
        
            
                
            
        

    
	After a meeting mishap, Eve Windsong and Beau Jobs ignite just as COVID-19 forces them into quarantine and—unknown to Beau—his ex-wife and son arrive hoping to reconnect and rebuild their family.

	 

	 

	Single and alone, Eve Windsong finds her long-lost father and his family at the Sugarland Lodge in the Great Smoky Mountain National Park. When her father’s family needs help, Eve jumps in, hoping to finally belong somewhere.

	Sunny Days, her new sister, believes love is the only family Eve needs. To get Sunny off her back, Eve agrees to try MountainMatch.com. When a handsome hunk announces he’s arrived to hook her up, she mistakes his job as the cable guy for an online date.

	When she overcomes her faulty assumption, the global pandemic reaches the mountains. A quarantine is issued and the National Guard commandeers the Lodge. Eve and Beau are forced to live together for who knows how long. Just as they begin to adjust to their Covid-habitation along with Beau’s ex-wife and his tattooed teenage son, Eve learns his ex wants to rebuild their fractured family.

	Can Eve and Beau’s connection last beyond the pandemic, or will it remain a temporary hookup?
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	To Larry who gave me my very own second chance to love, more happiness than I could have believed possible and healed three broken hearts in the process, you are my true love.

	And

	As promised, to my best friend, Ron Wilson
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Chapter One: Only the Good Die Young

	 

	 

	“Eve Windsong?” asked a tall, dark, and handsome man with silver hair at his temples. He looked fit and wore dark blue well-filled tight pants, a blue baseball cap, and a light blue dress shirt open at the collar that revealed a hint of dark tufts of hair.

	Eve nodded. “Yes. How can I help you?”

	A glint appeared within the depths of his dark slate eyes as his gaze traveled up and down the length of her. “You ready to hookup?” He strode forward, heading to room one. “All set for me? I like to get things in order before I begin. Mind if I go in first?”

	Eve’s face flooded with heat, and she raised an eyebrow. She choked out a response, trying to dismiss unbidden hot images of riding crops, silken ropes, and blindfolds. What the hell am I thinking? “Excuse me?”

	“Hold on a second. Damned if you don’t look like one of the Weathers Girls.”

	“Yeah, I get that a lot.”

	He looked at her questioningly.

	“Long story,” she muttered.

	The silver fox whipped out his phone, swiped left a few times, found what he was after, and asked, “This Route Two? Gatlinburg? Sugarlands Lodge?”

	Eve nodded.

	“Eve?”

	In a no-nonsense tone, she said, “We’ve already established that.”

	A cocky grin crossed his firm, kissable lips. “I believe you are expecting me?”

	Surprise shot through her body. “Hardly.”

	He looked up confidently. “You said Eve Windsong, right? Our hookup date is today.”

	“I don’t know what planet you’re from, but I most certainly did not request a hookup.”

	He checked his tablet again. “I’m your man, and we have a date—”

	“Really? Do you have any idea how often I’ve heard that line the past several weeks?” She swallowed her disdain. God help me, I pray I didn’t just pant. I feel like a bitch in heat. I hope I don’t look as hot to trot as I feel right now.

	He looked at her with the question still in his gaze. “No, but I’m at your service. Ready, willing, and able. When you are, of course. Don’t want to get ahead of myself or anything. I can wait. No hurry.” He winked. “I just have to get a few things.” He looked around as if whatever he needed had disappeared. “Oh, yeah, that’s right, I remember now.” He snapped his fingers. “I got this. Hang on a second. I’m a tad bit rusty at this game.”

	Eve straightened and took a deep breath. If it was possible, her skin flushed even deeper. Here we go again. At least he admits this is a game. Better to stop this farce right in its tracks. “Look, I’m working. It’s clear I obviously need to change my profile. There’s been a mistake.”

	It was his turn to look confused and at a loss. “Huh?” He shrugged. “Whatever. I’m new at this part of the operation. I’ll be back in a jiffy. Appears I forgot my tools.”

	You’re a tool, all right. We agree on that much. Eve sighed. I swear I’m so gonna shoot Sunny Days on sight next time I see my half-sister’s skinny little ass. At least this guy is gorgeous. But still another potential date to ditch. What the hell! No coffee? No how-do-you-dos? Just I’m ready—how’d he put that? —willing and able. Who says that?

	As quickly as those fine fingers had snapped, she was alone. She picked up a brochure nearby and fanned herself. The man was hot. That much was certain.

	A series of gawdawful encounters flashed through Eve’s mind at lightning speed. Labeled as dates, those flashbacks had been her fate ever since Sunny posted her dating profile on MountainMatch.com.

	Drat! I meant to cancel that post for good. Just been too busy learning this new job, and Sunny has been scarce lately. I haven’t had the chance to review what she actually posted on that stupid, silly dating website. Note to self—have Dawn send my laptop. How’d I even manage to forget that? And why did I ever listen to that scatterbrain Sunny, whose post has sent half a dozen losers my way?

	Eve quickly recalled some of the doozies she’d dealt with recently. A picture of a man rose in her mind’s eye—at least twenty years older than the photo he had posted.

	 

	Jack Small, lifting his tie spotted with food that missed his mouth, said, “This here’s my lucky tie. Every time I wear it, I get lucky. How ’bout after coffee, we get lucky at the Parkway Motel up Route 321?”

	I’d barely even sat down to sip my carryout coffee when I spit it out in disbelief. My coffee joined the other stains on his lucky tie. I exited stage left, saying over my shoulder, “It’s clear we’re not a match.”

	He blasted me with hateful posts until MountainMatch.com shut down his diatribe.

	 

	Instantly, she recalled another potential date, one who’d regaled her with a litany of non-stop complaints on why all women were sluts with Daddy issues and his exes were the worst of the lot. That time she excused herself to go to the restroom and left through KT’s Koffee Haus kitchen’s back door. That guy actually made the aging biker dude that showed up one Friday afternoon look good in comparison.

	Sunny breezed in with Hot-Stuff-On-A-Stick-Guy trailing her, now sporting a toolkit and utility belt. “What? Eve, why are you looking at me like that?”

	The twinkle in Sunny’s wide innocent-looking baby blues told Eve her hunches were right. Sunny might have something to do with this.

	“I see you’ve met Beau.” Looking innocent, Sunny smiled. “Beau Jobs of Garter Bytes Communications Services is here to inspect our telecommunications system. He’ll start in Banquet Room One to update and rescan our communications system and the flat-screen televisions. We’re going high tech here in the main building—just a little bit—to stay competitive. However, there’ll still be no wireless or cable connections anywhere else. We’re maintaining the rustic getaway vibe while the office is linked with the outside. Beau’s our cable guy.”

	Eve looked at them. “Cable guy? Whatever you say.” He shore don’t look like no cable guy I’ve ever seen. Eve’s own brand of Southern speak came through in her thoughts sometimes. She and her twin sister, Dawn, had been raised on a commune in the brown rolling hills of rural California.

	Beau bounced on the balls of his feet as if he knew she had misunderstood him. 

	Is that a smirk on his face? Eve glared at him with icy politeness and nodded. “I believe you meant to say Banquet Room One, and certainly, be my…er…guest…er… Have at it.”

	Beau made a small salute. “Ma’am. If you’ll excuse me, I’ll get started.” He gestured to the set of doors with the number one over it. “I’d like to hear more about that profile you’ve been talking about, but now’s not the time.” The man had the audacity to wink at her. Then he tossed out this idea. “But if you’re talking about a real hookup, you’ve got the wrong man. I’m done lookin’ in all the wrong places. I’d think you’d be, too. It’s twenty years into a new century. All a woman has to do is ask. Take the same risk we men have been running for centuries. If you’ve got a mind to.”

	Eve arched a brow. “Really?”

	He looked both smug and sure of himself. “Really.”

	She leaned forward, her chin resting on her palms. She batted her eyelashes. “Maybe I will.”

	A slow smile crossed his lips. “I dare you.”

	“You’re on.”

	“So, ask away.”

	Without missing a beat, she said, “How about Sunday?”

	“Sunday it is. What time and where?”

	“Eleven o’clock Mass at Saint Mary’s.”

	His big belly laugh rang through the Lodge. He cleared his throat as he recovered. “Meet you outside the church. We’ll do breakfast afterward.”

	She gaped with an O of surprise. Didn’t see that comin’. But then she greeted his remark with a small smile. “Fine. You can help me at the All You Can Eat Pancake Breakfast. You cook?”

	“Is the Pope Catholic? Any decent, red-blooded American male can flip flapjacks as well as burgers.”

	She laughed. “See you then, cable guy.”

	Sunny had watched the interplay between them and raised a triumphant arm pump. “Don’t forget about Saturday night, Beau.”

	He tipped his Tennessee Smokies baseball cap in Sunny’s direction, nodded, and sauntered off.

	“What’s that all about?” Eve asked.

	Sunny tossed off a careless Nuthin and sashayed into the waiting arms of her husband, who was joining her for a late lunch.

	 


Chapter Two: Sunny Days

	 

	 

	Eve needed to set things straight with Sunny. Oh, I know she means well, but this quest to get me a man has got to stop. When there was a lull in their work, Eve pulled Sunny to the rocking chairs gracing the veranda. Most guests were eating lunch or were out and about in the Great Smoky Mountain National Park in which the Lodge sat.

	“Look Sunny, I know you’re trying to help me settle in here, make me feel at home and all, but this is just a temporary gig—”

	Sunny broke in. “Listen to you, California Girl, all gig and such…”

	Eve tapped her toe with impatience. “Look, I’m here long enough to get to know my long-lost father. And to help you out, once I learned Skye has her hands full with the…what do y’all call ’em…the Squad?”

	Sunny nodded, her wavy hair bouncing with her movements. “The Quad Squad, yes. I know this is temporary, but good grief, girl,” she said in a stage whisper, “you’re not over the hill yet just because you’re over fifty. You need to meet people. Someone to share your life with before—”

	“Don’t you dare say before I get too old! I’ll have you know I’ve been fine these past fifty-something years, and I’ll be fine for the next fifty. I don’t need a man to be happy. Once my fiancé, Stu, died in the Gulf War, I decided I was done with love. It’s too much heartache and loss for me. I’m fine as I am. I do as I choose. Go where I wanna go. You don’t understand. A woman like me loves just one man, and he’s gone. And despite what you think, fifty-one isn’t old.”

	“You don’t have fifty years left, ya know. Just sayin’.”

	Eve wanted to smack her. “You know what I mean.”

	Sunny looked directly into Eve’s eyes. “You’re just scared. Still young enough for fun. Who said anything about fiancé, love, marriage? I’m talking getting laid, woman. Dating’s one thing. Grieving’s another. Acting like a nun isn’t healthy.”

	Eve glared at her. “Who said I was a nun? Don’t you be callin’ me no nun.”

	“Wellll, iffin’ yer not, I know you probably ain’t getting none. There’s been a steady stream of eligible men coming at you ever since I posted your profile, and you haven’t had any that stayed the night that I can tell.” Sunny smirked. “Look, ya don’t have to buy the pig for a little sausage. Just have some fun.”

	Eve screeched. “Sunny Days, I’ve put up enough with your scatterbrained shenanigans. You’re just like my twin. Always pulling a fast one. I’ve been meaning to tell you to take down my dating profile. What in heavens name have you put up there?”

	Sunny just looked at her like she’d lost her mind. “Uh, let’s just say, what you wrote lacked sass, and I spiced it up a tad.”

	“A tad? What the hell did you write? The men who’ve come knocking at my site are the hounds from hell. Bald. Old. Fat. Stupid… Besides, sex can give you STDs. Who says sex is healthy?”

	“Duh, Doctor Ruth, that’s who.” Sunny looked pleased with her ability to recall those doctors from her scatterbrained head.

	“Never heard of her.” Eve wasn’t having it.

	Sunny continued undaunted. “Doctors from all over say the same. Remember Doctor Masters and Doctor Johnson? They’re probably more familiar to ya since you’re older and all. You just have to quit swipin’ on the no-good candidates. Be more discriminating.”

	Eve choked. “I’ve been swiping on the best of the bunch. None of them look like they’re old, fat, dumb, and bald. They post pictures from twenty, thirty years ago. And let me tell you, they don’t take no for an answer. Some trolled me. Now I’ve got haters, and I’ve only dated—if you can call getting coffee dating—precious few of them.”

	Sunny didn’t look or sound convinced. “We just have to tweak your profile a bit. Okay. Settle down. I’ll fix it. If…”

	“There’s no ifs, ands, buts, or maybes about it, sister! Fix it? Shut it down.” Eve made sure her tone brooked no argument.

	“Give me a chance to finish my sentence, will ya? There’s this one teensy-weensy, speedy event we have got to try.” Sunny pinched her fingers as she spoke. “If that doesn’t work, I’ll take down the post. Deal?”

	Eve was running out of patience. She wanted Sunny to stop and go the hell away. “I better not regret this.”

	Sunny looked like she had just won the lottery. A huge smile lit her face. “Trust me. My Gram said I can nag the fur off a cat, so you might as well give up. It’ll be fun.”

	Eve raised a brow in question and shook her head. “I’ve heard that before. Fun for who?”

	Sunny’s face lost its happiness, and she leaned in as if to reveal the secrets of the universe. “You.” She smiled again. “It’ll be perfect for you. Mark my words. You’ll thank me later. Chillax.”

	Eve sighed. “Knowing you, if it ain’t one thing, it’s ten.”

	Eve was glad Sunny was taking over the afternoon shift and she could leave the tsunami of Sunny’s energy. And still, Sunny was going on and on about something. Wearily, Eve shook her head and agreed to try just one more thing. At least she promised speed. Give it a rest, sister. Damn, but she sure is like Dawn.

	Sunny wrapped it up. “Meet me at Baily’s in town at seven o’clock, and for God’s sake, wear something trendy and fun.”

	 


Chapter Three: Don’t Take Your Love to Town, Eve

	 

	 

	Since it was early in the afternoon, Eve decided to kick off her sandals and leave them on the bank to pick her way across the stream. Huge boulders known as greybacks, left behind by the glaciers that formed the mountain, lay strewn like toys a child had left behind. The rocks made a careful series of steps, almost a bridge over the water. She picked her way rock by rock until she reached a boulder that was more or less secluded.

	The sunlight stole through the leaves of the surrounding forest of evergreens and hardwoods, providing just the perfect blend of sun and shade to protect her fair skin. She was careful not to get too much sun. She burned easily. She lay on her back on the boulder, making a pillow with her forearms, and spread her feet and legs out on the stone.

	While she looked around, savoring the deep green of the area, the brown hills of California came to mind. While beautiful in their own right, these green mountains brought her a sense of serenity and deep peace. She loved the contrast the sun made as it splayed between the leaves. The busy stream as it rushed down the hillside calmed her oddly as it raced and fell over the rocky riverbed. Other places along the stream excited her as it made its way through the hills. But now she needed peace and quiet after dealing with Sunny’s energy.

	Perhaps the drain she felt was really in response to the flood of feeling Beau had caused to race through her blood. Her pulse quickened just thinking about the firm body that seemed to catch her attention despite her claims of not needing a man.

	She replayed the scene of meeting Beau Jobs. He was a knockout in the looks department, but did she really not want a man? Or not someone as tempting as Beau? Despite those questions, she had made a promise to meet Sunny this evening, and she’d keep it.

	She began mentally flipping through her wardrobe, wondering if her new vertical striped jumpsuit counted as trendy enough. Or should she wear a crisp white tailored shirt folded to her elbow and straight, tight black jeans? Oh well, she had until seven o’clock to figure that out. In the meantime, the mellow setting and gently flowing water lulled her to sleep.

	She awoke refreshed and hurried back to Little Miss Muffet’s cabin, where she was staying on the Lodge’s premises, to prepare for the evening. The cabins complimented the rooms and suites available at the Lodge and were named after nursery rhymes. Some were larger than others and included kitchenettes. Others catered to families.

	While she’d been offered quarters in the family’s rooms of the Lodge’s main house, she chose to assimilate much more slowly into her newly discovered family by staying in a cabin instead. That way she could keep her distance and decide how much or how little family time she wanted.

	She sure had an interesting family now. The entirety of her life had been lived without the man who fathered her. Her parents connected and conceived her and her twin at Woodstock in 1969. Who knew she’d have a later-in-life need to find her roots? Her need for deeper roots had led her from California to the Sugarlands Lodge in Tennessee and to John Weathers, her birth father, and her reason for being here now. She didn’t need another man to distract her. Her life was complicated enough as it was. Yet here she was, getting ready to go out on the town with her half-sister, Sunny.

	She gathered her shower caddy and treated herself to a waterfall experience at the Lodge’s Spa Haus. She used the touch screen to activate the multi-shower jets and selected an Enya playlist. Soft purple chromo therapy lights provided a wonderful ambiance.

	Eve relaxed as the warm lilac-scented water flowed over her body. She found herself entertaining hot daydreams of silken ropes tied gently to her arms as Beau’s hands slid over her like the flow of the water. She tipped her hardening nipples to the shower’s gentle onslaught and pretended it was his tongue seeking to pleasure them. She turned, pretending the stream of water was the sensation of Beau trailing his fingers down her body, massaging its folds and crevices. As the steam enveloped her, it was easy to

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
cover.jpeg





images/ExtasyLogoBlack.png





