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Chapter One
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Taylor Romriell walked along the beach of Bear Lake, hoping she hadn’t dragged her sisters into a huge mistake. She made a good outward show of confidence, but deep down she wondered if her old boss was right—that she didn’t have what it took to run a place on her own. The decision to move to the lake house and turn it into a B&B had come closely after their parents’ deaths, and she couldn’t be sure it was the right thing.

She was working poor Nick—her sister Alyssa’s boyfriend—overtime, and she wished her sister Kayla would hurry and finish the house she was working on in Salt Lake City. The sisters had spent their entire lives in the Salt Lake area, going to the lake on the border of Utah and Idaho in the summers. They all had wonderful memories of being at the lake house, and as each sister had nothing truly tying her to Salt Lake, they’d moved in together and were remodeling the house to open the B&B. Nick was the contractor they’d hired to do most of the work, and they were still holding their breaths for Kayla to arrive. She was a house flipper and had the knowledge and tools to do most of the job herself.

As she walked back up toward the house, she had a slow smile on her face. None of her sisters had ever dreamed they’d be in their twenties and thirties, moving back in together. It was certainly an education in getting along for all of them, but she was enjoying it. It wasn’t something she’d want to do full-time, but for now, it was good. They were all still grieving their parents, and sometimes late at night, two of them would sit up and cry and talk all night. Their family had always been close-knit, and it still left an ache inside her when she thought about her parents.

She noticed that Nick’s truck was in the driveway, which was oddly enough at the back of the house. Anyone who knew them well went to the kitchen door instead of the front door. They had added a small parking lot on one side of the house for guests of the B&B, and she hoped it was in order. They opened in less than two weeks, and her nerves were getting the best of her. Thankfully, they already had five bookings, and she was looking forward to the opening with dread . . . the emotions didn’t seem compatible to her, but they obviously were.

Taylor opened the kitchen door and went into the house, listening to animated talk. It was late on a Monday evening, and the day had been rough, with Alyssa melting down over her relationship with Nick. Obviously, everything was good again, because he was there, and she could not only hear the excitement, she could feel it in the air. The kitchen was beautiful now. Gone were the eighties styles and the old appliances. Nick had worked night, day, and weekends to turn it into their dream kitchen, and Lauren—the youngest sister who had recently graduated from college—had claimed it as her own.

She went through to the living room, where all the sisters were gathered around Alyssa, and Nick was standing back, looking a bit out of his depth. Taylor walked to him and stood beside him.

“What’s all the excitement?” she asked in a whisper.

Nick grinned at her. “I asked Alyssa to marry me.”

Taylor squealed and hugged Nick. “I’m so happy for the two of you!”

“Me too. I can’t imagine finding a woman who suits me better than Alyssa. She’s everything I’ve ever dreamed about.”

“So, is there a date? June weddings are beautiful. I think we could put together a beautiful, elegant wedding for this time next year.”

He chuckled softly. “We’re thinking of June fifteenth.”

“Oh, that’s perfect. By then we’ll have the house just like we want it, and we can invite people here for the reception.”

Nick shook his head. “No, we’re thinking of June fifteenth as in a little less than a month from now.”

Taylor’s eyes widened. “You’ve got to be kidding me! How are we going to put together a wedding that quickly?”

“Alyssa said she’s a planner, and it wouldn’t be a problem. We’re getting married in the gazebo.”

Her eyebrows drew together. “What gazebo?”

“Oh, the one I’m going to build in your yard between now and then.” 

Taylor took a deep breath. They could do it. “I see.” She walked to Alyssa and hugged her tight, ignoring the fact that she was mid-sentence with Amanda and Lauren, their other two sisters who were living there. Amanda was an interior designer, and Taylor and Amanda had worked closely to make their dreams of the house come true.

“Best wishes.”

Alyssa smiled at her. “Thank you. We should probably sit down and start planning now. I have some small ideas, but nothing concrete. It’s going to take the collective Romriell brain to make this work.”

Taylor nodded. “I agree. Let’s head to the dining room.” She patted her pocket for the notebook she carried everywhere to make sure she could jot down notes as needed, and it was right where it needed to be. “Dining room meeting!” 

All the sisters headed for the dining room.

“Do I need to be here for this?” Nick asked, looking a little nervous.

Alyssa looked at him and shrugged. “How much input do you want in our wedding?”

“Absolutely none.”

She laughed. “Go, then. We’ll handle things. You can be there when we decide food.”

“That’s all I really care about.” He caught Alyssa’s hand. “That and making sure you get to go home with me at the end of the day.”

“Oh, there’s no doubt that’s happening.” Alyssa stepped toward Nick and kissed him softly. “I’ll see you in the morning.”

“I’ll be here.” With those words, Nick let himself out of the house, and Alyssa turned to her sisters, who were all watching. 

“Now, we can plan. He’s out of the way!” Alyssa walked to the table and sat down, waiting as her sisters did the same. The table was long—more than twenty place settings fit. Their father had commissioned it to be built for large family gatherings in this house. There were leaves that would make it even longer, but they had it at its smallest at that point.

Taylor sat down, putting her notebook and pen on the table, and Lauren and Amanda joined them. “So, let’s talk specifics. I hear we’re getting a gazebo for the two of you to be married in?”

Alyssa nodded. “I always dreamed of getting married in a gazebo here at the lake house. It just seems fitting and perfect.”

“So, we’ll need to give Nick time to build it, which will take him away from getting the rooms and bathrooms ready. Did he give you an idea of how long he would need?” Taylor asked.

“Oh, I guess I can get married on the beach. I was being selfish and only thinking of my wedding.”

Amanda leaned forward. “We need at least five rooms ready to open. He’s averaging a room every two days and already has two done. He needs this week and half of next to get the rooms ready. And then he can turn to the lawn.”

Alyssa bit her lip. “I hate inconveniencing everyone else just because I want my dream wedding. It’s not that important.”

“Yes, it is!” Lauren said. “The rest will work itself out. Besides, you’re opening up a room here by moving in with him. That will make it better for everyone else.”

“He said he could do it in four days if we had all the material here waiting for him. He will hire someone to do it with him because it’s a big job.” Alyssa finally gave them the information they were looking for. It felt like she was arguing against her own wedding.

“Maybe we could have Kayla take a break from her current project and work with him,” Taylor suggested. “She hasn’t even seen the work done on the kitchen yet, and it’s amazing!”

Alyssa nodded. “That’s a great idea. She doesn’t know I’m engaged yet, and she hasn’t even met Nick. It’s hard to believe she’s not been a part of all of this the way the rest of us have.”

“She’ll be here soon,” Lauren said, patting Alyssa’s hand. Alyssa was the oldest, but she seemed the frailest to Taylor. She was getting stronger by the day, but she’d been in a bad relationship for years and was just finding herself again. “I talk to her just about every day, and she feels like she knows Nick already.”

Taylor tapped her notebook. “Okay, so Nick needs four days for the gazebo. What kind of food do you want? A sit-down meal, or just hors d’oeuvres?” 

Alyssa tilted her head to one side. “How about heavy hors d’oeuvres? We’ll do dips and snacky foods, but nothing major. I only want about fifty people at the most.”

Taylor made notes of everything her sister said. “Do you want a theme for the snacky stuff? Or just whatever we want to throw together?”

“I would love to be able to put together a menu and a tasting for you and Nick.” Lauren rubbed her hands together excitedly. “I’m really having fun trying out new recipes for breakfast. I can expand into snacks.”

Turning to Lauren, Alyssa nodded excitedly. “I would love it if you’d do that! I’ll have Hannah do the cake, because she’s got millions of connections, and I know one of her friends is going to man the bakery in the bookstore.”

“She’s putting a bakery in the bookstore?” Taylor asked. “How did I not know that?” Hannah was Alyssa’s best friend and had been since before they’d started kindergarten. Hannah had grown up there in Richland, while the others had been in Salt Lake City. Either way, they’d been able to keep their friendship going well throughout the years.

“No idea. She’s going to have a café and bakery as part of the bookstore. And she said something about a childcare center, but we haven’t had time to really sit down and discuss for a little while.”

Amanda smiled. “Sounds like that place is going to be amazing. I wonder if she needs an interior decorator?”

“What we need is to focus,” Taylor said, trying to get her sisters back on track. She loved them, but they all had at least twenty different types of ADHD.

Turning back to Taylor, Alyssa nodded. “I don’t want anything super formal. I’ll have to find a wedding dress fast, but I don’t even care if you girls match for the wedding. Just wear nice dresses, and I’ll have Hannah do the same. I don’t need colors or a theme. Just food and maybe a band . . . I hadn’t thought about music yet, but I want dancing on the lawn.”

“Sure hope it doesn’t rain that day!” Taylor said, shaking her head. “Maybe we should have some canvas canopies ready just in case. It would be a good investment for us, because I’m sure there will be other weddings here over the years.”

“If we can afford it, let’s do it.” Alyssa shrugged. 

Taylor nodded. “We’re actually below budget on everything, which is amazing to me without Kayla here to do some of what we expected. Labor here just isn’t as costly as it was back home.”

“I think it would be nice to have some long folding tables covered in a white tablecloth,” Alyssa suggested. “The food could go on there. We’ll serve on paper plates with plastic forks. We don’t need to spend all day doing dishes when it’s all over.”

Amanda nodded. “Makes sense. Any idea what you want for your cake?” 

“I’m just going to ask Hannah to make me something that will serve fifty people. I’ll let her figure it out.”

“Okay. Works for me.” Taylor jotted that down. “Now, anything else we need to think about immediately? Flowers?”

Alyssa shrugged. “I’ll have Hannah figure out who will do flowers. We’ll do it all on a budget.” She looked at Taylor. “But I do want to leave with Nick for a week after the wedding. Is that going to mess things up too much?”

Taylor panicked for a moment, thinking about what it would mean for the B&B, but she carefully kept her face blank. “I think that’ll be fine. Especially if we can talk Kayla into a few days of work before the wedding.”

“Thank you.”

Taylor shrugged. “You’re my sister. There’s no way I’m going to keep you from taking a honeymoon. Any idea where you’ll go?”

Alyssa shook her head. “I think he’s going to surprise me.”

“That’s awesome. And very romantic,” Lauren said excitedly. “I can’t believe you’re actually getting married! And to a guy we all like!”

“I can’t either.” Alyssa looked at her hand with the shiny diamond. “Nick makes me so happy. I’m waiting for the other shoe to drop.”

Reaching out, Taylor grasped Alyssa’s hand. “He’s a good man, and there is no other shoe. This is the right guy for you. We all feel it.”

“I do, too. I’m just waiting to do something to scare him off.”

Taylor shook her head. Nick had almost been scared off when Alyssa’s ex had shown up and proposed to her as Nick was coming to get her for a date. But Taylor had made sure Tim knew in no uncertain terms to never come back. He was gone from all their lives forever. “Okay, well, I took notes, and I think we’re ready. As you think of more things, let me know, Alyssa.” She looked at her youngest sister. “Lauren, I’m going to need you to take on the bulk of the work for the wedding. You’ll partner with Alyssa, at least until the B&B opens. It’s a little extra work, but we’re all willing, because we want Alyssa to be happy like she deserves.”
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Chapter Two
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The following evening, Taylor went for her normal evening beach walk. There were three rooms completely finished, and they needed to have at least two more by the first. She was sure they could make it happen if Alyssa would quit distracting Nick, but she couldn’t ask her sister to do that. Alyssa was newly engaged and happier than Taylor had ever seen her. 

She took a deep breath. It was hard for her to find the line between being happy for her sister and being the manager of the B&B that would be opening sooner than she could get a handle on. Lauren was going to be doing the cooking and cleaning. Taylor would help some with the cleaning, but she was going to be dealing with the books as well. They had the labor divided as equally as they could. 

As soon as the business was open, Amanda would be off to open her interior design business for the whole of Bear Lake Valley. She still had some clients in Salt Lake, and she would be making the world around them beautiful.

She squatted down and picked up a stick, writing her name in the sand. A smile crossed her face as she remembered Alyssa and Hannah teaching her to write that way many moons before. And now Hannah was fulfilling her dream of opening an amazing bookstore, and Alyssa was getting married.

Alyssa getting married was hitting Taylor harder than anything else was. Her big sister had always been someone she could lean on whenever she wanted, and the idea that there would be a man who would be the most important person in Alyssa’s life was disturbing to say the least.

She dropped the stick and began walking along the shore toward the south. Memorial Day was coming, and the tourist season would be in full-swing. Originally, Taylor had wanted to be able to open for Memorial Day, but it just hadn’t been possible with everything that needed to be done. Maybe if Kayla had been able to make it, but she’d run into disaster after disaster in the house she was working on. Soon she’d be done and join them, and all five sisters would be together—at least until Alyssa married.

She glanced around at the preparations being made in town for the tourist season. There were boats being spruced up for rentals, and people were starting to put plants in. Taylor wondered about plants. They had just had snow, and there was more in the forecast, but everyone said it had to be done for the year. The snow had already lasted a ridiculous amount of time.

Even though the sisters had been going to the lake for their entire lives, they didn’t seem to be accepted as ‘locals’ yet. Taylor thought they might need to survive a winter or six before that happened. Either way, as the businesses opened along the lake front, she planned to talk to them about a partnership. She wanted to make up a coupon book for each room that was rented, and she would ask the other business to allow her to place flyers in their establishment in return. It should be a good symbiotic relationship.

She walked farther south than she had yet that season, and she stopped when she saw a boat docked there. She looked around, and there was a small cabin near the boat. What surprised her, though, was that the boat had the words, “Bear Lake Taco Boat” written across it, and the boat was painted the colors of a taco. It was festive looking, and Taylor felt a deep gnawing in her stomach, realizing she had yet to eat supper. 

She sighed and turned back toward the house, stopping only when a voice called out to her.

“Hello!”

She turned and smiled at the man standing there. He was obviously the one who had been painting the side of the boat, because she could see the cheese-colored paint on him.

“Hello. I’m Taylor.”

“I’m Brandon.”

“I was admiring your boat. Are you going to stay in one spot and have people come to you? Or are you going to venture out and go to the different tourists on the lake?” She didn’t look at him as she spoke, very fascinated by this boat. Of course, being a taco lover, she had to be fascinated by it.

“I’ll be going to people. That way I can include two of my loves in my day. Tacos and boating.”

She grinned at that. “Do you have printed menus yet?”

“Already hungry, are you?”

“Actually, I am, but that’s not why I asked. I’m the manager of Romriell House, a new B&B opening up on the lake this summer. I was hoping you’d be game for a little cross-promotion. I was thinking I could keep your menus on my desk when people check in, and we could arrange for you to show up at our dock every day at noon. My sisters and I will buy your tacos for sure, but I would think a lot of the guests at the house will, too. We’re only serving breakfast. We’ll make them a picnic lunch for an extra fee, of course, but I think having the taco option would be good.”

A slow smile spread across his face. “That would be amazing. Don’t you think you should sample my cooking before you make that decision, though?”

She shrugged. “I guess it wouldn’t hurt me to sample one or two when you get a chance.” Her stomach growled again then, loudly enough for him to hear. “Shh . . .”

He laughed. “I have some chicken tacos ready right now. Why don’t I bring you a couple, and we can sit out here and eat?” 

She saw a small picnic table there under a tree. “That would be wonderful. I think my stomach is going to run away and join the circus if I don’t feed it very soon.”

“Well, let’s feed it, then. Be right back.” He hurried into the little cabin, and she moved closer to the taco boat, excited to see it. With as much as she liked tacos, she was certain the boat would be a big hit all summer long. There was no name painted on it as proprietor, just the words she’d already read and his registration number. 

“I thought we were meeting at the picnic table,” he called out.

She turned to him. “I find I’m fascinated by your taco boat. I want to see every inch of it and eat every taco that’s ever made in it.” She grinned. “Would you let me eat all your tacos?”

“Sure. I don’t have a problem with feeding people.” He put the food on the picnic table and walked toward the boat. “I have cans of pop. Coke? Pepsi? Sprite?”

“Coke, if you don’t mind. Are you sure there’s enough for two?” she asked.

“Yup.” While she watched he walked up the dock and boarded the boat, coming out a minute later with the drinks. “Here you go.”

“Are you serving just cans from the boat when you’re operational as well?”

“I looked into other options, and this one seems like the best for my purposes. I don’t want to have to worry about changing out the flavors in a soda fountain, and this way I can carry whatever I find out people want.” He shrugged. “I have put a lot of time and effort into figuring out the best way to get people their tacos from my boat.”

“Makes sense.” She bit into the first of her tacos and smiled. “Chicken, with a half flour and half corn tortilla, lettuce, and cheese. Monterey jack?”

He nodded. “Good taste buds. Yeah, I’m working on perfecting the chicken tacos today. I do some ground beef, carnitas, and even some pork, but I don’t have the chicken quite perfected yet.”

“After taking a bite of this, I’d have to disagree with you. These are amazing.” She took another big bite and smiled. “Very good. You might want to consider a vegetarian option. Like beans and guac? Or just guac? Cheese is optional, depending on whether they’re vegan or vegetarian.”

He nodded. “I’m doing burritos as well, so I’ll have rice and beans as options. I can do plates or a la carte. I think most people on the lake will be a la carte. No enchiladas, which makes me sad, but getting them ready would just take too long.”

“I can see that. And it would take up a lot of space. I’m not sure you’ll have enough room to make it work out for you.” She looked back at the boat, wondering if a stronger hint that she needed a tour of the inside was needed.

“I’m doing sopapillas and my own salsa with chips. And queso. And guac.”

“You’re going to be a hit. My sisters and I will keep you in business. Please make sure you come by every day at noon. Are you open Sundays?”

He shook his head. “Nope. Monday through Saturday. I need a day off to keep going.”

“I believe that. You might want to think of making it a mid-week day off so you don’t miss out on the weekender business, but that’s your call. We won’t have that luxury, but there will be two of us involved in the day-to-day operations of the house, and I’m sure we’ll manage just fine.” She took a sip of her Coke and nodded toward the north. “We’re about a mile north of here, if my Apple Watch is accurate. And it is.”

“Sounds good. I’ll try to swing by before I open officially on Friday for Memorial Day weekend.”

“I will be forever grateful.”

He had placed a couple of menus on the table, and one of them started to blow away. She caught it.

“My sisters and I will need to study this! And make copies.”

“Thanks for being willing to advertise me. What can I do for you?”

“I’ll give you flyers about our B&B. If you would just shove one in each bag as you hand off tacos, I’d appreciate it. They’ll each be one third of a sheet of paper, and we’ll have them folded in half to make things easier for you.” Taylor was honestly more excited about the tacos than she was the cross-promotional opportunity, which surprised her. She wasn’t usually that way. Normally her main goal in life was finding new ways to market.

“I’ll do that happily. I’ll run by before the end of the week for the flyers and to make sure you’re all set.” He bit into one of his tacos and smiled. “By the end of the summer, I’m going to be awfully sick of tacos, but right now, I’m thrilled to be able to eat my favorite food every day.”

Taylor laughed. “I could never get sick of tacos. Ever.”
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The following morning, Brandon took his boat out onto the lake, thinking to cruise around and see if he could sell a few tacos. He wasn’t officially open, but he wanted feedback on the new chicken recipe, and there was no better way to get it than a trial run.

He started out by going south and around the lake, but the entire time, his eyes kept being drawn up the coastline to the area Taylor had indicated the evening before. He found a few people who wanted tacos, and he happily served them. When he finally made his way to the house Taylor had told him about, he docked the boat and went to the door, ringing the bell.

It was opened by a young woman he hadn’t met yet, but that wasn’t surprising. He’d been told the sisters had just moved there. He was looking forward to meeting all of Taylor’s sisters, though he wasn’t sure that he should have come today. Suddenly he felt out of place. “I have a taco boat, and starting Friday—”

“You’re going to be here at noon every day! I can’t wait to try them. I’m Lauren. Hang on and let me get my purse.”

Brandon laughed. He no longer worried that he was unwelcome. “I’ll head to the boat. Let your sisters know I’m here. I also need the flyers Taylor mentioned to me.”

“You bet!” Lauren stepped to an
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