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Openings:  Feel Free to Choose One  
#1
When I heard that Astraea was looking for true love stories, I jumped at the chance. Traveling back to the 1970’s was a ball! Or should I say “groovy!” The more I wrote, the more I remembered. It was like being courted all over again. What fun.
Until I really got to thinking about it:
The angst of having to dump one guy for another, dealing with a jealous stand-by, recovering from a crushed heart — whoa, I think I’m glad to be in the present!
Yet, it was fun writing about it. 
Here’s the blurb for Someday You’ll Laugh:
Stunned when her boyfriend announces they should be free to see others when he leaves for college, Brenda pastes a smile on her face and walks away. Far away. Only to find herself irresistibly drawn into the arms of another guy. 
Brenda’s previous boyfriend finds out, claims he made a huge mistake, and wants her back. She will receive a marriage proposal, but from which one?
Later, on her wedding day, Brenda awakens knowing something is wrong. Will she make it through the ceremony?
Buy Link:  http://tinyurl.com/c3nrzok" http://tinyurl.com/c3nrzok



#2
Every time people share their romance stories, I think about vomiting in the middle of a wedding. Not a very pretty picture, but unfortunately a true one. The other day, I shared my wedding story with my high school students who are seniors. They looked at me with horror then pity. After that opening, I told them about the two guys I had to choose between, and the girl who thought I’d stolen both the guys from her, and my crushed heart when I got a bit too exuberant with my future plans.
Anyway, it’s all there in Someday You’ll Laugh.  
Here’s the blurb:
Stunned when her boyfriend announces they should be free to see others when he leaves for college, Brenda pastes a smile on her face and walks away. Far away. Only to find herself irresistibly drawn into the arms of another guy.
Brenda’s previous boyfriend finds out, claims he made a huge mistake, and wants her back. She will receive a marriage proposal, but from which one?
Later, on her wedding day, Brenda awakens knowing something is wrong. Will she make it through the ceremony?
Buy Link:  http://tinyurl.com/c3nrzok


#3
I remember as a little girl dreaming of my perfect wedding. I’d slink into my mother’s old dress and stick my feet into her way-too-big pumps and tromp around the back patio singing, “Here Comes the Bride!”
Fast forward a few years: I have my own beautiful wedding dress my mom made for me; a real-live groom; and a massive upset stomach from a bout with the flu.  Not a good combination. I wondered whether I’d make it through the ceremony.
Wow, writing brought it all back in living color. On that fateful day, everyone told me that someday I’d laugh about it. 
Hmmm.
Well, I did crack a smile the other day…

Here’s the blurb for Someday You’ll Laugh:
Stunned when her boyfriend announces they should be free to see others when he leaves for college, Brenda pastes a smile on her face and walks away. Far away. Only to find herself irresistibly drawn into the arms of another guy.
Brenda’s previous boyfriend finds out, claims he made a huge mistake, and wants her back. She will receive a marriage proposal, but from which one?
Later, on her wedding day, Brenda awakens knowing something is wrong. Will she make it through the ceremony?
Buy Link:  http://tinyurl.com/c3nrzok




Three Excerpts: Choose Whichever You’d Like!

Someday You’ll Laugh  Excerpt #1

Don’t vomit in the middle of your wedding. Good advice all around. Too bad I ignored it.

My story didn’t start with vomiting, but it did begin with a good gut wrench…

The low sun flamed from the sky even though the time was edging toward nine-thirty at night. I squinted into the glowing horizon and my heart squeezed. I held back the tears.

“Just ten months,” Greg whispered to me. “It’s not so long.”

“Only forever,” I answered. I hadn’t let go of his arm for the past thirty minutes.

He shifted his weight and settled onto the park bench. “We need to talk.”

“We are talking.” I joined him, stretched my legs, and dipped the toes of my shoes into the loose gravel at my feet.

His face had gone serious, and I knew I wasn’t going to like what he had to say. He gazed over my shoulder toward the playground equipment as if observing interesting twists of fine sculpture.

I still held his arm, but now I released my death grip. My fingers remained bent, stuck in a clutched position. “What is it?”

“I think we should see other people.” His words dropped like bricks, gaining speed as they crashed on my ears.

My mouth fell open and I jolted to my feet, tripping over a stone which protruded from the loose rock circling the bench. I skittered a bit, and regained my balance. “See other people? What do you mean?”

“Sit back down.” Greg pulled on my arm and coaxed me onto the bench again. “California’s a long way from here, and I think it’d be a good idea to keep our options open.”

I sat like a wooden toy, stiff and unmoving. I knew I was staring at him, I knew my face was revealing too much, and I knew I wanted to deck him.

“I take it you’ve given this a lot of thought.” My voice sounded so pinched, I hardly recognized it.

“Not a lot. Some, though.” Was it my imagination or did he look like he wanted to crawl under the rock I’d just tripped over?

Our ten months together during my senior year of 1973 evaporated into a depressing mist. I stood. “Fine. If that’s the way you want it, sounds good to me.” I coughed to try and cover up the bitterness in my tone.

He rose beside me and his blond hair fell over his eyes. He pushed the strands aside with an absent-minded flick of his hand. “Don’t be that way. It’s a good idea, and it’ll be much easier on us. Long distance relationships are hard.”

“How would you know?”

“Everyone says so.”

“Fine,” I repeated. “Now to make sure I have it straight — we’re both free to see other people, right?”

He nodded, but I thought I detected a kernel of doubt beginning to grow. His brows crinkled and his blue eyes narrowed.

I went on. “Okay. I guess we’re both on the same page then. You leave in a couple hours for college in California while I stay here in Washington. And we’re both free to date other people. Are we going to communicate at all, or are we stopping that too?”

I deserved a medal. My voice poured out words as if reciting the latest cookie recipe, not closing down a relationship that had cruised along for the better part of a year.

Greg’s eyes stayed focused on mine. “We can write. I think it only takes a couple of days for a letter to get here from California. You’ll write me, won’t you?”

I raised my chin. I could keep up the ruse for another few minutes. “Of course. We’ll both write. It’s a plan.”

I leaned over and kissed him. I didn’t give him time to kiss me back.

“Safe travels,” I said and smiled with warmth I didn’t feel. If he was dumping me, I was going out with class. I made certain the look in my eyes matched my smile, then turned and walked away, swaying my hips as if there were no tomorrow.

Eat your heart out, Greg Johnson.

Eat your heart out, but good.

There was sadness inside me somewhere, but the anger and growing nausea were doing a masterful job of covering it up.

Keep our options open, indeed. 

So be it.

The creep.



Someday You’ll Laugh  Excerpt #2

By Friday, all arrangements had been made. I was to fly out on Sunday afternoon and audition for the girls’ ensemble on Tuesday morning. I had set up a practice session with Paul for three o’clock on Friday, which was perfect timing. I had two songs chosen — both of them from high school choir the previous year.

When I arrived to practice, Paul was waiting at the entrance of the rehearsal room. He leaned against the doorframe and watched me approach. His eyes roamed up and down my outfit. At first, I worried I’d spilled a blob of food down my shirt, but then my cheeks grew warm as realization dawned. He was admiring me. No matter. Soon I wouldn’t be around, and he’d never see me flush hot again. I’d be tucked safely away in California with Greg.

“Hey, Greg’s girlfriend, how’s it going?” His voice was smooth, yet I could sense an underlying excitement.

“The name is Brenda.”

“Okay then, Greg’s Girlfriend Brenda. How’s it going?”

He was teasing me now, and I was surprised to find I wanted to join him.

“Maybe I should be calling you So-and-so’s Boyfriend Paul? Seems only fair.”

He took a step forward and his blue eyes were playful. “Nope. Nobody’s boyfriend.” He ushered me into the rehearsal room with a gallant sweep of his hand.

“You were fishing, I assume?” he asked, sitting on the bench and scooting himself up to the piano.

“Fishing?”

He twisted around, looked at me over his shoulder, and winked. “Trying to find out if I have a girlfriend.”

I stepped back. “Hardly! Whoa, you’re conceited.” But of course, he was right — I had been fishing. I did want to know if he was attached — a senseless move because I’d be leaving soon, probably for good.

Paul looked at the music. “These aren’t songs from your lesson.”

“I know. I’m trying out for an ensemble in California, and these are my audition pieces.”

Paul shifted on the bench and stared at me. “An ensemble in California? That’s quite a commute isn’t it?”

I smiled, but for some reason my heart didn’t join in. “If I make it, I’ll be moving.”

He nodded with slow deliberation. “Moving, huh? Well, that is news.”

“Greg attends there, so it makes sense. Getting into this ensemble means a sizable scholarship.”
Paul’s eyes narrowed. “Ah, I see. It’s the money.”

The way he said it, I felt like I needed to defend myself. “It’s not the money. I want to be with my boyfriend. As I said, it makes perfect sense.”

As the words came out of my mouth, I knew I was lying. It was the money. Being with Greg was part of it, but I hadn’t made any big effort to follow him south before the scholarship came along.

We glared at each other in silence. Then Paul scooted over on the bench to make room for me. “Sit here. You’ll be able to see the music better.”

I sat down, and his closeness made my heart quiver. Our faces were only inches apart. He gazed at me with such intimacy I involuntarily scooted backward and nearly fell off the bench.

“Maybe I shouldn’t sit since I’ll be standing for the audition.” I scrambled to get up. My legs shook and for a brief second, I thought I was going to fall right on top of him.

“Whatever you say.” Paul turned to the music and his hands slid over the keyboard with smooth grace. He was the best pianist I’d ever heard, and I became mesmerized as I watched his strong fingers play over the keys like a caress.

I botched my entrance and Paul stopped and swiveled around to me. “You missed your cue.”

“I know, sorry. Can you start again?” A shudder passed through me. Why was I so flustered? I’d already sung in front of him. I was being ridiculous.


Someday You’ll Laugh  Excerpt #3

Greg stood when he saw me coming and his look flipped from excitement to worried concern.
“What happened in there? You made the cut, right?” He took hold of my arm.

“I doubt it. I was awful, really awful. Worst audition ever. I was so nervous my knees almost shook loose from my legs.”

He laughed, but sobered when he saw my face. “You couldn’t have been that bad. People always think they did worse than they did. You have a great voice.”

“I was horrible. I’m not kidding, I blew it.” The strangest thing was taking place in my body. A strand of relief began to grow and spread over me — an odd happiness over my failure.

Greg pulled me down onto a fake leather couch. “I know you. You couldn’t have been bad. When are they going to call with the news?”

“I don’t know. It doesn’t matter anyway because I know I didn’t make it.”

I’d never been so certain of anything in my life.

Greg ran his hand over my shoulder and down my arm. “If you don’t make it, we’ll think of another way to get you here to California.”

I looked into his earnest eyes and saw his longing, but there was no echoing desire in my own heart. None.

“I don’t think so, Greg. I’m staying in Washington.”

He backed away and stared. “Why? What do you mean?”

“I’m staying in Washington.”

He rubbed his hand over his forehead. “These past couple of weeks have been too hard. Being apart is too hard. Don’t get me wrong, I love it here, but without you, it’s, well, it’s dead.”

I looked down at my clasped hands. He put his fingers under my chin and lifted my face to his. He leaned forward and kissed me. “I’ve missed you. More than I ever thought I would.” His voice was gentle and the tenderness flowing from him engulfed me and made it difficult to breathe.

I knew he was waiting for me to respond, but whirling confusion had grabbed my words, and I didn’t know what to say. As the silence grew, Greg’s brow creased and the muscles around his mouth tensed.

“Brenda?”

My eyes were wide and I knew tears hovered on my lashes. “Yes?”

“What’s going on?”
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