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Chapter One


 


“What did you say?” Mitch stared at his best
friend across the table from him on the patio at Amigos Bar and
Grill where they sat having a happy hour Friday drink.

“I want to get married.”

“That’s what I thought you said.” He
couldn’t resist a smirk. “Is that a proposal?”

Kerri rolled her eyes. “Yeah, right. As if
I’d want to marry you.”

The breeze lifted the layers of Kerri’s
silky black hair and stirred the basket of colorful flowers hanging
beside their table. She tugged an errant strand of hair away from
her mouth and tucked it behind her ear.

Mitch grinned, taking no offense at her
comment. After all, marriage was so far down on his bucket list, it
was…well, it wasn’t even on there.

“You want to get married,” he repeated
patiently, and lifted his Corona to his lips. What the hell was
this about?

“Yes,” she said. “And I want you to help me
find a husband.”

Mitch choked on his beer. “Huh?”

Kerri leaned forward with an earnest
expression on her face. “I want you to help me find a husband.”

“You’ve got to be kidding.” Was she
insane?

She shook her head. “I’m serious. I’m almost
thirty. I need to do this now.”

She tipped that stubborn little chin and
gazed at him with wide blue eyes.

Ah, Christ. It was the puppy dog eyes. He
dragged his gaze away from her and focused on the beer bottle
clasped in his hands. Then he snorted and took another swig of
beer. “Big deal. Thirty isn’t old.”

She smiled. “Says you, old man.”

Yeah, he was a year older than she was.
Neither of them was old, not by a long shot.

“I want kids,” she said. “You know I’ve
always wanted a big family. Turning thirty makes me realize I
better get on with it.”

Jesus, she was serious about
this.

“You’re my best friend. You should be able
to find the right guy for me.”

“No way.” He shook his head, leaned back in
his chair and crossed his arms over his chest. The bright
California sun warmed his face as he took himself out of the shade
of the umbrella above their table.

“Why not?” Her lips pushed out into a
near-pout and he frowned.

“You can’t be serious. That’s crazy.”

“Why? I’m still single and I haven’t had a
date in months. I’ve been too busy with my business to date. And
it’s hard to meet guys, you know.”

“Uh, no, I don’t know.”

She gave him that look she always gave him
when he ticked her off—chin tipped down, head tilted, lips
pursed—and he couldn’t help but smile.

“I’m just asking for a little help.” Her
mouth relaxed and she held his gaze, wide-eyed, all but batting
those long black lashes at him. He sighed.

“Kerri, I can’t help you with that.”

“Why not?” She continued the stare down and
he started to sweat. He tugged at the collar of his white shirt,
although he’d already undone the top button and rolled up the
sleeves. His tie hung loosely around his neck.

“Well, first of all, you know my feelings
about marriage. I don’t believe in it, so why the hell would I help
you find someone to marry? It would just be asking for
trouble.”

“That’s ridiculous.” She waved a hand. “Just
because you don’t believe in marriage doesn’t mean I can
never get married.”

“Do I have to remind you of the statistics?
Divorce rate of fifty percent? Do I have to tell you again all the
horror stories I hear at work?”

As a divorce attorney, Mitch had seen the
cruel and vindictive things men and women did to each other in
marriages gone bad and he swore he’d never go there. Never.

And it only seemed right to prevent his best
friend from the same fate. Right? Right.

“It doesn’t have to be like that. Besides,
how do you expect me to have kids without a husband?”

He looked at her heart-shaped face, eyes
wide and beseeching, her pretty pink mouth curved appealingly at
him. His gut clenched. Jesus, it was hard to say no to her. He’d
never been able to do that and it had gotten him into some screwed
up situations. Like the time she’d talked him into kidnapping a
leprechaun statue from that Irish pub in Goleta on St. Patrick’s
Day. Or swimming in the Pacific Ocean at midnight. Talk about
shrinkage.

He softened, looking at her and thinking
about her with kids. He’d seen her with all her nieces and nephews,
playing crazy games with them down on the floor, making them laugh.
He’d seen how they followed her around whenever they were together.
Yeah, she’d be a good mother. Shit.

“I know your parents didn’t give you a great
example of a happy marriage.” She wrinkled her nose. “But look at
my mom and dad…married forty years and still crazy about
each other.”

“They’re lucky.” He tipped his beer up and
drained the bottle, then rapped the empty down onto the table. “And
the exception.”

Kerri blinked. “Come on, Mitch,” she coaxed,
still smiling.

He was a goner.

“What do you want me to do?” He sighed and
lifted a finger to signal the server that he needed another beer.
Now.

“Just introduce me to some nice guys.” She
flashed a smile, as if sensing his impending surrender. “I’ll take
it from there. That’s all.”

He scowled at her. “It’s no wonder you can’t
meet guys on your own. Look at you. You’re such a dog.”

“Back atcha.” Her eyes sparkled. She picked
up her drink and finished her margarita just as the server returned
with another Corona for Mitch. “I’ll have another, too, please.”
She smiled at the server then turned her attention back to Mitch.
“You’re pretty homely yourself.”

Things had gotten a bit serious for a minute
there and Mitch couldn’t help but grin at her put down, much more
normal conversation for them.

“Not to mention you’re a pain in the ass,”
he continued. “Damn it.”

She still smiled, now with satisfaction. “So
you’ll do it?”

“I’ll think about it.” He sighed. “I have no
clue who I’m going to introduce you to.”

“There must be some handsome, single lawyers
at your firm that I haven’t met.”

No way. None of those guys. He shook his
head. “Like I said, I’ll think about it.”

“Okay, but don’t take too long. I’m in a
hurry here.”

“Oh, yeah, I can just hear your clock
ticking.”

She laughed and moved back to allow the
waitress to set her frosty drink in front of her. Too full to pick
up, she leaned forward to sip from the glass and when she lifted
her head, grains of salt stuck to her upper lip. He reached over
and brushed his fingertips over her mouth to remove them.

Her lips parted at his touch and their eyes
collided in a weird clash.

He drew back his hand like she’d bit him.
Whoa.

They’d been friends for ten years. They’d
seen each other puking drunk, comforted each other through painful
breakups, celebrated promotions and business success together. “Uh,
you had salt on your mouth,” he said, probably unnecessarily.
Christ. He swallowed a groan.

“Oh.” She touched her mouth but the salt was
gone. Then she grinned. “That’s the best part of the
margarita.”

“I guess you need some salty chips, then.”
Again, he beckoned the server.

He had a feeling there was more to her
desire to get married and have children than just a ticking
biological clock, but now that she had him hooked, she was done
talking about marriage and was on to something else.

“The painters are almost finished in the new
studio.” Excitement sparkled in her eyes. “The renovations are
right on schedule and I’ll be ready to go June first in my new
place.”

“That’s great. It’s been a lot of work, but
it’s all coming together.”

“Yeah.” She sighed with relief. “Thank
heaven for Sela.”

When Kerri had opened her own yoga studio
seven years ago, he’d been sure it wouldn’t last long. Kerri was
smart but not always the most organized person, and she made too
many decisions with her heart instead of her head. Spouting off New
Age stuff about chakras being aligned didn’t give him confidence
that she was going to be able to manage accounts payable and
receivable and profit/loss statements. But she’d surprised him with
her success, working her ass off teaching classes six days a week,
sometimes as many as three or four times a day, so busy she’d
hardly had time to breathe. She loved it and somehow her business
thrived. But recently, her lease had been cancelled and her
business became homeless. Kerri’s sister Sela had come to the
rescue.

“It was perfect timing,” Mitch said, “since
she needed to move her spa to a bigger place. It was nice of her to
offer to lease space to you.”

“Ha! She didn’t do it because she’s nice.
She did it because she knew I would bring in a whole new clientele.
It’s a natural fit for both our businesses. Mutually beneficial.
This was totally a business deal.”

Moving her yoga studio in with White Lotus
Spa had been a ton of work, and stress levels that would knock
anyone else out. But Kerri, with her serene outlook and Zen-like
ability to master stress, seemed unfazed by all the demands on her.
Mitch often mocked her for her dedication to yoga, but he had to
admit it did seem to work for her.

“She is a smart businesswoman.”

Kerri frowned, stirring her margarita with
the straw.

“Anyway,” Mitch continued. “I’m not sure how
you plan to fit marriage and motherhood in with a growing business
that keeps you busy teaching six days a week.”

“I know how to balance. I know how important
that is. My chakras are aligned.”

He gave her a look and her lips twitched as
she continued. “The chakras draw in the universal life force energy
to keep the spiritual, mental, emotional and physical health of the
body in balance. Yin and yang.” She knew damn well how much it
bugged him when she talked about all that mind-body-spirit shit,
which was exactly why she did it.

“Karmic crap,” he muttered, holding back his
own smile.

She laughed. “Oh, shut up. You know I’m
right.”

He wasn’t sure how much of all that stuff
Kerri actually believed, but he had to admit she did manage to lead
her very busy life with serene steadiness.

“So tell me about your day.” She
leaned her elbow on the table and propped her chin on her hand. Her
eyes fastened on his face with an interest so genuine, it made him
feel good. Important. Warm.

His day. He leaned back in his chair, not
sure what to say. His day had been frustrating, discouraging…not
stuff he really wanted to talk about right now. “It was okay,” he
finally said. He looked down at the bottle in his hands.

“Anything juicy?” Kerri leaned forward,
brows lifted.

“How about a seventy-two-year-old couple
splitting up after forty-nine years of marriage?”

Kerri’s slender dark brows drew together.
“That’s not juicy, that’s depressing.”

“They were planning their fiftieth wedding
anniversary party and the husband started having an affair with the
party planner.”

She laughed. “Okay. That’s juicy.”

He smiled back at her, knowing she wanted to
hear the outrageous, funny stories he often had, but the reality
was, sometimes things didn’t seem so funny any more. A couple in
their seventies fighting over a divorce just annoyed him. There had
to be a better way. He’d been trying some different things lately,
other ways of helping people resolve their differences, but he
didn’t think Kerri was interested in hearing that, so he
entertained her with the rest of the story about the septuagenarian
divorce.



Chapter Two


 


Kerri leaned back in the chair behind her
desk in her new office and took a couple of deep, calming breaths
before looking around at the bare, sparsely furnished office. The
energy was so not flowing.

Boxes of papers she’d moved from her old
studio sat piled in the corner. Clutter was bad luck and caused
stress, but she still needed some new filing cabinets, so the boxes
remained unpacked. She frowned at them.

At least the new desk she’d bought was in
the right place, facing the door and allowing her to see the entire
room from where she sat behind it. That was good. She had yet to
move everything from her old space. It would feel better when her
plants were there. The green growth would provide some active
energy.

She planned to move the rest of her things
on the weekend before the spa opened, with the help of some
friends. She didn’t have a big budget like Sela for hiring movers
and purchasing a lot of new furniture, but really, she didn’t need
much. She had her yoga mats and cushions, her sound system, her
computer, a few plants and candles and aromatherapy stuff… It would
be easy enough to move it all in one weekend.

She bounced up from her chair to go see what
Sela was doing, and found her sister directing movers carrying in
new chairs for pedicures. It was controlled chaos in the spa area
of the building where Sela’s staff were running around unpacking
and setting things up while the painters finished touching up the
woodwork and the plumbers installed new fixtures. The smell of
fresh paint filled the building.

“Hey, Kerri.” Sela didn’t look up from the
papers she held. All her spreadsheets and plans, no doubt. Sela was
extremely detail oriented and was a master of planning and
organizing. She liked to plan out her plans. Every small facet of
this move had been carefully laid out.

“How’s it going?” Kerri asked. “Anything I
can do?”

Sela shook her head. Her black hair, cut in
a short bob with straight blunt bangs, didn’t even move, as perfect
and precise as the rest of her. Kerri could see the strain on her
face. She’d been working long hours to make this happen. For Sela,
failure was not an option and anything less than perfection was
failure.

“Come on, there must be something. My studio
is pretty much ready and I can’t really move the rest of the things
over until just before we open, because I need them for classes at
the old place.”

Sela seemed not to hear her and yelled at
one of the movers, “No, no over there! Please.”

Kerri watched for a moment, then meandered
down into the entrance of the building. She frowned at the stark,
cold foyer. It needed to be warmer and welcoming. It needed a
better energy flow.

She wandered around, studying the reception
area and the waiting room behind it. She approved of the waiting
room being hidden from view of those entering and leaving the spa.
Her yoga clients would also be able to use the changing rooms and
showers. They could enter the yoga studio from a door off the
waiting area, or they could go directly down a short hallway and
enter from the reception area as well. Many clients came dressed in
their yoga clothes, but a lot of her clients were businesswomen who
came after work and needed space to change. This was already a big
improvement over her old space.

But it still looked cold. Slate floors and
sleek leather furniture appeared modern and stylish, but, like her
office, Kerri wanted to add elements that would make the room
warmer and more serene. A small water feature would offer quiet,
cool energy and soft lamps would balance that with warmth and
light. She’d really love to add the hot vibrant energy of fire.
When she and Sela were “researching” by visiting different spas,
they’d been to a spa with cozy armchairs pulled up around a huge
stone fireplace where clients could wait for their manicures or
pedicures to dry, while flipping through glossy magazines and
sipping herbal tea.

Herbal teas. Sela needed to offer more of a
selection of refreshments. Just plain old coffee and tea weren’t
enough these days. She needed bottled water, too. And flavored
water.

She went back to find Sela. “Hey, can I talk
to you about some ideas for the waiting room?”

Sela frowned. “Now is not a good time,
Kerri. Besides, I thought it was finished.”

“Well, technically it is, but you know I
have some ideas to make it a bit more soothing…to balance the
energy flow.”

“I think it looks nice.” Sela flipped a
paper over and consulted another list.

Kerri sighed. “It does look nice, but…”

“Maybe later, okay?” Sela shuffled her
papers and gave Kerri a big-sister smile. “You just worry about
your stuff.”

Kerri nodded and got the message: shut up
and butt out.

“One other thing.” Kerri hesitated. “The
website needs revamping now.”

Sela frowned. “Why?”

“Well…because it doesn’t say anything about
yoga. I thought I could work on it, add a page for my yoga studio,
maybe jazz it up a bit…”

Sela sighed. “Do you even know how to do
that?”

“Well…yeah.”

“We should probably get a professional to do
it.” Sela dismissed her idea. “Someone who knows website design.
And that’s not a priority right now. I’ll get to that
eventually.”

Well, having the yoga classes up on the
website was a priority to her. She wanted people who checked
out the website to see that. She swallowed her disappointment. But
like Mitch had said, Sela was a shrewd and successful
businesswoman. She must know what she was doing. Clearly, Sela
didn’t need any suggestions from her.

Kerri sighed. It was always that way. Sela
was ten years older than Kerri, the oldest of the four Harris
siblings, and a natural leader. An over-achiever who’d excelled in
college, she’d graduated with her business degree then used her
entrepreneurial skills to start her own business with only a little
financial help from the family. There’d been a few ups and downs in
the early days, but now her spa was the most popular day spa in
Santa Barbara.

Not only that, she’d met her husband through
her business. He was her accountant, a partner in a lucrative
practice, and they now had three gorgeous teenage children. Sela
managed to combine being a professional woman with a being a
devoted wife and mother. She was the epitome of “having it
all”.

Kerri let out a long breath. She was almost
thirty and had no hope of having Sela’s life. Yes, her yoga
business was doing well, not surprising to her, but apparently
surprising to her family. Sela’s spa business had seemed very
entrepreneurial, but when Kerri had followed a similar path and
used her business degree to open her own yoga studio, with
no family money, she was proud to say, the family had smiled
and rolled their eyes.

Okay, so the money wasn’t rolling in, but
that wasn’t Kerri’s definition of success. Her goal was to help
people achieve inner harmony, improved health, emotional
well-being, mental clarity and joy in living. She was doing all
that and managing to make a living for herself.

She returned to her office. She’d call Mitch
and see what was happening with the mission to find her a husband.
Or at least a date. She grimaced as she called him.

“Hey, it’s me. How’s it going?”

“Good.”

“Got anything lined up for me?”

Silence. She pictured him running a hand
through his hair. “Um…well, not really.”

“Mitch! You said you’d help.”

“Well, yeah, but I just haven’t thought of
anyone.”

“Oh jeez. You know tons of people. It can’t
be that hard.”

“I don’t see you out there finding your own
dates. There’s nothing to stop you from trying yourself. Don’t put
this all on me.”

She paused and twirled a piece of hair
around her finger. “You’re right.” She sighed. “It’s not your
responsibility. I should be out there putting in more effort.” She
hesitated. It was embarrassing to admit that guys just didn’t seem
all that interested in her. It had been a long time since she’d
dated and she wasn’t really sure how to go about it, other than
hanging out in bars, and that wasn’t really her scene. “I was
checking out some on-line dating services the other day and—”

“Jesus Christ, Kerri. You’re not going out
with some stranger you met on-line.”

“Why not? Lots of people do it these
days.”

“Forget that bullshit. I’ll think of
someone. Wait. I just did.”

“Oooh.” She sat up straight. “Who?”

“Never mind. Just wait till I check it out
with him. Who knows, he could have a girlfriend or something. I’ll
get back to you on that.”

“Yes, sir, Mr. Attorney. Hey, I heard a new
joke today. If a lawyer and an IRS agent were both drowning, and
you could save only one of them, would you go to lunch or read the
paper?”

There was heavy silence, then he said, “Ha
ha. Gotta go, funny girl. Later.”

Kerri hung up, still smiling at her joke.
She loved pushing his buttons. Although, that one hadn’t got much
reaction from him. He was probably so used to her little jabs he
didn’t even feel them anymore.

Now she was even more impatient, knowing he
had someone in mind for her.

It was only a few minutes before the karma
ring tone of her cell phone chimed, vaguely East-Indian and
soothing. She checked the call display. Mitch already!

“Hey,” he said when she answered. “I checked
with Trevor and we’re going to meet for drinks after work on
Friday. You can join us and meet him.”

“Awesome! Thank you, Mitch. So who is this
guy?

“He’s a real estate developer.” Mitch
sounded about as enthusiastic as if he were calling to make an
appointment to have his chest waxed. “Trevor Simmonds. I know him
from the gym.”

“Is he good-looking? Successful? Nice?”

“You don’t want much, do you?”

“Sorry,” she said quickly. “Looks don’t
really matter.”

“But the money does?”

“I didn’t say that! But he should be
successful. That doesn’t necessarily mean rich. If you like what
you do and you’re happy, I consider that successful, and that’s
important to me.”

“Well then, I’d say he’s successful. But as
for good-looking, I have no clue. I guess he’s not too
repulsive.”

She nodded. “Okay, so when is this
happening?”

“Friday night work for you? I thought he and
I could meet for drinks and you could join us. Then I’ll take off.
You can take it from there. If things aren’t working out, you can
easily leave.”

“Perfect. For a lawyer, you can be a
sweetheart sometimes. Thanks, Mitch.”

“Yeah, yeah,” he growled. “Don’t thank me
yet.”

She laughed, and they arranged a time and
location to meet.

As she set down her phone, one of Sela’s spa
technicians appeared in her doorway. “Hi, Amanda. What’s up?”

“That oil you gave me.” Amanda’s eyes darted
around furtively. “I need more.”

“Why are you whispering?” Were they doing a
drug deal or something?

“I’ve been using it for some of my massage
clients and Sela doesn’t know I’m using something different.”

Kerri was puzzled. “She wouldn’t mind if you
changed massage oil, would she?”

Amanda rolled her eyes. “She has to control
every last detail of this place,” she hissed. “I love her and she’s
great to work for, but you know her…she’s your sister.”

“Uh…yeah.” Sela did have a need for
control. “Okay, don’t worry, I’ll get you more and I won’t say
anything.”

“It’s incredible stuff. What’s in it?”

“Lotus and rose oil, and some other
ayurvedic herbs.”

“My clients absolutely love it.” Amanda
sighed. “So do I, for that matter. My hands feel so soft. I started
putting it on after I shower.”

Kerri laughed. “No wonder you need
more!”

“Have you tried it yourself?”

“Of course.” Kerri shrugged. “When I started
making this stuff, it was just for my own use. I’ll whip up another
batch and get it to you right away.”

“Got any other magic recipes?”

“Mmm, yes, as a matter of fact. I’ve been
trying some things with different oils. Ginger oil to relieve
muscle pains. You might like that. Kukui nut oil helps to repair
the skin’s barrier functions, and grape seed and sweet almond
protect and hydrate.”

“I could definitely use that ginger oil for
one of my clients. He does triathlons. Does it work?”

“I’ll give you some to try. You can be my
tester.” Kerri grinned and Amanda smiled back at her.

“Just give me the stuff; if it’s good, I’ll
let you know.”

Kerri went back to her office, her mind
abuzz with essential oils, ayurvedic herbs and most importantly,
her upcoming blind date.

* * *

Friday evening, Mitch waited for Trevor
Simmonds on the large patio of another bar in downtown Santa
Barbara, not far from both his office and the building where Trevor
worked.

“Hey, Mitch,” Trevor said easily, dropping
into a chair across from him. “How are ya, man?”

“Good, you?”

“Had a great day, actually. Closed a
multi-million-dollar deal.”

Mitch nodded, smiling, but unimpressed by
the money. “Congratulations.”

Trevor took off his suit jacket and hung it
over the back of his chair. The waitress approached them and they
both ordered a beer.

Trevor grinned. “So where’s this chick you
think I should meet?”

Chick. Huh. Mitch checked the time on
his phone sitting on the table. “She should be here any minute.
Probably finding a place to park her bike.”

Trevor lifted a brow. “Her bike? Like, a
motorcycle?”

Mitch laughed. “No. A bicycle. That’s how
she gets around.” He could see what Trevor was thinking, picturing
a muscular figure clad in bicycle shorts. “She’s very
environmentally conscious.”

“Uh…great.”

The waitress set their drinks in front of
them with a flirtatious grin for each of them and Mitch smiled back
at her. She was hot—long blonde hair, endless tanned legs, great
rack. Then he spotted Kerri at the entrance to the patio and
immediately forgot about the waitress.

Kerri’s silky black hair fluttered around
her face in the breeze as she searched the patio for him. The way
she carried herself, that perfect posture, made her seem taller
than her average height, slim and toned in her yoga clothes. Santa
Barbara was a casual city, so she didn’t look out of place in
cropped black yoga pants riding low on her hipbones and a blue top
that wrapped snugly around her slim torso and revealed a hint of
cleavage.

He lifted a hand to wave at her and she
spotted him, a smile breaking across her face. He couldn’t help but
smile back.

Trevor turned in his chair to check out who
was coming. His eyes widened and his mouth dropped open when he saw
Kerri making her way through the tables toward them. He turned back
to Mitch and gave him a broad wink. Mitch scowled. Yeah, okay,
Kerri was gorgeous, but the guy didn’t have to be a pigdog about
it.

Kerri approached the table, and Mitch and
Trevor both stood up. Mitch pulled a chair out for her. “Hi, Kerr.
This is Trevor Simmonds. Trevor, Kerri Harris.”

Kerri shook Trevor’s hand with a warm smile
and took the seat between the men, hooking the strap of her soft
leather purse over the arm of her chair.

“Nice to meet you, Trevor.” Mitch didn’t
like the way her eyes sparkled at him. “So what are you guys
drinking?”

“Surf Coast Pale Ale.” Trevor held up his
bottle. “Would you like the same?”

“Sure.”

Mitch had to keep his mouth from dropping
open. Since when did Kerri drink beer? Last he knew, she despised
the stuff. Said it made her feel bloated and lethargic. Something
about the yeast.

“So, Mitch says you own your own business.”
Trevor turned his chair slightly and focused his attention on
Kerri.

She nodded and started telling him about the
spa and yoga studio.

Sometimes Kerri could come off as a little
flaky when she talked about yoga and meditation and chakra stuff.
Mitch was used to it, but he wondered how Trevor would take it. The
guy seemed pretty focused on the material world with his Porsche
and multi-million-dollar deal.

Well, Kerri had said she wanted someone
successful. Mitch guessed that met the criteria. He tipped his beer
to his mouth, watching Kerri smile and flirt. She wasn’t getting
too much into that transcendental crap and Trevor seemed fascinated
by her, hanging on her every word. Jesus. It was enough to make him
gag.

He glanced at his watch. Had he hung around
long enough? On the one hand, he had no desire to sit and watch
Kerri and Trevor’s flirt-fest. On the other hand, he was reluctant
to leave her alone with the guy. Which was ridiculous. She was a
grown woman and had dated lots of guys, had even had a couple of
pretty serious relationships in the past. She could handle
herself.

The corners of his eyes tightened as Kerri
flipped her shoulder-length layers back and laughed at something
Trevor had said. Enough. He was out of there. He drained the beer
and set the bottle down on the table, stood and pulled his wallet
out.

“Leaving already?” Trevor looked up, his
smile indicating he was okay with that.

“Bye, Mitch.” Kerri gave him an absent wave.
Not even an attempt to convince him to stay a little longer.

“Yeah.” Mitch dropped some bills on the
table to cover his tab. “I’ve got a date tonight, so I better head
out.” With a lift of his hand and a tight smile, he left the
patio.

He strolled down State Street in the evening
sunshine, oblivious to the rush hour traffic and throngs of people
ending the business week. Tourists crowded the sidewalks,
meandering in and out of the shops and restaurants lining the
street. Two blocks down and around the corner he arrived at his
office, in an older Spanish-style building just off State Street.
He’d left his car parked in the lot reserved for partners of
Campbell, Chapman, Markewich.

He could go into the office and do some work
for a few hours, since he didn’t really have a date. Kerri hadn’t
even asked about that. Normally, she’d want to know all the
details, but Trevor had obviously been distracting her.

He paused outside the office building. He
was edgy, wired, his gut tight. He changed his mind about working.
He’d find something else to fill his Friday night. He thumbed the
button of his keyless remote and unlocked the door of his SUV. He’d
call one of his other buddies and see what was going on. Maybe
they’d get some food, find a game on TV to watch or something.



Chapter
Three


 


Kerri couldn’t believe how lucky she was.
The first guy Mitch had set her up with, and just look at him!
Tall, well-built, handsome and obviously successful from how he
talked about his work and the deal he’d just closed. And he seemed
interested in her, too. She’d seen the look on his face as she
approached the table. It wasn’t like she hadn’t seen that look
before; she knew she was reasonably attractive. But she’d been out
of the world of dating and flirting for so long, she’d forgotten
how much fun it was.

She smiled at Trevor warmly over her second
beer—ugh. Beer wasn’t her favorite beverage but she wanted to make
a good impression.
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