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Another flash made her head pound. The spots at the edge of her vision might be 

permanent.  

Veronica Shay squeezed her sister’s trim waist, still bound in embroidered satin. 

Part two of Angeline’s perfect wedding day was finished. Now to make it through the 

horror show called a reception. 

“Let’s bustle you up.” Angeline’s maid of honor held out her hand to help the bride 

navigate the platform steps. 

Gregory pecked her cheek and whispered something in her ear. Ronnie waited until 

her mother followed the other girls out before stepping into the aisle where the 

photographer bundled cords around the L of his extended arm. Seafoam silk ruffled 

around her knees. At least her sister hadn’t chosen something that clashed with her 

auburn hair. Although the pale green did nothing to tone down the spray of freckles 

across her chest. 

Ronnie tucked one of the ringlets dangling from her French twist behind her ear, 

setting the chandelier earrings fluttering again. The things sagged on ear lobes used to 

sporting jeweled studs. Everything about her attire screamed out a false identity, but it 

was only for a few hours. She’d suffer through anything to make her baby sister’s day 

special and memorable. 

Santa Clara was about an hour’s drive south of Oakland, and Ronnie’s brain already 

plotted excuses for leaving the reception as soon after her sister as possible. While she 



 

teetered her way toward the parking lot, cursing the thin heels on the strappy sandals 

her sister insisted she needed to match the bridesmaid dress, Ronnie fortified herself for 

the onslaught she knew was coming. 

Why hadn’t someone invented a special service for hiring wedding dates? Ronnie 

didn’t want a man complicating her life on a regular basis, but when she walked into 

the reception hall by herself, every relative would call open season on her love life. 

They couldn’t understand that she didn’t want a man in her life. A hazy image tried 

to form like some unwelcome holograph, but she shut it down. The memories rarely 

came these days. Until she started thinking about dating or men or marriage. 

Bumps slithered up her arms as the air conditioner in her car burst into high gear. It 

was half a mile to the torture chamber decorated in wedding colors. Ronnie cranked up 

the volume on the radio where “This Girl is on Fire” pumped up her confidence. She 

was walking into something more terrifying than a board room full of expectant clients 

because there was no way to satisfy her mother or Aunt Virginia. 

You could get married. 

Not in this lifetime. Her heart flopped like a caught fish, and she sang along with the 

radio, forcing the dark memories back into their coffin. It was even easier this time. 

Thanks to her therapist or the fact Ronnie didn’t expose herself to many men, and she 

didn’t care which it was. 

Cars overflowed the parking lot at the cultural center where the reception was being 

held. Ronnie pulled the Mini Cooper into a space across the street. No chance of getting 



 

blocked in there. She wrestled the sandals from her feet and slipped on plain white 

flats. No sense making her feet suffer along with the rest of her. She’d need a long run 

in the morning to work off the aggressive feelings sure to be inspired by the day ahead. 

A pair of giggling girls snapped her photo and directed her to sign frou-frou colored 

paper. Angeline told her she was making a fancy guest book with photos of the 

attendees. 

May all the happiness you deserve fill the years ahead. Ronnie signed the missive, your 

best sister, grinning at the silly nickname Angie had used since she was old enough to 

talk.  

Pre-taped music wafted from double doors flung wide into the echoing hall made 

up to look like a cruise ship deck. A central stage reserved for the bridal party sported 

lounge chairs and tables with umbrella drinks. 

A light grip on her arm drew Ronnie’s attention. Her sister-in-law smiled, tugging 

on her. 

“Family table is over this way.” 

“I’m bowing out of the family today.” Ronnie smirked, but the jump in her pulse 

belied the expression. 

“It’s just Tony and me.” 

Ronnie let the shorter woman drag her through the obstacle course of round tables. 

Tropical drinks littered a few, and brilliant bouquets brightened everywhere she 

looked. 



 

“But Aunt Virginia will invite herself over.” The woman almost made Ronnie’s 

mother look passive. Almost. 

“If it isn’t the two most beautiful women here.”  

Tony Thoms, the one and only brother of the bride, rocked his dress blue uniform. 

He hugged Ronnie with one arm and pulled his wife against him with the other. Jen’s 

giggle was cut off by a kiss. 

Heat burned Ronnie’s cheeks. She had no desire to witness this display of affection, 

even if her heart skipped at the sight. She struggled against the steel arm gripping her. 

After Tony brushed her cheek with his warm lips, he released her. 

“Do you have your getaway driver in place?” His whisper sent a ringlet tickling 

along her neck. His hazel eyes sparkled when they met hers.  

She shook her head and grimaced. “I didn’t even leave the getaway car running.” 

Tony chuckled and pressed his hand into her lower back, guiding her to the chair 

left of where he was sitting. He pulled out Jen’s chair. 

“Want me to get you a drink?” 

Ronnie nodded. “I’m driving.” 

“We’re all going non-alcoholic these days.” He winked at Jen and wove his way 

toward a table near the front of the room where several pineapples were carved to hold 

punch bowls. 

“It was a beautiful wedding. I’m sure Angie is thrilled.” 



 

“For it to be over.” Ronnie shook her head. “Sorry, that’s me talking. She’s been 

excited about everything, even with Mom commandeering most of it.” 

“A great case for eloping.” Which is basically what Tony and Jen had done two 

years ago. But that had more to do with the fact that Tony was getting shipped overseas 

and Jen’s family lived on the other side of the country than any desire to avoid a fussy 

wedding.  

“Or skipping marriage.” Ronnie fingered the petal on the hibiscus floating inside a 

makeshift swimming pool centerpiece. 

“The right guy will change your mind.” 

And so it begins.  

Ronnie smiled and squeezed Jen’s hand. “Tony’s taken already.” 

Jen’s smile brightened the dim room. 

Tony arrived carrying three drinks. The goblet he set in front of Ronnie had a 

pineapple slice clinging to the edge and a turquoise paper umbrella in the straw. 

“To happily ever after.” Jen raised her glass high. Three drinks tapped together. 

While Ronnie brought the glass to her lips, Tony and Jen gazed into each other’s eyes. 

A twist inside Ronnie’s gut didn’t loosen when she sipped the fruity punch. Some 

might say it was jealousy, but Ronnie knew better. She was thrilled her siblings found 

people to love and share their lives with. That wasn’t what Ronnie wanted for herself, 

though. She’d worked too hard to earn the position she had in the business world to 

throw it away for some man. 



 

Happily-ever-after is someone else’s fairy tale ending. Hers involved business trips, 

signed contracts, bonus checks, and customers who asked for her by name. The sooner 

she got through this wedding, the better her day would be. 

Jen whispered in Tony’s ear. 

“Do you two need to get a room or something?” Ronnie twirled the umbrella and 

rolled her eyes. 

“Or something.” Tony said. “We have a secret.” 

Ronnie arched an eyebrow at her brother but leaned closer when he crooked his 

finger. 

“You tell her.” Tony wrapped his arm around his wife’s shoulders, practically 

pulling her onto his lap. 

Jen blushed. The rosy cheeks accentuated the golden highlights in her brunette hair, 

but nothing could hide the sparkle in her green eyes. 

“We’re having a baby.” A slight squeal ruined the stage whisper. 

“Congratulations!” Ronnie scooted closer to hug them both. 

A grandchild would keep her mother occupied. 

Tony glanced up at something behind Ronnie, and his eyebrows lowered. 

“Warning.” Tony hissed the word at the same time icy fingers clamped on Ronnie’s 

collarbone. 

“Well if it isn’t my favorite nephew.” 



 

Aunt Virginia’s nasal voice cut across the mellow music like screeching brakes. 

Hairs at the back of Ronnie’s neck stood at attention, and she imagined the reaction was 

like a cat’s back going up. 

“You look handsome as ever.” 

Tony lurched to his feet and kissed Aunt Virginia’s papery cheek. Even from her 

seat, Ronnie nearly choked in the cloud of department store perfume accompanying the 

old woman. Virginia was the youngest sister of Ronnie’s maternal grandmother, who 

had passed away while Ronnie was in college. Not that anyone missed her since 

Virginia and Ronnie’s mother acted exactly like the bossy crone. 

“And your wife, Jeannie.” 

No one bothered to correct her, and Jen stepped forward to get a buss on one cheek 

and a condescending pat on the other. 

Aunt Virginia turned her steely gaze on Ronnie, narrowing her eyes slightly. The 

gray eyes looked ridiculous with the carrot-top hairdo. With nearly translucent skin and 

enough wrinkles to make a Sharpei jealous, her aunt wasn’t fooling anyone that the 

bright orange hair was authentic anyway. 

“Veronica.” 

Ronnie stood, holding her breath while she leaned into the shorter woman’s 

voluptuous figure. Lips brushed against her cheek, and she stepped back. 

“How are you, Aunt Virginia?” 



 

“Better than most my age.” She made a show of staring around both sides of Ronnie. 

Ronnie steeled herself, spine straightening and teeth clenching. 

“Where’s your date?” 

Ronnie opened her mouth to answer. 

“Don’t have one? Poor dear.” The pat on her cheek was condescending. “If you’d 

make more effort with your hair and makeup, like today, I’m sure you’d catch 

someone’s attention.” 

Ronnie’s jaw ached from the pressure of holding back a scathing remark.  

“In fact, there’s a boy here who might be perfect for you.” 

Aunt Virginia turned away, not even leaning on the glossy cane she carried as she 

made a beeline for the other side of the room.  

“Time for the getaway already?” Tony tweaked her ear and held the chair for Jen. 

“As much as I’d like to, no. This day is about Angeline.” 

“I could have fixed you up with someone from my platoon.” 

Ronnie glowered at her brother. They had tried that once, and the guy jumped every 

time Tony moved and could hardly speak five words to Ronnie. 

She shook her head. “I don’t need a date for my sister’s wedding.” 

Tony’s gaze darkened. Did he see the sobbing teenager when he looked at her that 

way? At least there was never any pity. She would have slapped him if he tried that. 

“They’re coming!” One of the guest book girls screamed from the doorway. 



 

Music stopped and everyone crowded to form an aisle for the newlyweds to 

traverse on their way to the stage. A pimply boy handed Ronnie a stick with ribbons 

attached to one end.  

“What’s this?” She leaned close to ask Jen. 

“Instead of throwing rice, we wave these. Less cleanup.” 

“Less chance for lawsuits.” Tony mimed slipping on a piece of rice and falling to the 

floor. 

Ronnie bit her lip. “Unless someone whacks them in the eye with…what is on the 

end of these strings?” 

“Beads.” Jen grabbed her hand. “You’re waving it like a pompom, not wielding it 

like a whip.” 

A roar of congratulations arose from outside the room. Angeline beamed and Greg 

held her elbow like she was precious glass. Streamers waved over their heads as they 

strolled through the valley of bodies. Some people stepped forward to shake Greg’s 

hand or hug Angie, so it took them longer to make progress through the room. 

Angie gripped Ronnie’s fingers. “You’re supposed to be with the wedding party.” 

Ronnie begged with her eyes like she’d seen her cat do a thousand times. Please, 

don’t make me. 

“You have to come up later when I give the bridal party gifts.” Angie squeezed her 

hand and let Greg propel her through the crowd. 



 

Ronnie stepped back as soon as she talked to her sister, stepping on someone’s foot. 

She apologized and fled toward the table she now realized was on the edge of the 

makeshift dance floor with a direct view of the bridal party. 

Nails dug into her upper arm before she made it to her seat. 

“What are you doing, Veronica?” 

Ronnie twirled to face her mother’s wrath. Red-stained lips puckered and heavily 

made up eyes narrowed, Charlotte Dime had something to say. 

Here it comes. 

Ronnie brushed the biting fingers from her arm and raised her eyebrows. 

“Why aren’t you with the bridal party?” 

“Angeline said it was okay.” 

Her mother shook her head. “Of course she did. She never wants to hurt anyone’s 

feelings.” Her mother reached for Ronnie again. 

Ronnie stepped back. “I’m sitting with Tony and Jen.” 

“Why are you ruining your sister’s special day?” 

Her mother’s silver-haired husband stepped up behind her, resting his hands on her 

shoulders. He leaned forward. 

“Can I get you ladies something to drink?” 

“Veronica was just going to join the rest of the bridal party.” 

Ronnie stiffened and shifted her gaze to Dennis. “Tony already got me something. 

Thanks.” 



 

“I’m going to mingle, so I’ll get my own.” Her mother’s glare would have scorched 

the skin off a lesser person, but Ronnie was accustomed to the disapproval. 

“Let me get you one.” Dennis squeezed Mom’s bared shoulder. “One less thing for 

you to worry about.” 

Her mother smiled at him. “You’re so thoughtful.” She shot a sideways glower at 

Ronnie. “Unlike some people.” 

Dennis guided her mother away as Tony and Jen returned to the table. For a few 

minutes, Ronnie relaxed in the chair, chatting with them and a few other people who 

stopped by to visit. 

Eventually, it was time to cut the cake, and they gathered around the three-tiered 

masterpiece. Candy looking like ship’s railing encircled each layer, and the plate 

beneath it all sparkled like the Caribbean Sea.  

Greg’s hand guided Angie’s to make the cut. Both white and chocolate cake showed 

beneath the thick icing. He cut off a small piece of chocolate while the crowd threw 

boisterous suggestions for him to smear frosting on Angie’s face. Of course, he didn’t, 

but Ronnie knew the glint in her sister’s eyes. 

Angie picked up a large chunk of the white layer and made certain most of the 

frosting remained on her husband’s lower face. She grinned at the group and stood on 

tiptoe to lick frosting off Greg’s chin. Raucous cheers and indecent suggestions 

abounded, and soon enough the newlyweds were liplocked, the frosting smearing onto 

Angie’s chin, too. 



 

Flutters overwhelmed Ronnie’s stomach, but she moved to the buffet line and 

raided one of the lovely fruit sculptures, filling the paper plate with pineapple, melon 

and grapes. She’d nearly reached the table, when Angie’s voice came over the speakers. 

“I need the wedding party on the stage.” A giggle and then, “That means you, 

favorite sister.” 

Ronnie set the plate down, stabbing a slice of pineapple. She turned to round the 

table and came face to face with a pimply teenager. Okay, he had scruffy sideburns, so 

maybe he was in his 20s. 

“This is Roger.” Aunt Virginia grinned and waggled her silver eyebrows, so at odds 

with her carrot top. “He also doesn’t have a date today.” 

Ronnie held out her hand. Roger’s clammy palm was a limp dishrag. 

“I’m Ronnie and I’ve been called to the stage. Nice to meet you.” She nodded her 

head and scooted around him. 

“We’ll be waiting here for you, Veronica.” Aunt Virginia’s shrill voice penetrated 

the crowd noise. 

Ronnie endured the toasts, raising her glass and drinking punch when directed. She 

hugged her sister when she opened the gift bag and discovered lovely tourmaline 

earrings, dark chocolate truffles and a gift card for the San Francisco Coffee Company.  

After tucking a card with cash in her sister’s hand, she stepped off the stage before 

someone could find another excuse for her to stay. People she didn’t know addressed 

her by name, and she smiled at them but didn’t stop. 



 

Sure enough, Aunt Virginia waited at the table, but the acne-prone Roger wasn’t 

around. Unfortunately, her mother was. The two redheads leaned close to each other, 

whispering conspiratorially. Ronnie’s gut told her to run for her life. 

A glance toward the stage reminded her that some things were more important than 

her discomfort. 

Tony and Jen were eating. A slice of cake sat near the plate of fruit and cheese she’d 

abandoned earlier. Ronnie slid into her chair and stabbed a bite of watermelon. 

“Now Veronica, I’m going to give you some pointers before Roger comes back.” 

Ronnie swallowed. “How old is he? 16?” 

“He graduated college in June with a Master’s of Business Administration and has a 

fine job with some tech company in San Jose.” 

Which didn’t answer her question. He might be as young as twenty-three or as old 

as twenty-five. In either case, much younger than Ronnie. Not that she would be 

interested regardless of his age. 

“I don’t need your advice.” Ronnie used her business voice. 

“Your datelessness says otherwise.” Aunt Virginia huffed and pushed a meatball 

around her plate. 

“She’s stubborn and much too involved in her career. Not that she has anything 

else.” 

“I’m perfectly happy.” Ronnie drew her shoulders back. “I don’t want a man in my 

life.” 



 

“Says every woman who can’t get a man.” Her mother raised her eyebrows. 

The words slapped Ronnie’s assurance aside. She worked hard to pay her way 

through college and land a prestigious job when she graduated. She had moved out 

when she was eighteen and never asked her mother for anything. But because she 

didn’t have men hanging off her arm, she was worthless. 

“Now Roger is a bit shy.” Aunt Virginia nattered on about the could-be date, but 

Ronnie tuned her out, listening to the music and chewing her food instead. 

“She acts manly to scare them all away.” Her mother’s words disintegrated Ronnie’s 

bubble. “I don’t know why she can’t be more elegant like Angeline.” 

“Manly?” Aunt Virginia’s eyes flickered from Ronnie’s hair to her chest and back 

again. “Are you one of those lesbians?” 

The juice she was drinking threatened to squirt into her nose. Beside her, Tony’s 

snort of laughter and Jen’s shocked gasp irritated her more than her aunt’s tactlessness. 

Ronnie dabbed at the juice dribbling at the edge of her lips and glared at her aunt. 

Maybe she should say she wasn’t interested in men for that reason. Would they back off 

and leave her alone? One look at the daggers shooting from her mother’s eyes didn’t 

comfort her. 

Roger returned at that moment and asked Ronnie to dance. She accepted, only to 

inform him as they whirled on the edge of the dancing couples that she wasn’t 

interested in a relationship. 



 

“My aunt and mother think it’s their duty to fix me up.” Her lips tried to smile but a 

smoldering inside her chest made it difficult. 

“I’m sure my mom will be the same now that I’ve finished school.” Roger explained 

his status as an eligible bachelor, trying to gaze into Ronnie’s eyes. She’d recognize a 

sales pitch anywhere. 

Before the song ended, she excused herself and slipped out to the restroom. Two 

young girls in frilly dresses and patent leather Mary Jane’s raced from the ladies’ room, 

and a tired woman a few years older than Ronnie followed them, stuck with the 

responsibility of the children. The sight reinforced Ronnie’s determination to never 

have them. 

A look in the mirror helped her dab away a small red spot on the gathered bodice of 

her dress. It hadn’t been obvious at least. She washed her hands and tried to fortify 

herself for another encounter with her meddling mother and matchmaking aunt. 

Ronnie sighed when she noticed her mother wasn’t at the table. Her aunt stood 

nearby speaking with a mostly bald gentleman in an ill-fitting suit. Ronnie slid into her 

seat and polished off the food. The cake melted on her tongue, an explosion of butter 

and sugar overwhelmed her taste buds. 

“This cake is divine,” she said to Jen who had shifted into Tony’s chair and her 

brother was out of sight. 

“Sugar is one of the things that upsets my stomach.” Jen leaned closer to mutter in 

Ronnie’s ear.  



 

Right. Pregnant and apparently with morning sickness that could be triggered any 

time of day. Another reason to avoid having children. 

Aunt Virginia and the bald man shuffled closer to the table until they loomed over 

Ronnie. Not again. 

“Veronica, this is Wayne. He owns his own business.” 

Well, good for you, Wayne. 

Ronnie tried to douse the smoldering behind her eyes as she tilted her head up. The 

bald man was in his late 40s, if not older. His face was round and well-tanned, and he 

wore a trimmed goatee, light brown generously sprinkled with gray. Pale, nearly 

colorless eyes, stared at her. He extended a hand. 

“Nice to meet you. I understand you’re quite the businesswoman.” A scratchy 

quality in his voice made the back of Ronnie’s neck itch. 

Aunt Virginia grinned smugly, watching Ronnie shake the man’s calloused hand 

with narrowed eyes. 

Ronnie met the pale gaze. A crawling sensation covered her back, and she pulled her 

hand back. Wayne was slow to release it. 

Tony arrived carrying fresh drinks and glowered at the man. After handing the 

drinks to Jen, he sauntered into the man’s space, sucking away the air near Ronnie. 

“I’m Tony. If Aunt Vee is trying to hook you up with my sister, I can save you 

plenty of trouble. She’s not interested.” 

A smirk tilted Wayne’s lips. He met Tony’s stare with one of his own. 



 

“Veronica’s a big girl. She’ll answer for herself.” The hand that gave Ronnie the 

creeps reached for her shoulder. “Let’s dance.” 

Ronnie shrugged away from the paw and shook her head. “I’m visiting with Jen 

right now. And Tony’s right, I’m not interested.” 

A shadow passed over the pale eyes. Tony scooted further into the man’s personal 

space. “Move along now.” 

The stench of testosterone gagged Ronnie, so she held her breath until Wayne 

shuffled back. 

“Well, I never expected my niece to be so rude.” Aunt Virginia patted Wayne’s 

forearm, latching on and chattering as they walked away. 

“What a creep.” Ronnie wiped her hand on the linen tablecloth brushing her thighs, 

but the crawling sensation remained. 

Before Ronnie relaxed into the conversation with Jen, her mother and Dennis arrived 

at the table. As always, Dennis pulled out a chair and fussed over her mother’s every 

need.  

They’d been together for nearly a year, and Ronnie still hadn’t decided if she liked 

the man. He doted on her mother, which is exactly what she expected from her men, 

but never stood up to her. The fact he’d sold a business to retire was probably the most 

attractive feature to her mother, who had learned to enjoy the finer things in the past 

five years. 



 

“Tony don’t you know a soldier you can set your sister up with. She obviously can’t 

find her own dates.” 

Ronnie cast a knowing look at her brother who sighed. 

“I do, Mom. But you know Ronnie’s set on making a big career for herself before she 

settles down.” 

More like, I’ll be settling down with Major and a condominium without being hemmed in by 

someone else. 

“She’s not getting any younger.” 

“She’s sitting right here.” Ronnie wadded the keepsake napkin in her fist and gritted 

her teeth to keep from screaming. “This is why I hate weddings.” 

“Because they remind you what you’re missing. Since you work too many hours 

and dress like a businessman?” Mom’s brown eyes bored into hers, and a flush crept up 

her freckled neck. 

“Because everyone expects me to have a date. And no one respects my choice to be 

single.” 

Her mother gasped. “A woman can’t be happy alone. I know.” 

Dennis slid his arm over the back of Mom’s chair and squeezed her shoulder. Her 

mother sagged into his chest. 

“Maybe you can’t, but I’m not you.” 

Her mother’s eyes teared up. 



 

Jen leaned forward. “Tony and I have some exciting news, but we didn’t want to 

take attention away from Angie’s special day.” 

Mom straightened in her chair and waved dismissively in the direction of the stage. 

Greg and Angie weren’t there since they were dancing. 

“She’s had her fabulous wedding. What’s the news?” 

Jen glanced toward Tony who dropped a muscular arm over her shoulder and 

pulled her tightly beneath it. A pang resounded somewhere deep inside Ronnie’s chest. 

She could never trust a man after what had happened, but seeing her siblings 

experiencing such a connection hurt in a way she couldn’t explain. 

Not that she wanted them to be alone. That was her choice. They deserved to find 

happiness, but the closeness Tony shared with Jen pushed Ronnie to the outside. Now 

Angie would have the same with Greg. 

Well, you’ve got Major. And the cat acted like he should be the center of her world. 

“We’re expecting.” Jen blushed, and Tony’s eyes lit with pride. 

Her mother clapped her hands and jiggled in her seat like a squirmy toddler. 

“Did you hear that? I’m going to be a grandmother!” She kissed Dennis’ cheek and 

jumped up, arms wide toward Tony. 

Tony stood and pulled out Jen’s chair. He patted Mom’s back while she kissed his 

cheeks and uttered joyous exclamations. Then Jen was buried in a tight embrace. 

When was the last time Mom hugged me? Ronnie thought it might have been two 

Christmases ago when she’d opened the box and discovered a day pass for an exclusive 



 

Tucson spa. Most of the time, Ronnie was too busy avoiding her mother’s control to 

share physical bonding. 

The ache in her chest deepened. 

“I’m so glad someone has finally seen fit to give me what every mother wants.” 

Ronnie glanced up, expecting to see her mother glaring at her. But her attention was 

focused on Tony and Jen, although Ronnie knew the words were for her benefit, letter 

her know she’d again failed to make her mother proud. 

Good thing she’s got two other kids for that. 

“What do you think of that, Ronnie? Your brother’s going to be a father.” 

Warmth drowned the self-pitying thoughts of a moment before. 

“He’ll be a great dad.” His daughter would never have to worry about being 

mistreated or scared of anyone because Tony would protect her. 

Something twisted in her heart, and she felt the coffin of her past shift. She squeezed 

her eyes shut and imagined burying it even deeper. 

“As the oldest, that really was your responsibility.”  

Her mother’s face fell with disappointment, an expression Ronnie had seen too often 

in her life. Dennis, who had shaken Tony’s hand and hugged Jen, steered Charlotte 

back toward their seats, his arm circling her shoulders, lips close to her ear. 

“When’s the due date?” Ronnie’s heart couldn’t take any more attention. 

“January 15th. Plenty of time to find a house.” Jen smiled at Tony. 



 

“Moving off the base?” Ronnie couldn’t imagine her brother in anything other than 

military housing. 

“I requested larger quarters. NCOs don’t get the same priority as officers, but once 

kids are involved, things change.” 

Talk of moving and decorating a nursery and shopping for baby items swirled 

around Ronnie like the couples twirled on the dance floor a few feet away. Maybe this 

was the best news ever. If her mother had a grandchild to focus on, she would have less 

time to pester Ronnie about dating and marriage, two subjects Ronnie didn’t expect to 

ever care about. 

The speaker squawked and someone announced the bride and groom were 

preparing to depart. A heaving sigh of relief wilted Ronnie’s tense shoulders. 

Now the never bride could make her getaway. 

  



 

Ronnie’s desperation is about to send her to Virtual Match. Read all about that in 

this series of novellas published by Roane Publishing: 

REALITY MEETS ITS MATCH 

REALITY BITES 

REALITY EVER AFTER 

And look for the paperback novel of Ronnie’s virtual romance gone real in 

November 2018. 
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