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      N.N. Light’s BookHeaven

      5+ stars

      The writing can be summed up in three words: intoxicating, emotional and irresistible

      Forever in a Moment is a wonderful story about falling in love and figuring out what you want out of life. It’s also a new take on the city versus small town trope. From the first page, I instantly connected with Sam. Her fiancé broke it off with her to go back to an old flame and while the rejection is hard for Sam, he did her a favor. He forced her to take a hard look at herself and what she wants out of life.

      The romance between Sam and Jed is swift yet realistic. The attraction is instant yet there’s still obstacles between them. As they get to know one another, past hurts reveal themselves. Sure, Sam pushes Jed away but instead of pushing back, Jed continues to care for her. There’s plenty of swoon-worthy scenes as they work through their issues.

      The writing can be summed up in three words: intoxicating, emotional and irresistible. Once I started reading, I couldn’t stop. I ended up reading it all in one sitting.

      Favorite Character/Quote: He plows a hand through his hair then captures my gaze with his and I can’t look away. “What’s happening is us. We’re happening. This is our beginning. You and me together. I’d started to think it would never happen. But it did. When I saw you that first night...I knew. And you did too.”
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        Kathryn Cottrell, Wild Women Reviews

        5 stars

        Laugh Out Loud

      

      

      Beautiful setting; unique plot line; terrific characters. Author's sense of humor stands out, making the reader laugh out loud.
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      Long and Short Reviews

      5 Stars and Book of the Month Winner

      I’m the lucky reviewer to have read Forever in a Moment, and can I say “Wow!” I’m so sad it’s over.

      The hero, Jed, was “all that” and more. I loved the quick start that just kept on flowing like the snow falling in the snow storms described in the story.

      It wasn’t your typical busy city woman falling for a country farm boy with the conflict of will she stay in the country or will he follow her to the city because it wasn’t a typical farm setting. The setting was remarkable yet indescribable. You’ll need to read the book for yourself.

      As far as the relationship between Sam and Jed, it was quite entertaining. She’s a proud successful Italian city woman and Jed is a well-loved small town citizen. The writing style contained humor, chemistry and honesty between the couple which made them relatable and lovable.

      There was an epilogue which I always appreciate when I’m reading a romance. It’s like getting dessert after eating a delicious meal.

      I don’t have any reservations about recommending this book at all.
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      This story is for anyone who’s ever been shoved out of their comfort zone. Don’t worry. You got this.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        “Leap and the net will appear.”

        Jason Mraz

      

      

      

      “When life hands you lemons…make lasagna?” Samantha DeMartino
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      A stormy encounter…

      Samantha DeMartino’s Christmas wedding is two weeks away when her fiancé calls the whole thing off.

      Word on the street: his cold feet are being heated by an old flame. With her well-ordered world in complete disarray, Samantha’s friends convince her to go on her honeymoon—alone. A week at a charming Vermont inn away from the city and her demanding corporate career could be just what she needs to figure out her next steps.

      Between his twenty-four seven work schedule on his family’s dairy farm and teaching tourists to ski, Jed Armstrong’s too busy to think about how lonely he is…until Sam sings her way into his life during a Christmas blizzard. Now he has to figure out a way to convince her to stay.

      Can a vivacious city woman find forever with a grumpy farmer?

      Will her secret keep her from trying?
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      Honeymoon for One

      

      How did I, Samantha DeMartino, end up driving a rental car in a snowstorm on my way to a tiny town in Vermont on a honeymoon for one?

      I’ll tell you but keep your comments to yourself until the end. Let’s just say…it’s not pretty.

      That Friday started out like any other day. And by any other day I mean every other day. You can set your watch by my schedule. No, actually you could run NASA by my schedule it’s that freakin’ predictable.

      Five a.m. alarm, set so I can snooze till five-fifteen, workout, shower, protein shake. Select another just this side of staid outfit from a closet full of ‘yes, I am a curvy woman and yes, you must take me seriously’ wardrobe choices.

      Since I spend the entire day stuck in my tiny office, in theory I could wear daisy dukes and a crop top but parental decree dictates otherwise. Ten hours a day, every day, I’m poring over the federal, state and city tax code and rulings along with writing the occasional memorandum of law. I don’t meet with clients. I’m a junior lawyer in a tax firm. Even my desktop finds me so boring it yawns and shuts down on a regular basis.

      I walk the one mile from my shoebox of an apartment on the lower west side to the office, Uber if it’s raining because—my hair. It’s long, thick and wavy and no amount of clever angle cuts can prevent it from blowing up into cartoon hair at the slightest hint of humidity or precipitation.

      Then I greet Dad, sometimes Mom at the door of their adjoining lower Park Avenue offices at eight. We’re always the first ones there. Naomi and Jeremy, who share our receptionist and assistant duties, show up closer to ten am.

      Then I sink into regs, opinions and precedent, like it’s my job, because it is. I don’t pick up my head till my yogurt and apple lunch at exactly twelve noon, unless it’s to answer a query one of my parents pose about a client.

      My mom, Lina LoRusso DeMartino is an accountant and dad, Sam Sr. is a lawyer. Dad and I are DeMartino, LLP. In the adjoining office space is LoRusso Accountants. The accountants are my Mom and my fiancé Ben Talese.

      I mean ex-fiancé. You’ll excuse me because habits are tough to break, especially, I’m realizing, for me, and I’ve been calling Ben my fiancé for almost three years. I’m such a creature of habit you can tell what day it is by the color of my shoes. Friday’s are red, which is, I hope, self-explanatory.

      But back to that Friday.

      It wasn’t just any Friday. And yet like every Friday since even before we got engaged, Ben and I would have dinner together. At six o’clock if it was a working dinner with take out in our shared conference room or six-thirty if we went out to our usual place, the Park Avenue Bistro.

      But it wasn’t just any Friday for a number of reasons.

      First, it was two weeks before our wedding. Second, it was two weeks before Christmas. Third, I had some news to give Ben and fourth, it turns out Ben had some news to give me.

      Ben suggested, no, he insisted, we go to the Park Avenue Bistro and in retrospect it made sense. We were such a sensible couple. If he was going to break up with me two weeks before our wedding, he was going to do it in a public place where the legendary DeMartino temper, seldom seen but feared all the more because of its elusive quality, could not be unleashed.

      Or so he thought.

      “Oh, Sam, you didn’t...”

      There’s shock and awe in Tracy’s voice and I don’t mind saying that if I have to tell my girlfriends the sad and sorry tale of being dumped two weeks before my wedding, I’m glad there’re some moments I can look back on with a smile. Make that a smirk.

      “I did. I guess those tone up workouts really jacked my arms because I lifted that table like it was an empty pizza box.”

      “And then what happened?” That’s Beth, she’s a New York City schoolteacher, idealistic and tough as nails.

      “He brushed himself off but I’m guessing he took a hefty burger and fries scent home with him to the lovely Krystal. Along with my ring.”

      “You gave back the ring?” Tracey and Beth shriek at the same time.

      Other diners in the Murray Hill tavern we chose as our impromptu girls’ night out spot barely look in our direction but Tracey and Beth are appalled.

      Tracy is an event planner and always has the Emily Post etiquette angle on everything. Beth has been my righteous protector ever since our middle school’s mean girl squad made fun of the embarrassing, too early, beginnings of my centerfold figure.

      “Seriously? Why would I want it?”

      “Because it’s almost two carats?” They’re both flabbergasted.

      “No.” I shake my head. “I was up all night trying to figure out how it all went south and I decided I was as much at fault as he is. He can keep the ring, give it to Krystal, I don’t care. I don’t need the reminder of a lesson learned.”

      “You’re not the one who cheated...”

      “No, no I don’t mean it like that. And he didn’t cheat right away. According to him, when Krystal first came back to New York, they just met to catch up, you know two college friends, blah, blah, blah.”

      “Two college friends who were inseparable all through college.” Tracey sips the last drop of her extra lime, extra salt, double tequila margarita before pursing her lips in disapproval.

      “Yeah, and after eight years apart, he still had feelings for her.” My voice droops against my will into a half whine.

      “He should’ve told you right away.” That’s Beth.

      I nod and search for an upbeat tone in the depths of my wine glass. I raise my head and flip my work appropriate ponytail back over my shoulder.

      “He should have. He shouldn’t’ve waited and it kills me because I know exactly why he waited. My mom planned to give him a stake in the accounting firm when we married. He waited because he had to decide if marrying me and getting equity in the firm was worth giving up Krystal. And yeah, he’s going to take her, not me. Not even half interest in the firm could tempt him to stay.”  Depressed doesn’t begin to describe the current state of my emotions.

      “It still sounds like you’re defending him.”

      Tracey motions to the waitress for another round and my wine glass is quickly refilled with a buttery, winter Chardonnay.

      “Sure you don’t want something stronger?” That’s Beth, who chugs another mouthful of her beer every time I say Ben or Krystal’s name.

      “No,” I say.

      Old habits again. I can’t remember the last time I had anything more alcoholically caloric than white wine. I owe my curves to pasta and cheese. Although I usually limit myself to one glass of wine, two at the most and only on a Friday or girls’ night out. But you know, tonight’s different. It isn’t every day a woman gets dumped two weeks before her wedding.

      “I’m not defending him. I cared for him and he hurt me. But the shock of this got me thinking. What if we both had a lucky escape from each other? We were in a rut and if he hadn’t met Krystal again, if we married, would we have been happy? Was he marrying me for a piece of the accounting firm? Was I marrying him because he was there, reasonably attractive and I’m thirty years old? I’m thirty freakin’ years old and I haven’t had a date since college.”

      In law school it was study, study, study, then celebrate with post-exam boozy brunches. After that I segued right into my dad’s firm.

      “So last night I got to thinking. Being dumped sucks but you know what’s really horrible? Ben isn’t my soul mate. Not even close. And I went along—with all of it.”

      I take another restorative sip of wine and lay out the conclusion I reached in the wee hours.

      “I kept my head down and worked and accepted all the things I thought I should want. What if the guy I was meant to meet, what if my soul mate walked past me on the street one day? Pick any day, any street and any year and you know what? It doesn’t matter because I wouldn’t’ve seen him. I could never have seen him because I’m always so busy, with my head down, sticking to my damn schedule.”

      Slightly embarrassed by my drunken outburst, I look down at my Saturday shoes, basic black stilettos I switch out for boots when the weather goes haywire.

      “Okay. I get what you’re saying. But it’s damned gutless of him to wait until now.”

      Tracey is so agitated on my behalf she’s almost levitating, her Georgia voice pitching higher in its indignation, and if that wasn’t a dead giveaway she said ‘damned’ and you know she never cusses. Before tonight, she would’ve uttered a snarky bless his heart.

      “Don’t I know it. I have a gorgeous wedding dress I’ll never wear that cost me a month’s salary. I booked a honeymoon week in an adorably remote spot in Vermont that I need to cancel. On top of that I’m exhausted from pushing to finish all my year-end work. Not to mention, I haven’t even told my parents yet. Then there’s the wedding luncheon at the Boathouse. We’ll have to get in touch with everyone. We’ve got relatives coming in from New Jersey.”

      I say the last sentence on a wail before I slump back in my seat. Without speaking Tracey motions us to stand and we weave our way over to the bar. Our paninis are finished and all we want to do now is snark on Ben and drink.

      “First things first,” Tracey says.

      That’s Tracey’s event planner voice. She drums her red lacquered nails on the glossy mahogany bar.

      “Ben paid for the honeymoon, didn’t he?”

      “He did.” I nod.

      “So one problem solved. You’re going on that honeymoon.”

      “I’m hardly in the ...”

      Beth raises her hand in front of me, teacher style, and I shut up.

      Tracey continues. “You said yourself you’ve cleared the decks through the new year, you said you’re exhausted. If I know you, you have a pile of cute ski clothes already packed for this trip.”

      “Not a trip. It was our...”  I stumble over the word because I’m not part of an our anymore. And damn, I want to scream because I do have a closet full of stylish, useless ski clothes I’ll never wear because I don’t even know how to ski.

      “Finally, you said you and Ben were in a rut. Well, Sam, I hate to say it like this but Ben is out of his rut or should I say out rutting and you’re still stuck. Forget about your schedule, forget about work, forget about the reason for this trip. Just go.”

      At my nod, the bartender refills each of our particular poisons. When I’m still silent and sipping my wine, Tracey pipes up again.

      “C’mon, girl, Ben paid for that trip and you will go if I have to kidnap you.”

      That gets a choked chuckle from me.

      “Ha, Tracey, you pipsqueak, you couldn’t kidnap a fly much less me. I am so toned right now I could bench press you.”

      But, she’s right. I could use the break. I could use being around people I don’t know, who don’t know me or the mess of my life right now. I could use a little R & R in a remote spot. Tracey hit the nail on the head. Ben is out of his rut alright and rutting his one true love.

      I press my trembling lips together because I cried all last night and I’m not gonna let myself start again. I jerk my chin up and down and drum my palms once on top of the bar. “That’s it. You’re right. I’m going to go.”

      “There’s the Samantha I know and love,” says Tracey.

      “That’s the Samantha I’ve missed.” Beth adds.
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      Have yourself a merry little Christmas

      
      Christmas was always my favorite holiday even though as a family we’ve always had to be ruthlessly efficient to celebrate with year-end legal and tax deadlines taking some of the spontaneity out of the season.

      But those deadlines are our bread and butter and it has never been different in my memory.

      Still, Christmas is a big deal in my family so we squeeze in the time to bake and prepare on several weekends before we cook the traditional Italian seven fishes dinner on Christmas Eve. Even Dad does his share. The fact that my wedding was planned for Christmas Eve eve only added to our family’s excited anticipation. I wonder if from now on I’ll always associate Christmas with the worst moments in my life.

      As is our custom, I show up Monday evening at my parents’ place to help with the baking. Mom bakes cookies and gifts them to far flung relatives and over the years I’ve learned all of her recipes. But tonight I can’t lose myself in flour and a rolling pin. Tonight I have to tell them about Ben.

      Telling them my other medical news will be even harder and I wonder again how is it possible that all of this is happening at the same moment? Tracey is right, though. I’m so ready for a break and I’m glad to have an escape like the Vermont trip to look forward to on Christmas Day. Am I running away from my problems? Maybe.

      Do I care? Nope.

      When I get to their pre-war apartment on the upper west side, Mom is already out of her business suit, her body sleek in athleisure-wear. In middle school it became apparent I inherited my abbondanza figure from dad’s side. Currently mom and I look more like cousins than mother and daughter. Mom’s dark hair is pulled back in a smooth chignon in preparation for an evening in the kitchen. Andrea Bocelli is mid-Ave Maria aria and the apartment smells like almond paste and lemon zest. Dad’s casual wear is Mom’s mirror image and he’s actually tying an apron around his toned middle when I arrive.

      My hearts sinks because I’m about to mess up their evening so I take a sustaining breath and dive right into my prepared speech.

      When I finish telling them about Ben, their mouths are gaping open. I pin a big smile on my face because I have to play this right. No way can I show my pain because Ben isn’t only a future son-in-law to them, he was a work colleague and a future partner in the accounting firm. They’re gonna take this news hard. I’ve even taken the liberty of going on LinkedIn and making a list of accountant contacts for them to pursue while I’m gone because obviously Ben will have to be replaced pronto.

      Dad is shocked into a rare silence before he lets out an “Oh, Sammy, baby” and I know the twin feelings of wanting his comfort and hating his pity. Then he starts muttering darkly about teaching Ben a lesson he’ll never forget.

      “No Dad,” I say. “I just want to forget him.” There’s sadness overlaid with the anger in his dark eyes and I turn away because I can’t take any more sympathy.

      Mom pulls me in for a tight hug then smoothes stray tendrils of my dark hair off my forehead. She assures me she’ll get Naomi to help her inform the wedding guests about the ‘change of plans’, good euphemism, Mom, and that I shouldn’t worry about anything. Then she looks straight into my tear glazed green eyes and asks. “So will Ben continue to work for us or will he resign?”

      “Really, Mom?” I sputter. Really?

      I’m stunned and I cover the quaver in my voice with righteous indignation. Honestly, I didn’t think after all that happened in the last few days, anything had the power to surprise me. But there you go. I know Mom loves me. But she’s so damned practical and so relentlessly methodical.

      “He’ll resign,” I say in a decisive, this is not up for further discussion voice. “I asked him to.” I think he got that message when I dumped his dinner in his lap. “And I’ll tell you something else. I’m still
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