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      My name is Alexandra Simone Miller and I am a fashion addict.  Isn’t that how they make you introduce yourself at those addiction anonymous support group meetings?  At least that’s what I’ve heard.  I tried kicking the fashion habit, but it’s a little difficult when there are so many talented dealers, I mean designers tempting me.  I know somewhere there has to be a support group for people like me.  I think it meets at Neiman's or Bergdorf’s.  I heard a rumor that if you’re really bad they fly you to Europe for aversion therapy at Harrod’s or LeBon Marche…I wish.

      So the last thing a person like me should do is own a boutique.  Fashion is a drug and not only am I a junkie, I’m also a dealer and the base of my operation is my boutique, “Alex Simone".

      Alex Simone is my baby.  It’s a place where women come to escape and fantasize.  We encourage women to try things on, because that usually leads to buying.  Shopping at one of my boutiques is like playing "dress up" in the ultimate fantasy closet, complete with designer ready-to-wear and vintage couture.

      Not only am I a fashion addict, I’m also a borderline workaholic.  I say borderline, because I do manage to eek out time to spend with my friends.

      My girlfriends are like family.  People always ask how we met.  I think that’s the one thing we haven’t been able to agree on.

      Let’s  see.  Taylor is my cousin on my dad’s side.  She and I have always been close.  She’s really more like an older sister.  I think we have shared secrets none of the other girls know about.  But there’s that one thing that happened in Paris.  I think I didn’t tell her because I knew she would have been disappointed in me.

      Anyway…she was going to school in Atlanta and she said I’d like it.  Not only because it was crawling with good looking guys, but because it had a great liberal arts program.  To be honest, I needed to get out of the city.  A dose of Southern living was a welcome change.  So I applied and got in.  That’s where I met Chloe.

      Chloe was a typical rich girl on the verge of being cut off.  School in the south was the last straw.  She and Taylor were roommates.  I don’t know who thought it was a good idea to put them together.  Then again, it was probably for the best.

      When I went for my college tour, the two of them had me running around town.  I don’t think I got more than twenty hours of sleep the entire week, but I had a good time.  These two had the hook up for everything.

      When I got there in the fall, a new dorm was open courtesy of Chloe’s parents.  The rooms were all suites.  A few strings were pulled and I was assigned to Taylor and Chloe’s suite.  I was immediately accepted into their social circle.  Heck, they practically ran the social scene on campus.  To this day, I never knew how they managed to get hooked up with every club in town, without getting busted.

      The year after I got there, I met this girl named Dionne in Humanities class.  We started talking and it turned out, she was from California.  She kept saying I reminded her of her roommate, Kendell.  When I finally met Kendell, I was shocked at how much we looked alike.  We played a little game of Twenty Questions and discovered the reason we looked so much alike was because we were related.

      Kendell is my cousin on my mother’s side.  Her father and my mother are half siblings.  We share our grandfather’s eyes, smile, skin color and height.  When I first saw her, I thought I was looking at myself minus the upstairs endowment from my grandmother.  My mother and Kendell’s father have the same father.  My Grandfather Cyrus had a roaming eye along with some other things.  He was married to my Grandmother while he played house with Kendell’s grandmother.  He fathered a total of nine children, my mother and her three sisters, and Uncle Chester and his four brothers.

      I think we’ve managed to stay friends as long as we have because we’re so different. It’s like we balance each other out.

      Oh, yeah, I was talking about secrets and being impulsive.  Of my group, I’m considered the rational one.  I don’t see how I got that label.  My friends say it’s because I’m a planner and would never do anything impulsive.  That’s just not true.  I do a lot of impulsive things, they just don’t know about them.

      There was one impulsive thing I was going to do, but circumstances prevented it from happening.  I’m not using my planning habit as an excuse, but as a legitimate reason why that impulsive event didn't take place.  The impulsive incident involved my fiancé, Jonathan.

      Jonathan and I had been together off and on for ten years.  If you ask my friends, they’d say more off than on.  And as much as I don’t want to agree with them, they’re right.

      I met Jonathan in college when I returned from my Paris internship to complete the second half of my senior year.  I was hesitant to get involved with him, because his best friend and I had history.   However, he won me over with his charm and we started dating.

      By the time we graduated, he had proposed…the first time.  Much too soon.  We barely knew each other.  I moved back to Los Angeles.  He followed me to California and took a job in Los Angeles so we could work on our relationship.  We agreed to table the marriage question until later.

      The magazine offered me a Junior Fashion Editor position in their Los Angeles office, but I turned it down.  I know it sounds foolish, but there were things going on in my personal life that made me re-think what I wanted to do with my life.

      I had come into a large sum of money, and decided to open a boutique.  I love what I do.  It’s taken me a while to gain the respect of the local fashion community, but it was well worth the hard work, and a huge step of faith.

      Alex Simone is a place for women with curves, or real women.  We stock most sizes, but we are known as the go to store for curvy women who love designer clothes.  We’re not a plus size store per se, but in Southern California, a store that stocks anything over a size twelve is considered plus size.  We just make it a point to offer designer clothing for women in a larger range of sizes. Curves, sensuality, and confidence are our business, and we know how to handle all three.

      Back to me and Jonathan.  Things were going great with us.  We had just gotten back together again.    I say again, because, we broke up a lot. I know I sound like a fool, but I’m not.  I had put a lot of time into that relationship and I wasn’t about to just walk away just because he had a little slip while we were apart.  If only it had been a slip.

      Turns out, all those times he was proposing to me, he had a side piece in Long Beach.  He’d tapped that piece so much he slipped up one night and forgot to suit up.  So when he wanted to get back together he confessed.  Like the idiot head I was, I took him back.  He even introduced me to his side piece and their son.

      Here I was saving myself, and he was out tapping anything with a pulse.  I didn’t tell my girlfriends that Jonathan and I were engaged.  I just told them we were back together.  They all said they were shocked that I took him back.  They didn’t understand that I saw something in him they didn’t.

      This time was different.  We went engagement ring shopping and were making wedding plans.  Jonathan agreed to counseling, and I was even warming up to the idea of marriage and being a step mother.  I still wasn’t happy about having his side piece, I mean ex-side piece, in our lives, but she came with the kid.

      The last time he proposed, we didn’t tell anyone.  Instead, he gave me an ultimatum,   “Marry me when I return from my conference in two weeks. If you back out, it’s over for good.”  I still hear those words replaying in my head, followed by a sharp chill in my bones.

      I knew my friends didn’t approve of my marrying Jonathan, so I decided to do something impulsive.  I packed a bag and bought a first class ticket to Milan to surprise my fiancé.  Oh man, it’s been over ten years, and it’s still difficult to tell this story.  I knew he’d be in Milan another week for the conference.  My plan was to surprise him and elope after his conference, and then do something small with our family and friends when we returned.

      The day before I was to leave to surprise Jonathan, I got a phone call from one of his friends who was attending the conference.  Jonathan had had a massive heart attack and died.  I was devastated.  My girlfriends rallied and helped me, despite their feelings about Jonathan.

      Instead of planning a wedding, I planned his funeral.

      I never told anyone, not even my mother, that I was planning to surprise him and elope.  I still have the plane ticket.  I don’t know why, but I keep it in my bag.  If I had married him when he first asked, he wouldn’t have been alone.  It hurts me to know he died alone.  I should have been there.

      I have been trying to heal, and my girlfriends keep telling me it’s time to move on.  I have in a way.  It’s been over ten years and there have been a few men, but nothing serious.

      Bless my friend, Dionne.  She’s made it her mission to find someone for me.  I really wish she’d stop trying, because she’s not good at it.  I was dating this very handsome media consultant named Quentin Burke.  On paper we were perfect for each other, but I think it was poor timing and no chemistry.  Those two things and that meddling mother of his, were the reason we broke up.  I think we lasted about six months.  We’re still friends.  In fact, he’s my publicist.

      I introduced him to Dionne.  The sparks flew and a few months later, they were married.  Ever since I planted a good man into her life, she feels the need to do the same for me.  I really wish she’d stop, but she won’t.  After her last little matchmaking effort, I threatened to cancel our friendship.

      She invited me to dinner with her and Quentin and left out one very important detail.  When I arrived, Quentin met me at the door with a glass of wine.

      “I’m sorry, I didn’t know.”

      I didn’t understand what he meant.  I took the glass, stepped inside and sitting on the sofa talking to Dionne was a shiny yellow brother with a pony tail hanging down his back.  Dionne looked up and noticed I was heading out the door.  She jumped up, walked over and pulled me over to the sofa and introduced me to my "date".

      When he
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