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        This book is dedicated to Den.

      

        

      
        He puts up with a lot.

      

        

      
        Blame Cupid.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter 1


          

          Samara

        

      

    

    
      “What’s it like to be back?”

      I was only half listening to my friend as Ebony took the seat beside me in Jax’s coffee shop. I was too distracted, thinking about all the different ways me and my husband Johnny had made up for the weeks when he’d been a Whippet and when we’d had to spend time apart.

      “It’s fantastic to be back.” I beamed at my friend. “Johnny and I have barely come up for air, so much so that I found myself to have worked up quite the appetite. I just had to come and get a couple of Jax’s doughnuts.” When Johnny had left for work, I’d found myself starving and craving sugar. I’d thought of Jax’s doughnuts and had rushed here to consume one, maybe two, but I was currently on my third.

      A crease formed between Ebony’s brows. “I said, ‘you need to watch your back’. One part of your journey to your best life has occurred, but there are still hurdles to jump until you arrive at your final destination.”

      Ebony was a seer, and always coming out with random statements that ninety percent of the time she couldn’t back up with any advice that was actually helpful.

      “Cheers, Ebs. I’ll bear that in mind. As long as Johnny isn’t having to jump the hurdles, we’ll be okay.”

      “It’s Greyhounds who race, not Whippets, darling.”

      I stuck out my tongue. “Not true. They do Whippet racing in Yorkshire, so there.”

      She shook her head slowly. “You need to get out more. Although that’s not in your future either.” An evil smirk lit up her face.

      “Ebony Marsden. Explain… that… comment.” My voice got louder with each word.

      “From fucked to fucked-up,” she said, although in her cut-glass accent, it sounded like farked. Her eyes twinkled with amusement.

      She refused to say anything else.

      Freaking seers.

      The door opened and Shelley walked in. I waved and she headed over. “I’m craving doughnuts,” she explained.

      I laughed. “Me too, but not for the same reason.”

      Shelley was expecting her second baby. Last weekend we’d celebrated her daughter Charlene’s wedding and Shelley had passed out during the ceremony. A day later she’d told everyone she was expecting again. She’d not wanted to take the shine off Charlene’s day.

      Shelley went to the counter and got a coffee and a couple of doughnuts and came back to sit with us. Jax, who owned the coffee shop joined us too.

      “Bartholomew can serve for a bit now. I want to catch up with my friends,” Jax explained.

      “In other words, you’re scared of missing all the gossip.” I raised a brow.

      “Oh shut up,” she answered good-naturedly.

      “So will the pregnancy change any of your plans regarding the new business?” I asked Shelley.

      Shelley owned Withernsea Dating Agency. She was just about to move into a new building that would incorporate her dating agency business and also a new business Cupid had set up in order to better serve the love lives of the people we shot with arrows. Shelley had agreed to manage the whole business and keep an eye on things seeing as it was a new endeavour.

      “Hard to say at this point. I recover from birth straightaway so it’s all about how much time I want to spend with the baby, and that all depends on what Theo will be doing, because if he’s going to be around all the time, I’ll want to come to work.” She laughed.

      “What’s happening with his bed and breakfast?” I asked.

      Shelley sighed. “He’s postponed it now until the baby’s here. I think by this stage both of us are wondering if it will ever actually open. Every time he makes a plan something gets in the way.”

      “How did this pregnancy happen anyway? And I don’t mean the nitty gritty in the bedroom. I mean the fact your husband is supposed to only be fertile every hundred years or so?”

      “Fate decided I should get to experience a whole pregnancy at a normal rate.” Her daughter Charlie had not only been an accelerated pregnancy, but had aged to her twenties within a year, and now was the Queen of Withernsea, having saved us from war.

      “What fun. Sickness, piles, and stretch marks. Good old Fate.” I laughed.

      Shelley rolled her eyes and Ebony sniggered.

      “Well, we’re really happy about it.” Shelley said, with a smile. “Anyway, when is Max getting here? I’ve spoken to him so much on the phone now. I can’t wait to meet him in real life.”

      “Any minute now, and you’re going to regret saying that.” Max’s confidence in himself was growing daily. He was calling Withernsea his fresh start and his chance to shine.

      The coffee shop door opened, and Max came through it as if it were a stage curtain.

      “Morning, bitches,” he announced. Then he threw a handful of unicorn coloured star confetti in front of him and passed through it. He’d called it his chance to shine and now he was sparkling with all the freaking glitter.

      “And this is Max,” I announced to their open-mouthed faces. “And you thought you’d seen everything in Withernsea. Tell Charlie her reign as queen is being threatened again,” I told Shelley.

      Max walked over, took everyone’s palm in turn, and kissed the back of their hand. Shelley, Ebony, and Jax were already in love with him. I could see it in their expressions. He was adorable. Rather like having a teacup dog dressed in a tutu—except today he’d left his at home. Speaking of pets, the door opened again, and Maisie came in. Maisie was a werecat.

      “Could I have a saucer of cat milk please?” she asked Jax. Jax’s head swivelled around to the empty counter.

      “Where’s my bloody employee gone now?” she groaned, getting up and going into the back.

      “Jax having trouble with the staff?” I asked Ebony.

      “Bartholomew has a broken heart and Jax keeps finding him sobbing in the bathroom.”

      “Alyssa ditched him?” Alyssa was a werewolf who worked for Ebony in the boutique next door.

      “Yup. She said she was focusing on herself for a while and didn’t want to be tied down at such a young age.”

      Jax came out from the staff area with her arm around one of Bartholomew’s ripped and bulging biceps. I focused my attention on Max’s face.

      “Oh my fuh-kkiinng god. Who is that walking throbbing member?”

      I guffawed with laughter. “That, my friend, is our newly single barista. But he’s straight, sorry.”

      “Was straight if I get my way. Just my type. Big bushy beard and a groin that’s gonna mean I can’t walk for days.”

      “Quieten down,” I told my overexcited friend.

      “My daughter calls him Sir Loins,” Shelley added. “Because she says he’s a prime bit of beef.”

      “Oh, that is soooo his name from now on. Behind his back of course,” I said.

      Max performed a dramatic hand flounce in the barista’s direction. “Hey, Bart baby, could I get a skinny latte with soy milk? Thanks, boyfriend.”

      Bartholomew glared at Max, who raised both eyebrows.

      “Easy, tiger. I can have real milk if it’s a problem.” Max looked at me. “Dramatic, or what?”

      “No one calls him Bart.” I informed him. “Because his surname is Simpson.”

      “For fuck’s sake, a heads-up would have been nice, Samara.” He sighed and then turned his head, looking around the room. “Hey, where did that dark-haired woman go?”

      I pointed to the corner where a black cat was enjoying a saucer of cat milk.

      “The woman is a cat? Aaarrrggh.” Max jumped onto his chair.

      “What on earth is wrong with you now?” I rolled my eyes.

      “You know my feelings on pussy,” he said. Then he laughed loudly and sat back down.

      “Sorry, I just had to do that.” He turned to Shelley. “I’m not like this all the time, Boss. I’m just so excited about being here.”

      I mimed the words ‘All… Of… The… Time…’ to Shelley.

      “So you’re Rebecca’s brother?” she asked him.

      “For my sins, yes. Although she has to be nice now. Cupid will be watching her. We’ll all need to be on our best behaviour while getting the new business off the ground, given this is possibly a new direction for cupiding. Speaking of the new business, have you found me my first undateable to work on yet?”

      Max was going to be in charge of working with clients deemed ‘undateable’, whereas I was working on the aftercare of those shot with Cupid’s arrow, ensuring love had worked out.

      “I have.” Shelley pointed to the cat. “You’ll be working with Maisie. She’s been on my books for a while now, and her dates never end well. So far, we’ve had allergies. Then she stole one date’s year’s supply of mackerel fillets from his pantry. The list of disasters is endless.”

      “You’d better give me this guy’s details too. I’m guessing if he keeps a year’s supply of mackerel, he’s not found his ideal partner either,” Max suggested.

      Shelley smirked. “Let’s just start with Maisie first, hey? See how you get on. She’s quite a handful, and I don’t mean when she’s furry.”

      “Fabulous. Well, that’s my first victim, I mean client. Now you just need yours.” Max grinned at me.

      “She has one,” Ebony said.

      “No, I don’t,” I protested.

      “Believe me, you do. Just go to work on Monday morning and your client will arrive.”

      I rolled my eyes skyward again. It happened a lot when I was sat with Ebony. “Anyone I know?”

      “Yes, you know them.”

      “Who is it then?” I snapped, getting irritated with her teasing.

      Ebony looked at her watch. “Oh is that the time? I’d better return to my boutique.” She turned to Jax. “Make sure he doesn’t serenade Alyssa today please. It was off-putting to the customers.” She turned to me. “I’ll see you Sunday at the grand opening of your new venture.”

      “Ooh, you’re coming? Great. Maybe I can get you to tell me who my client is.”

      She tittered. “I wouldn’t miss it for the world.”

      I folded my arms across my chest. “One day I will get my own back, Ebs. One day.”
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        * * *

      

      After enjoying a catch up with my friends, I walked down to the next block where my pet grooming parlour was, Short Bark and Sides. I groomed all different species of animals, but the business was mainly dog grooming, plus the local werewolf pack who were too hairy for a normal barber.

      While I’d been away in London, a lady called India had been brought in by Cupid Inc to look after the place. Luckily for me, she had agreed to stay on. A tall, slim brunette, it was clear to see she enjoyed working with animals. She was a shy, introverted woman who I’d yet to persuade to go and meet everyone at the coffee shop.

      I pushed open the door and saw India was in the washroom with a pampered Pekingese. I stood in the washroom doorway. “Everything been okay?”

      “Yes, thank you. No problems at all. I’ve taken a couple of extra bookings for next week too.”

      My parlour only opened part-time around the bookings. We tried to book in over just three days of a week but could do more if necessary. I’d needed a flexible job to work around cupiding. India appeared laid back, and happy to do whatever was needed. She struck me as one of those meditative types who did regular yoga and chanted. She smelled like Patchouli oil when she wasn’t smelling like dog shampoo.

      “I’ve been down to the coffee shop. They are still asking when you’re going to pop in.”

      “Oh, I will one day. I’m not a coffee drinker though. Do they do Matcha?”

      “Hmm, not sure. I’ll ask Jax. That building’s better known for matchmaking than matcha, so watch out if you’re single. Ebony will be telling you who you’re destined for, and Shelley will try to get you on the books.”

      Her eyes widened.

      “And that’s why you don’t want to go in,” I stated as I realised why India had been so reluctant.

      “I’m sure they’re lovely people. I’ve said hello to them in passing, but I really like my quiet life and I hate people trying to matchmake me. My parents were like it all the time at home, ‘Come and meet whoever’s son’. I’ll find my love when destiny decides.”

      I shivered at the word destiny. That was the name the woman who had recently tried to poison me had assumed, though she was really called Janine.

      “It’s Fate actually who usually decides. I’ve met her. Hopefully she’s finished with me, and she can start on you now.”

      India put more shampoo on the Pekingese and began massaging it in. “Withernsea is full of very strange people. I’m a human and I prefer animals to be honest with you. They’re much less complicated.”

      ‘Not when your husband’s a Whippet’, I wanted to add, but I kept my mouth shut. I didn’t want her thinking every client was a human or supe in disguise. She had to take Rescue Remedy to shave the weres as it was.

      “Will you come to the opening of Cupid Inc on Sunday if I promise to look after you and not let any of my friends accost you? You really could do with introducing yourself to the locals. It might drum up some extra business.”

      She bit her lip. “Okay. Just for a small part of it. But if it gets too much for me, I’ll have to leave.”

      “That’s my girl.” I beamed. The dog grinned at me showing its teeth, thinking the praise was for itself.

      “Did you think I meant you, gorgeous pooch? Did you?”

      The dog shook its body, furiously splashing soap suds all over. Mainly, I’d also take a pet over a human any day. Except my husband, though he’d been cute as a fawn-coloured Whippet. However, he was even cuter as a fair-haired love god.

      I checked the time on the wall clock. I couldn’t wait for him to get home. I’d make sure I was naked in bed ready to welcome him.

      Life was good right now, with no picky parents around and no one trying to harm me. I had my fabulous husband back, a new career cupiding, the grooming business that India now assisted me with, and I had my amazing friends around me.

      “Thanks, Fate,” I muttered in case she could hear me. “And if you’re not busy, India might need a helping hand.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter 2


          

          Fate

        

      

    

    
      Usually, I wouldn’t have picked up on Samara’s murmurings as I’d have moved on, but of course my plans for her were not finished. She needn’t have worried. India was already in my sights, and she was going to surprise them all.

      But now I just needed to wait until the little surprise I had for Samara made itself known. I was sure it wouldn’t be much longer…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter 3


          

          Jessica

        

      

    

    
      There were two one-bedroomed apartments above the new Withernsea Dating building, and I’d taken one, Max the other. I stood outside my car in the car park near the new premises and breathed in the sea air, so different from the pollution of London. The sounds were different too, gulls instead of the bustle of people.

      The car was packed to the roof with my belongings. Here in front of me was my home and my employment for the foreseeable future. The truth was, I was excited to start something new. Yes, I would miss counselling the students at Cupid School, but I expected this new role would be a lot more interesting… and a lot further away from my ex-husband.

      Leaving everything in the car for now, I walked to the back entrance and unlocked the door that housed the staircase leading up to my new home. The inside smelled of fresh paint and newly laid carpet and I breathed it in.

      New beginnings.

      I was a psychologist and was here to assist my friends Samara and Max with their new ventures for Cupid Inc. It was important these probation periods were a success as Cupid would then roll the businesses out elsewhere.

      I had Cupid on speed dial given he was my ex-father-in-law.

      It was the big secret no one could know about.

      A divorce in Cupid’s direct family line.

      An embarrassment of the family name.

      He could take that right to the door of his son. He was the one who’d put his career first and stopped giving a damn about us. Anyway, new beginnings, I reminded myself, unlocking the door and closing my mind on thoughts of the past.

      The apartment was furnished in creams and taupe’s and given I was only paying a nominal rent, it was exquisitely decorated. I should have known my ex-father-in-law wouldn’t just give me the basics. I flopped down onto the sumptuous black couch which moulded to my body, laid back and sighed. No matter how hard I tried to block him out, Lachlan came into my thoughts.

      The truth was, I wasn’t over my ex, and I wasn’t sure I ever would be.

      But you couldn’t make someone love you if they didn’t want to.

      Shaking myself from my stupor, I made myself get back up and check out the rest of the place and then I started the process of bringing my belongings into my new home.
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        * * *

      

      “Hey, roomie!” Max shouted through my partially opened doorway.

      I smiled at him. “Come on in.”

      He walked through and gazed around. “Very nice,” he acknowledged. “My walls are purple. They know me so well.”

      He took a seat on the sofa without being asked. “You should have come to Jax’s. They’re a great crowd. How lucky that they get to hang there every day. It’s a little too far from us here.”

      “We can buy Jax’s blend, and we have a coffee pot in the office,” I reassured him. “Also, there’s an ice-cream parlour a couple of minutes’ walk around the corner called Jetty’s, and next door to that is a sandwich shop with seating called Tasty Bites which apparently is new.”

      “Really? Oh my.” Max patted his stomach. “We’re in trouble, fella. Big trouble. So how do you know all this? You only just got here.”

      “After I brought my belongings in, I felt I deserved refreshments, so I had a wander around. Also, the arcade around the corner sells chips and waffles.”

      Max took out his mobile and his fingers flew around the screen. I looked at him with a furrowed brow. “That’s my reminder to book in for a gastric band in three months’ time,” he declared.

      I smiled and shook my head at him good naturedly. “Are you all unpacked then?”

      “If unpacked is having thrown all my belongings in the living room then yes I’ve unpacked.” He shrugged. “I’ll just unpack as I need things. I met Shelley, she’s so lovely, and I have my first victim already.”

      “Will you stop calling them that. You’re going to be saying it to their face.” I shook my head at him a second time. I was going to need a chiropractor soon for my neck. “Now give me the details.”

      “She’s called Maisie and she’s a werecat. Pretty thing. Black.”

      “I thought you didn’t rate women, and also watch out commenting on skin colour. It shouldn’t be relevant.”

      He threw his head back on the sofa and emitted a dramatic sigh. “I meant she was a pretty black cat.”

      “Oh.”

      “Anyway, that weird friend of Sam’s was there, Ebony, and she said Sam’s first client will arrive Monday at the branch. She made it sound like a DPD delivery. So we’re up and running, baby.” He raised a hand to smack against mine and then dropped it when I failed to meet it, given I was standing three feet away and not walking over just to high five him.

      “You let me hang,” he whined. “I can’t believe you let me hang.”

      “I’m letting you hang out here. That should be enough for you. Don’t think you’re spending all your spare time here either. I don’t have time to keep vacuuming up that unicorn confetti that’s dropping out of your pocket. I’m guessing you wanted to make an entrance this morning?”

      “Of course. They need to remember the first time they met me.”

      “I don’t think there’s any danger of them forgetting,” I mumbled under my breath.

      Max went to his phone again and tapped the screen. “So, girlfriend, let’s make sure our schedules align. Tomorrow, it’s all about getting the building ready for the grand opening on Sunday, takeaway at yours, and then Monday eight am, we open the doors of Cupid Inc.”

      “Pedal back there, fella. Takeaway at mine?”

      “Don’t mind if I do.” He splayed his fingers over his chest. “I’m so happy you live next-door. It’s going to be am-ayyy-zzing. Right, got to dash. I have a back, sack, and crack scheduled. Got to look my best for Sunday.”

      Oh my god, I hoped he wasn’t still thinking of doing a naked conga down to the beach to go skinny dipping.
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        * * *

      

      My first nights in my new apartment passed peacefully. The mattress was memory foam and my sleep undisturbed. I’d got unpacked which had kept me occupied and I’d managed to avoid helping decorate for the opening. It was much more Max’s thing than mine. But today was the opening ceremony and I needed to get moving. After a shower, coffee, and a slice of toast, I grabbed my bag and made my way down the stairs and around to the front of the building. There was an access door at the bottom of the stairwell for Max and me to use, but I wanted to stare at the outside of my new place of work.

      I stood stock still at the front of the new business premises. The sign above the building said simply Withernsea Dating as Cupid liked to fly under the radar and Shelley couldn’t outwardly advertise her work for supernaturals. However, the premises looked like Cupid and Christmas had just had a baby. I guess we were only a month away from the festive event.

      The outside of the building was festooned with pink and silver Cupids and angels. The large window of the building that faced the reception—which the last time I’d visited had a venetian blind covering it—now was uncovered and a white Christmas tree blocked most of the window. It also was decorated in pink and silver with huge swathes of what I presumed were tinsel but could easily pass for feather boas. A pink carpet went from the entrance to the front of the property.

      “What do you think?” Max beamed.

      “It’s very…”

      “Pink? Over-the-top? Dramatic? Migraine inducing? That’s what I’ve come up with so far,” said Rebecca, Max’s sister. She rolled her eyes at him. “Thank God, Shelley said it’s only for the opening ceremony.”

      “Oh shut up, Miss Pissy Pants. Just because I got my own way for once. Slither back to where you came from if you don’t like it.”

      Max and his sister did not get along. Then again, most people found Rebecca difficult to stomach seeing as she loved to be number one and was forever attention seeking. If I ever met their parents, I would hug them hard. They must have thrown a party when they both left. That or slept for a year solid.

      “Where’s Samara?” I asked.

      “The lazy sod has fallen asleep on the couch in your counselling room,” Max said. “I reckon she had another wild night with the husband with how tired and pale she looked this morning. She needs to see daylight. She’s spending far too much time in nocturnal pursuits.”

      I sighed. It had been a long, long time since I’d gotten any that wasn’t provided by something with batteries.

      “I know that face.” Max walked over and hugged me to his chest. “Because I wear it myself and so does poo-face over there. It’s the look of the single person. We need to get laid. How does it look that we work for Cupid and we’re single? We need to practice what we preach, so all three of us need a date asap. Agreed?”

      “Do not be trying to matchmake me, brother.”

      “Why not? I’m in charge of the undateables now. You’re perfect.” He smirked.

      “Piss off.”

      The pair of them were giving me a headache. “I’m going to make a coffee. Then you can tell me what I need to do to help here.” I began to walk towards the staff room.

      “Throw all this out and start again,” I heard Rebecca yell.

      “Throw you out and start again,” Max chuntered back.

      Thank goodness my office was soundproofed for confidentiality.
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        * * *

      

      After I’d made myself a drink, I pushed the door to my office open and watched as Samara opened one eye, paused with a confused look on her face, and then slowly sat up, pushing her curly blonde hair out of her face.

      “What happened?” she asked, wiping her mouth on the back of her hand.

      “Apparently, you fell asleep in here.”

      “God, I’m so sorry. At least I didn’t drool on the couch,” she said, inspecting it closely. “I came in to open your blind and then my eyes were just closing. Couldn’t resist a little lie down.”

      “Maybe you should sleep at night?” I winked.

      “I did, I promise. In fact, as I wasn’t feeling too good, I actually went to bed early.”

      “Hmm, looks like your body is playing catch up. Anyway, if you want to wake up fast just go and look at the pretty decorations out front because Christmas and Valentine’s made a baby outside.”

      “Oh God. I told Max to take what he wanted to do and hold back three-quarters of it.”

      “Then I dread to think what he had planned. It looks like a Barbie dream home. A pink paradise.”

      Samara slowly edged herself off the couch, walked over to me, took the drink from my hand and threw it down her throat like a chaser.

      “I’m off to kick some arse,” she said.

      “Rebecca’s out there.”

      “Even better.”

      Rebecca and Samara were currently having to work on their professional relationship. Having worked as Cupid representatives in neighbouring districts, there had been no love lost between the two of them. Cupid had had enough and was making them work as a team to get past it. They were civil, but it was clear to see that they actually wanted to punch each other in the throat. I didn’t know about therapy sessions for clients, I think the staff needed help first, especially Rebecca. She was at the centre of two lots of conflict: one with her brother and one with Samara. I wondered if there was anyone she actually got along with.

      I followed Samara out to the reception where she dragged the Christmas tree to the corner of the reception and pulled the blind back down but open.

      Max opened his mouth to protest, but Samara just stood with her arms folded over her chest. She’d clearly woken up on the wrong side of the counselling couch.

      “Take up the pink fake leopard-skin rug off the floor and go burn it. And if one piece of unicorn confetti comes out today, I’ll add you to the pyre,” she warned him. Max took one look at her face, fixed me with a quick look that said ‘Whoa,’ and did as he was told.
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        * * *

      

      An hour later the place was still decorated with pink and silver but at least now it was relatively toned down. A table had been placed in the reception ready for a buffet that Jax was catering, and Samara had set up a display on the reception counter of leaflets detailing our services.

      “I don’t think it’s appropriate for you to display business cards and price lists for your grooming parlour here. It should be dating stuff only,” Rebecca huffed.

      Samara looked ready to bludgeon Rebecca to death with the box the leaflets had come out of.

      “Maybe for the opening it should just be dating stuff, but let’s get a noticeboard and a leaflet holder and encourage the community to share their offerings here. After all, they’re all places for people to meet which is what we’re all about isn’t it?” I noted.

      “Fine,” Samara harrumphed.

      Rebecca looked smug.

      Samara paused and then smiled at her with a saccharine sweet smile which we knew heralded her revenge retort. “By the way, Rebecca. You must have sat in some chocolate before you came here. At least I hope it’s chocolate. You have a huge patch of something brown on your butt cheek. Please don’t sit on any of the furniture. We don’t want it looking shitty.”

      Rebecca shot off in the direction of the bathroom.

      “There’s nothing on her backside is there?” I queried.

      “Nope, but she is a shit and an arse so that is what she’ll see in the mirror.”

      I sighed and shook my head. “I don’t want to be here for when she comes back. I think I’ve had all the fun I can handle for one day. I’ll see you all tomorrow.”

      That actually brought a big beaming smile to Samara’s face. Then Max came into the room, and so did an annoyed looking Rebecca. Damn, I hadn’t escaped fast enough. Please don’t let them have fisticuffs in front of the guests, I prayed inwardly.

      Samara held up a hand, went behind the reception counter and placed four champagne glasses and a bottle of fizz on the counter.

      She popped the cork which hit Rebecca in one of her boobs.

      “Sorry,” Samara said, looking genuinely remorseful which made a change.

      “It’s fine. It’s the most action that breast has seen in a long time,” Rebecca quipped, shocking us all.

      We burst out laughing and Samara poured and handed everyone a drink.

      “To Cupid Inc,” she toasted.

      “To Cupid Inc,” we toasted back.

      Then Samara’s phone began ringing. She placed her drink down, answered it, and listened intently to whoever was on the other end.

      “Why? Did she do something to it? Freaking hell, Ebony, you drive me crazy.”

      She ended the call.

      “Everything okay?” I asked, once again wishing I’d made my escape earlier.

      “Ebony told me not to drink the champagne, but won’t say why, so everyone put it down. Talk about making the occasion fall flat.”

      “What did you do, buy a cheap bottle off the back of a van somewhere?” Rebecca snarked. “I knew I should have provided the bubbles, and I know how to pop a cork without hurting someone.”

      “The only place you need to put a cork is in your mouth,” Samara warned.

      I left them to a new round of arguing. Surely, things could only get better?
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