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Bobbi Radcliffe looked up from her computer as a dewy-eyed couple approached her. “We want to go rock climbing,” the man told her. “We’re on our honeymoon!”

“I can definitely help you with that, Mr. and Mrs...”

“Stanton.”

“Are you staying with us here at Valley View Hotel?”

“We are,” Mr. Stanton told her. “We met rock climbing in a gym, and we thought it would be the best way to spend our honeymoon. We were told there are some good places to go in Logan Canyon. Do you know where I mean?”

Bobbi nodded, smiling at the couple. “Are you experienced enough that you simply need a map, or do you need me to find a guide to take you?”

Mr. Stanton glanced at his wife. “Do you have a preference?”

“This is my first time climbing outside a gym, so I would feel better if we had a guide.” Mrs. Stanton looked as if she was excited to go, but also a little fearful.

“I have a guide I can call immediately. Do you have a preference of which day you go?” Bobbi had been through this scenario with different guests of the hotel a dozen times in the past month. 

“Tomorrow, if possible,” Mr. Stanton said. “We have to go home on Saturday.”

Bobbi nodded. It was Thursday, so they really only had one day to get their climbing in. She didn’t ask why they’d waited until so late in their stay. They were newlyweds, so she had some pretty good ideas of what they were doing. “I’ll call Sam immediately. He handles all the climbers.” She picked up the phone and made the arrangements, giving the couple a card. “I assume you saw the prices for guided climbs in our guide?”

Mr. Stanton nodded. “A little steep, but worth it.”

She pointed out the information they would need on the card. “You’ll meet Sam in the south parking lot at eight tomorrow morning. It’ll be a forty-five-minute drive into the canyon, where he’ll provide all the equipment you’ll need. The hotel will provide a lunch for the three of you. Sam usually eats in the truck but lets his climbers eat beside the Bear River.” She smiled sweetly. “I hope you find your climb enjoyable!”

“We will!” The couple wandered away holding hands. 

As Bobbi watched them go, she thought about how much she wished she knew how to find someone. She was always busy, though, and never seemed to have any time for romance or even a first date.

Another young couple approached, and Bobbi wondered why the honeymooners were coming out of the woodwork. Instead of asking, she plastered on a smile. “How can I help you today?”

“We want somewhere nice to eat. Can you recommend a good restaurant? And no chains,” the woman said. “We prefer not to eat somewhere we can eat at home.”

“Where are you from?” Bobbi asked. Knowing what part of the country they came from helped her decide where to send people. You did not send someone from Texas to a Mexican food place, because Texans hated Utah Mexican food. 

“We’re on our honeymoon,” was the answer from the young woman. “From New Jersey.”

“Lots of honeymooners here this week,” Bobbi said with a smile. “Do you have a favorite cuisine?”

“I wonder if Dr. Lachele is upping the number of honeymooners in this country!” the woman said. “I don’t think we care. Something local.”

“I would recommend the Black Bear Diner then.” Bobbi pushed a brochure across the counter with the menu of the Black Bear and directions. “May I ask who Dr. Lachele is?”

The woman laughed softly. “She’s this woman who introduces people at the altar. She seems a little batty, with her purple curls and all, but then she finds you the perfect person. Right, Andy?”

Andy nodded. “I think she’s a witch or something.”

“More like a fairy godmother!” They both laughed. “Her business is called Matchrimony, and it’s based in New York, but she’ll match you with someone across the country or someone right there in your town. It takes a whole day of psychological testing, which can be brutal, but she made the whole process fun. I met Andy at the altar three months ago, but we had to delay our honeymoon.”

“Matchrimony?” The wheels in Bobbi’s head were turning quickly. She loved the idea of just walking down the aisle to a man who was right for her. What could be better?

The woman nodded. “Trust me. Call Dr. Lachele.”

Bobbi watched as the couple left the hotel and saw it was time for her break. Good. She had a phone call to make.
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TWO MONTHS LATER, BOBBI waited in the back of a small church in Logan, Utah. Her parents were looking at her like she’d lost her mind, but her best friend, Gloria, was right there with her. Gloria and her husband Jerry had built the Valley View Inn and had run it for over twenty years. Bobbi had worked for them for the past five years, and they had become like family to her.

“Are you sure you want to go through with this?” Mom asked. “What if the man is...well, what if he’s odd?”

Bobbi laughed. “Is there a person alive today who isn’t odd? I’ll take an odd man over a boring one any day.”

Her father frowned. “What if he’s abusive?”

“Then I still have my parents who will let me move back home in an instant.” Bobbi was the youngest of five kids, and she’d always lived at home, going to Utah State University there in Logan. Her parents had never stopped treating her as the baby of the family.

“Well, of course you could come home!” Mom sighed. “I guess you can do what you need to do. It just worries me.”

The door opened and a woman with purple hair rushed in, grabbing Bobbi in a hug. “I needed that boobie bump! Are these your parents?”

Bobbi nodded, smiling at the look of shock on her father’s face. “They are. Dr. Lachele, these are my parents, George and Georgette Radcliffe.” Then in a stage whisper, she added. “Don’t make fun of their names. They don’t like that.”

Bobbi’s mother glared at her. “Call me Georgie.”

“I love that name!” Dr. Lachele said, spreading her arms wide and pulling Georgie in for one of her famous boobie bumps. “It’s so good to meet you both.”

George folded his arms over his chest as if he was afraid he’d be treated to a boobie bump as well. “We’re worried about our daughter. Whose ridiculous idea was it for her to marry a man she’d never met?”

“Well, the initial idea of a business introducing people at the altar was mine, but she’s the one who contacted me and asked me to find love for her. I believe I’ve done just that.” Dr. Lachele shrugged. She was obviously used to people not liking her business model. It wouldn’t make sense for a lot of people, but it was just right for Bobbi.

Mom shook her head. “I worry that he’ll be abusive or something.”

Dr. Lachele smiled. “I understand your worry completely. I would feel the same if my daughter was marrying a man she’d never met. Does it help to realize that I’ve done a deep background check on both people before I ever think to introduce them? And I do an eight-hour psychological exam. I think I am careful enough that people don’t slip through the cracks. In the hundred and twenty-two marriages I’ve brokered since 2015, not a single couple has divorced and not a mass murderer in the bunch.”

“Well, that’s good to know.” George looked at Dr. Lachele as if she’d lost her mind. “Why would you think introducing people at the altar was a good idea anyway?” 

Dr. Lachele shrugged. “I’ve always been able to meet someone and know who they belonged with. Couples would meet, and there would be some little thing about the other person they found irritating and they’d call it off fast—both of them a little afraid of falling in love. They weren’t giving love a chance! Now that I’ve started my business, and I require people to sign a contract stating they will live together for a full year, I find that it always works out.”

“I’m sure it’s going to be great. I have no time for dating, and I get to skip that awkward phase of meeting someone,” Bobbi said quickly, trying to keep her parents from grilling Dr. Lachele.

Dr. Lachele laughed, a light tinkle that made Bobbi smile. “You don’t think it’s going to be awkward being married to a stranger? Oh, child. I thought you understood what you were doing better than that!”

Bobbi blushed and shrugged. “I do. I just know if I’m too awkward he can’t run away...at least not for a while.”

Her parents looked concerned as Dr. Lachele laughed at her words, and Bobbi decided it would all be fine. What could go wrong when you marry an absolute stranger?
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GARY GRANT STOOD AT the front of the church, waiting for everything to start. He wasn’t certain he was doing the right thing, but he wanted sons. And he wasn’t going to get them if he didn’t get married, so it had to be the right thing, didn’t it?

His friend and best man Liam leaned forward. “Stop being nervous. It’s all going to be fine.”

Liam had been Gary’s best friend since he’d moved to Logan two years before to open his restaurant. La Cocina was everything he’d been working for his entire life. He’d spent five long years in the Texas heat learning to cook Tex-Mex, and he felt that he had the best Mexican restaurant in all of Logan, if not all of Utah.

Liam was his neighbor, a firefighter, and they often spent their days off together. Not that Gary took a lot of days off. He was too busy making certain his restaurant always operated at peak condition. In fact, he was more nervous about leaving his restaurant for two weeks than he was about marrying a stranger. 

“You’re still going to check in on the restaurant every day?” Gary asked his friend.

Liam shook his head. “You act like that restaurant is a small child being left alone for the first time ever. I’ll be there for lunch every day, and I’ll pop in for supper at least once. Does that make you feel better?”

“It does. And that restaurant is my baby!”

And then music started playing. It was a soft tune that Gary didn’t recognize, but he had to give his bride props for not going with the wedding march. That thing was way overdone.

A woman who had to be a good twenty years older than he was carried a bouquet of flowers down the aisle and took her place across from him and Liam. Gary hoped that her age wasn’t indicative of his future wife’s. She had to be too old for kids. What had he gotten himself into?

And then a young woman, close to his own age, began walking toward him in a white dress, clutching a bouquet of flowers. He couldn’t see her features well from so far away, but as she grew closer, he studied her. Yes, she was much better than the first woman. 

When the man walking her down the aisle stopped at the front of the church and put her hand in his, Gary clutched hers as if it were a lifeline. He had no time to form an opinion of her because the preacher started talking.

“Dearly beloved...”

Gary’s mind wasn’t on the wedding service. Instead, he kept looking over at the pretty girl beside him, trying to figure out why she’d marry a stranger. It was hard enough for a man to marry a woman he’d never met, but for a woman to marry a man she’d never even seen? That had to be so much harder. She was a tiny little thing, and she could easily be overpowered by him. He wouldn’t do anything to her, of course, but she had no way of knowing that.

He had to be prompted to say his vows, and he felt a little silly, but he had been so lost in thought looking at her. He couldn’t wait to be alone with her so they could talk.

When the preacher told Gary he could kiss the bride, he looked at her for a moment before lowering his head and brushing his lips gently across her cheek. He didn’t want their first kiss to be in front of people. No, he was going to make his marriage work, and to him that meant a first kiss that was both private and special.

She stared up at him, her eyes confused. 

He smiled, bringing her hand to his lips and kissing the back of it. He needed her to know he wasn’t rejecting her.

As soon as the ceremony was over, he pulled her toward the back of the church and opened the first door he found back there. “I didn’t want to kiss you for the first time in front of a crowd of people. I wanted our first kiss to be special.”

Her eyes lit up, and she smiled. “That makes a lot of sense. Your name is Gary, right?” The ceremony had been quick, and she wasn’t sure if she had even heard the preacher correctly. It was strange marrying a stranger.

He nodded. “And I didn’t catch yours at all.”

“It’s Roberta. Everyone calls me Bobbi.”

“It’s good to meet you, Bobbi.” He led her to a few chairs. “Sit with me, and we’ll talk a little!”

She nodded, before smoothing her dress under her to sit. “Tell me about yourself. What do you do, and why did you agree to marry in this insane way?”

Gary chuckled softly. “Well, I’m a chef. I’m the owner of La Cocina here in town.”

“I’ve sent people there, and they always rave about the food!” Bobbi told him.

“You’ve sent people to my restaurant, but you’ve never gone yourself?” he asked. That didn’t make sense to him at all.

“I’m a concierge. I rarely have time to go to dining establishments. Instead, I send people there and
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