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  Dedication




  To Muffy Wilson, a wonderful friend and fellow author, thank you for the encouragement and advice.




  Chapter One




  Sometimes, in order to move forward, you have to take a step back to better assess a situation. At least that’s what I kept telling myself out of desperation to remember more. But the few things forever set in stone were the rich timbre of his voice, taste of his lips, and the faint heat of his flesh laced with the scent of spicy cologne. He’d become an obsession, the man I had searched relentlessly for, and those were the only clues to his identity.




  Snowflakes fell in the still air, ballerinas twirling this way and that, and the sky was an ocean of grey cotton batting. Silent. Peaceful. I waited in front of an empty commercial building, facing the massive windows like a pillar, unmovable and determined as strangers passed by, trying to piece together the fragmented images of a man I’d met once. I needed more answers. I’d gone through the sequence of events a thousand times searching for a new clue—a sound, word, anything that would lead me to him. But nothing came to mind.




  I guess I’m a sad excuse for a thirty-something human being with an incessant yearning for a man who’d been in my life for less than four minutes. Love at first sight? But that’s impossible since I never saw him, nor did I believe in that crap. Whatever it was, the events of December 18th had driven me to grasp at a thread of hope I’d somehow find him.




  The pedestrians darted past like ants scurrying in all directions, nothing more than a blur of nameless faces. And I wondered where they were going, and who might be waiting for them at their place of destination. Shoving my hands into damp jacket pockets, I headed against the flow of bodies, examining each man in the crowd, hoping he’d be there, that I might hear his voice or catch a whiff of his cologne. It was a one-in-a-million chance I’d ever find my obsession.




  My quest had started three months prior when my brother decided to play Cupid.




  Chapter Two




  Three months earlier….




  With the music blaring and bottles shifting around on the floorboards, I took a sharp right and flew at reckless velocity into the lot of a local Ma and Pa grocery store, bottoming out on a speed bump. Parking next to a handicap spot, I rammed the shifter into park and raced for the entrance. The double doors parted like the Red Sea when the motion detector triggered. I almost tripped on a large black industrial mat, grabbed a green grocery basket, and headed straight for the florist department.




  Colour and fragrance surrounded me: chrysanthemums, roses, lilies, poinsettias—what seemed a boundless variety of potted plants and bouquets. A middle-aged man and a little girl tried to decide on a mixed bouquet, an elderly gentlemen with an older woman stood near the potted plants, and two teenaged boys argued over which orchid to buy their mother in the hospital. The old man shot me a disdainful glance and I avoided him. But as soon as I reached the refrigeration unit, another man, possibly in his late thirties, started talking as if we were intimate acquaintances.




  “Expensive, aren’t they?” He sniffed at a rose, its velvet petals tangerine.




  “Ah…yes.”




  “Most women like flowers, but they have a preference, just as they do to footwear and purses. And I don’t have a clue what to buy.”




  “Me neither,” I said. He was attractive in a lawyer kind of way. “Are they for your wife? If they are, I’m sure she’ll love them no matter the colour.”




  “No, no wife. I had thought pink instead of the orange. What’s your opinion?”




  “Well....” I cleared my throat, trying not to get too involved. “The orange is quite striking.”




  He grabbed a handful of the roses from the large, water-filled vase. “Orange it is. Thanks.”




  It happens all the time—lineups, at the gas station, in the doctor’s office—anywhere I go, complete strangers start a conversation with me for no apparent reason other than to chin wag. My friends and family tell me it’s my unpretentious appearance. My brother thinks it’s because I don’t pose any physical threat. I don’t care why people talk to me, I just wish when it’s a man, he’d find me attractive and maybe sweep me off my feet. A one-night stand doesn’t appeal to me; I’ve had my fair share. But if the guy’s enthusiastic about the idea of pure, unadulterated sex within a long-term relationship, I could handle that.




  Peering through the refrigeration-unit door, I placed my fingertips on the glass and sighed a forlorn, discouraged sigh. Roses were over-the-top. I loved my sister-in-law, but not that much.
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