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      I wouldn’t say the popularity of my new upscale clothing boutique made up for the fact that my ex-fiancé cheated on me with my maid of honor, but it certainly took the edge off. I, Missy Peters, had gone from supermodel to business owner and I liked this feeling.

      Moving two hours north of the small town of Blue Moon Bay to downtown Sacramento had definitely been a good move. But working from sun up to sun down to get my business off the ground this past month required that I start my day with a positive attitude, a sense of adventure, and a certain something called coffee.

      My high heels clicked along the busy city sidewalk at a fast pace as I headed toward my favorite coffee cart. An endless stream of people flowed past me and a shoulder bonked mine.

      “Excuse me,” I said, turning just as my pink heel caught in a sidewalk crack. I toppled sideways directly into the arms of a man waiting in line at Courtney’s coffee cart.

      “I’ve got you,” the man said, his voice a deep purr that made my belly flutter.

      “Nice catch,” I said, feeling like a total klutz as I glanced up at my rescuer.

      Dark coffee-brown eyes peered down at me. Gulp. The man’s olive skin and dark hair made him the very definition of tall, dark and handsome. Wobbling on my unsteady feet, I grabbed onto his powerful arms, noticing he’d managed to make himself even hotter by rolling up the sleeves of his button-down shirt. I knew this fabric well and the shirt likely came with a hefty price tag, but he wore it with the grace of someone who felt at home in expensive labels.

      “Are you okay?” he asked, his tone light and his lips twitching at the corners.

      Since I was in his arms and not sprawled out on the sidewalk, obviously I was more embarrassed than anything. I mean, please. I’d walked international runways in heels twice as high and had never fallen—although I might’ve considered it if this guy had been there.

      Oh, man. It had been way too long since I’d had a decent date.

      “I’m fabulous, thanks to you.” I straightened and then smiled, tucking my long, dark strands behind my ear. My heart seemed to forget how to beat in a normal rhythm and I instinctively glanced at his ring finger: totally bare. After my breakup, I was only into casual dating and could never be too careful making sure a guy was actually single.

      He held up his left hand. “Nope, not married. Not even a tan line, see?”

      I let out an incredulous laugh at his boldness. “You could’ve accepted the glance as a compliment and not called me out about it. Maybe you’ve embarrassed me to the point of diminishing my interest.”

      A smile crept across his lips. “You don’t strike me as a woman who embarrasses easily.”

      “That’s certainly true,” I said, holding my hand out and thinking this morning’s coffee run was ramping up to be more interesting than usual. “I’m Missy Peters.”

      “Nick Zambini.” He took my hand and gave it a light squeeze. “Nice to meet you, Missy. Do you check every guy’s hand to see if he’s married? Or am I lucky?”

      “Not every guy,” I said, wondering if that made him the lucky one or me. I’d feel pretty happy if I could nab a fun date with this hottie and get out of the house for an evening or two. I’d been pretty cooped up this last month getting my store open.

      “So, I am lucky to make the cut. How do you decide who to check?” he asked, his tone holding a bit of humor. The coffee line moved forward in front of us and he swept an arm out in a gesture for me to go before him. Handsome and polite? He’d definitely make a good date. He also seemed sophisticated. Hmm, maybe he could take me out to dinner and to the symphony. . .

      I stepped forward, keeping my gaze on his as I shook my head. “I’m not the kind of woman to reveal my secrets to someone I’ve just met.”

      “Is that so?” he asked.

      “Mmhmm,” I said, noting that I sounded confident and flirty—years of practice for this former supermodel. But after my bad breakup last year I had to wonder what kind of woman I was now. Certainly a less trusting one. A woman not interested in a relationship.

      Although a casual date could be fun. A casual date with Nick, anyway.

      The people walked away in front of me, which had me finally at the front of the line. Behind the coffee cart, Courtney Carmichael’s smile brightened as her brilliant sequined shirt caught the sun and threatened to blind me. She is an ex-attorney turned coffee cart owner, after her husband divorced her for working twenty-four seven. Now, she focuses on relationships (instead of work) with a relaxing job and always wears funky tops as a reminder to enjoy life.

      The coffee cart is Courtney’s ‘do-over’ in life, making me ponder whether my upscale clothing boutique, Fashionably Late, could be considered a do-over, as well. Either way, I loved her sparkle, both inside and out, but I probably should’ve put on sunglasses.

      “Ah, Missy,” Courtney said, before turning to the handsome man beside me. “And Nick . . .? Wow. Two of my favorite people at once. You two have introduced yourselves, right?”

      “That we have,” Nick said, grinning sideways at me. “Missy also checked my ring finger and discovered I’m not married. That’s as far as we’ve gotten.”

      “Thanks for pointing that out,” I said, taking in the wicked look on his face that made me want to elbow him. Or kiss him. With those full lips it was seriously a toss up.

      “Covering the important stuff first, huh?” Courtney gave a firm nod. “I approve. Oh, look . . . what a darling puppy. My dear Atticus is at the groomer. Can you tell I’m missing him?”

      “I’m sure Atticus is having a great time,” I said, turning in the direction she’d pointed and spotting an adorable yellow lab puppy on a leash held by a young boy. The puppy’s floppy ears bounced as he tilted his head, checking out something across the street that appeared to interest him. My bet would be on food, but what do I know about puppy’s needs?

      “The usual for both of you?” Courtney asked.

      “That would be fab. Thanks.” I nodded and then peeked over at Nick right as he nodded at Courtney and then turned to me with a warm look that made my knees weak.

      “Three minutes.” Courtney smiled at us and then got to work making our delicious beverages. I loved her upbeat attitude, especially considering how cranky customers could be before they’d had their morning coffee. Yikes.

      I, for one, was always grateful for the twenty-ounce non-fat latte with one pump of sugar free vanilla and a sprinkle of cinnamon that she made for me everyday. I loved her friendly attitude and personal service. She strongly believed in making connections and that gave a small town feel to this metropolitan capital city of California.

      Courtney had once confided in me that relationships were more important than what money could buy and that’s when she became my favorite new person. I had money. Tons of it in the bank from my modeling days. But had that stopped my fiancé from hooking up with my maid of honor while we were planning the wedding? That would be a big no.

      Modeling had been fun—jetting to Milan and Paris from New York all the time—but I was twenty-eight now and what did I have to show for it? A beautiful portfolio, a fat bank account, over a million social media followers, and a lonely life of travel. The first three I was grateful for but the fourth? I was so over it. I was ready to stay put, cultivate my friendships, and have some fun dates. Nick fit the bill for the third item on the list.

      I nudged Nick. “You don’t have to tell everyone that I checked to see if you’re single. Besides, for all I know you could be engaged.”

      “Not even close.” He smiled down at me and lowered his voice for my ears only, prompting a shiver that shimmied down my spine. “Beautiful dress, by the way.”

      “Thank you,” I said, especially pleased at the compliment since the dress came from my clothing boutique a few blocks away. I smiled up at him as the corners of his mouth curved upward, and we were having a moment. . .

      Until an ear-piercing wail shrieked through the air.

      My eyes widened at the shrill sound and I glanced over Nick’s shoulder to see the boy from earlier standing with his fists balled at his sides as he continued his (loud) upset cry. I glanced around the boy, expecting to see the wicked queen from Enchanted had appeared in her dragon wear, or something. Instead, I saw the cute lab puppy step off the curb into the street. Oh, no!

      My heart stopped and I gasped as a taxi wailed its horn as it barreled toward the pup.

      “Puppy!” I called, leaving my spot in line and racing toward the innocent unsuspecting puppy as fast as I could in my pink heels. I stepped off the curb, just as the puppy made it halfway across the street. “Wait. Stop. Heel!”

      Did the puppy listen to me? Or even so much as look my way? That would be a no. He angled his little body like he couldn’t decide which way to go in this four-way intersection. With a last second burst of panic, I called out again in hopes of keeping him from charging into the oncoming traffic. I mean, the taxi had barely missed him.

      “Stop, puppy!” I called, my visual suddenly blocked by a bus, which, incidentally, had a photo of me in a swimsuit on it advertising bottled water from a mountain stream in Tahiti. “Yo, puppy. Cool it!”

      The puppy stopped turned back to look at me, his tail tucked between his legs. Without thinking, I hurried across the lane of traffic and scooped him up and cradled him to my chest. My heart pounded like a marching drum and I sucked in a deep breath to calm it. Cardio might be my friend, but the panic of seeing a puppy in danger was not.

      “I’m so glad you’re safe.” I told the lucky little dog and he licked my chin as I hurried back toward the curb.

      I was in mid-step with my pink heel in the air when a shrill bell rang out of nowhere: ring-ring-ring! I swung my head left in time to see a bicyclist heading straight at me full speed. He applied his brakes but still skidded toward me as my jaw dropped and I froze.

      My entire life flashed before my eyes in a series of snapshots starting with that day in Rome when my ex-fiancé had proposed in front of the Coliseum, me looking into a full-length mirror in my custom designer wedding dress, and lastly a flash of me breaking it off with my toad ex, due to his infidelity. Moving to Sacramento was supposed to be my fresh start. Was this really how my life was going to end? Flattened by a bicyclist who was giving me the evil eye?

      Out of nowhere, strong arms scooped me up and yanked me out of the street’s bike pass just as the bicyclist raced by me. Holding the puppy to my chest, my heart pounded and I tried to catch my breath as those strong arms loosened now that I was safe. I glanced up into Nick’s dark eyes and warmth threaded through my heart.

      “Are you okay?”

      “Um, did you get the number of that bicyclist? He needs a ticket or something,” I joked.

      “Seriously, Missy. You both okay?” he asked.

      “We’re not flat as a pancake, so yeah,” I said, glancing down at the little pup who decided to lick my chin again, seeming unaware he’d almost become pavement splatter. I glanced at Nick who wore a concerned expression and I noticed he hadn’t completely let go of me. “Really, Nick. I’m fine. Thanks to you. Again.”

      His expression relaxed and a smile played at his lips. “We’re making a habit of this.”

      “You’re right. You’ve rescued me twice today and we haven’t even had our morning coffee,” I said as the puppy grumbled and yipped in my arms, his tail flopping as he tried to play. “Excuse you, boy,” I said, staring down at the errant puppy. “You are trouble.”

      “I think he likes you.” Nick rubbed the pup behind the ears before letting it chew on his knuckle for a second. Then he finally released his arm from around me and we turned around just as the boy and a man came toward us.

      “Thank you so much,” the man said, introducing himself as the boy

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OEBPS/images/thedashingdate-1853x2780.jpg
NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR

Do-Over Date Series






