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Prologue

Olivia Farnsworth always had a plan. Every Monday 
for five years, she had been precisely thirty minutes 

early for the Sunset Cinema’s monthly Vintage Movie Night. 
As always, she ordered a Diet Coke— no ice, please— then 
entered the theater and headed straight for her seat. Seventh 
row, tenth seat, square in the middle of the room. Although 
all the Vintage Movie Night features could be seen on TV or 
a streaming service or purchased for her personal collection, 
viewing the classics at home couldn’t compare to sitting in a 
darkened theater, the characters larger than life on a massive 
screen, the surround sound resonating through huge, albeit 
outdated, speakers. That was an experience.

But as she settled onto the nearly threadbare cushion 
and waited for Sunset’s yearly showing of The Quiet Man 
to start, her mind wasn’t on the movies. She was in a rut. A 
Grand Canyon of a rut. That fact had been pointed out to 
her last week when Aunt Bea dropped a less than subtle hint 
that she needed to “step out of your comfort zone, dear.” 
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And Flo, one of her assistants at the Maple Falls Library, 
had once again offered to introduce her to her grandnephew, 
a “charming” young man who was still “finding himself.”

A thirty- eight- year- old guy without a plan? No, thanks.
She stared at the empty screen. Over the past five years, 

she’d seen a variety of films in numerous genres. Noirs, 
musicals, World War II epics, farces, westerns, and the occa-
sional foreign flick with subtitles. But The Quiet Man was 
her favorite. She watched it at least twice a year. She should 
be eager to see it for the thirteenth time.

Instead, she was restless, and not only because of her 
aunt and coworker. For a single second she’d considered not 
coming tonight and doing something different instead. What 
that would be, she had no idea. Diverging from her plan 
wasn’t part of the plan, and her five- year habit of sitting in 
the seventh row, tenth seat was a hard one to break. So here 
she was, attending vintage movie Monday . . . again. And 
after the movie was over, she would go home alone . . . again.

She glanced around and noted a few college- aged stu-
dents sprinkled among the seats, most likely students from 
nearby Henderson and Ouachita Baptist universities. To 
her left, three rows back, she noticed a couple sharing their 
drink. The girl leaned her head on her date’s shoulder, her 
expression blissful.

Olivia faced forward again. When was the last time she’d 
been on a date? Much longer than five years.

Talk about a rut.

A man plunked down on one of the chairs two seats 
over, a bucket of popcorn cradled in the crook of his arm 
and a drink in his other hand. Curious, she glanced at him. 
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This was the first time anyone had sat near her in five— wait. 
She knew this guy. “Kingston?”

His light- brown eyebrows furrowed over cornflower- 
blue eyes. Then he grinned. “Olivia?”

She returned his smile. Kingston was her best friend 
Anita’s older brother, and Olivia hadn’t seen him since last 
summer, when he’d made a rare appearance at one of the 
church’s softball games. She inwardly cringed, remembering 
that despite her determination to overcome her exceptional 
lack of athleticism, she’d been awful. Oh, well; this was 
Kingston. She wasn’t out to impress him.

He glanced at the empty seat beside her. “Are you wait-
ing for someone?”

She shook her head and motioned for him to join her. 
He quickly moved to the seat as she took another sip of her 
drink.

Kingston balanced the popcorn on his knee and set his 
drink on the floor. The Sunset had been constructed before 
the dawn of built- in cupholders. “I didn’t know you were an 
old film buff.”

“Every third Monday night,” she said. Sigh.

“Me too. When I’m not on call, that is. Usually I’m run-
ning late, so I sit in the back. Popcorn?” He tilted the bucket 
toward her.

“No, thank you.”
“I can’t eat all of this. I should have gotten a medium.”
She was a little hungry, having skipped lunch this after-

noon to work on the youth spring program at the library. As 
head librarian, she had a variety of jobs and tasks to do, but 
planning the programs for the kids was her favorite. “Just a 
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few.” She picked three kernels and ate them. Hot, buttery, 
salty. Yum. Why hadn’t she gotten popcorn before now?

Because I always get a Diet Coke, and only a Diet Coke.

He shook the bucket a bit. “How’s the library business 
going?”

“Good.” Better than good. After years of hard work, 
and plenty of near begging for extra funds from stingy 
Mayor Quickel, the Maple Falls Library was finally where 
she wanted it to be, especially the children’s and young adult 
programs. She’d even had nearby librarians ask her for advice 
on how to implement her ideas into their own systems. “Still 
busy with your practice?”

“Yep. I do some volunteer work at the health department 
too. And a bit of teaching on the side at Henderson.” He 
shoveled a handful of popcorn into his mouth. When he fin-
ished chewing, he asked, “Have you seen this movie before?”

She glanced at the straw poking out of the plastic top of 
her cup. “Once or twice.”

“I haven’t.”
“Really? And you call yourself a film buff?”
“I guess I’m an aspiring film buff, when time permits.” 

He settled back in his seat. “This is a nice spot. Much better 
than the back row.”

Olivia nodded. As she turned to him, a sudden pleas-
ant shiver danced down her spine to her toes. She froze. 
Kingston had always been good- looking. Through the years 
even she’d noticed— when she bothered to take her nose out 
of whatever book she was reading. But she’d never felt any-
thing when she saw him . . . until now. He’d taken off his 
charcoal- gray puffer jacket without spilling the popcorn, 
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and his blue- and- white checked shirt paired with khaki 
pants and tan dress shoes looked good on him.

Very, very good.
Normally she wouldn’t care that one of— if not the— 

most eligible and desired bachelor in the greater Hot Springs 
area was sitting right next to her, especially since he was 
Anita’s brother. But good gravy on a biscuit, was he gor-

geous. And as she kept looking at him, she experienced 
something nice. No, nice wasn’t the right word. More like 
delectable.

Her cheeks heated, and she stared straight ahead. Where 
had all that come from? She’d never put Kingston and delec-

table or gorgeous in the same sentence.
“Have some more.” Kingston set the popcorn bucket 

between them.
She snuck another glance at him. Delectably gorgeous. 

She jerked her head away and pinched the top of her straw 
closed.

“Do they show commercials here like they do in other 
theaters?” he asked.

“Uh . . . what?” she replied, still grappling with the unfa-
miliar thoughts and sensations he was causing.

“You know. The previews before the previews.” He 
frowned. “When was the last time you saw a current movie?”

She thought about it, grateful to have something differ-
ent to focus on. “Eleven years ago.” That had been a group 
outing with her fellow students when she was in college get-
ting her master’s in library science. She would have preferred 
to continue studying— she had fast- tracked both her bach-
elor’s and master’s degrees— but her study partners insisted 
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she go with them. She couldn’t recall what the movie was, 
only that she’d found it dull and preferred her classics.

“Wow, that long,” Kingston said. “I don’t blame you. 
Most of them are garbage anyway. So, what do you and your 
dates do for fun, then?”

“Dates?”
“You know.” He gave her a wry look. “Guys you go out 

with?”
“Oh, I don’t have any dates.” Her cheeks flamed.
He scoffed. “You’re kidding.”
She shifted in her chair. How had they ended up on this 

topic? She’d never been bothered by her lack of dating life 
before . . . for the most part. Thanks, Flo. “No. I’m not.”

Kingston paused. “Always the serious librarian.”
“I’m not always serious— ” Wait. That was exactly true. 

She was a serious person, in addition to being in a serious 
rut.

“Hey, it’s not an insult. I’ve been accused of the same 
thing myself.”

“By your dates?” She arched a brow.
He glanced away. “Um, a couple. There haven’t been 

that many for a long time.”
He said the last words so quietly that she barely heard 

them. Shocker. She knew he was busy, but she figured he’d 
made time to date.

He was smiling again. And once again, she couldn’t look 
away. He appeared relaxed, almost boyish, making him even 
more attractive. Her spine started tingling.

Oh no. This wasn’t good. It felt good, but she wasn’t 
supposed to tingle around Kingston. She wasn’t twelve. She 
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was twenty- seven, and he was her best friend’s brother, not 
some teenage crush.

But the sensation inside her wasn’t adolescent. It was 
definitely adult.

Thankfully the lights dimmed, and images hit the screen. 
She could pay attention to the movie and not the tingle. She 
faced the front and, without thinking, shoved her hand into 
the bucket. Instead of popcorn, her fingers brushed against 
his.

Tingle. Tingle.

She jerked away, tipping the popcorn to the floor. 
“Sorry!”

“Shhh” came from several directions in the theater.
“Sorry,” she whispered. She reached for the bucket as he 

scooped it up, leaning close. Their shoulders touched.
Tingle tingle tingle. Three tingles now?
“Don’t worry about it,” he whispered back. “There’s still 

plenty to share.”
A steam engine appeared on- screen, smoke bellowing 

out of the top, the wheels chugging, horn blowing. But it 
was all background noise. Her ears were tingling now too.

None of this made sense. This was Kingston, Anita’s 
brother. A guy she’d known all her life but admittedly knew 
little about. And this was her favorite movie, in her favorite 
theater, on the third Monday in January. She wasn’t about 
to be distracted, not when Wayne and O’Hara were on the 
screen. She would ignore Kingston, enjoy the movie, and stay 
away from his popcorn. Afterward, they would say good-
bye and go back to their busy lives, two classic- film buffs 
passing through the night. The tingling would disappear, 
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and although she might give a few minutes of thought to 
why she’d even tingled to begin with, she would go back to 
her rut.

Just like she always did.C
Kingston had experienced several surprises so far this 
evening. First, he’d gotten off work early— which was more 
a miracle than a surprise. Second, he’d arrived at the theater 
before the feature film had started, something that hadn’t 
happened for at least a year. Two, now that he thought about 
it. Coming to the Sunset was his secret indulgence— it gave 
him a chance to relax with very little risk of running into a 
parent of one of his patients.

The third revelation was finding out that Olivia 
Farnsworth was a vintage- movie fan.

And the fourth— and most confusing— surprise was that 
he couldn’t take his eyes off her.

The Quiet Man continued to play on the big screen, 
accentuated by the scents of salty popcorn and ancient 
upholstery. Currently an aggravated John Wayne was argu-
ing with a spunky Maureen O’Hara, but Kingston had no 
idea what the fight was about. He was trying to figure out 
when he’d last seen Olivia and if at that time he’d had such 
an intense . . . Well, he wasn’t sure how to define his reac-
tion. Attraction seemed too strong a word, and curiosity 
didn’t quite fit. All he knew was that for the first time in 
months, maybe close to a year or so, he was in the company 
of a female who didn’t work for him, wasn’t related to him, 

9780840715968_TwoToTango.indd   89780840715968_TwoToTango.indd   8 12/20/22   4:14 PM12/20/22   4:14 PM



Two to Tango

9

and wasn’t the mother/aunt/grandmother/legal guardian of 
one of his patients. It was . . . nice.

He tried to focus on the screen again. He’d known 
Olivia since she was a young girl and he was a goofy— in 
his opinion, anyway— yet driven kid. Even then she’d had 
chin- length stick- straight black hair and flawless olive skin, 
and she had always seemed older than her chronological 
age. She and Anita were usually inseparable, and she had 
stayed for dinner and/or spent the night more times than he 
could count during those years. Often, he’d been too busy 
with school, sports, church activities, and whatever else his 
mother expected of him to pay attention to either of them. 
The other times she was just Anita’s little friend, both in 
stature and in age, and he’d barely noticed her.

For some mystifying reason, he was noticing her now.
Although he tried to stop from looking at her again, he 

failed and watched as she mouthed the movie’s words:
“Don’t touch me. You have no right.”

“What’ya mean, no right?”

Kingston glanced up at the movie to see the two leads 
standing in front of an Irish cottage, the woman in a wed-
ding dress. Huh. When had they gotten married?

“Until I got my dowry safe about me, I’m no married 

woman.”

He’d spent so much time thinking about the past and 
gazing at Olivia that he’d lost the plot of the movie, and he 
couldn’t exactly ask her what was going on without looking 
like an idiot. He grabbed another handful of popcorn and 
watched as the couple continued to fight.
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“This is my favorite part,” Olivia whispered, more to the 
screen than to him.

Wayne had just kicked down the bedroom door. Now 
he was kissing O’Hara— quite passionately, for the 1950s 
anyway. Kingston looked at Olivia again. She stared at the 
screen, mesmerized, her hand gripping her soft drink.

Her favorite part was the make- out scene. Interesting.

Wayne scooped O’Hara up into his arms, carried her 
to the bed . . . and plopped her down on it. Snap! The bed 
broke.

Kingston jumped, not expecting the result. The woman 
was unharmed— and had kind of gotten what she deserved, 
considering her petulance.

Olivia softly chuckled.
He looked at her again, the light from the screen illumi-

nating her smile. Had she always had such a pretty smile? A 
clichéd thought, but true.

It was also true that he must be overworked (always) 
and overtired (ditto), because he was paying way too much 
attention to her and not the movie. Using the laser focus that 
had made him Maple Falls’ valedictorian and gotten him 
through an Ivy League college and medical school in under 
seven years— including his internship— he set his mind to 
watch The Quiet Man and his not- so- quiet lady.

When the credits started to roll, he thought he heard a 
sigh coming from Olivia. “I guess you enjoyed the show,” he 
said, picking up the almost- empty bucket of popcorn.

“I always do. Especially when it’s this movie.” She gath-
ered her purse and coat, then stood.

9780840715968_TwoToTango.indd   109780840715968_TwoToTango.indd   10 12/20/22   4:14 PM12/20/22   4:14 PM



Two to Tango

11

He rose as well. “How many times have you really seen 
it?”

“Thirteen. And a half. Aunt Bea interrupted me the third 
time I saw it.”

“With a phone call?”
“No. Blackberry cobbler.” She glanced at her shoes, 

smiling a little. “I can’t resist it, and she doesn’t allow food 
in the living room.”

“Neither does my mother.” He picked up his coat and 
exited the row, then waved for her to go ahead of him. When 
she passed, he detected the scent of clean laundry. An actual 
scent— he’d seen the words on the detergent bottle in the 
laundry room growing up. How such a utilitarian fragrance 
smelled almost irresistible on Olivia, he had no clue.

They walked up the aisle and out of the theater door. 
He tossed the popcorn bucket in the nearby trash can as she 
started to slip on her black coat. Partly out of good manners 
and mostly out of the unexpected need to be closer to her, 
he said, “Allow me.”

She nodded and he took her coat. When she turned 
around, he noticed her outfit— a dark- green sweater with a 
collared white shirt underneath, a black skirt that hit below 
her knee, black tights, and flat black shoes. If she had a pair 
of glasses, she would be the picture of librarian chic.

“Thanks,” she said, putting her arms into the sleeves.
“No problem.” He draped the coat over her shoulders, 

catching that scent again. Her scent.
What is the matter with me?

Olivia turned and faced him, having to look up because 
of her short height. He figured he was about a foot and a few 
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inches taller than her. The last girl he’d dated, eons ago, had 
been closer to his height, making it easier to kiss her. Wait, 
had he kissed her? He literally couldn’t remember. But now 
that he was thinking about kissing— 

“I guess I’ll see you around,” she said. “At Anita’s wed-
ding for sure, right?”

Right. His sister’s wedding. His other sister, Paisley, had 
gotten married last year to her lawyer husband, Ryan. He 
was a good guy, as was Tanner, Anita’s fiancé.

Wait a minute; the wedding was in August, wasn’t it? 
Hopefully Janine, his admin, had put it on his calendar. “Are 
you a bridesmaid?”

“Maid of honor.” A touch of pride shone in her dark- 
brown eyes. “Lonzo is the best man.”

“Yes.” It was coming back to him now. In addition to 
Tanner’s younger brother, he, Hayden, and Ryan were the 
other groomsmen. Riley, Hayden’s wife, and Harper, one of 
Anita’s good friends, were the other bridesmaids. “I guess 
we’ll see each other at the rehearsal dinner.” Eight months 
away.

She nodded, and the lights started dimming in the lobby. 
He glanced at the empty popcorn machine and glass candy 
case. Apparently, the old man running this place was in a 
hurry to get home. He opened the door for Olivia, and she 
walked out in front of him. “Where did you park?” he asked.

“There.”
She pointed to the first car in the parking lot, approxi-

mately twelve steps away from the front door, give or take 
a few. That was disappointing. He’d parked his Audi in his 
usual spot, at the back of the gravel lot that sat adjacent to 
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a large field. At one time the Sunset had also had a drive- in 
screen, but that had been torn down sometime in the late 
eighties, according to his father. He hadn’t needed to park 
so far because he’d been early for once, but old habits died 
hard.

“See you later.” Olivia waved and started for her car.
He moved to wave back. He would head for his car as well 

and drive to the condo he’d rented four years ago in Malvern. 
He’d intended to live there for only six months and then 
buy something permanent. The location was convenient— 
between his Hot Springs and Malvern clinics— and not 
too much of a drive to the Garland County Department of 
Health, where he volunteered every other month. But time 
had gotten away from him, and he was still living in his 
rental. And like his mother constantly, constantly reminded 
him now that she had one daughter hitched and another 
engaged, thus leaving him the only target for her matrimo-
nial pestering, if something didn’t change, he’d live there for 
the rest of his life. Alone.

“Alone, Kingston. Utterly alone.” Mother had pointed 
out that depressing fact to him yesterday afternoon at his 
parents’ monthly Sunday brunch. Being in his thirties and 
utterly alone was a little disheartening now that he thought 
about it. Usually, he was too busy to think about anything 
related to his personal life.

As he watched Olivia walk away, a cute bundle of black 
heading to her small vehicle, he didn’t wave. He didn’t head 
for his car either. Eight months. That was a long time to 
wait to see her again. They used to attend the same church, 
but he’d started watching an online pastor on the Sunday 
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mornings he wasn’t working, so he hadn’t been to Amazing 
Grace in a while. And with his schedule, he couldn’t count 
on bumping into her here next month.

“Hey.” He sounded like a frog with a pack- a- day smok-
ing habit. He cleared his throat. “Olivia.”

She turned around. The lone lamp in the parking lot 
highlighted her surprised expression. “Yes?”

He moved to stand in front of her, and his words dis-
appeared. That had never happened to him before. He was 
nuts. Had to be. Or his mother had gotten under his skin, 
something that was happening more often lately. Or he was 
dealing with the lingering aftereffects of a good romance 
movie— one he’d enjoyed once he started paying attention 
to it.

“Is something wrong?” Olivia asked.
Her soft voice brought him back to reality. He couldn’t 

stand there much longer in silence, not unless he wanted her 
to think he was off his rocker.

I probably am.

What was the worst she could say? No? It wasn’t like 
he hadn’t heard that word a million times before, especially 
when dealing with some of his more precocious and, let’s 
face it, spoiled patients.

But he’d never been turned down by a woman before. 
Ever. And for some reason, he knew if Olivia turned him 
down, it would bother him. A lot. “Would you like to go 
out?”

Her eyes widened. “Out?”
“Yeah. Like to . . .” Uh- oh. He hadn’t thought that far. 

Where could they go? Coffee. That would work. “There’s a 
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coffee shop a couple miles from here. We can get a cup and 
catch up.”

“I don’t drink coffee.”
Oh. He probably should have known that. But then 

again, how would he? He didn’t know that much about her, 
which was surprising since she was Anita’s closest friend. 
But he hadn’t been that close to Anita lately either.

She looked at her watch. “And it’s past nine p.m. I’m 
always home by nine thirty on Mondays.”

Ouch. He should have just driven home to his empty 
condo. That would have been less painful. Nothing like get-
ting rejected by a childhood acquaintance, even if it was 
just an invite for coffee. “Yeah,” he said, backing away and 
forcing a smile. “It’s pretty late.” He gave her a half wave 
before turning to leave. “See ya.”

She nodded and turned toward her car again as he 
headed for his. He’d taken half a step when he heard her say 
his name. He stopped and whirled around.

“I . . .” She tugged on one of her coat cuffs. “I suppose I 
can stay out a little later tonight.”

He grinned. She sounded like a teenager on a curfew. 
Oddly enough, he was feeling a little like a kid himself right 
now. “Hang on. I’ll pick you up.” He started to turn.

“I prefer to drive.”
“Okay. I’ll meet you there— ”
“Wait.” She paused, then nodded. “I’ll ride with you.”
He stuck his hands into his pockets, unable to stop smil-

ing as they walked to his car. Sure, this was Olivia. And they 
weren’t going on a date or anything. It was also nice not to 
have to go back to an empty house just yet. But that didn’t 
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mean anything either. They were two friends who hadn’t 
seen each other in a long while, getting coffee after a movie. 
Simple as that. C
Considering Dr. Kingston Bedford was highly successful at 
everything in his life, Olivia would have easily guessed he’d 
be good at kissing .  .  . if she’d ever thought about kissing 
and Kingston in the same sentence. But as of two minutes 
ago— or was it three? She had no idea— she was discovering 
exactly how phenomenal he was. Not that she had anything 
to compare . . . him . . . to . . .

Whatever thoughts were left in her head, they 
disappeared.

Minutes or hours later— again, no idea— he finally pulled 
away and leaned his forehead against hers. “That was . . .”

“Amazing.” She sighed, her pulse hammering in her 
chest, throat, and everywhere else. Her clasped hands rested 
at the base of his neck. Every single second in his arms had 
taken her breath away, literally. And she found herself hop-
ing he’d take it away again.

Then she blinked. Moved her forehead from his and 
looked around. How had she ended up sitting on the hood 
of his Audi? She barely remembered getting out of the 
car, because he had started kissing her the minute they’d 
returned to the Sunset parking lot and he’d opened the pas-
senger door. Her face, already hot despite the thirty- degree 
temperature outside, flamed.

Kingston’s eyes widened, as if he’d finally figured out 
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where he was . . . and what he’d been doing. He dropped his 
hands from her waist at the same time she unlocked her legs 
from around him. He stepped back and threaded his hand 
through his hair.

Please . . . don’t say you’re sorry.

“I’m sorry.” He shook his head and looked to the side. 
“I . . . I don’t know what happened.”

She kicked herself for being so stupid. When Kingston 
asked her to go to the coffee shop with him, she should have 
listened to her gut. Instead, she’d second- guessed herself, see-
ing his offer as a prime opportunity to stick her little toe out 
of her comfort zone and ignore her evening schedule of being 
in bed no later than ten thirty. It was well past that time, 
and all she had for her trouble was sheer embarrassment. She 
couldn’t even enjoy the memory of those amazing kisses, not 
when regret was splashed all over his face.

And now she had to come up with something to say, 
some way to explain why she’d been perfectly fine sitting on 
the hood of Kingston’s car, kissing him with reckless aban-
don, without giving a single thought to any repercussions. 
She had to clarify that this wasn’t her modus operandi. Not 
even close.

“I just want you to know— ” they said in unison.
He chuckled, but it sounded awkward. Probably the first 

time in his life he’d ever experienced such a thing. Her feet 
dangled over the side of the hood as he moved a few yards 
away, putting plenty of distance between them.

Then he was suddenly closer. Not as close as he’d been 
a few minutes ago— she wasn’t sure if she was relieved or 
disappointed— as a half smile formed on his lips. “I want 
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you to know that I don’t go around inviting women out for 
coffee so I can make out with them.”

“I didn’t think you were.” Which was true. She couldn’t 
imagine him being anything but the perfect gentleman. 
Although she’d just discovered firsthand that he was a little 
wicked around the edges.

“But . . .” He shoved his hand through his hair, leaving 
the ends messy and sticking out all over. She almost lost 
her mind and reached over to smooth them down, catching 
herself at the last second.

“I really enjoyed the movie,” he said. “And the coffee, 
and tea. I didn’t know you were an Earl Grey girl.”

She had to smile at that.
“And . . .”
If he apologized again, she was going to kick him. Softly, 

though. Just a light tap on the side of his leg. She didn’t want 
to hurt him. “And?”

He surprised her by cupping her cheek with his large 
hand, the palm covering half her face. “And I thoroughly 
enjoyed this.” He bent down and kissed her, lightly this time, 
before he drew back. Then he held her gaze. “Are you okay?”

If “okay” meant floating on a cloud while melting into 
a flustered, boneless puddle, then she was absolutely okay. 
She nodded.

He moved his hands to her waist. “Probably not a good 
idea for you to stay here,” he muttered, lifting her with ease 
and setting her on her feet.

“Thank you,” she said.
“You’re welcome.”
So formal, when less than a few minutes ago they’d been 
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anything but. She glanced at her car parked next to them. 
And because she’d always believed being straightforward 
was best, she looked back up at him. “Where do we go from 
here?”

Confusion flashed in his eyes, then disappeared. He 
smiled again. “How about an official date?”

Surprised, her pulse tripped again. The idea of a date 
with Kingston would have seemed ludicrous even two hours 
ago.

But was it? The time they’d spent talking at the café 
had been nice, easy, and comfortable, even if she was still 
tingling from sitting next to him during The Quiet Man. But 
it wasn’t long before she’d forgotten her physical reaction to 
him and discovered they had a lot in common other than 
watching old movies. He was extremely smart and well read. 
Being a true nerd, she appreciated his interest in reading and 
learning. She already knew he was devoted to his family— 
when he had the time to be. And when he enthusiastically 
told her about his volunteer work— without revealing any 
patient information— he almost had her convinced that she 
should volunteer at the health department, too, even though 
the sight of blood made her feel faint.

Then on the drive back to their her car, she’d wished the 
evening didn’t have to end so soon. She gotten her wish— 
and they’d extended their time in the best way possible.

“Olivia?”
His handsome face came into focus, the uncertainty in 

his eyes surprising her. Confident Kingston Bedford was 
worried she’d say no. She probably should. She’d gone out 
of her comfort zone enough tonight, and she didn’t want to 
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end up hurt. But this was Kingston, the most upstanding 
man she knew.

Not to mention those kisses . . . “Yes.” She drew in a 
deep breath. “I’d like to go out with you.”

He grinned and pulled out his phone. When she realized 
her purse still sat on the passenger seat, she opened the door, 
grabbed her bag, and shut the door with her hip. Quickly 
she took out her cell.

“The earliest I have is next Tuesday,” he said, scrolling. 
“Will that work?”

“Our monthly staff meeting is Tuesday evening. I usually 
order takeout from the diner while we work. We won’t wrap 
up until eight thirty.”

He ran his finger over the screen. “Next Wednesday?”
“Church. And I have to be at the library early Thursday 

morning to set up our biweekly homeschool workshop.” She 
looked at her calendar. “What about a week from Friday?”

“I’m on call.” He frowned. “How about I call you? I 
might be able to switch some stuff around, but I need to 
check with my admin. She’ll kill me if I mess with the calen-
dar without her permission.”

Olivia understood. Calendars were sacred. “Here’s my 
number.” She told it to him as he entered it into his contact 
list.

“Cool.” He slipped the phone back into his pocket. 
“Until next time.” He took her hand and kissed the top.

She almost sighed out loud. Corny, but the perfect ges-
ture. And he waited as she got in her car and pulled out of 
the lot before getting into his vehicle.

On the drive home, butterflies danced in her stomach. 

9780840715968_TwoToTango.indd   209780840715968_TwoToTango.indd   20 12/20/22   4:14 PM12/20/22   4:14 PM



Two to Tango

21

Kingston Bedford. Who knew? She certainly didn’t, and she 
doubted Anita had ever put the two of them together either, 
or she would have brought it up to Olivia before now.

But she wasn’t going to tell Anita anything until her 
and Kingston’s first official date. And maybe not even after 
that, since the wedding preparations were taking up a lot of 
Anita’s time, thanks to Karen. Anita and Kingston’s mother 
could test the patience of a saint, even though she meant 
well.

No, best to keep things to herself until the right moment. 
She grinned. Aunt Bea would be so tickled that Olivia had 
taken her advice.

Next time, she might even try the coffee. 
Chapter 1
Eight months later

Kingston yanked at the collar of his white dress shirt 
while the other groomsmen talked to Tanner, the nervous 
groom. As the bride’s brother, he knew he should have some 
words of wisdom to impart to the man who would be his 
brother- in- law in less than an hour, but he had zip. How 
could he think about marriage advice when (a) he was still 
single and (b) all he could think about was how mad Olivia 
must be at him?

Sweat broke out on his brow, and he stepped outside 
of the preschool Sunday school room at Amazing Grace. 
The women were using the larger third- grade classroom to 
get ready, as was fitting. What was Olivia doing right now? 
Probably organizing everything and everyone. Maybe if 
she’d overseen his calendar, they would have gone on their 
official date.
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If he could physically kick himself, he would have. After 
asking her out for coffee— and subsequently finding his 
equilibrium after their incredibly impulsive and incredibly 
incredible make- out session— the natural next step had been 
to ask her out on an actual date. He’d hesitated for only a 
second, mostly because he knew the next few weeks would 
be chaotically busy for him, but he had asked her anyway. 
In that moment, he’d wanted to see her again more than 
anything. And he had fully intended to call her and set up a 
time to take her to a steakhouse in Hot Springs that had a 
filet so tender you could cut it with the side of a spoon.

But he didn’t call her, and they never went out. Instead, 
he did what he always did. Worked. And by the time two 
weeks flew by, he realized he’d forgotten his promise.

At that point he should have called her the moment he 
remembered. But it had been 10:04 p.m., and he knew she 
liked to keep a strict bedtime schedule. And in the morn-
ing when he’d gotten a call from his nurse about one of his 
patients who had been admitted at Children’s Hospital in 
Little Rock, Olivia was far from his mind and his appoint-
ment calendar.

By the time he had a break in his work, almost a month 
had gone by, and yet he’d still considered calling her to 
explain himself. But he kept putting it off, and by June it 
was too late to apologize.

Before he knew it, Anita’s rehearsal dinner was upon 
him, and he’d fully intended to go and face the music with 
Olivia . . . somehow. But he’d been called to the hospital at 
the last minute, earning a well- deserved haranguing session 
from his mother, who afterward had instructed him on what 
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to do the day of the wedding. His father was a cardiologist, 
and his family usually wasn’t completely bent out of shape, 
having gotten used to short- notice cancellations over the 
years. But missing the rehearsal dinner? That had strained 
their goodwill.

“Mark my words, Kingston,” Mother had said in a 
stern, harsh voice he hadn’t heard her use on him since he’d 
gotten a B in art in sixth grade— his one and only B. “If 
you don’t show up tomorrow, you’re going to break Anita’s 
heart. You’ll break all our hearts.”

He kept to himself the fact that he’d been to three wed-
dings already this summer. But those were for his clinic 
partners’ kids, who had all seemed to get engaged and plan 
their nuptials at the same time. He only made an appearance 
at those and left as soon as he could, his obligation finished. 
But he didn’t dare mention that to his mother. She’d have an 
epic conniption.

So here he was, ready for his sister’s big day . . . and still 
unprepared to see Olivia again.

“It’s time.” Hayden clapped him on the shoulder. “The 
bridesmaids are already in front of the sanctuary. Except for 
Harper. She’s running late.”

Whew. That took a little pressure off since he wouldn’t 
be the only one in Olivia’s bad graces.

When he got to the foyer in front of the sanctuary, he 
tried to make eye contact with Olivia. She wouldn’t acknowl-
edge him. Pressure back on.

Harper finally showed up and took her spot by his side. 
The two of them were paired up, and with her sky- high 
heels, she was only a few inches shorter than he was. After 
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twenty minutes of being ignored by Olivia, then listening to 
her and Harper bicker for the last five while they waited for 
the cue to walk down the aisle, he turned to them. “Ladies, 
can this wait?”

“Sorry,” Olivia murmured, staring down at her pale- 
green low- heeled shoes. Then she looked straight ahead . . . 
and straight through him.

He clenched his jaw and faced forward as the couples in 
front of him started to move. First Hayden and Riley, then 
Ryan and Paisley. Then it was his and Harper’s turn. As he 
took his place next to his brother- in- law, Ryan, he forced 
himself not to watch Olivia as she moved down the aisle with 
Lonzo. This was Anita’s day, and he had to set his personal 
issues— and failings, in this case— aside.

Less than forty minutes later, they were congratulating 
Mr. and Mrs. Tanner Castillo.

His stress eased a bit seeing his sister so happy. He’d long 
suspected she had a crush on Tanner, and that had ended up 
being the case. As for Tanner, he was a great guy. Anyone 
could see how much he loved Anita.

The bridal couple and attendants formed a reception line 
in the foyer and received congratulations from the guests. 
That all went smoothly until Erma McAllister and her crew, 
including Olivia’s Aunt Bea, stopped in front of him and 
Harper.

“My stars, look at the two of you,” Erma said. She 
leaned over to Bea, along with Peg and Myrtle, the other 
two ladies with her. “They look straight out of a fashion 
magazine, don’t they?”

“They sure do,” Bea said before leaning forward and 
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whispering, “Maybe you two will be the next ones to get 
married.”

He heard Harper laugh, but he didn’t find the comment 
amusing, especially coming from Bea and stated right in 
front of Olivia. He frowned and glanced at Olivia to gauge 
her reaction. There was none, as if she hadn’t heard what 
Bea had said. What a relief. Erma and her friends were 
dead wrong about him and Harper. He’d known her for 
a few years and liked her well enough. She was stunning, 
and Erma was right— she did look like she’d stepped out of 
Vogue. But she wasn’t his type, and he’d never gotten the 
indication that he was hers.

After the receiving line ended, everyone dispersed for 
the reception at the Maple Falls Community Center. He saw 
Olivia heading for the door, and he thought about catch-
ing up with her. But what could he say? Sorry for being 
a schmuck? He was sorry for so many things— for letting 
work get in the way, for shoving her off to the side, and for 
being a coward and not calling her the first moment he’d had 
free, which would have been the very next morning after 
their coffee date and before he took a shower. He could 
have called her while he was in the shower. His phone was 
waterproof. It would have survived.

But most of all, he was sorry he hadn’t followed through. 
Because even though he’d set her aside in his mind to attend 
to his patients and other work responsibilities, he still felt 
her. Felt her lips on his, felt the way she’d sighed when he 
swooped her up and set her on his Audi so they would be at 
eye— or rather, mouth— level. Felt the warmth of her smile 
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when she said she’d go out with him. Felt so many other 
things, some confusing, some demanding.

But most of all, he felt shame for ignoring her.
As if sensing his gaze on her, she turned before stepping 

outside. She was so beautiful in her bridesmaid’s dress— a 
pale green that complimented her olive- toned skin, with a 
demure neckline and fabric that flared a little around her 
hips. Her hair was swept up in a simple updo straight out 
of a classic film, and her light makeup made her look like a 
glamorous librarian— and that was a compliment.

He made a move toward her, then stopped, seeing the 
shields go up in her eyes. She quickly went outside.

It’s what I deserve.

The emotional part of him wanted to chase after her, but 
the logical part of him refused. There were still people in 
the parking lot, and he didn’t want to air personal business 
in front of any of them and risk being the next topic on the 
Maple Falls grapevine.

He was heading for the door when Harper appeared 
beside him. “Can you give me a ride to the reception?”

“Sure.”
“Thanks. I just need to get my purse.”
When she returned, he held the door open for her. Thick, 

humid heat hit them, and he pressed the automatic start on 
his key fob to cool the interior of his car. As they walked, 
she explained that her Mercedes was in the shop, and that 
Rusty Jenkins, a local mechanic, was working on it. Harper 
was always easy to talk to, and as they left the church lot, he 
said, “I can’t believe both my sisters are married.”

“That means you’re next.”
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He tried to be good- humored but flopped. “Stop sound-
ing like my mom. Like I told her, I’ll get married when I’m 
ready.”

“Okay.”
Nuts. He hadn’t meant to snap at her. It wasn’t her fault 

his mother wouldn’t let up on bugging him to get married, 
or that the one woman who’d caught more than his passing 
interest wasn’t speaking to him— with good reason. “Sorry.” 
He fought for a smile, and this time he was on point. He 
explained that being teased at weddings for being single was 
getting old. She agreed.

He pulled into the lot of the community center, and they 
both got out of the car. “Thanks again for the ride,” she said.

“Anytime.” And he meant it. Helping someone in need, 
even something as simple as a six- minute ride to the commu-
nity center, usually put him in a good mood. He wasn’t in 
the best of moods right now, but doing a good deed helped.

When they got inside, he saw his mother engaged in a 
conversation with a caterer that looked like it was quickly 
heading south. “Uh- oh,” he said. “She looks ready to pop 
off.”

“How can you tell?” Harper said. “She looks fine to 
me.”

“That’s the calm before the storm. Better go rescue that 
guy.”

“Good luck.”
He walked over and lightly put his hand on his mother’s 

back, his fingers brushing the gray silk fabric. Her dress 
probably cost more than his first year of medical school, and 
he figured the only reason they were having the reception in 
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Maple Falls instead of the Hot Springs Country Club was 
because Anita had insisted.

His mother continued to berate the young man about the 
color of the napkins. “We agreed they would be eggshell,” 
she said.

“That’s tan, right?” The caterer’s brown eyebrows flat-
tened. He couldn’t have been older than twenty- one, if even 
that. “My boss said they were what you ordered.”

“As if!”
“Mother,” Kingston said, knowing she liked formality in 

front of others. “May I talk to you for a minute?”
She turned to him, as if just realizing he was there. 

“Now?”
“Yes. Now.”
“Fine.” She glared at the young man, then allowed 

Kingston to guide her away. “I hope this is important,” she 
said. “The napkins are a disaster.”

“No one will notice them,” he said. His sister couldn’t 
care less about napkin color.

She glanced up at him. “I just want everything to be 
perfect.”

“I know. And it will be. It is.” For Anita and Tanner, 
anyway. For himself . . . totally different story.

She smiled and brushed the lapel of his gray suit jacket. 
“You look handsome, as usual.”

“Thanks, Mom.”
“You’d be even handsomer if you wiped that sourpuss 

expression off your face.”
He thought he’d successfully masked his feelings. He 

mustered a smile. “Better?”
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“Yes.” A small frown. “Aren’t you happy for Anita and 
Tanner?”

“I am. I’m sorry, I was just thinking about . . . I had stuff 
on my mind.”

She gave him a pointed look. “You know how proud 
we are of you, King, and how important your job is. But 
sometimes you have to set work aside and enjoy yourself.”

He almost laughed at that. He hadn’t thought about 
work since he’d gotten up this morning. All he could think 
about was Olivia. “Agreed. On one condition.”

“What’s that?”
“You take your own advice and stop harassing the staff.”
She lifted her chin, diamond earrings dangling against 

her short, stylish silver hair. “All right,” she said, relaxing 
a bit. “Touché.” A gleam entered her eye. “You and Harper 
Wilson looked stunning walking down the aisle.”

“Mother— ”
“Wouldn’t it be something if you married one of Anita’s 

best friends?”
He paused. It would be something, all right. But Harper 

wasn’t the friend filling his thoughts. “I have one more con-
dition,” he said.

She frowned. “It isn’t like you to be difficult, King.”
He nearly groaned out loud. He hated being called King. 

What a pretentious moniker. And stating a second require-
ment wasn’t being difficult. Then again, when had he ever 
pushed back at his mother’s requests? Seldom, if ever. “No 
matchmaking. No mentioning of my marital status. And 
absolutely no harping on me being utterly alone.”
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Her perfectly groomed eyebrows compressed as she 
squinted at him. “I’m just concerned about you, dear.”

“I know.” And she did mean well. “Just . . . let it go for 
tonight. Okay?”

She eyed him a little longer, then nodded. “I will.” She 
tiptoed and kissed his cheek. “Go have fun.”

For the next hour or so, he followed his mother’s edict 
and tried to enjoy the reception as much as he could. He 
worked the room, something that came easy to him, espe-
cially with the residents of Maple Falls. He’d grown up with 
these people, but as soon as he graduated from college, he’d 
moved to Little Rock and gone to med school. He never 
exactly reconnected with his hometown the way he had when 
he’d lived there before, and when his parents moved to Hot 
Springs after Paisley graduated, he was even less involved. 
But today he visited with everyone, answered their questions 
about his work, heard a few more compliments about him 
and Harper, and ended up dancing with her for the bridal 
attendants’ dance.

His duties were done. He would have left if he could, but 
his mother— and probably at this point his father— would 
never forgive him.

But he could get some fresh air.
He started to leave the main room, intending to go out-

side even though it was probably still ninety- nine degrees 
and 100 percent humidity. He was surprised to see Harper 
coming back indoors, and that gave him an idea of how to 
pass the time until he could make his exit. He held out his 
hand. “Dance?”

“Um, not right now. I hurt my foot a little while ago.”
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“Want me to take a look at it?”
She waved him off. “I’m sure it’s fine.”
“You should probably stay off of it to keep it from 

swelling.” He looked at her feet. “I’m sure those heels aren’t 
helping.”

She nodded. “Thanks for the advice, Dr. Bedford.”
“Anytime. Just save me a dance at the next wedding. 

Maybe you’ll be Maple Falls’ next blushing bride.”
“Hey,” she said, feigning offense. “I thought this was a 

no- teasing zone.”
“No teasing me,” he said, glad to have some lighthearted 

conversation. “You, on the other hand, are fair game.”
She smirked. “Laugh it up, Chuckles,” she said, slipping 

off her shoes. They were back at the entrance of the main 
room, and she glanced at the bridal table where Olivia was 
sitting. Alone. “Olivia’s free. Why don’t you dance with 
her?”

The exact person he was trying to avoid, and he’d been 
successful most of the evening. He was sure she was dodging 
him too. He was about to tell Harper no, then realized he’d 
have to explain why he was refusing when he’d just asked 
her to dance. “Uh, sure.”

Wait. Maybe this was his chance to make amends. He 
wasn’t completely certain he could, but it was worth a shot. 
He walked over to the bridal table where Olivia sat alone, 
staring at one of the small vases of flowers that decorated 
the long table. He gulped, his palms turning damp. After 
another deep breath, he said, “Olivia?”

She looked up at him, surprised, then averted her gaze.
“Uh . . . would you like to dance?”
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Anger flashed in her eyes, and it was clear she was 
primed and ready to tell him to buzz off . . . or worse. But 
then she nodded. Perhaps she’d realized the same thing he 
had— better to let everyone think things were nonchalant 
between them than to draw attention. After all, he’d already 
danced with Harper, both his sisters, and Erma McAllister. 
No one would guess he and Olivia had any sort of history 
together. She rose from the table and followed him to the 
dance floor.

The song was a fast disco number, and they weaved their 
way to the center of the crowd. For a moment neither of them 
moved, and she spent the time looking in every direction but 
his. Finally, he started dancing. He wasn’t the best dancer, 
but he could cut a decent rug and pretend he was having fun. 
Not an easy feat when Olivia looked like she’d just eaten a 
bag of lemons, skin and all. Her feet barely moved.

This wasn’t going to work. He had to settle things 
between them, and he couldn’t do that while half of Maple 
Falls surrounded them, shaking their behinds to the beat. 
He took her hand.

“What are you doing?” she said above the noise of the 
music and dancers.

“Come with me.” He tugged, half expecting her to pull 
back. She didn’t, but her hand went limp in his as he led her 
out of the hall, through the small kitchen where the catering 
company was starting to clean up for the night, and to a 
hallway. Then he halted. He’d never been in this part of the 
community center before. Where was a private place they 
could talk?

“Kingston— ”
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He spied a door and walked toward it, still holding her 
hand. When he tested the knob, it was unlocked. He opened 
it and found a supply closet. Good enough. He tugged her 
inside and shut the door, plunging them into darkness.

Uh- oh. Where was the light?
“Kingston,” she said, her tone sounding like broken 

glass. “If you don’t tell me what’s going on, I’m going to 
scream.”

Frantically he searched for a switch on the wall. Nothing. 
What kind of closet didn’t have a light?

Suddenly he heard a click, and light spilled over the 
confined space. Olivia stood down from her tiptoes, and he 
noted the single bulb with a long silver chain dangling from 
it. “How did you know that was there?” he asked.

“The library has sponsored several events at the center.” 
Her tone was crisp as she crossed her arms over her chest. 
“Now, why did you drag me in here?”

“I, uh . . .” There went his words again, although he still 
hadn’t landed on the right thing to say to her. He’d just taken 
advantage of the moment to talk to her alone. He looked 
down at her. Even with her heels, she only reached his chest. 
He liked it better when they were eye level.

Like on my Audi.

He shoved away the thought and glanced around. When 
he saw a tall, old- looking stool a few feet away, he grabbed 
it and sat down. Now she was a little taller than him, but 
he didn’t mind.

She blew out a breath. “Kingston, what are you— ”
“I’m sorry,” he blurted. “I’m sorry I didn’t call you. I’m 
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sorry I didn’t set up a date. I’m sorry for being a jerk, and 
I’m sorry I missed out on the best opportunity of my life.”

“Wait, what?”
He inhaled, trying to remember what he’d just said. “I’m 

sorry I didn’t call— ”
“No. The last part. What did you mean, the best oppor-

tunity of your life?”
He smiled. “A date with you.”
She rolled her eyes. “That’s laying it on thick.”
It might have been, but he meant it. “Olivia, I really am 

sorry. I was so busy with work, I just . . .”
“Forgot. Right?”
He nodded. “Yeah. I did.” He was also ashamed that he 

hadn’t called her when he did remember, and he was about 
to tell her that when he caught her staring at him under the 
sallow light of the antiquated bulb. He couldn’t get a read 
on her. She was completely impassive.

“It’s okay,” she finally said, with as much emotion as an 
overboiled spaghetti noodle. “It wouldn’t have worked out 
anyway.”

Good. She accepted his apology and didn’t seem angry 
with him. He should have been fine with that. Grateful, 
even, that she was so amenable. But her emotionless dec-
laration bothered him, and he couldn’t end things on that 
note. “I disagree.”

Her eyebrows flattened above sharp eyes.
He stood, and due to the small size of the closet, only a 

fraction of distance separated them. “I think we could have 
worked out.”

“And what makes you say that?”
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“Because we fit together.” The thought just came to him, 
but now that it was out of his brain, it made sense.

“You figured that out after a movie and coffee?”
“Well, there was something else that clued me in.” When 

he saw her cheeks flush, he smiled. She wasn’t as cold as she 
appeared. “You felt it, too, didn’t you?”

“I . . . ,” she whispered, not looking at him.
He brushed away a stray lock of hair that had loosened 

from her updo. “Maybe we should give this . . . give us . . . 
another try?”

She looked up at him, and what he saw in her eyes was 
far from emotionless. It was passion, pure and simple. And 
quite unexpected from her typical staid demeanor. Pleasantly 
unexpected, and it made him want to hold her again. But he 
didn’t dare. He’d already been a cad, and he wasn’t about to 
make things worse by taking advantage of her again.

He was lucky she wasn’t furious at him for kissing her 
in the Sunset parking lot. He had never kissed on the first 
date, and they hadn’t even officially had that. But he’d had 
so much fun with her at the café, and the undeniable con-
nection he’d felt made him lose his marbles. He’d only meant 
to give her a quick peck on the cheek.

Next thing he knew, she’d been in his arms, kissing 
him . . . and he was in heaven.

“Are you serious?” she said, her voice feather- light and 
tentative. “About us?”

He couldn’t stop himself from moving closer. “Yes. I 
am. And I promise this time, Olivia Farnsworth, I won’t let 
you down.”
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“You used my last name.” A smile played on her lips. 
“That must mean you’re serious.”

He chuckled. Touched the lock of hair, then rubbed it 
between his thumb and forefinger before letting it go again. 
This intelligent, serious, cute woman with a subtle sense of 
humor and the softest hair imaginable was knocking him 
off his feet.

Who would have thunk?

Her fingers touched his teal necktie. “How do I know 
you’ll keep your word?” She lifted her gaze, a miniscule 
twinkle in her eye.

He swallowed. “Maybe we should shake on it?”
“Hmm.” She placed her palms on his chest. “I’m not 

sure that will be enough.”
His arms circled her waist. “Have any suggestions?”
She stood on her tiptoes and whispered, “A kiss will do.”
She didn’t have to ask twice. He bent down and kissed 

her, holding back as much as he could. She’d given him a 
second chance, and he didn’t want to blow it. “Believe me 
now?”

Olivia nodded. “Yes,” she said. “I do.”
“Good. Because I’m going to call you tonight after the 

wedding, and we’ll set up a date. And I promise you, Olivia 
Farnsworth . . . it will be the best one you’ve ever had.”C
He never called.
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Chapter 2

One year later

Beau’s thinking about coming for a visit.”
Olivia glanced up from her computer behind the 

library checkout counter. She, Flo, and her other assistant, 
RaeAnne, were closing for the evening. “Who’s Beau?”

“My grandnephew.” Flo straightened the stack of book-
marks Olivia had ordered for the after- school students who 
hung out in the library until their parents picked them up. 
School was starting in a week, and there was still so much 
to do.

“He’s the one you’ve been trying to fix Olivia up with, 
right?” RaeAnne said. She was straightening the New 
Arrivals display a few feet from the desk. “Is he still living 
in his mother’s basement?”

Flo scowled. “He’s still— ”
“Finding himself,” Olivia and RaeAnne said at the same 

time.
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“Very funny. I’m sure if he met the right woman, he’d 
make her a wonderful husband.”

Olivia tuned Flo out. She had books to order and snacks 
to unpack for the vending machine in the seating area away 
from the bookshelves, and she had to catalog the shipment 
of magazines they’d received earlier that day. And she had to 
get all that done before she met up with her friends at Knots 
and Tangles in— she glanced at her watch— less than ninety 
minutes. The Chick Clique, they called themselves. Well, 
Riley, Anita, and Harper did. Olivia hated the cheesy name.

“Olivia? Olivia?” RaeAnne said.
She continued typing. “What?”
“Maybe you should give Beau a chance.”
“Exactly what I’ve been telling her for over a year now,” 

Flo huffed.
“Not interested.” She tapped on the keyboard.
RaeAnne sighed. She was ten years older than Olivia 

and married with two young boys. Blissfully married, as 
she liked to remind Olivia and Flo at least twice a week. “I 
don’t understand. You’re cute as a button. You should be 
hitched to some handsome man by now.” She turned to Flo. 
“Is Beau handsome?”

“I think so. His mother does too.”
Olivia resisted the urge to roll her eyes.
“You know who she reminds me of?” Flo went to stand 

next to RaeAnne. “The actress in that mummy movie. What 
was it called?”

“The Mummy?” RaeAnne supplied.
“Yes, that’s it.” Flo snapped her pudgy fingers. “She was 
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a librarian too. Very smart. Knew Egyptian. She was also 
pretty. Had dark hair, right?”

“Yes.” RaeAnne rearranged two of the hardback books. 
“But she was English, not half Hispanic.”

“I’m a quarter Hispanic.” Olivia continued to type, 
unable to let the error pass. “Puerto Rican. On my mother’s 
side.”

“The English librarian was also taller,” Flo pointed out.
“And adventurous,” RaeAnne added.
“Well, we all know Olivia’s not adventurous.”
Olivia glanced up from the computer at Flo’s regretful 

tone. “Not everyone has to be adventurous. There’s a lot to 
be said for staying close to home.”

“You mean staying in a rut,” RaeAnne mumbled.
Olivia winced. The rut thing again. It had been a year 

and two weeks since she took a chance on getting out of her 
rut  .  .  . and she’d ended up crash- landing into heartache. 

Twice.

“You know,” Flo said, turning off the lights in the chil-
dren’s section of the library, “maybe what Beau needs is an 
adventurous woman. That might be just the thing to get him 
out of— ”

“His mother’s basement?” RaeAnne chuckled.
“His rut. I’ve been reading about analysis paralysis in this 

month’s issue of Psychology for Everyone, and some people 
overanalyze everything that might go wrong. Therefore, they 
never take a risk. Sometimes they don’t move forward at all.”

Olivia’s back teeth clenched as she shut down the com-
puter. “It’s 5:30 p.m.,” she said, eyeing both busybodies. 
“Quitting time.”
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RaeAnne saluted her. “Off to the store I go. Trent and I 
are taking the boys to Lake Catherine for the weekend, and 
I have a mile- long list of things I still need to get. At least we 
have the tent and two coolers already.”

“Don’t forget the sunscreen.” Flo fell into step beside 
her as she headed for the break room next to Olivia’s office 
in the back of the library. “It’s going to be a scorcher on 
Saturday.”

Olivia took a box cutter off the shelf under the counter 
and walked over to the vending machine. As she opened 
the box, she tried to ignore RaeAnne and Flo’s remarks. 
First off, she wasn’t going out with Beau. She didn’t even 
want to meet him. While he might be a nice guy, even if she 
was interested in going out— and she absolutely, positively 
wasn’t— she couldn’t see herself with someone who didn’t 
have the gumption to move forward with his life. She might 
be in a rut, but hers was comfortable. Necessary. And she 
owned her own house.

Her conscience kicked in. For all she knew Beau could be 
living in the basement for legitimate reasons that Flo didn’t 
know about. Who was she to judge?

She made quick work of filling the machine with various 
chips, crackers, and candy, then broke down the empty box 
and took it to the back storage room. Two words kept com-
ing to mind— analysis paralysis. She didn’t have the same 
interest in psychology that Flo had, but she had heard of the 
term, and it didn’t apply to her. She wasn’t paralyzed. She 
liked her life the way it was. And the last time she’d listened 
to people who thought they knew better, she’d made a mis-
take. A huge mistake, one she would never repeat again.
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Ignoring the pricking in her heart, she went to her office. 
RaeAnne and Flo had already left, but she saw a sticky note 
attached to a flyer and recognized Flo’s handwriting.

Forgot to pin this on the bulletin board. Ms. Abernathy 

dropped it off today.

She peeled off the note as she read the flyer.

LET’S DANCE!

Learn the Rumba, Waltz, Swing, and Tango.
Six weeks of fun- filled lessons for ages 18+.

Put on your dancing shoes and join us 
at Abernathy’s School of Dance!

The flyer featured a silhouetted graphic of a couple 
pressed against each other in a dance pose, the woman in a 
sheath dress, the man in a trilby hat. In the bottom corner 
was the date and time— Mondays at 6:30 p.m., starting next 
week. Hmm. That sounded like fun . . . for someone else.

She went to the front of the library and pinned the flyer 
on the board. Ms. Abernathy had opened her dance studio 
last month, renting the building Rusty and Harper owned in 
downtown Maple Falls across from the Sunshine Café. She 
taught ballet and tap lessons for toddlers up to high school, 
but Olivia had no idea she knew how to ballroom dance. She 
wondered if anyone in Maple Falls would even be interested.

Good luck, Ms. Abernathy.

At six forty- five, she turned off the laptop on her desk, 
checked the front entrance and emergency exit to make sure 
they were locked, turned off the lights, and left through the 
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back door. By six fifty- five she was pulling into a parking spot 
behind the Knots and Tangles yarn shop. Erma McAllister, 
Riley’s grandmother, owned the shop with Riley, and every 
Tuesday night the Chick Clique— Olivia shuddered— met 
here. She grabbed her satchel, got out of her two- door car, 
which hadn’t even had time to cool down inside from the 
oppressive August heat, and entered the back of the shop.

“Hey.” Riley was pouring a bag of rippled potato chips 
into a plastic bowl. All around sat yarn in various stages of 
being dyed— blank yarn, some drying, some waiting to be 
twisted into hanks, and some hanks lying next to the yarn 
winder to be wound into cakes. Different colors, half solid 
and half variegated. All beautiful.

Olivia pulled a bag of pretzels from her satchel and 
poured them into another bowl. Anita would bring the cof-
fee and tea from her café two doors down, and Harper, who 
had now started baking full time after completely leaving the 
real- estate business this past spring, would bring something 
sweet and delicious.

Olivia and Riley took the bowls and sat down on the 
lime- green couch in the middle of the large dyeing area. 
“How has your week been going?” Olivia asked.

“Busy.” Riley yawned. “Extremely busy. We had the 
yarn crawl last week.”

“Oh, that’s right.” Their weekly meeting had been can-
celed because of the crawl. Knots and Tangles was on a list 
of Arkansas yarn shops, and for one week customers could 
get a map, visit the shops all over the state, and receive a 
stamp for their passports and small button pins from each 
retailer. According to Riley, the yarn crawl was one of Knots 
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and Tangles’ biggest events. Olivia enjoyed knitting, but not 
enough to make a weeklong trek around Arkansas, espe-
cially right before school started. “Was it successful?”

“Very.” Riley leaned back against the couch as Anita 
walked in the back door, followed by Harper. She waved at 
the two women and turned to Olivia. “It’s going to take me 
a month to fully recover. But so worth it.”

After setting out the beverages— Earl Grey for Olivia, 
water for everyone else— and oohing and aahing over 
Harper’s latest confectionary creation of cookie- dough 
dip with scratch- made chocolate graham crackers, the four 
women settled with their needles and hooks and worked on 
their latest yarn project, a lacy shawl. Even Harper, who had 
always eschewed crafts, was learning how to crochet, having 
asked Erma to teach her three weeks ago. She had progressed 
from making a chain and single crochets to now practicing 
with cotton yarn to make baby- sized washcloths.

Anita suddenly dropped her project to her lap. “I can’t 
take it anymore.”

Olivia looked at her. “Take what?”
Excitement entered her amber eyes. “I have news.”
Harper grinned. “Me too!”
Riley laughed. “I have some as well. Who wants to go 

first?”
“Anita.” Olivia knitted two stitches together. “She spoke 

first.”
“Okay.” Anita leaned forward. “I’m . . . pregnant!”
Harper gasped. “Me too!”
“Really?” Anita jumped up, her knitting falling to the 

9780840715968_TwoToTango.indd   439780840715968_TwoToTango.indd   43 12/20/22   4:14 PM12/20/22   4:14 PM



Kathleen Fuller

44

floor, and gave Harper a huge hug. “We’re gonna have 
babies together?”

“Yes!” Harper hugged her back. “I found out last week,” 
she said as Anita sat back down. “I’m only a month along, 
and Rusty and I were going to wait to tell everyone— except 
Senior, we had to tell him— but I can’t keep it from my 
besties.”

“What did Senior say?” Riley asked with a smile, refer-
ring to Rusty’s grandfather, who lived with the two of them.

“Oh, he was thrilled. Of course he said if it’s a boy, he’ll 
be named Russell Jenkins IV.” She paused. “Negotiations 
are still ongoing.” Then she turned to Anita. “Okay, your 
turn. Spill.”

“Well  .  .  .” Anita had picked up her knitting and was 
glancing at it in her lap. Unlike Harper, she was more 
reserved. “We weren’t exactly trying— ”

“Oh, you were doing something,” Harper cracked.
The tops of Anita’s cheeks reddened. “You know what I 

mean. If it happened, it happened. And . . .”
Riley grinned. “It happened. When are you due?”
“January.”
Olivia stilled. Anita had been pregnant for three months?
And she’s just now telling me?

Anita leaned against the chair. “It feels so good to spread 
the news, finally. Tanner’s been wanting to let everyone 
know for a while now, but I needed to be sure everything 
was, you know, okay. And it is.”

“This is amazing.” Riley lifted her coffee cup. “To 
babies!”
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Harper and Anita followed. So did Olivia, but she barely 
made the toast. No one noticed.

“Okay Riley, your turn.” Harper dipped a graham 
cracker into the cookie- dough dip.

“Are you pregnant too?” Anita said, hope in her eyes.
“No. You two are a hard act to follow, by the way.” 

But Riley was still smiling. “Hayden’s officially running for 
mayor next year.”

“Oh,” Harper said, crunching on the dip and cracker.
Anita nodded. So did Olivia.
Riley’s grin faded. “All right, I know it’s not as exciting 

or wonderful as having a baby, but come on. A little enthu-
siasm would be nice.”

“We’re enthusiastic.” Harper grinned. “But that’s not 
really news, is it?”

“The whole town expects him to,” Anita added. “Mayor 
Quickel— ew— needs to go.”

“And Hayden is the perfect man for the job,” Olivia 
pointed out.

“Yeah,” Riley said, pushing her toes against the rug 
underneath the coffee table. “He is.”

“But?” Harper said.
“I’m not sure I’m ready for all that entails. The cam-

paigning. The time and money he— I mean we— will have 
to put in.”

“I’d be happy to help you with organization and sched-
uling,” Olivia said. “And I can put campaign collateral on 
display in the library.”
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“I’ll make phone calls and put flyers in the café win-
dow,” Anita said. “Obviously Tanner will do the same at 
the diner.”

“And I’ll handle the PR.” Harper grabbed another 
cookie. “And put together a bake sale or three.”

“But you’ll both be pregnant,” Riley said, then looked at 
Olivia. “And you’re so busy as it is.”

“Not too busy for this.” Olivia smiled.
“Never too busy for a friend and her soon- to- be mayor 

husband.” Harper lifted her mug again. “To the future 
Mayor Price!”

“To Mayor Price!”
“And Mrs. Mayor Price,” Anita added.
They all toasted, then went back to their yarn work. 

Now Harper’s baby washcloths made sense.
Riley tucked her legs underneath her and wound a 

strand of purple yarn around her forefinger. “Do you have 
any news, Olivia?”

“No.” Olivia continued with her brioche stitch. “Just 
the usual.”

“Ready for all the school munchkins next week?” Harper 
asked. “It’s hard to believe school is almost in session.”

“Yes. I finished all the planning last week.”
“Are you taking another class?” Riley asked.
Olivia nodded. Last year she’d received her second mas-

ter’s degree, this one in art history, but she had decided to 
continue taking at least one college class a semester since 
most of them were online and fit into her schedule. “I start 
Eighteenth- Century English Literature on Thursday.”

“Sounds thrilling.” Harper winked at her.
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“I enjoy studying and dissecting literature,” Olivia said. 
Although, truth be told, she had glanced over the syllabus, 
and the topics did look a bit dull. But she’d never dropped a 
class before, and she wasn’t about to now.

No one said anything for a few seconds. Then Harper 
and Anita turned to each other and began to exchange preg-
nancy notes.

Riley’s phone rang. She grabbed it off the coffee table 
and slid her finger over the screen. “Hi. No, it’s okay, Mimi. 
You’re not interrupting anything. I’m not sure if we have that 
colorway in stock, but I can check.” She stood.

“Tell Erma I said hi.” Olivia turned her needles to knit 
the next row.

Riley gave her a thumbs- up and disappeared to the front 
of the store where the yarn was displayed and available for 
purchase.

As Anita and Harper continued to discuss their early- 
pregnancy experiences, Olivia tried to focus on her project. 
Why hadn’t Anita told her first? She was her best friend . . . 
or so she’d thought. But the more she mused, she realized 
that other than their Tuesday- night meetings at Knots and 
Tangles, they hadn’t spent much time together lately. True, 
they were both busy. All of them were. But couldn’t Anita 
have at least called?

She couldn’t remember the last time they’d talked alone. 
Even at church Anita was always with Tanner, and they 
taught the preschool Sunday school class together. During 
the service the friends all sat together— Harper and Rusty, 
Riley and Hayden, Anita and Tanner. Olivia always sat at 
the end of the pew. Alone.
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“How far in advance do I have to book an appointment 
with Kingston?” Harper asked, selecting a large potato 
chip from the bowl. “Naturally I want him to be our baby’s 
doctor.”

Olivia’s ears perked.
“He hasn’t been taking new patients for a while.” Anita 

frowned. “At least that’s the last I heard. I haven’t talked to 
him lately.”

“Does he know you’re pregnant?”
“Not yet. He’s so hard to pin down.” She grinned. “But 

I’m sure it won’t be a problem for both of us to get on his 
schedule.”

Harper took another chip. “Have you been hungrier 
than usual? I sure am. Any weird cravings?”

“Yes! Cream cheese and sardines are my favorite.”
Harper tilted her head. “That sounds pretty good, 

actually.”
“It’s delicious.”
The yarn and knitting needles in Olivia’s hands came 

back into focus. She’d dropped seven stitches listening to her 
friends, and she was glad they’d moved on from the Kingston 
topic. She’d listen to them talk about disgusting food combos 
for the rest of the night if it meant she didn’t have to hear 
that man’s name again.

But as she tried to fix her mistakes, a tiny part of her 
mind wouldn’t shut up. Was he busy solely because of work? 
Or was he dating someone? Or more than one someone? She 
wouldn’t put it past him.

Her chest tightened, and she gripped the needles. Over 
the last year she’d been able to keep him from her mind, 
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mostly because she was too busy to think about him, even 
when she was hanging out with her friends. Nights were 
harder, but eventually she could fall asleep without think-
ing about— or feeling— him. Reminding herself how badly 
she’d misjudged him helped. His good- guy façade made her 
stomach roil.

She would never admit that to Anita, or anyone else. No 
one needed to know she’d been fooled by him.

“This is for Bea.”
Olivia looked up to see Riley standing by her, holding 

out two skeins of sunny yellow yarn.
“Mimi said she’d forgotten to give these to her on 

Sunday. You’re seeing her tomorrow, right? She and I won’t 
be at church this week. We have a contractor coming to give 
us an estimate on replacing these old wood floors.” Riley 
lightly stomped her foot for emphasis.

Olivia nodded and took the skeins. She always had 
supper with her Aunt Bea and Uncle Bill before Wednesday- 
night church. “I’ll make sure she gets them.”

For the next hour the women continued to knit and 
crochet while talking about babies, interspersed with some 
campaign planning. Olivia wondered if Riley was feeling left 
out of the baby talk. She didn’t seem to be. Olivia kept quiet 
and focused on fixing her project, which somehow ended up 
even more of a mess than it was before.

As they packed up to leave before 9:00 p.m.— Olivia 
always kept track of the time— Anita walked over to her. “Is 
everything all right?” she asked in a low voice.

“Of course.” Olivia put the knitting in her bag.
“You seemed quiet.”
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“I’m always quiet.”
“More so than usual.”
She looked at Anita, still fighting her resentment. “I’ve 

had a long day.” Not exactly true. Her day wasn’t any longer, 
or any busier, than any other Tuesday.

“Good, then. It’s just . . .” Anita tugged on the hem of 
her Sunshine Café T- shirt. “I thought you might be upset. 
About my news.”

Guilt over hurting her best friend snapped Olivia back 
to her senses. “Oh, Anita. I’m not upset. I’m so happy for 
you and Tanner.”

“Really?” Anita stepped back, still looking unsure.
“Absolutely.” She smiled and meant it, pushing away her 

petty resentment. “I can’t wait to organize a shower for you. 
Harper too. This is so exciting.”

“Isn’t it?” Anita beamed. No, she glowed. But her smile 
faltered a bit. “I’m a little scared,” she admitted. “Okay, I’m 
a lot scared.”

“Don’t be.” Olivia held her hand. “You’re going to be 
an amazing mom.”

“That’s what Tanner said too.”
“Listen to him. He’s right.”
Anita nodded, smiling fully again. “I’ll listen to both 

of you. And if I have any questions or run into trouble, 
Kingston can help.”

Another twinge. Don’t ask . . . Don’t ask . . . “What’s 
he been up to lately?” Ugh. Why couldn’t she obey the smart 
part of her brain when it came to him?

Anita shrugged. “Working, for sure. Other than that, 
I don’t know. Mom hasn’t talked to him much either. She’s 
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pretty put out with him. She called his admin last month 
to schedule a phone call.” She chuckled. “I’m sure he got 
an earful. Oh well, that’s Kingston. Always busy. I do miss 
him, though.”

Me too.

Olivia drop- kicked the thought out of her mind as Riley 
turned off the lights.

“It’s nine fifteen, Olivia,” Harper joked as she opened 
the back door. “Sure you won’t turn into a pumpkin?”

The three women laughed.
Olivia didn’t respond. Normally she didn’t mind them 

teasing her about punctuality. But tonight it grated. She fol-
lowed them out of the shop and to her car, waved goodbye, 
and put her bag on the passenger side as she sat down behind 
the wheel. She turned on the car and flipped the air condi-
tioner to medium, leaving the window cracked to let the hot, 
humid air escape.

As the interior cooled, she tried to think about work. 
School. Church. Aunt Bea. Even Flo and RaeAnne, despite 
their incessant chatter and nosiness. But Kingston kept roll-
ing around her mind, like a pebble she couldn’t get out of 
her shoe.

So she employed the strategy that had gotten her through 
the weeks after he’d ghosted her a second time: She tried to 
be thankful. Even if they had dated, he would have eventu-
ally hurt her. She didn’t even rate an apology from him. He’d 
had an entire year to do so. No excuse.

She put her car into Drive and headed home, welcoming 
the bitterness enveloping her. Anything to short- circuit her 
brain and extinguish any thought of him. Who cared what 

9780840715968_TwoToTango.indd   519780840715968_TwoToTango.indd   51 12/20/22   4:14 PM12/20/22   4:14 PM



Kathleen Fuller

52

Kingston Bedford was doing with his life? She sure didn’t. 
Not. One. Bit.

A short while later, after she’d dressed in her pajamas 
and prepared a warm mug of milk and honey, she called her 
mother. Once a week they alternated calling each other, the 
calls lasting no longer than twenty minutes. That had started 
when her parents moved to Asheville, North Carolina, after 
she graduated from high school, and their relationship had 
settled into a true long- distance one. There were the per-
functory visits on holidays, but other than that, they didn’t 
see each other. Her parents were both academics— her father 
was a professor of ancient Mediterranean studies, and her 
mother taught anthropology, both at UNC. They had always 
been consumed with their careers.

As usual, after the first ring, her mother picked up. 
“Good evening, Olivia.”

“Hi, Mom.” She sat down on her love seat and curled her 
legs underneath her. “How are things in North Carolina?”

“The same as they were last week, dear.” Her mother’s 
standard answer.

“Have the leaves started changing yet?”
“You know they don’t change until late September.”
Olivia fiddled with her mug. “How’s Dad?”
“He’s looking forward to teaching his Greek classes this 

year.”
“Is there something different about this semester?”
“No. He always looks forward to teaching them.”
Her parents were the most predictable people on the 

planet. “And how is your semester shaping up?”
“The way it always does, dear.”
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The rest of the conversation consisted of Olivia talking 
about her library programs as her mother listened and said 
Yes and That’s good at the appropriate junctures. “Aunt Bea 
is doing well,” Olivia added, checking the time on the large 
round clock on the opposite wall. Five minutes left. “She and 
Uncle Billy are taking a cruise next year for their anniver-
sary. I think one of her Bosom Buddies convinced her to go. 
Myrtle seems to be a big fan of them.”

“That’s good.” Pause. “Have your fall classes started 
yet?”

“This Friday,” she said. “I didn’t realize I’d mentioned 
it to you before.”

“You didn’t.”
“Then how did you know?”
“You haven’t stopped taking classes since kindergarten. 

Your pursuit of education has always been admirable. What 
degree are you working toward now?”

Olivia smiled. That was as close as she’d get to a compli-
ment from her mom. “No degree. I decided two masters were 
enough, so I’m taking a single class. Eighteenth- Century 
English Literature.”

“Interesting.” Pause. “Our time is up, Olivia. It’s been 
nice talking to you.”

“Nice talking to you, too, Mom. Tell Dad I said hi.”
“I will. Goodbye.”
“Bye.”
Olivia ended the call and put her phone on her lap, then 

took a sip of the milk, which was almost room temperature 
now. She didn’t mind, just like she didn’t mind the perfunc-
tory conversations with her mother. There was a time when 
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she’d wished her parents were more . . . normal. But long ago 
she had come to terms with the fact her mother and father 
were who they were, and they couldn’t be anyone else. They 
weren’t emotionally demonstrative, but they were attentive 
and supportive— when they were around. Often they were 
abroad doing research or working overtime teaching classes 
and writing grants. Aunt Bea had practically raised her, 
always eager to give her what her parents couldn’t— hugs, 
kisses, quality time, and, of course, something delicious to 
eat.

Olivia knew her parents loved her in their own way, and 
she accepted that. But there were also times, especially when 
she was spending the night with Anita and her family, that 
she longed for the closeness her friend had with her parents. 
Karen could be overbearing, and Anita’s father, Walter, was 
often busy with work, yet they had always been close with 
their kids.

Thinking about the Bedfords’ tight- knit family brought 
a forgotten memory to mind of when she and Anita were 
in their teens. Paisley was spending the night with a friend, 
Karen and Walter were out for the evening, and Kingston 
was also out, although Olivia couldn’t remember why. Anita 
had fallen asleep on the couch, and Olivia was watching TV 
when Kingston came home, and he’d motioned for her to 
meet him in the kitchen. He’d fixed a snack and brought out 
a deck of cards.

“Do you know how to play gin?” he’d asked.
“No.”

“It’s easy. Someone as smart as you will pick it up in 

no time.”
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Olivia stared at her half- empty mug. She hadn’t thought 
about that evening in years. She’d learned the game quickly 
and even beat him at one hand while they munched on 
potato chips and drank organic apple juice because Karen 
never allowed soft drinks in the house. When Anita woke 
up she’d joined them, and they’d played cards until midnight 
when the Bedfords returned home and shooed everyone to 
bed. As they complied and left the kitchen, Kingston had 
walked beside her.

“You’re a worthy opponent,” he’d said, grinning. “I’ll 

teach you how to play spades next.”

That never happened, since any other time she had spent 
the night with Anita, he wasn’t around. She’d never learned 
how to play spades. Her parents didn’t play cards or any 
other games, and Aunt Bea and Uncle Billy preferred to do 
jigsaw puzzles.

Ugh. She jumped up from the love seat and headed to the 
kitchen. Kingston Bedford was the last person she wanted 
to think about.

After washing her cup and putting it in the cabinet, then 
preparing her lunch to take tomorrow, she crossed off the 
day on her refrigerator calendar and went to bed. As she 
turned off her light, one last thought crossed her mind.

Did he ever remember his promise?

Not that it mattered. He certainly didn’t know how to 
keep one.
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