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Chapter One

	Penny

	 

	I’m a loser magnet. Or at least that’s what it feels like as I kick another one of my loser boyfriends to the curb, tossing his box of random things out the door with him. 

	Take your stupid electric toothbrush with the dead batteries and your gamer headphones that make it impossible to have a conversation with you.

	No more guys who look good and talk big, but still live with their mother. No entrepreneurs, because that’s just code for unemployed. And no more moving in with someone after knowing them for a hot second. 

	This is the new me. 

	I slam the door, letting out a loud huff of approval as I nod my head. It’s done. It’s over and it won’t happen again, because I’m not dating anyone for a long time. I’ve said these words after almost every breakup and for some reason I just can’t stick to it. It’s not like I’m lonely or desperate to have a boyfriend. It just always feels like the situation presents itself and I hop on board. But this time, no hopping. 

	The only good thing that came from making a rash decision in a relationship was my move to Napa. 

	It’s been a little over two years since I landed in this beautiful little area of the country. It’s a place I’d never been to nor did I have any intention of moving here, but my flighty and hard to pin down boyfriend at the time decided we should leave the cold New England winters behind and drive across the country to California. Turns out winters weren’t the only thing he decided to leave behind. He dumped my ass just outside of Vegas for a showgirl with big boobs and ten pounds of makeup on her face. 

	Our original landing place was supposed to be San Francisco based on a book he read about some guy who takes a road trip and finds himself or some shit. All I needed to find at that moment was a place to live and I knew Vegas was not it. 

	I might be young and loud, but the lights of the strip made me feel like I was either going to puke or have a seizure. Luckily for me the car was mine and I just kept on driving with little idea of what the hell I was doing. 

	I wanted something quiet, some place that didn’t feel like it was suffocating me the way that asshole did the entire road trip. Some place that felt open, where I could smell the air and feel the open space around me. I wasn’t going to find that in San Francisco or any other city on the coast of California, so I went inland and landed in Napa.

	It was all touristy and quaint and the air was warm, and if I’m being honest, I met a guy. That’s the real reason I stayed, that and the fact that I landed my amazing job at Somerville Winery and Vineyard. I like to believe the guy led me to the job and that was the reason I was destined to meet him. It’s a little bit of bullshit I like to spin to make myself feel better, because he was gone before I even learned the different temperatures wine should be kept at. 

	I didn’t intend on working in the tasting room at Somerville’s. I knew nothing about wine or anything that could be considered classy by any means. I was twenty-one years old with two grand to my name, a ten year old car and three years of random college classes under my belt. I never could quite pin down a major, let alone pin myself down. 

	I applied for a waitressing job in their little restaurant that held wonderful smells and smiling people and everything about it felt like the calm and normalcy I so desperately needed. But Lauren, one of the owners, swooped in, all blonde hair and bossy, and put me in charge of the tasting room, despite my protests. 

	They hadn’t had someone in there in months and she and her sister Ellen were handling it on their own. She had no concerns about me being able to learn the job and put me to work immediately. 

	Turns out it was exactly where I was supposed to be. It’s social and fun and I never thought I could make a living chatting with people, but that’s exactly what I’m doing.

	“You’re a natural,” Lauren had said during my interview. “You’re young and cute and fun, and people will love you. Just wait.” 

	She ushered me out of her office and into the tasting room, and it was in that moment that I fell in love. No guy I had ever been with ever looked like this or smelled like this or felt like this. This tasting room was my new home. 

	It was wood and metal and terracotta tile, it felt so industrial but also amazingly welcoming with its smell of wood and grapes and I loved the sound of conversations and the din of people laughing. It was my new home and would be a place I would find solace even when my personal life was a disaster.

	It’s the only place I want to be right now.

	“I’m done with men!” I announce with flourish, flinging my brown hair over my shoulder, as if this makes it more final when I walk into Lauren and Jack’s office. 

	Jack’s the first to let out a riotous laugh and Lauren smacks him on the arm, hitting him with a steely glare telling him to shut up.

	“Sorry,” he mutters, shrugging his shoulders sheepishly. 

	“Nah, it’s not like I haven’t said this a million times before, but I swear, this time I mean it.” I toss a fist into the air as if I’m psyching myself up for the new and improved me.

	“I’m with you,” Lauren says. “Boys are so much work.” She rolls her eyes dramatically, giving me a wink, while Jack stands there with a mock appalled look on his face. 

	Lauren and Jack met as kids while his father was working at Somerville’s. They always had this teenage crush, love-hate thing going on and were separated when Jack’s dad returned to Australia after his work at Somerville’s was done. But fate wouldn’t hear of it, or maybe it had more to do with Lauren’s meddling sister Ellen, when Jack walked back into Lauren’s life to fix a machine his father installed all those years ago. They now own and run the vineyard together along with Ellen and they’re currently working on getting their new business venture up and running. They’re moving into cider production after purchasing the land adjacent to Somerville’s that just so happened to be a fully planted apple orchard. They are literally who I aspire to be someday.

	They got married here at the vineyard in the most beautiful ceremony I’ve ever seen, and they’ve been living their happily ever after ever since. They are legit relationship goals, and it doesn’t go unnoticed that this playful banter they have going on keeps things light and fun in their relationship. I want what they have, but I’ve clearly been looking in all the wrong places...like bars, the gas station, the Las Vegas strip and even, dare I say it, Tinder. It makes me shudder just thinking about it. 

	What the hell is wrong with me?

	“You know what you should do, mate?” Jack says. I still love his accent and the way he calls everyone mate. “I was just reading about this dating app that doesn’t use any pictures, so it’s all based on compatibility rather than looks.” 

	“Jack!” Lauren calls out, smacking him on the arm again. “Have you not listened to anything she’s said?” She shakes her head and mouths the words “I’m sorry” to me, like I’m actually bothered by Jack’s suggestion. I’m not, far from it, because after working with Jack for more than a year now, I know he has the best of intentions. “And anyway, how rude of you to suggest that Penny join an app that has no pictures of the people, like she isn’t absolutely adorable.” 

	“Take it easy, Lu,” Jack says, his hands held up defensively as he uses his sweet little nickname for her. “I was simply suggesting she join because she is so pretty and maybe this would actually attract a better quality of men.” He’s firm in his words, defending himself and making me feel good in the process. I’ll take the compliment.

	“Or maybe it would attract an even worse group,” Lauren laments, wrinkling up her nose in disgust. 

	“Well, it’s not like I’ve had the best luck on my own. I should have Jack create my profile and vet everyone that comes through,” I joke, but bordering on serious. Maybe he would do better than I could. “But like I said before, no guys. I’m done for a while.” 

	I flit my hand, brushing off the idea of using a dating app or dating in general. This is a great time to focus on myself and figure out if running the tasting room at Somerville’s is something I see myself doing long-term or if there’s something better out there. 

	One thing I know is California is where I was meant to live. No more cold New England winters or shoveling snow, and as of right now I can’t see myself ever wanting to leave Somerville’s. 

	“Well, I gotta get to work,” I announce, even though I’m several hours early for my shift. The grounds here are absolutely beautiful and I love that Lauren, Jack or Ellen don’t think it’s weird that I come in early and wander the property. I swear each day I’m here I find something new I love about it, especially now that the orchard next door has been purchased and the cider production is nearly up and running. 

	“You’re three hours early,” Lauren says, winking at me. “You going to stroll around and take it all in?” She knows how much I love it here, because not a day goes by that she isn’t doing the exact same thing. 

	She and Jack were married under her favorite tree, a tree that holds all her childhood memories from growing up at this vineyard. I’ve found her just sitting on the handmade swing that hangs from its branches on a number of occasions. But while she loves the tree and the swing and all the quiet stillness of it being away from the hustle and bustle of tourists, I love the small lake that sits in the middle of the property. 

	In the mornings when my life feels crazy and whatever guy I’m dating has pushed me over the edge, I sit down by the lake and just relax. It’s like the entire outside world disappears, leaving me with the stillness of the water and just the sounds of nature. 

	“I’m going to read a book by the lake,” I tell Lauren, smiling at the fact that most people are confined to an office at their job. Most people don’t have the luxury of walking outside and finding some of the most beautiful scenery in all of California. 

	I live in a tiny apartment above an Italian restaurant in downtown Napa. It’s noisy and touristy and smells like pasta sauce twenty-four hours a day. Somerville’s is my sanctuary.

	I tell Lauren and Jack goodbye and just as I’m about to leave their office Tommy Andrews, one of the property maintenance guys, walks by calling into me through the open window. 

	“Good, you’re here!” he yells. “I need you to grab the delivery that just came in. It’s shit that needs to be stocked in the tasting room.” He’s harsh and bossy and sometimes I just want to flip him off, but it’s also fun to give him shit. 

	“I don’t start for another three hours,” I call back. 

	“Then what the hell are you doing here?” he asks, shrugging his shoulders and shaking his head at me. 

	“Not everyone can be as much of a go-getter as you, Tommy!” I yell, giving him a playful smile, but he regards me with an annoyed look.

	He storms off, but he also knows I’ll get everything done as soon as my shift starts and we’ve come to this mutual agreement that he can tell me what to do, but I just tend to ignore him. 

	“You know, he’s single,” Lauren says with hesitation, but still a little more hopeful than I would like. 

	Jack again hits us with a hearty laugh. “There’s a reason he’s single.” 

	Jack and Tommy didn’t always get along and I get why. Lauren, Ellen and Tommy have been friends since they were kids. He’s protective of them and saw Jack as someone who was looking to cash in on Lauren’s success. Turns out he couldn’t have been more wrong, and he did eventually apologize to Jack, making things far less tense out here. 

	“I gotta agree with Jack on this one, Lauren,” I say, even though Tommy is good-looking, pretty hot actually with his muscular body and disheveled dark curly hair, and those striking green eyes. But he’s all work and no play, far too stuffy and demanding. Not my kind of guy by any means, because I no longer have a type. 

	No guys means no looking.

	No guys means no dating apps.

	Can I really do this? 

	Maybe Jack has a point? Maybe I do need to put aside what the person looks like and focus on what they have to offer? Fuck knows I haven’t based any of my past boyfriends on their ability to hold down a conversation. I deserve better than that. 

	And as I sit down by the lake, I find myself looking up this dating app before my ass has even hit the bench.

	What the hell am I doing?

	 

	 


Chapter Two

	Tommy

	 

	“Motherfucker,” I growl, kicking the side of the tractor.

	“Whoa, easy, mate,” comes Jack’s annoying accent.

	I roll my eyes even though he can’t see me as I throw the wrench into the toolbox beside me and grab a hammer. Holding it in both hands, I swing hard, smashing it down on the tire bolt with a satisfying clang.

	“Jesus,” Jack says, walking around to the side where I’m currently crouched in front of a huge tire. “What the hell did it ever do to you?”

	“It’s fucking stuck,” I mutter as I smash the hammer down again, before reaching for the wrench to try the bolt again. It gives a little this time, but still won’t budge, so I smash it once more with the hammer. 

	This time when I try it, it comes loose and I wrench it off, finally able to change out the tire that’s been fucked ever since I accidently rode over one of the metal pegs that helps hold the vines up. It feels like it’s been one fuck up after another these past few weeks and the last thing I need right now is Jack in here giving me shit about it.

	When I finally turn to roll the dead tire away, Jack is standing watching me, arms crossed and a huge grin on his face.

	“What?” I snap as I roll it toward the side of the shed.

	“When’s the last time you got laid?”

	I lean the tire against the wall, my eyes closing as I force myself to stay calm and remind myself that I actually do like this guy. Taking a long deep breath, I turn and face him. “And you’re asking me this why?” I ask, mirroring his pose. 

	Jack shrugs as he walks over to the new tire and starts moving it into position beside the tractor. “You seem tense,” he says as he tries to lift it.

	He’s got no chance. The thing weighs a ton, so I move over to help him. “I’m not tense,” I reply as we both lift the tire and slide it onto the axle.

	“You sure about that?” Jack asks, grinning. “I mean I know when I need to relieve a bit of—”

	“Jack,” I say, a warning tone to my voice.

	“What?” he asks, hands out as though he has no idea what I’m talking about.

	I shake my head at him. “Just when I was starting to maybe like you,” I grumble.

	Jack laughs, reaching for the wrench which he holds out to me. “Please, like you don’t already? We both know I’m impossible to resist. But seriously, Tommy, when?”

	“Fuck’s sake,” I mutter under my breath as I start to screw on the bolts. “I don’t know. A few weeks ago,” I lie, knowing it’s been far longer than that.

	Caitlyn and I broke up over six months ago and things hadn’t been great for a while before that, so if I were to guess, I’d say it’s closer to eight months since I had sex. But I’m not telling Jack that. Not a chance in hell he’d let me live down the fact that the only action my dick has seen for the better part of a year is with my own hand.

	“So, you and what’s her name are definitely over?” he now asks.

	I tighten the last bolt on the tire before standing, stretching my back as it cracks a few times. “Caitlyn,” I reply, throwing the wrench back into the toolbox. “And yes, we’re over.”

	“What happened?” Jack asks, and he almost sounds genuinely interested.

	I shrug. “Don’t know. Grew apart, it happens.”

	“Only if you let it,” he replies as he wanders over to the bench along the side of the wall. He reaches into the small fridge that sits under it and grabs two bottles of water, throwing one to me. “You not really into her or did something else happen?”

	I twist off the cap and take a long drink. “You know, you’re in danger of sounding like a chick, don’t you?”

	Jack’s grin widens. “Or I’m sounding like a happily married man who gets laid with very hot sex on a regular basis.”

	I roll my eyes, finishing off my water as I avoid his question.

	“Come on,” he says. “Talk to me, Goose. It mustn’t have been that great if you just let her walk away.”

	“It’s not as simple as that,” I eventually say, even as I wonder why the fuck I’m getting into this with him.

	“Yeah, it is,” he says matter of factly. “If you’re into someone, you fight for them. Look at me, I traveled halfway around the world for the woman I love.”

	I shake my head, turning to throw my empty bottle in the trash. As much as Jack can be a pain in my ass, he is right about one thing. If someone’s worth hanging on to, you do it. And even though I’d been unsure of his motives when he showed back up here after fourteen years, talking shit and acting like he was king of the fucking world, I do have to hand it to him. Not only does he know his way around a vineyard, but he’s a hard worker too. And he absolutely adores Lauren. Always putting her first, above everything and everyone else. It’s obvious to everyone that those two were meant to be together and I do like how much she smiles now, how happy he’s made her since he showed up and stuck around.

	Plus, his orchard and cider house has been a brilliant idea. It’s definitely going to boost tourism and money to this place, all of which will only help Ellen and Lauren.

	But as much as I did like Caitlyn, I knew things weren’t working between us. What we had was nothing compared to what I can see Jack and Lauren, or even Ellen and Will have. It’s like Caitlyn and I were just going through the motions in the end and I’d barely put up a fight when she’d given me an ultimatum, asking me to choose between this place or her. It didn’t even feel like a choice to me. 

	Somerville’s is where I’ve grown up. I’ve spent the better part of my life working at this place and even though I know it isn’t mine, I still can’t help but feel like this is where I belong. Ellen and Lauren are like family to me and they’ve always been good to me, letting me build a small place at the far edge of their property, overlooking the vines and the small lake they have.

	Plus, I enjoy my job and the work I do here, and I love the people I work with…even Jack, mostly.

	“Maybe you should try getting on Tinder or something?” Jack suggests, still grinning.

	“Fuck off,” I tell him, unable to stop the laugh.

	“Grinder then?”

	“No seriously, fuck off.”

	Jack laughs. “What? Get some action, relieve a little tension? It’ll make you less grumpy.”

	“I’m not fucking grumpy,” I repeat, just as Oscar struts into the workroom.

	He holds up a hand to wave at me before walking toward Jack. I watch as the two of them go through this weird ass handshake ritual they always do, before Oscar turns and leans against the bench, his arms crossed over his chest just like Jack.

	I shake my head at the two of them. “You know he’s actually morphing into you now, don’t you?” 

	Oscar and Jack both grin as they glance at each other before turning back to me. “Okay, no Tinder, no Grinder. What about something else?”

	I shake my head as Oscar says, “What’s Grinder?”

	“Oh, fuck me,” I mutter as Jack starts laughing. 

	“Nothing you need to know about just yet,” he says, moving to cover both of Oscar’s ears. “Come on, live a little, Tommy,” he says now. “There’s this new app that’s all the rage. You get a month’s free trial. Why don’t you give it a shot?”

	“I don’t need help getting laid,” I say, glaring at him. “Now if you don’t mind, some of us have work to do. The new guys are starting over at Apple Jacks today and I gotta go make sure they know what they’re doing.”

	Jack removes his hands from Oscar’s ears who looks up at him with a legit what the fuck look on his face that comes squarely from his mom and aunt. The kid is a laugh, he and his sister Olivia, and they definitely make the place interesting.

	“Shit, yeah I forgot they were starting today. I’ll head over with you,” Jack says, just as his phone rings.

	“No worries, I’ll see you up there,” I say, heading out of the shed as Jack smirks at me. It takes me a second to realize I’ve just used one of his catchphrases. His weird Aussie sayings apparently rubbing off on all of us.

	 

	As I head over to the work cars parked out front of the sheds, I cross paths with Penny, who’s obviously heading in to start work at the tasting room. She gives me a wave and a grin as she calls out, “Heading into work now, Tommy!” Obviously giving me shit after I called her out earlier.

	I find myself smiling back at her, even as I’m shaking my head and checking my watch with mock exaggeration. “About time,” I shout back.

	She pokes her tongue out at me and I swear my fucking dick actually twitches as I watch her disappear into the main building. There’s no denying she’s hot. She’s all long legs and tanned skin and this long dark brown hair that I’ve definitely thought about wrapping my hands around as I pulled her head back to expose her neck.

	But she’s also like ten years younger than me and a co-worker, so definitely off-limits. 

	Still, I can’t deny there haven’t been a few times I’ve caught myself checking her out or fantasizing about bending her over the counter in the tasting room whenever I’ve walked in there and found her leaning over it as she does some paperwork.

	“Jesus, Tommy, maybe you do need to get laid,” I mutter to myself, scrubbing a hand over my face as I reach for my phone, which I discover is not in my pocket, but sitting back on the bench in the workroom. I stop and turn to go back, but see Jack now jogging toward me, a huge grin on his face and his hand outstretched, my phone in its grip.

	“Here, you forgot this,” he says, shoving it at me.

	“Thanks,” I reply, sliding it into my pocket as we both walk toward one of the work trucks that we’ll take over to the cider house.

	“No worries, mate,” Jack says, sliding into the passenger side. 

	He used to get in on that side when he first moved here, thinking he was getting into the driver’s side, but he’s gotten used to how things are different now. Doesn’t stop me giving him shit about it though, pretty much every time the two of us drive somewhere.

	“So, we have four new guys starting today,” I remind him.

	“I know,” he says, as he flicks through the folder in his hands. 

	“You wanna take them through the brewing process you have planned or start with the fruit picking?”

	Jack shrugs, almost as if he’s only half listening. “Let’s do fruit first.”

	“Okay,” I reply, as we head over to the other property.

	I park outside the main shed, glad to see that all four of the new guys have arrived and are standing around getting to know one another. We get out and introduce ourselves to them, even though we all met during the interview process. I let Jack take them through the plan for the day because despite how hands on I am around this place, it’s still his property.

	After, Jack reminds them all to pay attention to my instruction, before turning to me. “By the way, I installed that new app you were asking about on your phone. Username is blue balls, all lowercase and password is tommy needs pussy, again, all lowercase.” Then he turns and walks off, whistling as though he doesn’t have a care in the world.

	I want to go after him, grab him and ask what the fuck, but I’m too busy trying to figure out if these new recruits have heard what he just said to me. Thankfully they are all too busy shooting the shit and looking around at their new workplace and by the time I turn back, Jack has disappeared inside.

	“Motherfucker,” I mutter to myself, before turning and taking these boys out to the fields.

	 

	By the time I get back to my house, the sun is just starting to set, the long summer nights balmy and calm. Kicking off my boots and throwing my dirty work clothes into the laundry, I take a long hot shower before grabbing a beer and heading out to my back porch.

	I built this house on the far edge of Ellen and Lauren’s property about four years ago, on a hill that looks down over the vines and the lake that sits in the middle. There are more vines on the other side of the lake and at the end of those are the two cottages on the property, one of which Jack and Lauren now live in.

	The orchard and cider house are beyond that, which means I’m far enough away from everyone that it’s quiet and peaceful. Caitlyn never lived out here with me, claimed it was too quiet, too boring. She’d had a place in Napa, but wanted to move to San Francisco, claiming she needed more of a life.

	When she’d asked me to decide between Somerville’s and her, I knew that meant deciding between staying here or moving with her. Like I said, it hadn’t felt like much of a choice at the time. Still didn’t now. And last I’d heard she’d left Napa, so I guess it hadn’t been a tough choice for her either.

	Just as I sit down on one of the wooden deck chairs, my phone pings. Not recognizing the sound, I pull it from my pocket, taking a sip of my beer before opening up the home page.

	And there, sitting right in the middle of it, literally mocking me with its presence, is the dating app Jack installed. Shaking my head, I move to delete it, but before I do, it pings again, a notification flashing up on my screen that says you have a new match.

	“What the fuck?” I mutter, my thumb hovering over the app. Quickly glancing around, as though Jack is somehow fucking with me, I hit the app and open it. When I do, the profile Jack created for me fills the screen. As my eyes scroll over it, I see the asshole has actually been pretty nice in what he’s said, despite the username and password he used when he created it. There’s no picture associated with it though and I realize it’s actually a picture-free app, supposedly designed to match people based on their personalities.

	But more surprising than that is the number six that’s next to the button that says matches. “Six matches?” I ask myself, taking another sip of my beer.

	Glancing around again, I swallow hard before saying fuck it and clicking the button to open it.

	 


Chapter Three

	Penny

	 

	By the time I arrive home after work, I’ve forgotten I’d downloaded the dating app Jack suggested. Not only did I download it in my lake-induced calm, I created a damn profile, albeit not really an honest one, but still a profile. They recommend creating a username rather than using your actual name, and obviously there are no pictures, but even more interesting is it asks you to build a relationship with other users without discussing the normal small talk related things. No job titles listed or your age, only an age range. And it’s pretty damn broad. 

	The app is designed to almost encourage secrecy, to allow people to get to know each other before moving forward with the whole in-person meet up. Nothing ever has to come of it and the added bonus is it’s free for the first month. If it’s a total bust, I’ll cancel and call it done. I’ll swear off dating again for the millionth time like always. 

	I collapse on the couch, exhausted and ready to have a glass of wine rather than being the one serving it, but before I get up again, I take a quick look at my phone. 

	And there it is, right there on the first page, the Mystery Matchmaker app and glowing bright red in the corner is the number six. Six fucking matches already. This thing is either magic or a total nightmare.

	I hover my finger over the app, daring myself to click it and check out what lurks behind that little red number. It’s not like I’m going to be hit with shirtless guys taking selfies in their toothpaste splattered bathroom mirrors or some self-absorbed asshole posing next to “his” Porsche only to find out later he used to work at a Porsche dealership. “Used to” being the operative words here. 

	This app eliminates all those cringe-worthy moments; those ones that make you embarrassed by proxy and make you question what the hell you’re actually doing. 

	As much as I want to know what or who is hiding behind that little number, I can’t bring myself to find out just yet. I’m hungry and tired and I feel like a glass of wine and some food will pair well with some scrolling and matchmaking. 

	I grab a bottle of rosé from my fridge, annoyed that my tiny pasta sauce smelling apartment doesn’t have room for a wine chiller, something I never thought I’d ever find myself thinking, and I pour myself a glass. Heating up some leftovers, bound and determined not to jump right into the app the moment I sit down. 

	I let the microwave run longer than necessary in the hopes it quells my obsessive need to get rid of that little devil of a red number. Something about it creeping there on my phone, reminding me and annoying me, makes it nearly impossible to ignore. 

	I flop down, my wine in my hand and my leftovers on the table beside me, still too hot as I casually take a sip from my glass. A second sip and then a third and by the fourth it’s a gulp and before I know it the glass is empty and my finger is clicking the app. 

	Here we go.

	The first two are an instant hard pass with the usernames ladysman with its nefarious misspelling of ladies or he actually already belongs to some lady, and lookin2getlaid like he’s drawn inspiration from the second movie in the Fast and the Furious franchise. 

	“Nope and nope,” I mutter out loud, already hating Jack for even thinking this was a viable option for meeting someone. It’s clear the idiots have joined in droves because the third isn’t any better, boasting the username HarryBSac. This literally has to be some kind of joke and I can’t help but wonder if Jack created six different profiles each more bizarrely named than the next and somehow found my profile.

	“He’s gotta be fucking with me, right?” I again mutter to the empty room, talking only to the four walls and myself. 

	I don’t even bother looking more closely at their profiles, just immediately clicking the little black X that blocks the first three guys from matching with me again. 

	“No thank you,” I say, just as my cat Seymour comes strolling out of the bedroom all aloof and lazy. I flash my phone at him. “Can you believe this shit? There’s a reason these guys are single. Do you think they realize that?”

	He meows at me, a low rumble as if to say, “Listen lady, up until this morning you were living with one of these misogynistic douche bags.” 

	“Don’t be so judgy, Seymour,” I hiss back, as if talking to my cat is somehow better than scrolling through the rest of these winners. 

	On to number four, but again it’s a hard pass with the username nickelbackfan2. Mom Rock? Aww hell no. And even worse, it looks like nickelbackfan1 was already taken and that has me pausing for a second to think about that anomaly.

	“Should I just give up now?” I question Seymour, his little face staring up at me. Meowing again, he begins to paw at my plate of leftovers on the side table. “You don’t care what I do unless it’s to share food with you.” 

	I let out an annoyed huff, taking my anger out on my innocent cat when I should be dumping this app and sticking to my plan of being boyfriend-free. But I can’t just let this die here. It’ll bother me till the end of time if I don’t at least see this through till the end. When I’m ninety years old and living with my ten cats, I’ll be lamenting those last two matches. 

	“What if number five was my soulmate?” I’ll whine out in my shaky old lady voice. My roommate at the nursing home calling out, “What?” because she turned her hearing aid down too low. 

	Holy shit, this is what my life has become and I’ve only been single for like five minutes. After these last two I’m going to bed because nothing good can come of what’s left. 

	Number five isn’t my soulmate by any means, but at least his username isn’t something gross. He saved that for his bio where he references his ten-inch penis and all I can do is shake my head. Ten inches my ass. More like ten centimeters, I’m sure. 

	This is even more exhausting than being on my feet all day in the tasting room, entertaining guests and making constant small talk. Don’t get me wrong, I love that part of my job, but it is tiring coming up with constant conversation pieces and making sure people are having a great time. It would be nice for a change to have someone want to know a little more about me, to have someone interested in what I have to offer versus always being the one offering. 

	I click on number six, barely looking at the screen as I turn on the TV and it begins to drone mindlessly in the background. I glance down at the username and instantly feel a smile tug at my lips. 

	C.Grizwold is intriguing and I click his profile and find the quote, “You didn’t order the Metallic Pea?” and now I’m laughing out loud. Number six just may be my soulmate and I notice he’s currently online. Just as I’m about to click the messaging section of the app, it chimes out indicating I have a message. 

	I startle a little wondering if this could be some creep-o with an equally disgusting username or if this could in fact be C.Grizwold, my new favorite person just based off his love of National Lampoon’s Vacation.

	The coincidence is a little uncanny and I wonder if he matched with me because of my username. I’m kind of liking this whole not knowing what the person looks like and matching based on compatibility because right now, it’s actually working. 

	But when I open the messages it’s a dick pick from someone going by the name of boobiesRlife. Well, he’s got one thing right, boobs are life supporting, like as in they supply food to babies. 

	What a fucking moron. 

	I immediately shoot him a message back asking if his grandma knows he sends unsolicited pictures of his tiny penis to unsuspecting women on the Internet? He returns the message calling me a cunt and prude, which is kind of the highlight of my night and then he takes the trash out himself by blocking me. 

	“Thank you!” I yell out, scaring Seymour back into the bedroom, not like he was any big support anyway. I’m pretty sure he just sticks around for the free food. 

	I should really give up, but I find myself intrigued by Clark Grizwold and wondering if I should just bite the bullet and message him. It’s obvious he either sought me out or we matched based on compatibility. I’m pretty sure I can guess his favorite movie. 

	I start to type out a message to him, but quickly delete it when it sounds a little too excited. I don’t want this guy to think I’m desperate, because I’m so not desperate. I’m so far from desperate that it lives in the next state. Scratch that, the next country.

	I try again, but the words just aren’t coming out right and as I delete it all over, the little message bubbles begin to float. I practically scream out loud, tossing my phone onto the floor and it slides under my TV stand. I’m a fucking shit show. 

	I scramble on my hands and knees across the floor suddenly desperate to find my phone and see what this guy has to say. 

	“Please don’t let it be a dick pic,” I say, sending up a plea to whatever god is the one that tells dudes to behave themselves. 

	I wedge my hand under the TV stand, fishing around for my phone and when my hand finally lands on it, I slide it out slowly with my eyes closed. 

	“Come on, Clark. Don’t be a smarmy douche canoe,” I murmur, thankful I live above a restaurant and no one can hear the weird conversation I’ve been having with myself all night. 

	I turn the phone over and open up my eyes, the screen is black, and I laugh out loud at how completely idiotic I must look right now. When the damn thing finally recognizes my face, it opens and there in front of me is a message from C.Grizwold and it isn’t a picture of his flaccid penis. 

	“Hallelujah!” I yell out, tossing a fist into the air. Score one for me because even if he turns out to be just as slimy as the rest of them, at least he didn’t shoot a picture of his wiener. 

	 

	C.Grizwold: Gotta love the play on words, WineQueenFamilyTruckster. Guessing you like wine and my favorite movie.

	 

	Me: You serious, Clark?

	 

	C.Grizwold: Hahaha! I guess this app does know what it’s doing. You’re the first match I’ve had that I haven’t rolled my eyes at. 

	 

	Me: Please, you’re the first match I’ve had that didn’t have something to do with getting laid in the username.

	 

	C.Grizwold: Guys are pretty much the biggest assholes on the planet. This is my apology for my gender. 

	 

	Me: Thanks, I appreciate that. So, what is it that you do for a living?

	 

	C.Grizwold: I thought we were supposed to stay away from typical small talk? 

	 

	Me: Whoops! You’re right... How about this... Do you have a job?

	 

	C.Grizwold: I do. How about you? 

	 

	Me: I also do.

	 

	C.Grizwold: Well, score one for both of us because that seems to be quite the hurdle, so I hear. 

	 

	We spend the next two hours chatting and learning about each other. It’s far more fun than I ever thought possible. He’s witty and smart and is quick with the one-liners, and I actually haven’t given a single thought to what he might look like. He makes me laugh which is something I can’t say ever happened with my past boyfriends. 

	This guy may be worth a few more chats based on that alone.

	 

	 


Chapter Four

	Tommy

	 

	I wake the next morning with a smile on my face as I reach for my phone to silence the alarm. Normally I wake up before it goes off, but today I haven’t, despite the good night’s sleep. As I do, I notice the notification on the Mystery Matchmaker app signaling a new message and my smile grows.

	Clicking open the app, I navigate to the messages section to see what my mystery match has sent. She must have sent it after we said goodnight last night, almost as though it was an afterthought.

	 

	WineQueenFamilyTruckster: tell me something Clark, why do guys feel compelled to send dick pics all the time?

	 

	I laugh out loud, her question not what I was expecting as my fingers type out a quick response.

	 

	Me: no idea? Trying to prove a point? Trying to get laid? Because they’re idiots?

	 

	I immediately see the bubbles pop up to signify she’s responding, so I prop some pillows behind my head and wait to see what she has to say.

	 

	WineQueenFamilyTruckster: early bird, huh? But do they not realize that it’s just plain stupid and only makes them look like try-hard losers?

	 

	Me: yep, you too? I don’t know, this is my first time doing this kind of thing, and like I said before, I apologize for my gender. We really have no clue most of the time.

	 

	WineQueenFamilyTruckster: Yep. You seem to…

	 

	Her comments make me pause, my thumb hovering over the screen as I try to figure out what to say in response. Clearly, had I gone with the stupid username Jack had given me, I never would have matched with this chick. Well, maybe we’d have matched, but I was damn sure we wouldn’t be chatting like this. I mean blue balls? For fuck’s sake, like that didn’t scream desperate loser looking to get laid.

	I mean yeah, I was looking to get laid, obviously, but not at the expense of my pride or integrity. And even though random hook-ups and one-night stands aren’t really my thing, I’m not opposed to a regular booty call situation if that’s what this girl might be into.

	 

	Me: so I guess this would be the wrong time to send a dick pic?

	Me: ;) 

	Me: joking obviously…

	 

	I don’t know why I respond like this, only that it feels natural. We’ve had this easy banter going ever since we started chatting last night and even though I have absolutely no intention of actually sending her a dick pic, I’m not above playing around with her about it.

	 

	WineQueenFamilyTruckster: Idk…would you?

	 

	“Holy fuck,” I breathe out as my dick actually hardens beneath the covers. “Is she serious?” I don’t even know who I’m talking to or who I expect to actually answer me given I’m lying alone in bed in my otherwise empty house.

	 

	Me: you want one?

	 

	WineQueenFamilyTruckster: maybe…

	 

	Me: I thought dick pics were a turn off??

	 

	WineQueenFamilyTruckster: as a first line of communication yeah…I mean shit, buy a girl a drink first.

	 

	I burst out laughing, scrubbing a hand over my face as I actually contemplate doing this. God knows now is the right time given my dick is as hard as a rock. Sure, it could be partly due to the standard morning wood, but a part of me knows it’s also due to this easy flirty banter wine queen and I have going on.

	Wine queen? Does that mean she likes wine or she works in the wine industry? Even though we both agreed to none of that bullshit small talk about jobs and stuff, I do know she lives in the area. When Jack had set this up for me, he made sure to set my match profile to a fifty mile radius, so it’s  a safe bet this mystery girl lives in or around Napa.

	Fuck, do I already know her?

	 

	WineQueenFamilyTruckster: hey, so I’m only joking…you don’t have to actually send me one, obviously…

	 

	Me: no, I’m just…thinking…

	 

	WineQueenFamilyTruckster: thinking…hard?

	 

	I could feel myself smiling like a motherfucker now, my dick growing impossibly harder as I type out a response.

	 

	Me: something’s hard, that’s for sure.

	 

	The conversation goes quiet. No response from wine queen and no bubbles to signify she’s even typing. I wait a few minutes, trying to decide if I’ve maybe crossed the line with my response. I’d thought we were good, both of us enjoying this easy flirtiness we’ve fallen into, but maybe I’ve misread the situation. God knows, it’s been a long fucking time since I had to pick up a woman.

	 

	Me: hey listen, I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have said that.

	 

	WineQueenFamilyTruckster: NO! It’s cool, sorry, I just needed a minute there…

	 

	Me: a minute for?

	 

	WineQueenFamilyTruckster: wouldn’t you like to know ;)

	 

	“Fuck me,” I mumble as I give in and my hand now moves below the covers to my dick. Did she seriously just get herself off to thoughts of my hard dick? The idea of her doing that turns me on and as I start to stroke myself, I start to wonder if I should not only send her a picture, but actually ask if she wants to come over.

	 

	WineQueenFamilyTruckster: but…I gotta go, work calls. 

	WineQueenFamilyTruckster: you still owe me a pic btw 

	 

	She signs off after that, not responding to the simple goodbye I type back in response. Throwing my phone onto the bed, I let out a long groan, kicking the covers off as I close my eyes and try to imagine my mystery match and who she might be or what she might feel like lying here in this bed with me, her hand on my dick as she works me over.

	 

	I park my car out in front of the work sheds, grabbing my coffee mug from the center console, before walking into the main building to check on the list for today. 

	“Morning,” I say as I head into Lauren’s office.

	“Hey, Tommy,” she calls back. “Here’s today’s schedule.” She hands me a typed-up list of all the things that need to get done today. Lauren’s always been meticulous and organized and it’s one of the many things I like about working here.

	“Thanks. How are you? Good?”

	Lauren shoots me a weird look. “Yeah,” she replies, dragging the word out slowly. “You?”

	I flash her a smile. “Great, thanks,” I say before turning to Jack who has just walked in the room. “Jack,” I greet with a nod.

	“BB,” he shoots back with a grin.

	I stop, turning to look at him. “What did you say?”

	Jack’s grin widens. “BB, you know, short for blue—”

	I hold a hand up to stop him. “Got it. Thanks. No need for that though.”

	“Ohhhh,” Jack says, his eyes widening. “So, the app worked, huh? And you got yourself some—”

	“I’m going now,” I say, cutting him off as I walk out of the office, having no desire to discuss my sex life or lack thereof with either of my bosses. The last thing I need is those two on my case about it.

	As I head down the corridor toward the tasting room, I spy Penny coming toward me
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