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      Six months ago my girlfriends and I agreed to reseal our hymens until we came across someone we wouldn’t regret sleeping with.

      I hate to say it might have been my idea…I have a history of being too spontaneous.

      I don’t want to add another notch to my bed post and I sure don’t want to add one that I’m just going to regret later.

      This do-over pact of ours is a big deal to me, it’s a chance to establish an authentic bond with a guy before we get to the bedroom.

      But all bets are off when I meet Trevor:

      Is my impulsive nature just going to lead to another regret? Or will Trevor end up showing me what the do-over pact is really all about?
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        * * *

      

      Welcome to Landsburg and five girlfriends who make a pact to step back, slow down, and get a do-over on their dating history.

      From here on out, they’re saving themselves for someone special.

      The Do-Over Pact is a series of short stories featuring a group of close girlfriends and the third-pitcher-of-mimosas decision they make during one Sunday brunch that ultimately kicks off the chain of events that leads them all to their happily ever afters.

      It’s amazing how fast the Right One shows up once you’re done wasting time on all the wrong ones.
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      We're waiting on Paige. Of course.

      "She's gonna be pissed she missed the first pitcher," Bailey quips as she drains the last of pitcher one into her glass.

      When the pitcher is empty, she gets up and carries it to the kitchen herself.

      The new waitress at the Laundry and Boat Dock isn't very attentive. Or maybe it's just us, I don't know, but Jen's been serving here ever since our last waiter, Spencer, left.

      Now Spencer's working for the city planning department, making Paige-- his wife-- late...er than usual...for our weekly brunch, and leaving us with a 22 year old air head for a waitress that still can't remember that I don't fucking eat meat after three months.

      I try to look like I'm still engrossed in my sketchbook but I'm watching Bailey out of the corner of my eye.

      She's been acting all kinds of weird for awhile now and we all have our suspicions that she's got something going on with the head chef, Gilbert, who co-owns the Laundry and Boat Dock Cafe with his brother, Dan.

      "I'm starting to regret this stupid pact," Abby mumbles.

      Looking up at her, I notice I'm not the only one keeping an eye on Bailey.

      "Tell me about it," I concur under my breath, "I swear I should take out stock in Duracell."

      Molly giggles, sipping from the virgin version of this week's house special mimosa. Which, for her, is really just cranberry juice and ginger ale, I guess.

      The alcoholic version is some kind of magic with cranberry juice, including spiced cranberry muddled in the glasses, the traditional champagne, and topped off with a float of Grand Marnier that is perfect for the post Thanksgiving/pre-Christmas Sunday.

      And making me hope that Bailey really went to get our next pitcher and isn't stopping for a morning quickie in a supply room somewhere.

      This week's sketch is coming out kinda angry. My mountain turned into an erupting volcano and the side of my hand is a mess from the charcoal.

      "Easy for you to say," I reply to Moll's laughing, "you met Reagan like a minute after we made the pact. You were celibate for a whole week."

      "It was longer than that," Molly says in a sing song voice.

      Six months ago, the five of us-- I clench my jaw, remembering Bailey and why she probably isn't back with more mimosas yet-- make that four of us, all agreed to reseal our hymens until we came across someone we wouldn't regret sleeping with.

      I hate to say it might have been my idea.

      My baby sister and her friends have this whole "make sure you don't regret it" philosophy and when Summer told me about it, I thought it sounded cool.

      I mean, shit, I wish I'd been so wise when I was younger. I pretty much regret every sexual experience I've had. Not that they were all bad. Not bad at all.

      Which is probably why I'm stupid horny after eight months-- I made my own pact before the girls and I got to talking about it.

      Sex is fucking amazing and I am not thrilled that I'm not having any.

      Then again, that's exactly why I swore off.

      I tend to be a little too spontaneous.

      Then I either end up with a guy who's overly invested when I was just trying to scratch an itch, or I end up face down in a bowl of something sweet and fattening when I get ghosted by a guy I thought had potential.

      "Sorry guys," Paige tells us as she grabs a seat between Abbey and Molly, "We stayed up too late last night, trying to--"

      "Make the stick turn blue next time?" I finish her sentence before she gets a chance to pussyfoot around it.

      Looking up from the sketch that might now also feature Godzilla stomping out a small village under the volcano, I grin at my most newly married friend and watch her blush.

      "Knew it," I say with a wink.

      "Well at least I can have mimosas," Paige says, "speaking of which, where are?"

      "Bailey didn't want to wait for Jen to bring us a new pitcher," Abby answers, reluctantly resorting to her glass of water.

      "That was hours ago," I add, "I think Bailey didn't want to wait for something else either."

      "I don't know," Molly says, "I saw her and Gil hanging out in the kitchen yesterday and I just didn't get a hooking up vibe from them, know what I mean?"

      Yesterday was our annual friends-giving dinner. We had it at Abbey's this year. Paige and Spencer got married last week on the spur of the moment and are busy buying a house. Molly and Reagan moved into together a couple of months ago and are having their wedding on New Year's Eve-- they're getting a head start on the family plan, which is why Molly is drinking virgin mimosas now.

      Poor Paige. Last week she had her fingers crossed on ginger ale mimosas too. Yesterday the first thing she did was pour a glass of wine and try not to be bummed out about her cramps.

      "Speaking of yesterday," Paige says directly to me, "so what did you think of Noah?"

      Is she seriously suggesting that I should be interested in that?

      I shrug but before I can answer, Bailey is back with two pitchers of mimosas.

      "I mean, let's face it," Bailey explains logically, "Paige is drinking again and you know we're going to need another one, right?"

      The table bursts into laughter.

      "What were you saying about Noah?" Bailey asks casually as she fills her glass and passes one of the pitchers.

      Jen interrupts with our food on a cart, "OK, I think I have it right this time," she tells us-- just as she sets Bailey's prosciutto and apricot bagels in front of me.

      "Not yet," I answer, not without sarcasm, as I hand the plate one place to my left.

      "Sorry," Jen says unconvincingly, leaving us to sort out our orders on our own.

      "Aren't you tight with the owner of this place?" I ask Bailey while I roll my eyes in Jen's general direction.

      "Yeah, why does Gil keep her on?" Molly asks, scraping the hollandaise off her eggs Benedict.

      "He promised she could stay till she leaves for spring semester," Bailey answers wearily, "she is getting better."

      "How hard is it to remember I'm a vegan?" I inquire, "I mean, seriously."

      We all mumble a variety of complaints about the service, but none of us are really invested in Jen's issues.

      We come for the mimosas-- and to dish dirt.

      "Speaking of vegan," Paige says, "it was really nice of Trevor to bring something you could eat."

      "Yeah, too bad I didn't get to meet him," I answer.

      "You met Trevor though, right, Abbey?" Paige has that match-maker tone in her voice.

      "Meh," Abbey says around a mouthful of French Toast, "yeah, he's OK."

      "See, you never answered, what did you think of Noah?"

      "Noah? Bailey raises her eyebrow and waits for my response.

      "Noah's cool," I tell them, "but he's not break the pact cool."

      Abbey throws a piece of kiwi at me.

      "No wonder you're crawling the walls," she laughs at me, "you're taking this do-over pact thing way serious."

      Popping the flying kiwi in my mouth, I grin at my friends.

      This do-over thing is a big deal for me. It's my chance to establish an authentic bond with the next man I get involved with, before we muddy things up with sex.

      I don't want to add another notch to my bed post and I sure as hell don't want to add one that I'm just going to regret later.

      "Yup, sure am." I tell the girls at the table with me, raising my glass in a toast to the pact.
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      Landsburg was not my ideal place to work, that's for sure.

      It doesn't even qualify as a small town, by my counts. There's one stoplight hanging from wires in the middle of the intersection where the two biggest roads in town intersect.

      Not even a full-fledged red/yellow/green traffic light, just one of those blinking red lights that signal a four way stop.

      There's absolutely zero chain restaurants and the closest thing to "big box" stores is an Ace Hardware and a Napa Auto Parts place-- and that's still about half a mile from the actual town.

      If I was looking for a Walmart or a Target, I'd have to drive about two hours. Which is also where I'd find the Starbucks and any hope of fast food with a drive thru.

      It's just another tiny piece of Americana that hasn't updated it's look in fifty years.

      There's no tourist industry to speak of and most of the residents either work at the nearby power station or run their own businesses in the rows of shops lining Main Street.

      I always envisioned myself in a big city, unrolling blueprints on the tailgate of a pick up, wearing a hard hat underneath a mega crane.
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