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      I should be on the beach sipping a margarita and eyeing the fresh batch of college beach bums to arrive for the summer and wishing I was twenty-one again. But … here I am … in Montana … Big Sky Country …to oversee my best friend's dream wedding.

      "It'll be fun," I assured her as she wiped away her tears. "Don't you worry, Jenny. I got this, Boo. You leave the coordination to me."

      She wrapped me up in a tight hug. "You're the best friend ever!"

      What else could I do? Let the sweetest person I know suffer a complete and total meltdown when she discovered the Montana wedding venue she had booked burned to the ground?

      No. I could not. I would not. So, I flew out of Tampa International Airport to Billings, Montana, to handle the details. Brandon found a substitute location, but it was on a remote ranch.

      I look up at the blue azure sky as I pull my two packed pieces of rolling luggage behind me down the long crushed rock drive between two split wood rail fences, heading toward the ranch I'll call home before Jenny Williams becomes Mrs. Brandon Malone.

      My phone vibrates mid-stride. Jenny needs an update. Swinging my overstuffed carry-on backpack, I set it on the ground between my luggage and unzip the front pocket to retrieve my phone so I can accept the FaceTime call from my anxious, worry-wart bestie.

      "Hey, beautiful! Have you arrived at the location yet?" Her lighthearted words don't match her strained tone or the dark circles under her eyes.

      My first thought is to ask when the last time she slept was. But that will only remind her she hasn't and trigger an exhaustion meltdown.

      My second thought is to ask if she's eating, but that might subconsciously trigger an ulcer to develop in her vulnerable state.

      My third thought is to wrap her weakness in my strength and assure her everything is going to be fine.

      So, I ignore her stress and answer her as a bestie should. As if this is just another normal moment in time and her question is as innocuous as she intended it to be.

      "Not yet. I'm still hoofing it up the driveway."

      "What? Why are you walking?"

      Oops. TRIGGER WARNING flashes like a red beacon. Tread lightly. She's wound up tight.

      My tone blows off her panic. "There are signs posted at the entrance. Private Property." I leave off the sign under it that read Trespassers will be shot on sight. "And the Uber driver refused to take me up the private drive."

      She interjects nervously, and her teeth find a fingernail to gnaw. Not a good sign. She's spring-loaded to cry. "Oh, okay. I thought … Oh, never mind." She struggles with the lump in her throat. "I was just wondering, you know, how rustic the location is?"

      I look around. "Jen, it's beautiful here. Look!" Reversing the camera so she can see what I see, I spin in place and let her look for herself.

      "WOW!" She gasps.

      I return the camera so I can see her reaction. She's blinking back tears. Dammit. I should have eased her into how breathtaking this part of Montana is.

      She squeaks, "How incredibly beautiful!"

      "Yeah, it is. The snowcapped mountains in the background are a beautiful backdrop. It screams enduring love and timeless romance!"

      Her face relaxes, and a tear escapes. She wipes it away, hoping I didn't see it, and confesses, "I've been sweating bullets that the ranch would be too rustic for even you to pull this off."

      "Nonsense!" I scold her gently. "Stop worrying. We don't need a Red Barn Venue to make your special day magical. As breathtaking as this place is, I won't have to make the venue artificially beautiful, and with all the wide open space available, I'm thinking big white party tents will be perfect!"

      She sniffs, then smiles. "Thank you so much!"

      "Easy peasy." I wink at her. "Logistics is what I do, sweetie. I organize supply chain chaos. I'm happy to do it."

      She bursts into tears. "I'm so lucky!"

      Fuck! She cried anyway!

      My heart melts with her humility, though. She's such a sweet, loving, generous soul. She would give you her last dime simply because you asked for it. She wouldn't qualify whether or not you actually needed it. The asking for it would be enough for her.

      But she's not the kind of person to ever ask for a dime when she desperately needs it. Much less when she doesn't. So when she called on the phone, balling her eyes out about the Red Barn Wedding Venue she had booked last September burning to the ground, she asked me for my help before I could offer it, and I knew it took a lot for her to do so.

      She's not fiercely independent. She lacks trust in others. So even though I'm more like a sister than a best friend, and she knows she can rely on me, she would never have hired me. She wouldn't want to appear to take advantage of me like that, and her gratitude for coming to her rescue when her plans went to shit at the last minute moved her to tears. I sigh; I haven't perfected preventing them, but this kind of meltdown I'm used to handling.

      "Shh! Stop it, now, boo, or I'm going to feel like a failure. You're not supposed to meltdown now."

      She snorts, "I'm sorry," then blubbers something incomprehensible. The only words I make out sound like 'forgive me' and 'truth.'

      I gasp and roll my eyes, horrified. "Jenny Williams! Don't you dare jinx me like that."

      She snorts again, but this time from laughter. "Oh, my gosh! How could I forget?"

      "Obviously, you're on the verge of becoming a bridezilla!"

      She bursts out laughing.

      "Now, go find a shot of Vodka, sterilize your mouth, and calm your gorgeous ass down. I got you!"

      "Oh, my lord! I will so do that!"

      "Hurry! Before the Fates act on it!" My eyes flare with feigned panic.

      She bursts out laughing again. "Bye, Summer. You are the best! Crossing my fingers for you."

      "Girl, you better pray for me!"

      She giggles guiltily, blows me a kiss, then the screen goes blank.

      Whew! That was a close call!

      Shoving my phone in the back pocket of my jeans, I heave the heavy backpack on, grab the two luggage handles, and continue up the drive and pray for myself. Not the same prayer Jenny will offer. She'll be praying I'll be spared from a physical injury due to the phrase, "I'm sorry," bringing me bad luck.

      While I pray, "Dear Lord, please let me find a bottle of booze, so I can cleanse my mind of the memory of Blaze Malone's incredible kiss." Knowing coming face-to-face with him will be unavoidable. He's the best man.
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      It was a hot, humid summer day with the usual chance of an afternoon thunderstorm a year ago. Blaze, Brandon's younger brother by two years, was in town for three days with the Colorado Rockies to play the Tampa Rays, and Brandon got three free tickets for us.

      Arriving early in the hopes we might be able to visit with Blaze during warmups, we had perfect seats. Three rows up behind the Rockies dugout. I went in first, then Jenny, then Brandon sat at the end of the aisle.

      Brandon began texting someone as soon as he sat down. While Jenny and I stood, squinting, searching for Blaze. I spotted the now famous inked bad boy with the body sculpted for more than baseball immediately. His ball cap was pulled down to shield his eyes from the bright noon sun, causing his much-longer-than-he-used-to-wear-it dark brown hair to flare out from under the edges several inches upward. His undershirt draped his broad chest and tapered sharply into his form-fitting white with dark pinstripes baseball uniform pants. The tiny vertical stripes emphasized how straight his legs are, and the slight curve on his muscular thighs only highlighted his strength.

      The very sight of him sent the usual warm wet pulsations between my legs.

      Blaze has been my secret crush for … well, forever, and so far as Jenny and I go, my attraction to him is the only secret I hide from her. And I'll go to my grave with it. Not that she would care if we hooked up. She would probably be thrilled. But loyalties shift between even besties when the romantic interest in the mix are brothers. Besides, the attraction is one-sided.

      As soon as he spotted us, he flashed his million-dollar smile, and my heart flip-flopped, remembering how mouth-watering he looked in cut-off blue jeans, slalom skiing behind the boat wearing that grin. That was the last summer we spent together as friends hanging out with our best friends. That August, Blaze left for college on a baseball scholarship, and my crush ended unrequited.

      He jogged over to us, and I squirmed, watching his bouncing pecs and his commanding posture. Jenny turned toward Brandon and asked, "Is that Blaze?"

      Brandon laughed, "Yeah, he's 6'3" now and weighs 250."

      "Damn," I whispered, and Jenny shot a look out of the corner of her eye. "That's big for a catcher, isn't it?" I covered my blunder.

      "Above average," Brandon answered.

      Blaze opened the gate and, still grinning that winning smile, hugged up his brother, then stepped into Brandon's vacated slot and grabbed Jenny. She squealed with delight. He leaned around her and winked at me. "Hey, Breezy. How you been?"

      "Good, Blaze, and you?"

      "Can't complain."

      He stepped back into the aisle, dragging Jenny with him. The three of them chatted for a few minutes while I snapped pictures of their reunion. Then he glanced my way again, waved, and his hot ass trotted back down to the field and disappeared into the dugout. The next time we saw him, he was in full catcher's gear and double damn! Hot doesn't even begin to describe him.

      The game was a pitcher's battle, and Blaze was brilliant. Blocking foul balls because he's quick as a cat. Tagging two runners sliding into home. One because he's big and blocked the plate, and the other because he's so tall and his reach is longer than most catchers, the runner couldn't slide around him to avoid the tag. He also threw out a runner stealing second and one at first who took too big a lead off the base. God, he was awesome to watch live. I never miss a televised game, but it's not the same watching live, where I can focus one hundred percent of my attention only on him and not have to wait for the camera to show him.

      During the sixth inning break, the Megatron flashed a "Will you marry me?" message, and I pointed up to it. Jenny's name started flashing, and both our mouths dropped.

      Brandon was on one knee.

      Jenny squealed as she jumped up, shouting, "YES, YES, YES!"

      I always knew Jenny would marry Brandon. They had been together since middle school. I was as thrilled as she was. If any two people exist that are more perfect for each other, I would like to meet them.

      In the top of the ninth inning, a team photographer appeared. Jenny turned to me and apologized with the cursed words, "I'm sorry, Summer. But do you mind?"

      Aghast that she said them, but not wanting to ruin her moment, I hid my reaction. Excusing myself so the photographer could have my seat, I went to the concessions for a round of celebratory beer. Being superstitious, I was extra cautious and careful at every turn. I talked the server into giving me a tray to carry them on so I wouldn't drop them.

      On my way back, I slowly made my way down the stairs to our seats. Carefully balancing the tray of three full-to-the-brim plastic cups of beer. Then the announcer said Blaze was up to bat.

      I stopped to watch. The game was tied.

      His massive manliness crouched, ready to pounce, then coiled into position.

      The pitcher fired the ball.

      Mesmerized by the sheer power as he wielded the bat like a sword. Stepping into the line of fire, he swung.

      It sounded like a gunshot.

      But he didn't run. He stood watching it.

      Then time stood still.

      I swear our eyes connected the split second before I looked up to see the white ball screaming straight for me.

      I barely had time to duck when the white bullet smashed into and spectacularly obliterated 48 ounces of beer.

      The stadium held its breath, waiting to see if I survived.

      When I stood up unharmed but thoroughly soaked, the entire stadium cheered, and I raised my arms in victory.

      Of course, the Megatron would replay it in slow ass motion as I stood watching Blaze crouch to swing again.

      Another gunshot sounded, but this time, Blaze ran the bases. The Rockies' number one home run hitter had come through again.

      He tagged home plate, high-fived the runners he had hit in, and jogged to the dugout. But he didn't go in. Instead, he opened the gate and ran up the stairs to me.

      Although he stopped one step below, he still towered over me. "Breezy, are you alright?"

      Stunned doesn't even begin to describe what I was feeling. He was so drop-dead gorgeous
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