Dear readers, family and friends,

What better time to give you the second installment of the Destiny Hamlet series than Valentine’s Day?  Destiny Hamlet is a place where miracles happen, hearts’ desires are found, and true love lasts forever.  I hope you are starting to care for the small town atmosphere and the characters as much as I do.  There are still so many stories in Destiny Hamlet—magical moments waiting to happen.  

In Valentine Schmalentine, I’ve created a heroine who has been hurt one too many times.  She loathes Valentine’s Day, and I think you’ll see why once you read about her past experiences.  But much of her perception is based on false images, and the love of her life isn’t the person she thinks he is.  

This newest story proves that even the most jaded amongst us can discover fairy-tales. You can see a map of Destiny Hamlet here.

May all of you find true happiness this Valentine’s Day.
Warmly,

Lori Soard

www.lorisoard.com
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“Valentine-Schmalentine.”  Jolie Coolson hated Valentine’s day.  No--hated wasn’t a strong enough word--she abhorred, detested, and loathed Cupid’s favorite holiday.

“You are such a complete and total scrooge, Jolie.”  Marybeth, her best friend since they’d both been in diapers, handed her a box of chocolates.  “Just buy yourself a gift.  These should make you feel better.”

“Scrooge is for Christmas, not Valentine’s.  I like Christmas.”  She set the chocolates back on the shelf, where they promptly fell off.  She bent over, picked them up and slammed them back into place.  Like she needed a box of chocolates to add more weight to the ten pounds she’d already gained in the year since moving back to Destiny Hamlet.  Her aunt’s home cooking was more than she could resist.  She rather liked the feminine curves that now filled out her jeans, but if she added anymore “curves” she wouldn’t fit into those denims.

“You never know when Mr. Right will come along and sweep you off your size eights.”  Marybeth led the way to the greeting card section of Pierson Drugs.

“Give me a break.”  Mr. Right had swept her off her feet already and all the way out to California, where he had promptly dumped her on her rear end.

“You can’t let one bad experience turn you off men forever.”  Marybeth picked up a card and flipped it open.

“One bad experience.  Do you have amnesia?”  The Valentine curse, as Jolie liked to refer to it, started in Kindergarten and had plagued her ever since.  It had been Valentine’s day two years ago when she’d found out Sam was cheating on her.  And on Valentine’s Day last year, Jake had walked out of their small apartment in Los Angeles and never returned.
“Your luck is about to change.”  Marybeth handed Jolie the card she’d been reading.  “Look at this.  It says you have to kiss a bunch of frogs to find your prince.”

“That only works if you don’t turn them into frogs in the first place.”  Jolie put the card back into its slot on the shelf.  “Let’s get out of here.  I can’t take all this happy hearts paraphernalia.” 

“I’ve got it!”  Marybeth snapped her fingers.  “I’ll set you up with Nigel Cramer.”
“You will not.”

“What’s wrong with Nigel?”  Marybeth looked so offended that Jolie wondered if perhaps her friend had a crush on Nigel.

“Nigel is the developer who tried to tear down the Dome Inn last year, until Aunt Daphne stepped in with a little help from the Historic Preservation Society and saved it.  I couldn’t date Nigel.  Aunt Daphne would take a shotgun to him.”  Besides, he bored her to tears.  She’d tried to have a conversation with him at Marybeth’s New Year’s Eve party; when he’d started talking about steel beam construction and blueprints, it was all she could do to keep her eyes from glazing over.

“What about—“

“Enough.  I am perfectly happy being an old maid.  I plan to buy a few cats and start writing in my journal.  I may even train the cats to make little Valentine’s Day cards with paw print signatures.”  She was only half joking.  She truly had no desire to be hurt ever again.  The last two times had been enough.

“I hardly think you’re an old maid at the ripe old age of twenty-nine but your clock is starting to tick loudly, old girl.  Tick tock.”

“You aren’t far behind, Mary Quite Contrary.”  Jolie glared at her friend who was exactly two months younger than her.
“Don’t I know it.”  As they crossed the street to the Kismet Café, Marybeth looped her arm through Jolie’s.  “You know I just want you to be happy, right?”


“I am happy.”  If she said it enough times, maybe it would come true.  No one but her pillow would ever know about the tears she sometimes shed over lost chances and loves that were never meant to work.

“Liar,” Marybeth whispered.

The restaurant hummed with the conversation of old friends, and good gossip.  Jolie took a deep breath; the scent of yeast and hot cocoa were familiar companions from her childhood.  Every Friday evening, just after her father got paid, she and her parents would come to Kismet for hot chocolate and a slice of pie.  She could almost see Dad’s salt and pepper head bent over his cocoa, blowing the steam to cool it a bit.  She blinked away tears and the red checked tablecloths swam back into focus.
“Let’s sit at the corner booth where we always sat as kids,” Marybeth weaved between two tables and sat down on the bench facing the door.
“I miss my parents so much right now,” Jolie admitted, as she sat down opposite her friend.

“I miss them too.”  Marybeth smiled.  “Hey, remember that time you dropped your pie on the floor and your dad gave you his because they were out of blackberry and it’s your fave?”
“I’d completely forgotten that.” What would she do without Marybeth?  The woman had enough energy for ten people and was a horrid nag but she was always upbeat and she remembered the little but important things from Jolie’s past—like the pie.

“Marybeth, how nice to see you.”  The soft, husky voice caused Jolie’s breath to stop.
She’d been home for nearly a year, and had managed to avoid running into Sam Pierson that entire time.  What the hell was Marybeth doing talking to him anyway?  She glared at her friend.

“Sam, why don’t you join us?”  Marybeth didn’t bother to scoot to the inside of the booth but waved a hand toward Jolie’s side of the table.

She aimed a swift kick toward Marybeth’s shin.  They were no longer in high school and the three of them certainly weren’t buddies anymore.
“Ouch!”  Marybeth leaned over and rubbed her shin.  “Next time, I kick back.”

“Everything okay?”  Sam hesitated and Jolie wanted to tell him to get lost.

“Fine.  Fine.  Sit. Sit.”  Suddenly, Marybeth preferred double words.

Although she’d moved as close to the wall as she could get, she could feel Sam’s heat reaching out across the few inches separating their thighs and wrapping around her.  She swallowed.  The bastard had cheated on her and now he had the nerve to cram into a booth next to her and act as though nothing at all had happened.  As a matter of fact, her first Valentine’s Day fiasco had started when six-year-old Sam had tried to hold five-year-old Jolie’s hand.  She’d smacked him and spent the day in the principal’s office, missing their class party.

“How are you, Jolie?” 

“Fine.”  And that’s all you’ll get from me, you cheating bastard.
“We were just discussing how our biological clocks are ticking, Sam.  Don’t you agree that Jolie is the perfect age to get married and start a family?”  A slow, cat-like smile lifted the outer corners of Marybeth’s mouth.  “Do you want children, Sam?”

“I-uh…”  Color flooded Sam’s face and he tugged at his shirt collar.

“Oh, let me answer.”  Jolie raised her hand as though they were still in school.  Marybeth and Sam may have shocked her into this situation but she was out of her stupor now.  “Sam is too busy playing the field to worry about settling down.  Unless of course, he gets one of his many girlfriends pregnant and then his parents would probably have to buy her off.”

Just like his brother Jerry had done with countless women in town before deserting his wife and daughter.  Why had she thought Sam was any different than his family?  She must have been insane.  She also blamed him entirely for her decision to run off to California with town bad boy Jacob Riley.  If he hadn’t broken her heart, she would have been thinking more clearly.
“Actually, I would like children,” Sam said quietly.  “With the right woman.”

Oh, so now he was saying she just hadn’t been the right woman.  Whatever.  She didn’t need this.  Why was she even slightly surprised?  Today was February 12th.  In two days, that horrid holiday that she hated would be here.  It only made sense that during this time of year, she’d run into people she didn’t want to see and have conversations that never should have happened. 

She grabbed her coat.  “Let me out.”  She was going to go home, go to bed, pull the covers over her head, and sleep until February 15th.

“Where are you going?”  Marybeth said.  “We haven’t even ordered yet.”


“I’ve lost my appetite.  Call me in three days or so, Marybeth.”  But Sam hadn’t moved and the only way out was to either crawl under the table or stand up and climb into the next booth.  She considered both for a moment but knew such an action would make her the talk of the town for the rest of the month.  Not that such a thing particularly bothered her but her aunt would worry and she couldn’t do that to Aunt Daphne.

“I think you two should talk,” Marybeth threw her menu down.  “I’ll leave.”
“Marybeth, don’t you dare—“

“Look, Jolie Coolson, I love you like a sister but you are the most stubborn, pig-headed…”

“Mulish?” Sam offered.

“Thank you—mulish person I’ve ever met.  When you took off out of town a year ago with that damn Jake Riley, I knew you were making the biggest mistake of your life.  But would you listen to me?  Oh no.  You just had it in your head that Sam was sleeping with Shelley Depp and you weren’t about to even consider you might be wrong.  Now, for once, you are going to listen to your best friend and you are going to make your peace with Sam and at least walk away with a handshake.”

“Are you finished?”  Jolie lifted her chin and blinked her eyes to keep the tears from falling.  Marybeth had just screamed her entire speech at the top of her lungs and every gaze in the restaurant was fixed on them.

“Yes.  I’m done.”  Marybeth grabbed her coat and jammed her arms into the sleeves.  “I love you, Jolie.  I want what’s best for you.”  

Jolie watched Marybeth walk across the crowded diner and out the front door, where she disappeared down Main Street.  Does she really believe that Sam Pierson is what’s best for me?  Sam didn’t say a word and Jolie couldn’t bring herself to look at him.  Forgive him?  Never.  He’d broken her heart into a million tiny pieces and she’d never be whole again.  They had nothing to talk about.
“Well, I can see this is going nowhere, so I’m leaving.”  He stood.

“You’re leaving?”  She was the one leaving.  

“See ya around, Toffee.” When they’d been children, he’d once said her eyes were the color of toffee.  The nickname stuck and Sam’d called her by the candy’s name from time to time.
She watched him walk out the door of the café, only resisting the urge to lay her head in her arms and weep because the other diners still watched her.

It was a conspiracy.  It seemed as though the entire town might be in on a plot to constantly throw her and Sam together.  How could you avoid someone for an entire year and then see him twice in one day?
“Jolie, you remember Sam don’t you?”  Aunt Daphne might look like a sweet, innocent, sixty-something woman, but inside she was a schemer.  Jolie was the closest thing she had to a daughter and she’d made it clear she was ready for her great-nieces and nephews to be born.  

“Does Eve remember Satan?”

“Jolie!”  Aunt Daphne clicked her tongue.  “Mind your manners.”

“How rude of me.”  She smiled sweetly at Sam.  “Of course I remember you.  You said you loved me and then lifted Shelley Depp’s skirt.  Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have work to do.”

Jolie didn’t wait to see what Sam’s response might be.  She raced to her room and slammed the door.  She’d have to apologize to Aunt Daphne later.  Apparently Marybeth and her aunt had gotten together to plot against Jolie.  
The loud rap of knuckles on her bedroom door startled her.  
“Aunt Daphne?” she said, knowing her aunt’s arthritis wouldn’t allow her to knock on the door that loudly.

“Sam.”

No. No. No.  This was not happening.  “Go away.”  

“Open the door, Jolie.”

The door wasn’t locked.  She’d been too angry to think about locking it; plus, she hadn’t expected Sam to follow her.  He’d always been easy-going and fairly non-confrontational.  The few arguments they’d had in their relationship had usually been started by her just for the thrill of making up.

“I said go away.”  She crossed her arms.  What could he possibly say to her?  The affair with Shelley hadn’t meant anything?  Well, it had meant something to her.  His little deception had nearly broken her.

“I’m not leaving.”  The door muffled his words.
“Listen, you darn, stubborn, pig-headed—“

The door swung inward and Jolie stopped in mid-sentence.  His navy blue shirt stretched taut over muscled shoulders and set off the deep, denim color of his eyes.  His raven’s wing black hair looked a bit tousled from the wind and for just a split second she wanted to smooth it with her fingers.  She resisted the urge by clenching her fists until her nails bit into the palms of her hands.
“I just want to say one thing to you and then I’ll leave.”  He stopped inches from her.

The familiar scent of his spiced citrus cologne reached across the small space separating them.  Jolie breathed through her mouth in an attempt to escape the tantalizing aroma.  Memories of snuggling into his strong embrace flooded her mind.  She forced them out and replaced them with the vivid image of Shelley Depp in Sam’s embrace.  She’d seen the kiss herself.

“Say whatever you have to say then.”  She gritted her teeth and focused on breathing through her mouth.

“I did not sleep with Shelley or anyone else.”  His blue gaze bored into her as though he could prove his sincerity.

How exactly did he expect her to respond?  She’d seen him kissing Shelley.  If he hadn’t slept with the woman it was only because he hadn’t gotten around to it yet.  The silence stretched into long, taut moments.  Sam sighed, shook his head sadly, then turned on his heel and walked out the door.

Two seconds later, tears streamed down her face in a well worn path.  Darn Sam Pierson.  She didn’t care about him anymore.  She wouldn’t care about someone who had hurt her as badly as he had.

“How did I let you talk me into this?”  The spaghetti strap on the fire-engine red dress Marybeth had loaned her slipped off her shoulder.  Jolie tugged it back into place.  The costume was too bold.  She’d never wear something like this on her own.  
“You are not going to spend another Valentine’s Day alone in your bedroom feeling sorry for yourself.  What kind of best friend would I be if I let you do that?”  Marybeth grabbed two glasses of wine and pushed one into Jolie’s hand.  “Drink up.  Loosen up.”

Loosen up—Jolie lifted the glass and chugged the wine in two swallows.

“Whoa, girl.”  Marybeth snatched the now empty glass out of Jolie’s hand and set it back on the table.  “I don’t want you dancing on the tables, although it would make for another interesting Jolie Valentine’s curse story.”

“I’m going home.”  Marybeth’s house was filled with happy couples:  couples dancing, couples laughing, couples in love.  She didn’t belong here.  
“Stay.  Just for a little while.  Maybe you’ll meet someone.”  Marybeth’s lips lifted in that half smile she always got when she was up to something.
“What did you do?”  God save her from people trying to fix her up with eligible bachelors.  If she had to sit through one more minute of Nigel’s pontificating on the benefits of steel for building materials, she would scream.

“Sam’s here.”

“What is he doing here?”  She was definitely leaving.

“I invited him.  Well, more like twisted his arm.  But he agreed to come and you are going to talk to him.  I don’t think he’s ever stopped loving you, Jolie.  You should give him another chance.”

“I already talked to him in the coffee shop.”  Thanks to Marybeth.  “And again at the Dome Inn.”  Thanks to Aunt Daphne.

“No, you didn’t talk.  You just put on that stubborn little face of yours and refused to listen.  I love you, Jolie, but Sam is my friend too.”

Fair enough.  It seemed as though it had always been the three of them through school—she, Marybeth and Sam.  If Aunt Daphne didn’t need her help at the inn, she’d leave this town tonight.  For a year, she’d tried to deny it but there was no escaping the fact that every nook and cranny of this place contained a memory of Sam: the old gazebo where they’d shared their first kiss, the high school where they’d danced during senior prom, and the park where they’d strolled on warm summer nights.  As long as she stayed here, she would never escape the memory of their love.
“For two years I’ve watched Sam yearn for you.”
“Don’t be insane, Marybeth.”  Did Sam yearn for her the way she still yearned for him?  Well, it didn’t matter, he’d made his decision when he’d kissed Shelley.  And she’d made hers when she’d seen that kiss.  
“Jolie, I just want you to be happy.”

“You keep saying that, Marybeth--Aunt Daphne keeps saying the same thing--why can’t you accept that I’m fine with where I am?”

“Because you aren’t.  You’re so miserable, you can barely stand it.  Do you think I don’t know that you cry yourself to sleep?  I’m your best friend.  I know you.  We practically share a brain.”

“Fine—you’re right--I’m not happy.  But being with someone who cheats on me won’t make me happy either.  Now, I’m going home.”  She snatched her coat off the rack next to the front door and plowed into the bitter cold night.  
Puffs of snow swirled around her ankles.  The streets were deserted except for the dim glow of Kismet Café’s neon “open” sign.  Its familiar red hue kept her company to the corner of Main Street, where she turned next to Pierson’s Grocery and made her way toward the Dome Inn.
She glared at the darkened words on the side of the grocery store.  Built more years ago than she could remember, the grocery store was part of the town’s architectural charm, made with Indiana limestone and etched cornices.  Pierson was a powerful name in this town.  They owned half of it, and the half they didn’t own they controlled.  The Pierson’s thought they could do whatever they wanted to whoever they wanted with no consequences.  She’d seen what Sam’s brother, Jerry, had done to his wife Katie and their little girl Mia.  From what she could see, the apple didn’t fall far from the proverbial tree.  Sam was a cheat.
“Once a cheat, always a cheat.”  Her words escaped in a smoky breath that swirled up toward the grocery store roof.  
When she’d left town with Jake Riley, she’d done one smart thing, she’d gotten as far away from Sam Pierson and his influence in this town as possible.  All she had to do was stick to her resolve.  It seemed so simple when she was by herself and thinking logically.  Put Sam in the same room with her and suddenly she couldn’t think clearly.  She was too strong to give into sexual chemistry.  It was time she learned to turn off her attraction to him.  And that was exactly what she’d do from now on.  Sam Pierson would not get under her skin again.
Little red foil hearts dangled from the ceiling in the First Bank of Destiny Hamlet.  Easy listening music poured from the speakers and chocolate candies rested in fancy glass dishes at each teller station.
February 14th had arrived.  Jolie wasn’t in bed as she’d planned.  Oh, no—instead she’d been forced to come into the bank because her aunt had conveniently forgotten to send in the mortgage payment and if she didn’t “take it right down to the bank” it would be late.

She wanted to scream in frustration as Jayde Clarke, the owner of the Posey Shack, set a huge bouquet of sweetheart roses in front of the teller’s window.  The teller screamed in excitement and snatched the card from the flowers.

She’d been waiting in line for well over ten minutes and now, when it was finally her turn, Valentine’s Day decided to launch an attack and delay her even more.   She didn’t have time for this hearts and flowers crap; there was a bed waiting at home for her.

“Ohmygod, he is so sweet!  Look what he wrote.”  She held the card out to Jolie.

“My heart and soul are yours forever.  Very nice, Becky.”  What about his body?  Was that hers forever too or did he expect her to share with other women?

“Jolie?”  Shelley Depp stood just behind Becky’s shoulder.  “Could I speak with you?”

Oh, for God’s sake, now what?  Could this day possibly get any worse?  Don’t ask that.  Never ask that.  You know better than to ask that.  Things can almost always get worse the minute you ask that question.  
“Is there something wrong with my aunt’s account?”  She didn’t want to talk to Shelley.  There were several loan officers and other people in the bank that could help her, so why did the bank manager suddenly want to chat?

“I couldn’t discuss your aunt’s account if there was, Jolie.  This is a personal matter.”

“Oh.”  No doubt she was going to tell her to stay away from Sam Pierson.  It was a well known fact that Shelley had been quite territorial over Jerry Pierson when she’d dated him in high school.  The woman needn’t bother warning her off Sam, she’d already warned herself off him.

“It won’t take long,” Shelley added, as Jolie hesitated.

“Fine.”  She followed the woman to her office at the far side of the bank.  A huge bouquet of wildflowers added color to the otherwise functional desk; their heady aroma was almost too much for the small office as Shelley closed the door.

“I have to admit that I’ve been putting this off for a long time,” Shelley said.  
“Putting what off?”  Let’s just get this over with.  Tell me that Sam is yours and to stay away.  After all, it was the dreaded annual day when bad things happened to her.  

“I threw myself into Sam’s arms and kissed him.”  Shelley said the sentence in one quick rush and then let out a long sigh.  “God, that feels good to get that off my chest.”

“You kissed him?”  Had Sam been telling the truth?  Had he been faithful to her?

“Yes and he didn’t kiss me back.  I don’t know why I did it.  I-I was upset because I was still stuck on Jerry.  I’m really sorry, Jolie.  I tried to find you after it happened and tell you the truth but you’d already left for California with Jake.”

“I need to go home.  Can you take my aunt’s mortgage payment in here?”  Her first instinct had been right—she should have spent the day in bed.  Because while Shelley’s confession was something she would have wanted to hear two years ago, it was much too late to make a difference now.

“It’s the least I can do.”  Shelley tapped out some letters on her keyboard and then frowned.  “Your aunt already paid her mortgage payment.”
“When?”

“Two days ago.”  Shelley smiled.
How…odd.  Why on earth would Aunt Daphne—but the color creeping into Shelley’s cheeks answered that question very well.  

“Look, I went to your aunt two years ago to try to track you down and told her the entire story.  When she phoned me today, it gave me the opportunity to do something I’ve wanted to do for a long time.  I just hope you can forgive me someday.”

“It’s in the past.  You’re already forgiven.”  Although she still wasn’t sure she trusted Shelley, at least the woman seemed sincere.

“Phew!  What a load off.”  Shelley stood to walk Jolie to the door.  “Good luck with Sam.”

Good luck with Sam.  Surely the woman didn’t think she planned to rekindle their romance?  But it probably was what she expected; it was what Aunt Daphne expected; and it was what Marybeth expected.  Didn’t they realize that it was too late for Sam and her to have a relationship?

Jolie stood on the sidewalk outside the bank, unsure of where to go.  She didn’t want to return to the Dome Inn and her aunt’s questions.  She couldn’t whine to Marybeth about her bad luck, because her friend had already made it clear that she believed Jolie and Sam still belonged together.  Even worse, it was true that she and Sam belonged together but she’d messed things up and didn’t know how to fix them.  She headed south toward the Kismet Café, taking the back corner booth where she always sat.
“Hot chocolate and apple pie, right?”  the waitress said.
“Hi, Elaine.  That sounds wonderful.”

As the waitress left to fill her order, Jolie wondered how Elaine wound up trapped in a going nowhere job in this little town.  When they’d been in high school together, she’d had big dreams of starring on Broadway.  Elaine had been the lead in every school play.  She vaguely remembered her aunt saying something about Elaine’s “situation” but had only been half listening.  She should have paid closer attention.  Elaine was a nice girl.  What had happened to squash her dreams and had it happened on Valentine’s Day?  Probably.

“Compliments of the gentleman.” Elaine placed a single, brilliant yellow daffodil l on the table.

Jolie didn’t have to look at the “gentleman” to know who’d sent her the flower.  Sam always bought her daffodils.  They were her favorite flower.  He’d once driven three hours to Cincinnati to find her a bouquet.  She heard a chair scrape across the black and white tile floor and the faint plodding of footsteps, but still she refused to look up.  She didn’t know what to say to him.  For so long, she’d believed that he’d cheated on her.  She’d held onto her anger like a shield and been able to keep her emotions tamped down.  But now, she didn’t have that anger to hold onto any longer, and she didn’t know if she could talk to him without breaking down and crying.

“Truce?”  His deep voice embraced her.

Jolie looked up and her breath caught.  Sam had always been handsome but the last couple of years had aged him and created lines of character around his mouth and eyes that lent an air of sophistication.  She’d never stopped loving him and it hurt because it was too late for them to ever get back to where they’d once been.
“Maybe.”  She motioned for him to sit down.

“Maybe?”  Sam’s grin started slow and was slightly crooked.  “I think we’re making progress.”

Jolie took a deep breath, let it out, and took another.  “Actually, I owe you an apology.”

“Jolie—“
“Let me finish,” she interrupted him.  “I know you didn’t cheat on me.  I’ve been horrible to you and I’m sorry.”

She’d said the words and they hadn’t been as difficult as she’d thought.  She hated eating crow.  She didn’t know if the Valentine’s curse was in full force or its power was fading; had today’s events been for the best or the worst?

“I’m sorry too.  I should have followed you to California and made you listen to me.”
She’d forgotten how easy it was to get lost in his eyes.  Tiny shivers rippled over her skin.  Whoa, girl.  Way too late for this romance.  No matter how hard she fought it, a piece of her would always belong to Sam.  

“Friends?”  Being friends with Sam would be pure torture because she’d constantly wonder about what might have been, but she owed it to both of them to try.

“I don’t think so,” Sam said.

“Oh.”  Well, she deserved his reluctance.  She’d misjudged him.  His denial of her olive branch still hurt and she fought to keep the tears banked down.  She would not cry in the middle of Kismet Café.  She’d wait until she was alone in her bedroom before she gave up control of her emotions.  She’d thought maybe she could keep him in her life just a little if they were friends, but that might be more painful than she anticipated.  How would she bear it when he met someone else and eventually married?
“I want to date you again, Jolie.”  He reached across the table and grasped her hands.

“Excuse me?”  She couldn’t date Sam.  It would be too weird--wouldn’t it?

“You’re the only woman who’s ever owned my heart, Jolie.  The last two years, all I’ve done is question where things went wrong and what I could have done differently.  I don’t want to live the rest of my life with those questions—those self-doubts.”

She’s hated him for two years, even though part of her still loved him.  Could she let all that go so easily and date him again?  Could he let it go? And if she did date him, would it go anywhere?

“I don’t know, Sam.”

“You owe me another chance, Jolie.  You were wrong to doubt me.”  He leaned across the table and nuzzled her lips with his.

Jolie leaned into the kiss as the familiar spark of passion flooded through her veins and pushed all the reservation aside.  After two years, they still had the physical attraction they’d once enjoyed.  She opened her eyes and looked into his blue ones.

“I missed this,” she admitted.  She felt as though she’d been on a very long journey and had just returned home.
“Let’s break your Valentine’s curse, Jolie.  Say you’ll date me and someday marry me.”

“Marybeth will be ecstatic.”

“I’ll be ecstatic.”

Jolie laughed.  “Yes, I’ll date you and someday marry you.  And I promise to never doubt you or our love again.”
As they kissed, Jolie thought she heard the faint flutter of wings.  Cupid?  Don’t think this means I actually like this holiday now, I’m just willing to admit that maybe I don’t need to stay in bed on February 14th.  Or maybe she should stay in bed—with a little company.
