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Chapter 1 
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Emmy Vincent stared across the table at Dawn and Tasha, wishing the noise level at the Rusty Scupper wasn’t so high. Her friends couldn’t really have just said what she thought they’d said. 

Could they? 

She looked from one to the other, and instantly rewinding the years all the way back to middle school when the three had become best friends, one redhead, one brunette, and her own blonde self, she decided which of the two would cut to the chase sooner. Definitely the redheaded one. “Tasha. Start at the beginning. What did you just say you two did?”

“Maybe we should wait until we’re in your car to tell you since it’s so loud in here,” Dawn said.

Emmy eyed Dawn, ever the one to avoid confrontation, which meant Emmy must have thunder in her eyes, which also meant she needed to dial it way back and remember whatever her friends had done, it was done out of love. “It’s okay, Dawn. Let’s just do it right here.” Facing Tasha again, she raised her eyebrows in the universal signal for “Please tell me before I lose it”.

“We know you’ve been having a bad time since what’s his name broke your heart, and we know you’re freaking out about turning thirty, and we know you have a week’s vacation coming, and I saw this thing online about a matchmaking weekend at a gorgeous resort in Vermont so we made a reservation for you and filled out a questionnaire and you’re going to be matched with a guy for the whole time you’re there.”

Emmy was afraid that was what Tasha had said, and there had also been optimistic input and unwavering enthusiasm from Dawn’s corner of the booth. “First of all, whatever you two paid for this resort matchmaking mess was too much, and you need to get your money back. Second, my heart is just fine, and third, what kinds of questions were on this questionnaire you filled out? And which one of you filled it out?” She looked from one to the other. Dawn’s lips were in upside-down smile position, her eyes showing signs of approaching tears. 

Cue the guilt. 

Tasha, on the other hand, had narrowed her eyes and twisted her lips. 

Cue the resolve.

Tasha said, “First of all, never mind about the cost. We can’t get our money back because it’s non-refundable, so consider this your birthday gift for a very special birthday. Second of all, you’ve been matched with a man and if you don’t go, he’s going to be stuck there feeling rejected all week, surrounded by happy couples while he wonders what’s so wrong with him that his match didn’t even want him.”

Well, Tasha was certainly hitting her with everything she had tonight. Emmy again looked from her to Dawn. Neither of their expressions had changed. “How could you do this? Why would you do this?” She knew the answers to both questions as soon as she heard herself.

“Because we love you,” Dawn said. “And we want you to be happy.”

“Yes. What Dawn said.” Tasha nodded. “It’s not going to ruin your life to go up to Vermont to the Montague Mountain Resort and meet a guy and have some fun. It’s June, the perfect time for a summer vacation, and it might even change your life.”

“In the very best way,” Dawn said.

Emmy knew her friends wanted her to be as happy as they were, both having married their soulmates within months of each other a couple of years ago. Meanwhile, she was stumbling along dating guys who ended up being all wrong for her. She hadn’t resorted to the internet to find herself a match, although she had heard success stories about plenty of people who swore by it. She had given the idea some thought but hadn’t felt she was anywhere near ready for such a scary step. 

But this idea, going to a resort in Vermont, seemed even scarier. What if she came face to face with a man and they instantly disliked each other, despite the magical questionnaires? Chemistry was vital, and answers, even if they seemed to align, didn’t take chemistry into consideration. How could a questionnaire figure that out?

She thought about the vacation plans she’d already made. Stay home in Applewood, Massachusetts, and read book after book after book. Maybe do a little house cleaning. The excitement of it all was nearly staggering. But what if she went to this resort in Vermont ...

Would it work out? 

Could it work out? 

What if it did? 

She could almost see herself in the future with a wonderful guy ...

Reaching her hands across the table, she kept her eyes on the girls’ faces, seeing the instant they knew she had caved, and they each grabbed a hand. “Thank you both for doing this for me. Please don’t expect me to come home with stars in my eyes, but I will do my best to have a good time at this Montague place.”

Dawn squeezed her hand in an amazingly strong grip. “You never know. The man of your dreams could be just a car ride away.”

And what if he was? Emmy knew it would mean a long distance relationship, something she couldn’t see herself able to do, but she wasn’t going to bring it up when Dawn looked so hopeful. Glancing at Tasha, Emmy suspected she would have taken that into consideration but still thought this was worth trying.

“Thanks for not being mad at us,” Tasha said. “You know we love you and want you to be happy.”

Emmy smiled and took her hands back. “I know. And I love you, too.” To be as happy as Tasha and Gage were, and Dawn and Luke, would be incredibly amazing, but she would be a fool to think a stay at a resort was going to guarantee she found the man of her dreams. Still, it was better than sitting at home and staring at the walls for a week.
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BOOKER DRUMMOND LOOKED at the three televisions over the bar at the Rusty Scupper as he thought about how much to tell Truman. Why not all of it? They’d been friends long enough to have seen each other at their worst. He took a drink of his Sam Adams, glancing over at the score of the ball game. Maybe the Sox would beat the Yankees tonight. “Thank Callie for me, but I’m not ready for another blind date. How many single friends does she have, anyway?”

It seemed to Booker he’d already met six of them for dinner, “double dates”, as Callie had called them since Truman and Callie hadn’t let him go alone, and not a one of them had felt right. They were nice enough, but he hadn’t felt any kind of spark, and he was past the age of settling for wasting time. Now he was only interested in a relationship. 

“Let me know if you change your mind. Her office is full of girls, and she’s always on the lookout for you.”

Booker was well aware, since Truman told him the same thing every time they had dinner. “You know I’m taking a vacation soon.” Which he’d also already told Truman, but he needed to ease into his plans.

“Right. Going anywhere?” 

“Up to a resort in Vermont.” Since Truman had his eyes on the TV, he decided to go for it. “I filled out a questionnaire and they’re matching me up with someone.” That got his friend’s attention.

“Yeah?” Truman grinned. “Like a singles’ week?”

“Yes and no. I won’t find out anything about her until after I check in. There’s a reception where we all get to meet. See what happens.”

“You nervous? I would be.”

Booker shrugged. “Even if it goes south, it’s still a vacation at a resort.”

“Good for you, buddy. Hope it all works out and she doesn’t live far away. But if she does, don’t you move to be with her. You get her to move to Collegeville.”

Grinning, Booker took another drink. “Has to be Collegeville? How about Applewood so she’s close to the Scupper?”

“Either one. They’re right next to each other.” Truman checked the time. “I have to get going.”

“Right.” Because Truman had a wife waiting at home for him. “Go ahead. I’ll get it this time.”

“Thanks, buddy. When you leaving for Vermont?”

“Week from Sunday.”

“If I don’t see you before then, good luck,” Truman said, standing.

“Yeah. Say hello to Callie for me.”

Booker caught the eye of their server after Truman left, thinking about what it must be like to have someone waiting at home for him. 
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“GOTTA TELL YOU SOMETHING in confidence, Gary.” Heath glanced around the cafeteria, not seeing anyone near enough to overhear.

Gary grinned. “What’s that? You’re never getting another burger for lunch?”

“Keep this to yourself.”

“That’s what ‘in confidence’ means, doesn’t it? Now you’ve got me really curious.”

“Few weeks ago I heard Kenzie say she was going to this place in Vermont called Montague Mountain Resort, and I looked into it. The date she’s going, June 15th, is when they’re having a match-up week.”

“So?”

“So she said she filled out a questionnaire and she’s going to be matched up with someone,” Heath said.

“Am I supposed to be happy for her?” Gary said.

“I booked the same week and filled out a questionnaire, and I’m going to be matched up, too.”

Gary nodded. “And you want to be matched with Kenzie? Nice dream, but what makes you think the two of you will be a match on paper?”

“I tailored my answers to make it more likely we would be a match.”

“You know, instead of spending an arm and a leg at that place and hope you two are a match, you could just stand up and look at her over the wall of your cube and ask her out.”

Heath shook his head. “Too risky. My way’s better.”

“Whatever you say.” Gary stood. “Have to get back.”

Maybe Gary was right about just asking Kenzie. 

But Heath wasn’t about to change his plan now, and not only because the week was non-refundable. 

He had a good feeling about Montague.
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Chapter 2
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Emmy stared into her closet, wondering what one packed for a match-up week in the Green Mountains of Vermont. Maybe she should have thought to buy herself a few new outfits before this exact second, since she had to leave tomorrow morning. 

But what did it matter? This whole thing was far-fetched and she wasn’t fooling herself into thinking she’d be lucky enough to be matched with her idea of Mister Right. But no matter what happened, she would be putting a positive spin on every aspect of her stay at Montague Mountain Resort when she returned to give the girls her update. 

She’d describe the property, the surrounding area, the resort building or buildings, the mountains, the food, her room, the amenities, and even the road leading to it. 

And, oh, yes. Whoever she was matched with. Maybe she’d even take a photo or two hundred because Dawn and Tasha would love the visuals. She would show them their incredibly generous gift had been worth every penny they had paid.

Pulling out her suitcase, she made selections from the closet and dresser, reminding herself no one at Montague had ever seen either her or her wardrobe, so it was almost as if she’d be wearing new clothes. And maybe being comfortable was more important than looking as if she were ready for a day in the office.

So half her suitcase would be filled with casual clothes, and the rest for the imaginary dates she guessed might possibly be happening if her matchee didn’t take one look at her and decide he had better things to do than spend time with her. Or maybe he’d wait to make that decision until after she opened her mouth and said whatever was on her mind. 

Oh, yes, she just knew it was going to be a wonderful time at the old mountain resort.
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AS BOOKER DROVE HOME from another dinner at Truman and Callie’s house, he appreciated the fact it had only been the three of them instead of the three of them plus another friend of Callie’s. There had been much discussion and speculation on Callie’s part about how Booker’s trip to Montague was going to go, and while he understood her fascination, he let much of what she said roll off him. 

He wasn’t having what he’d consider second thoughts, but he had concerns about how the week was going to play out. As did everyone else who’d elected to put themselves through this, he guessed. 

But he seemed to be surrounded by happily marrieds and he was tired of being on the outside looking in. Maybe the week would change all that. Or maybe it would force him to finally try a dating app. He’d have to make sure Callie didn’t hear about that, or she’d be foisting more of her friends on him.

He considered creating a mental image of the girl, or woman, he was going to be matched with, then see tomorrow how close he had come. Blonde, brunette, or redhead? Petite, average, or tall? Introverted or extroverted? Maybe he’d create multiple images, then when he met her, he could think, right, my guess number seventeen was spot on. 

Shaking his head, he tapped the steering wheel and his garage door rolled up, then he parked the Bronco. No matter what happened tomorrow and the rest of the week, he’d have stories to tell. Tossing his keys in the air then catching them, he went in the house and guessed it was time to pack.

––––––––
[image: ]


HEATH TORE THE TAGS off his new shirts, the plastic pieces flying all over his kitchen, and he knew if he didn’t chase them down, he’d be stepping on them. But he had bigger things to think about now. Like Kenzie. Beautiful, sweet Kenzie. 

Maybe if she saw him in a different setting he’d stand a better chance with her. He’d never seen her outside of Etna since the company didn’t host summer outings or holiday parties, which would have been opportune times to get closer to her. Other than knowing she had a beautiful smile, long blonde hair, and a great voice, he didn’t know much. Every day he heard examples of her sweet disposition, and every day he was thankful they were in adjacent cubes. He had to believe something great would come of this week.
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Chapter 3
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Emmy’s ride to Vermont, and basically all the way to Montague, couldn’t have been easier. Maybe because it was a Sunday and the majority of tourists had cluttered up the roads the day before. Keeping the convertible top on her Mini Cooper up because she didn’t want her hair to be sticking out all over the place wasn’t as fun as driving with the top down, but she’d save that for the ride home when her looks wouldn’t matter. 

She was only a few miles from the resort, according to her GPS, and she wanted to fill the Mini’s tank before she reached her destination, so she started scanning the road ahead. 

And there on her left was a station with five islands of gas pumps, two of them empty and waiting, just for her.

Whipping her car into the lot, she pulled around the fourth pump, then stomped her break pedal when she saw a Bronco with Mass. plates had just pulled in by the pump she’d been aiming for. 

Wow. 

They were almost grill to grill. And that had been a dangerously close call. But the Mini was beside a pump, so she didn’t lose out and have to drive around to another one. Still, that could have been a disaster if she had looked away for even one second. 

As she climbed out, hoping her heartrate might slow down soon, she eyed the guy who’d gotten out of the Bronco. Tall, brown hair, in navy dress pants and a blue polo shirt, he was nice looking. Not smiling, but maybe his heart was pounding as hard as hers was and he wasn’t feeling smiley. Anyway, this wasn’t the time to be taking in the scenery. She had a gas tank to fill, and she inserted her card into the pump.

Booker wondered if the blonde hadn’t seen him coming or if she always drove like a bat out of hell. Maybe he should have chosen another pump, since now he had to pull the hose around to the other side of the Bronco, and he hoped like hell it would reach. 

Where was his mind today? First he missed the exit off the highway and had to drive to the next exit and double back. Then he pulled into the wrong side of the pump because he’d been distracted by the beautiful blonde. She looked familiar but he couldn’t for the life of him remember why. Maybe he’d seen her face in an ad or a magazine at the dentist’s office. He’d better get his head on straight before he reached the resort. 

After watching the guy wrestling with the gas hose but finally getting the nozzle where it was supposed to be, Emmy couldn’t help herself. “That works a lot better if you remember your gas door is on the same side as the steering wheel.”

Thanks for the tip. Which was what he should have said. “You’d appreciate the benefits of that rag top more if you used it in the open position.”

Emmy looked at the Bronco and saw he’d put his top down. Heckity-heck. How was she going to respond to that? Not by explaining her hair situation. But since she’d started this little gas station chat, she needed to end it. “You’d appreciate the benefits of better mileage if you didn’t drive that beast of an SUV.” Why had she said that? She happened to like the Bronco, even if she didn’t happen to like the driver of this one.

“Maybe if I didn’t have to carry more than, say, a loaf of bread, I’d think about getting a toy car like yours.” What the hell was he doing? Arguing with a stranger at a gas station? And a strikingly stunning one, with her long blonde hair and flowered dress blowing in the breeze. And bare feet. Why was she standing on concrete in bare feet?

This guy was unbelievable. He wasn’t even letting her have the last word. Grabbing her receipt from the pump, she jumped in her car and opened her driver’s window, then she carefully pulled around him and his Bronco. “You have a lovely day, why don’t you.” Closing the window before he could respond, she pulled out of the lot, shaking her head. She already had a story to tell the girls and she hadn’t even reached Montague.

Booker watched the Mini merge into the traffic, shaking his head. So far his vacation was a hell of a good time. 
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EMMY LECTURED HERSELF about being nice to others during the rest of the short drive and she wrapped it up as she parked her “toy car” in the gigantic parking lot at the Montague Mountain Resort. She knew the lecture wasn’t going to help because none of her other lectures ever did. 

Was it a crime to speak up when she witnessed what she considered wrong doing? She decided she didn’t have time for this conversation right now. She was too busy gazing around at the grounds of the incredibly gorgeous resort. 

Not only the building, with its wood-framed three stories and wings that seemed to extend in three directions was gorgeous, but the show Mother Nature was putting on, between the blue, cloudless sky, the evergreen trees surrounding the luscious landscaping, the flowering shrubs clearly placed by someone who knew their designing, and the layers of surrounding mountains, Emmy couldn’t decide which part she loved the most. This was a hundred times better than sitting around in Applewood. 

Climbing out with her phone in hand, she took a few photos, turning in a new direction for each one, not wanting to miss a thing, until she heard the sound of squealing brakes nearby. 

Very nearby. 

Turning, she saw a red Bronco only inches away. Well, maybe feet away. But small feet.

And its top was down. 

Booker was thankful he’d been paying attention, despite being surrounded by scenery he didn’t see every day of the week. Damn, this place was beautiful. What wasn’t beautiful was almost taking the door off a white Mini Cooper because its owner had chosen to camp out in the vacant space next to her car. 

On one hand he was surprised, but on the other, not at all. If this girl, whose driving skills were dangerously deficient, was here to be matched up, he hoped like hell it wasn’t with him. 

The two of them were like pins and balloons. 

Bare feet and Legos. 

Poison ivy and skin. 

If there had been more spaces in the lot, he could have reversed and found another, immediately increasing his enjoyment of Montague by a hundred percent. But there weren’t any available spaces. So he’d deal with what he had. Putting the Bronco in Park in the middle of the row, he stepped out to better get his point across. “Does your toy car really need two spaces? I would have thought you could share a space with that Harley over there.”

Wasn’t the man witty? What in the heckity-heck was he even doing here? Emmy couldn’t believe he was actually going to be matched up with some poor woman, but what she could believe was he needed professional help to find someone. 

She decided not to think about the fact she also needed help. Glaring at him, she made a show of closing her door, then walked around to the passenger side where she’d be well out of his way, so the Bronco could glide into the space beside her. 

He was not going to ruin her vacation. 

Absolutely not. 
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