winston. And even they usually just borrow those sparkly boulders for Oscar night.
Gwynn keeps talking and talking—telling me all about how she really, ree-eally wants a September wedding and on, and on, and . . .
Wait . . . what? SEPTEMBER? That’s not even five months away!
“Fall weddings are gorgeous. Don’t you think?” Gwynn chatters. “It’s still warm out. Not too hot. And it’s so pretty with the leaves changing. I’m thinking the Lincoln Park Zoo. What do you think? Too overdone? I don’t know about all those stinky animals, though. Eww. I’ll have to think about it. Anyway.” Gwynn sighs. “I’m so excited! Can you believe I’m actually engaged? I have a wedding to plan now. I have a fiancé!”
Once we hang up, I sit down on the corner of my bed in shock. This is not good. Not good at all. What if all those rumors are true? I’d feel terrible. I set them up. I’d be partially responsible.
I have such a bad feeling about this. And . . . okay, fine . . . it’s not only because of Bryan.
I’ll admit it. What . . . what does this mean for me? Gwynn is going to be a W-I-F-E. Part of a legally bound couple. Where will the rest of us girls fit in?
I know. I know. I sound incredibly selfish. I should be pelted with a thousand bags of that songbird-safe rice you toss at all the newlyweds. What’s wrong with me? Don’t I want Gwynn to live happily ever after?
I do. I really, really do. I want that for all four of us. But right now? We’re having so much fun! Living it up in Chicago and being singletinis. We even made a pact.
It was our senior year at the University of Illinois. The night before we graduated. Gwynn, Kimmie, Julia, and I decided we had to go out big. We ended up at Kam’s (where else?)—home of the drinking Illini and home to some of our best college memories. We danced and drank all night, and eventually made our way to the Quad around daybreak. It was so calm and peaceful. It felt like the entire campus was ours. We lay on our backs in the fresh-cut grass, gazing up at the lavender sky. We talked about everything that night. Our hopes. Our dreams. We were going to have it all when we moved to Chicago. The jobs. The money. The men. The martini parties. We’d be singletinis, someone said. “Long live the singletinis,” we shouted over and over again, laughing into the sky. “Long live the singletinis . . .”
Ha! And I almost forgot. We even created a new martini the first night we moved to Chicago. (How fun is that?) We lugged home a couple bottles of SKYY and a bunch of ingredients and garnishes, and we mixed and experimented until we came up with the perfect drink. Our drink. The Singletini. Mmm. Speaking of, I could really use one right about now.
I mean, what is going on? What is Gwynn thinking? We’ve only had two years of bliss. (Crazy fun! Well . . . mostly. Everyone dates a few jerks. Right?) I mean, we’re not ready to get engaged yet. Are we? We always said we’d get married later on, when we got older.
Oh dear God. Are we getting old?
“Arghh!” I shriek into a white ruffly bed pillow.
Okay. Calm down. Breathe. It’s not like Gwynn’s moving to the suburbs or anything. (Oh no. No way. Gwynn would never do that. She has scoffed at the suburbs ever since I’ve known her. She always said she’d rather die than become one of those stuffy North Shore ladies.) Right. So getting engaged is not a big deal. People do it all the time. It was bound to happen. Nothing to get freaked out about. It doesn’t mean we’re getting old! Get a grip, Vic.
Armani, my chubby black cat, leaps onto my lap. The tiny silver bells on his collar ting-ting-ting as I scratch behind his ears.
Hmm. What time is it? I’ve got to talk to Kimmie! I dial her number, nervously biting my thumbnail.
Come on. Pick up.
Kimmie’s answering machine flips on. Hey, it’s Kimmie. Leave  a message.
I call Julia and same thing. No answer.
Hmph. Now what?
I should take a bath. Relax. Clear my head. As I run the water, I examine my face in the vanity mirror above the sink. Are we really getting old? I lean in closer and tilt my chin up to get a better angle. There are faint lines at the edges of each eye. (What are those called? Crow’s-feet?) I wrinkle my nose and watch as the annoying little lines deepen.
Eww.
I relax my face, stretch the skin back with my fingertips, and study the reflection. Better. But the lines are still there. Great. I’m prematurely aging. I’ll probably have to get Botox before I’m thirty. And that stuff always looks so fake, anyway.
I step away from the mirror and sigh. At least the rest of my body is in decent shape. I lift up my T-shirt and tap my abs. Okay. Maybe I’m a tad bit softer than I was in college. But overall, not bad. I slowly turn and stand on my tippytoes to see my profile in the mirror. Suck in. Suck in.
At least my stomach is flat. Well, kind of . . .
I exhale sharply and watch in horror as a small (or not so small) pocket of skin forms under my belly button. Aaack!
I have a . . . oh my God.
I have a pooch.
How could I let myself go like this?
I throw myself onto the floor into a flurry of sit-ups. 1-2-3-4. Yes. Oh yes. 5-6-7-8. This is good. 9-10-11. I should do this every day. My abs will be back in shape in no time. 12–13–14. Yeah. I’m not getting old. Who cares if I have a friend who’s engaged. 15–16. Woo. Okay. It’s really starting to burn now. 17 . . . 18. Good God. Are you kidding me? This sucks.
I flop onto my back and groan. Pathetic attempt, Vic. Pathetic. Armani purrs and nudges his furry black head against my calf.
“Not now, Armani.” I bat him out of the way, feeling tears spring to my eyes.
This is a crisis situation on sooo many levels. Why did Gwynn have to go and get engaged?
She’s not ready for this.
I’m not ready for this.

Chapter 3
WHEN I WAKE UP the next morning, something is off. I can just feel it. My bedroom seems a little too warm. A little too bright ...
I roll over and squint at the bedside alarm clock.
Shitty!
I rub my eyes, then check the fuzzy green numbers again.
IT’S TEN O’CLOCK. Oh my God. I was supposed to be at work—an hour ago!
This can’t be happening. It can’t be.
I leap out of bed, ripping off my T-shirt and boxers and flinging them on the floor. What’s wrong with me? How is this happening to me—AGAIN? (Okay. Okay. I might have a teensy-weensy problem with being late. But now is sooo not the time to harp on it!)
What am I going to do?
I can’t go in. Can I?
No. It’s way too late. By the time I throw clothes on and race down to the office, it’ll be almost eleven. Think, Vic. Think.
Should . . . should I call in sick?
No. No. I can’t. I did that last Thursday. That’s the day Kimmie got dumped by Jack the Ass and desperately had to go shopping. She needed me. And okay, Kenneth Cole was having one of their insane one-day sales and I really needed those black kitten-heel boots. I had to be a good friend to Kimmie. I couldn’t let her go shopping alone. Right?
Okay. Okay. I need to focus. I’m standing here naked and I’m supposed to be at work this very instant.
Think.
Hmm. Doctor’s appointment? (No. I used that excuse last Monday.) Grandma died? (Oh no—I don’t have the nerve to bring Gramms into this.) Tell the truth? That I overslept? That I’m freaking out because my friend’s engaged? Because her fiancé might be cheating on her? Because I’m getting old? (Hmm. I’m thinking no to those excuses, too.)
Ooh. Wait a minute.
I have an idea. (Yes. Yes. This is good.) What if I pretend that I marked today off as a vacation day? Pretend I told my boss, Krabby Karen, about it weeks ago? I mean, it’s not my fault if it slipped her mind. (Perfect!) This means I don’t have to call in or show up to work. After all, this was supposed to be my day off. I’ll simply stroll in tomorrow as if everything is completely normal. 
Ha! I’m brilliant. I can’t believe I haven’t thought of this plan before. I patter into the bathroom and turn on the shower. Do-do-do. I’m so pleased with myself I can hardly stand it. Honestly. Way to take a problem and really turn it into a positive. Well done, Vic. Well done. It’s almost a shame I can’t share this news with Krabby Karen. She’s always saying I need to work on my problem-solving skills.
To be honest, I haven’t learned much of anything else from my first postcollege gig. (Well, except how to shop online while making it appear as if I’m analyzing spreadsheets very, very diligently.) I work in computer sales and hate it. Despise it. I thought the professional world would be so different. Filled with expensive designer suits and briefcases. Schmoozy lunches. Super-important meetings with CEOs and head honchos. Me being that “go-to” person. Leading the team in do-or-die situations. Basically people handing me money and asking for my brilliant opinion all the time.
Yeah. Well. I’m definitely the “go-to” person. That is, Krabby Karen’s “go-to” person for coffee, copies, and every other crap job.
“Victoria! Where’s that fax? I need that fax.” “Victoria! Staple these. What? Yes. I mean ALL OF THEM.” “Victoria! Get in here. Are you checking e-mail again?” “Victoria! Go on a Starbucks run. I need a tall skim latte. Now.”  “Victoria! Get your nose out of that City Girls magazine!”  “Victoria! If I catch you on e-mail again, I swear . . .” 
It’s all I hear—Victoria! Victoria! Victoria! It’s so annoying. Once, she actually accused me of putting whole milk in her latte to sabotage her diet. Yeah. I know. The nerve. (Of course, it’s totally true. I did order her whole milk at Starbucks that day. But can you believe she actually called me on it?)
Wait a minute. Why am I wasting my precious day off thinking about Krabby Karen? I should be thinking about something fun. Like what I’m going to do today. Go shopping? Ooh. Grab a mani-pedi over at Maxine? (Ah! My favorite spa in the city. They have the most amazing chocolate mint scrubs and . . . oh, sorry. I’m getting a bit off track here.) Anyway, I could do anything. Lounge around here or run over to Starbucks and read my new City Girls magazine.
(FYI: I’m obsessed with the horoscopes in City Girls magazine. It’s crazy, but I feel like they really speak to me. And they’re always right! Well, except for this week. Those stupid astrologers said I’m in a dry spell with love. Whatever. I’m totally fine. I’m just really busy. You know . . . a lot on my mind.)
God. What a fantastic day this is turning into. And I’ve almost forgotten about the whole Gwynn-being-engaged-thing, too!
See? I barely mentioned it.
I’m blow-drying my hair when the phone rings and I answer it without thinking.
“Victoria! What the hell are you doing?”
Oh my God. It’s Karen.
Why am I so stupid? Why didn’t I check caller ID? I bite my fist. Should . . . should I hang up?
“Hell-LO?” she barks.
Pause.
Pause.
She sighs loudly. “Look. I know you’re there.”
Aaack! How? I whip around, eyeing the corners of my bedroom suspiciously. Is Karen stalking me? I pull my fuzzy pink-and-white-striped bathrobe a little tighter around my chest.
“Victoria, this is ridiculous. You have five seconds to answer me. One . . . two . . .”
“Karen! Hi! Hello!” I spurt at last. “Did you hear that? My phone was acting up. So crazy! Anyway, what can I, um, do for you?” My cheeks are burning hot and I seriously think I might faint.
“Funny,” she snorts. “Your phone isn’t the only one acting up today.”
Okay. Stay calm. Remember the plan. This is your day off, Vic. Your vacation. What’s Karen’s problem?
“I’m sorry? I . . . I don’t understand?” I try to fake innocence, but my voice is shaky.
“I’m calling to see if you’re blessing us with your presence today?” she asks sarcastically.
“On my day off?” I squeak, biting my lip and bracing myself.
Silence.
Fingers crossed. Did she buy it? Oh God. I’m dying here.
Suddenly there’s a rustling sound and then an explosion of . . .
Of laughter?
I can’t believe it. Karen is laughing? She’s seriously laughing at me? No. She can’t be. Perhaps she’s laughing with me? Yes. Perhaps she’s embarrassed for not remembering that today is my day off. And she’s simply chuckling at herself for actually thinking otherwise and disturbing me at home.
Yes. Yes. I’m sure that’s it. Ha-ha! I giggle along with her.
“Oh Victoria. Your work ethic is es—” Karen begins.
Ooh. Ooh. Is she going to compliment me? My work ethic is excellent? Exemplary? I knew it! Karen secretly likes me.
“Especially horrendous,” Karen finishes off in exasperation.
“What?” I blink.
“Oh, you heard me. This is a joke, Victoria. I can’t even get you to come into work on a regular basis.”
“But . . . I took this day off. Don’t you remember?” I ask, my voice wobbling.
“No, Victoria. I don’t remember,” she snorts. “And funny, it’s not marked in my Outlook calendar either.”
“But . . .”
“No buts. I’ve had it with your stunts, Victoria. You’re fired. Do you hear that? Fired.”
What?
My jaw drops. I can’t believe this. She can’t fire me. Can she? This is my vacation day! This is just a big misunderstanding, that’s all. A scheduling error. It’s not my fault!
“I . . . I don’t know what to say. I thought you were pleased with the job I was doing,” I sniff, lifting my chin a bit higher.
“At what?” she roars. “Skipping work? Instant Messaging your friends all day? And honestly, Victoria, do I even need to bring up the Starbucks incident?”
I knew it. This is about the whole milk.
“You have no respect,” Karen continues. “I’ve never seen anything like it. You don’t even try! Sales is hard. Sales is . . .”
Right then, my phone beeps. I have another call.
I shouldn’t take it. Should I? Whatever. I’m already fired.
“Can you hold on a sec?” I ask.
“Oh no! Don’t you dare put me on hold while I’m firing you. Don’t even think . . .” Click.
“Hello?”
“Vic! Oh my God.” Kimmie’s voice explodes through the receiver. “I’ve been trying to get ahold of you! Wait. Why are you at home? Oh, whatever. Have you talked to Gwynn? Unbelievable. Seriously. Unfuckingbelievable! Engaged! Admit it. You think Bryan is cheating on her. Don’t you? I’m telling you, Kaitlyn, baby. Something was going on.”
“Listen. I can’t talk. I think I’m going to get sick.”
“I know. I know. Me, too!” Kimmie wails. “I mean, seriously. Gwynn? Engaged?”
I rub my temples. “No. That’s not what I mean. Let me call you back. Okay?”
“Um . . . hello! Earth to Victoria. Our friend is ENGAGED,” Kimmie bellows. “We need to discuss this. What the hell is wrong with you?”
“I’m sorry,” I say, my voice cracking. “I need to go.”
“Hey, what’s going on?” Kimmie’s voice suddenly softens. “Are you okay?”
“I . . . I don’t know. I think I just got fired.”
I finally get Kimmie off the phone after swearing over and over again that, yes, I am fine. And, no, I don’t want her to send Krabby Karen hate mail. Or hire a hit man. Or do anything else without consulting me first. But thanks for offering.
I flick on the TV, but Karen’s voice keeps ripping through my brain.  “You’re fired, Victoria! You’re fired! You’re fired! You’re  fired!”
My cheeks flush with embarrassment. I can’t believe this. What will I tell my parents? They’ll be so disappointed. I can see Mom now—pursing her coral lips, patting her silver saloncurlered hair, and huffing, “Oh Victoria! How could you? Good people just don’t go around getting fired.”
What am I going to do?
Should I run into work with flowers and balloons? Storm into Krabby Karen’s office and shamelessly beg for my job back? I’d swear to take my sales position more seriously. No more coming in late. No more e-mail. No more yakking on the phone with the girls all afternoon. I’d be the perfect employee. Completely transformed.
Oh God. Even if I did transform, though . . . let’s face the facts. The sales job paid miserably. Mainly because I was so miserable at it. Ugh. I remember when I first interviewed, they said if I worked hard I could make over $100,000 the first year.
Yippee! I was sold.
Thinking back, I probably should have given a tad more thought to my career choice. Okay. Okay. I’ll admit it, I didn’t give it any thought at all. I had no idea what I was getting myself into. None. But at the time, I had dollar signs dancing in my head. I just wanted to get to Chicago ASAP and worry about the details later.
The $100,000 thing turned out to be a total joke (surprise, surprise). I think I barely cleared twenty-five that first year. And I tried. I really did. You know . . . kind of. I mean, it’s boring stuff. Who honestly cares about processors, airports, firewalls, and blah, blah, blah? It’s like reading some awful cryptic code:
Intel® Pentium® 4 Processor w/HT Technology 3.0GHz, 256MB DDR400 SDRAM, 1MB Cache, 800MHz FSB, 52X CD-RW, 80GB hard drive,  10/100/1000 LAN, Microsoft® Windows® XP Professional
Eww. Just the thought of it makes my brain go numb. Forget it. I can’t go back. It was pure torture, sitting at that stupid desk all day. Pretending to care about computers. Pretending like I knew what I was talking about. No. I’m through.
Um . . . and who am I kidding? Krabby Karen would never take me back.
But I won’t have a paycheck anymore. And it’s not like I can go without a job for very long. I have a little money saved up, but not much.
So what do I do now?

Chapter 4
“I CAN’T BELIEVE IT. She actually fired you?” Kimmie yowls, her crazy red curls bouncing all around her head.
“What a bitch.”
Meet Kimmie. She’s every Irish stereotype you’ve ever heard of, all wrapped up into one adorable ball of energy. Loud. Obnoxious. Wild hair. Freckles. Fair skin. (In fact, she won the whitest legs contest in college four years straight.) And since she’s from a huge Southside Chicago family, where you learn to drink before you walk (not really, but close), Kimmie has the astonishing ability to drink obscene amounts of alcohol in one sitting. I adore her.
As soon as Kimmie heard the news, she immediately called Julia and Gwynn for an emergency girl’s meeting that night at Gramercy—our favorite Lincoln Park bar. It’s the best. Very chic. Very in. All white and stainless-steel décor. Funky white egg chairs. And a cascading waterfall behind the bar. It’s definitely a “be seen” kind of place.
“I’m so sorry, Vic,” Julia says softly, her forehead wrinkled with concern. “Are you okay?”
I nod miserably, letting my chin fall into my hands. We’re sitting in one of the back booths tonight, so hopefully no one can see how truly terrible I look.
“We have to do something!” Kimmie bangs her fists on the shiny table. “We have to, well, we have to, like . . . sue.”
“What?” Julia shakes her head, clearly amused. “We can’t sue.”
“Oh yeah? Well, why not Ms. Soon-to-Be-Fancy-Pants Lawyer?” Kimmie demands, jutting out her freckly chin defiantly.
“Because it doesn’t work like that,” Julia says. Did I mention she’s in her second year of law school? “It’s a little thing called at-will employment. Legally, they have the right to terminate Vic at any time for any reason, with or without cause or notice.”
“Blah, blah, blah. Lawyer-speak!” Kimmie cries. “What the hell kind of contract is that?”
“It’s pretty standard,” Julia says matter-of-factly. I watch as Julia throws her long dark waves into a ponytail and pushes up her silver wire-frame glasses. It just kills me how much Julia resembles a fine porcelain doll. Smooth skin. Fluttery lashes. Rosy cheeks. She barely looks real. Let’s just say, she drove all the guys wild when she was growing up in the city and going to all the best prep schools. Her parents never let her date, though. They stressed grades, no goofing around. So it’s no surprise that Julia turned out so serious, so responsible, so calm. (Okay. Yes. She’s basically the exact opposite of me.) She’s not even drinking tonight because she has a big exam tomorrow.
Anyway, as the super-cute waiter with the blond floppy hair (whom we nicknamed Blondie months ago) takes our order and flirts it up with Kimmie, Julia is already mapping out my plan of action.
“I think this is a good thing. I really do,” Julia says. “You hated sales. Now you can find a job you’re really excited about.”
“Like what?” I ask, wriggling my nose. “I’d rather die than take another stuffy desk job. I want something different. Something exciting. Something . . .”
All of a sudden Julia’s eyes light up and she snaps her fingers. “You know. I did hear about this new thing . . .” She stops midsentence, looking doubtful. “Oh, I don’t know. It’s silly.”
“Come on. Spill it. Don’t be a tease,” Kimmie says.
“Okay. Fine.” Julia bites her lip and pushes up her glasses. “This is ridiculous, but I was listening to The Mix radio station the other day, and Eric and Kathy were talking about this trendy new job. I guess it pays really well and whatever. It’s called . . . a wingwoman.”
A wing . . . what?
Kimmie bursts out laughing. “A wing . . . who?”
“I know. I know. It sounds absurd. It’s called a wingwoman.” Julia giggles. “I guess they’re, like, really hot girls who men hire to help them pick up women. That’s it. And they get a hundred dollars an hour or something.”
$100 AN HOUR?! I nearly fall out of the booth.
Kimmie snorts. “Um. Last I heard that was called prostitution.”
“I don’t know,” Julia says. “Supposedly it’s the new It job, whatever that means. And, well, Vic does have a knack for setting people up.”
My palms are suddenly sweaty. And my pulse is racing wildly. “That’s right. I do!” I bubble, my eyes sparkling with excitement. “What a cool job. Can you imagine? Getting paid to go out all the time. Helping the rich and glamorous find true love . . . wow.”
“Okay there, slow down,” Kimmie says, pushing red curls out of her face. “You’re starting to worry me. You wouldn’t actually consider something like that . . . would you? It sounds like some creepy escort service.”
I cough awkwardly, gazing down at my empty martini glass. “Oh no. No, I don’t think so. You’re right.” But inside I can already see myself flitting around the city with my sack of lucky arrows, seeking out soul mates for the dating challenged. It’d be the greatest job in the world! And come on, how cool would it be to make $100 an hour? That’s a lot of money. Let’s see. An average night out:
8 P.M. to 1 A.M. = 5 hours
5 hours × $100 = $500
$500 in one night?! That would be incredible. Just think. I wouldn’t have to scrounge around for cash anymore. And with that kind of money, maybe I could even . . .
Shop at Barneys.
Oh my God. I’ve wanted to shop at Barneys my ENTIRE LIFE. Mom used to take me there when I was little to window-shop. We only went to browse for “ideas,” though, so later when we shopped at the cheaper department stores we’d know which knockoffs to buy. For Mom, this was purely an educational trip. Her daughter needed to know how to shop smart.
But for me, it was something so much more. As soon as we pushed through the heavy glass doors and the sweet flowery perfumes tickled my nose, I was love struck. It was like a whole different world, where everything (and everyone) was beautiful. I loved gazing at the rows and rows of plump leather bags. Racks of gleaming belts. And the rainbow of vibrant lipsticks. I felt special just being around all the new and luxurious things. It was  almost like having them.
Ah! I remember trotting through the store, hand in hand with Mom. She’d reach out and finger a delicate red scarf and gasp at its soft indulgence. But once she flipped the price tag over, her face would grow cold and hard. “Psshh,” she’d puff. “We can get the same thing at Sears in Oakbrook for half the price. Just wait.” But I always dreamed about buying that red scarf. Taking home that sweet delicious perfume. And happily strutting out of the store, swinging my very own black Barneys bag.
Sigh.
Stop. Stop it right now. I’m being ridiculous. I mean, come on . . . me? A wingwoman? I don’t care how much it pays, it’s a silly idea.  Crazy! It’s probably some weird escort service like Kimmie said.
But what if it isn’t?
“Wait a minute. I KNOW!”
” Kimmie cries, her voice jerking me back into reality. “Maybe you could be a copywriter with me? We’re hiring.”
Hmm. A copywriter . . .
“Now that’s a thought,” I say, bobbing my head up and down. I have always been a teensy bit interested in advertising. Haven’t I?
Okay. No. But . . . it could be cool.
Kimmie is a junior copywriter at Lambert Advertising—the best agency in the city (so she says, anyway). She loves it, and all her work stories always sound so fun. Crazy brainstorms. Wild photo shoots. Plush parties. I mean, I’m sure it’s not quite as exciting as matchmaking, but I’m thinking it’ll probably be easier to explain to Mom and Dad. And it’s definitely a smarter career choice. Yes. Absolutely. A smarter career choice. And that’s exactly what I need to be thinking about . . . not some dreamy matchmaking job.
I peer over at Kimmie, biting my thumbnail. “Do you think?”
“Totally!” Kimmie beams excitedly. “I’ll try to get you an interview.”
Good. Great. Now all I have to do is get that silly image of me playing merry matchmaker out of my head and everything will be just perfect.
Blondie finally drops off our new icy cold cocoatinis and Julia’s Perrier. He flashes a killer grin and jets off. Kimmie licks her lips.
“That one’s mine,” she whistles, clinking glasses with Julia and me. “He gets cuter every time. What a hottie tottie.”
And that’s when I see Gwynn rushing into the bar. Her face is pink with happiness.
“Hi girrrls!” Gwynn coos as she swaggers
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