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      Alone and suddenly single, Teagan Tate's visit to Martha’s Vineyard for a previously planned couples weekend leaves her feeling more of a third wheel.  And when the last ferry off the island is cancelled, she finds herself stranded in the middle of a nor’easter. Will the magic of Blythe Cove Manor and the kindness of two strangers help her find a new and happier life path?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      Teagan Tate sat in the back of the beat-up mini-van, watching snowflakes fly past her window.

      “Looks like the weather’s gettin’ worse,” said the driver who’d introduced himself as Ed.

      It had been a quiet post-St. Patrick’s Day weekend at Blythe Cove Manor on the island of Martha’s Vineyard off the coast of Massachusetts. The B&B usually wasn’t open during the first four months of the year but welcomed guests around some lesser winter holidays.

      Teagan had been the fifth wheel between two other couples—her two besties from college and their husbands. The reservation had been made months before—before she and Jack had broken up right after New Year’s because he’d decided their relationship was “too confining.” Yeah, and he’d moved out of their apartment and in with another woman, someone he’d met at work—who was skinny, blonde, and spoke with the vocabulary of an eight-year-old.

      Meow.

      Teagan’s besties, Kathryn and Lindy, had assured her she wouldn’t feel at all uncomfortable during the getaway, but that hadn’t been the case. Teagan just didn’t feel like laughing and drinking too much wine during what had been billed as a couple’s weekend. Instead, she’d spent way-too-many hours alone in her pretty room, working late into the night on her laptop on a project for work. She’d score points by delivering it early, and what else was there to do since there was no TV in any of the guest rooms. Because she’d stayed up so late, she’d overslept and missed the early ferry that had whisked her friends away, which was why she was alone on that stormy Sunday afternoon.

      “I’m supposed to pick up someone at the ferry. Hope he’s up for the storm,” Ed said.

      Storm, schmorm. What was a little snow and wind? Okay, it meant the ocean would be turbulent. But then, it hadn’t exactly been placid when Teagan had stepped onboard the ferry at Woods Hole two days before. Teagan was sure she could handle it. After all, what choice did she have? She had a bus to catch to get home to Connecticut to be at her job by eight the next morning.

      Visibility wasn’t good as the van traveled along the coast road and Ed slowed down on the parts that had already flooded. They were practically on top of the harbor before Teagan realized where they were. Through the heavy mist, she could see the big white lumbering ferry approach the dock and decided that March on the island wasn’t the optimum time to visit. Maybe she’d make a return visit during the summer when the weather was fair, the trees were in leaf, and the fabulous gardens had all come back to life. But then, she wasn’t sure she wanted to return alone. With Jack out of the picture.…

      The van pulled to a halt. “Uh-oh,” Ed said.

      “What’s wrong?” Teagan asked.

      He pointed to a flashing sign: service canceled due to weather.

      “Oh no! I’m supposed to be back at work tomorrow morning,” Teagan wailed.

      “Sorry, lady, but it doesn’t look like you’re going to make it.”

      “What’ll I do?”

      “Like I said, I’ve got a reservation for someone coming in off that ferry. He’s heading to Blythe Cove Manor. As this is offseason, I’m sure Ms. Calvert can put you up for a few more days until the storm passes and the ferries start running again.”

      “Yeah, but how am I going to pay for it?”

      Ed merely shrugged.

      Since Jack had left, and Teagan was paying the full cost of renting the apartment, it had stretched her budget to come to the island for the ill-fated weekend. What would it cost for her to stay at the Manor until she could escape and return home?

      The windshield wipers whipped back and forth at a furious pace as the sleet seemed to grow in intensity. Ed tuned the van’s radio to a local station, and they listened to the dour forecast as they waited for the ferry to dock.

      Soon, several cars rolled off the big white ship, and they waited just a little longer until a few men and women, hunched against the elements, walked off the vessel, one of them—a man carrying a duffle and a small case—headed toward the van. Ed touched a button on his door’s armrest to roll the driver’s window down a few inches.

      “You going to Blythe Cove Manor?” the man asked.

      “Yeah.” Ed got out and grabbed the guy’s luggage. “Hop in.” He walked around to the back of the van, letting in a great draft of icy air, placed the items next to Teagan’s case, while the newcomer climbed in the front passenger seat.

      The man turned to look at Teagan. “Hey, I didn’t see you on the ferry. Are you’re going to Blythe Cove Manor, too?”

      “I was supposed to be leaving the island … until I saw the sign that the ferry service was calling it quits because of the storm,” Teagan groused.

      “Let me tell you, if I had a weak stomach, I’d have been puking my guts up after that wild ride.”

      “More information than I need to know,” Teagan said sullenly.

      “Sorry. I’m Adam Santos,” he said by way of introduction.

      “Teagan Tate. What brings you to Martha’s Vineyard at this time of year?”

      “Work.”

      Yeah—and now there was no way Teagan would make it to her place of employment the next morning.

      Ed climbed back into the driver’s seat, backed up the van, turned around, and off they went in the direction of Blythe Cove Manor.

      “So was the journey across the sound an adventure?” Ed asked Adam with keen interest.

      “More than a few people ran for the john for a barf-fest.”

      “Do we have to talk about vomit?” Teagan asked with disdain.

      “I’m just saying how it was,” Adam explained. “A couple of hysterical ladies seemed to think we might sink and drown before we reached the island.”

      “Not likely,” Ed said offhandedly. “Those boats are as safe as a baby buggy but now we’ll likely be cut off from the mainland for a few days. It’s nothing we islanders can’t handle.”

      Sure, that was easy for him to say—his job was here on the currently saturated hunk of rock and dirt. He could hunker down at home and not worry about his livelihood. Then again, his livelihood depended on people coming onto the Vineyard and carting them around. Maybe he had another job—or was retired—and taxi driving was just supplemental to his regular income.

      Teagan looked out at the bleak, gray landscape and resisted the urge to cry. The entire weekend had been a bust. She should have forfeited the cancelation fee and just stayed home. And yet, despite the drawbacks, she had enjoyed her stay at Blythe Cove Manor, even with the shortcomings of spending so much time alone. Her room had exuded a feeling of calm and acceptance. The public rooms felt warm and inviting, and the breakfasts had been hearty. The whole atmosphere reminded her of her childhood home where she’d felt valued and safe. Adulthood hadn’t treated her as kindly.

      But even home wasn’t home anymore. Her siblings had scattered across the country, and her parents had followed her older brother to the Pacific Northwest. Because of that, she’d followed her college boyfriend back to Connecticut and far from her Arizona roots.

      It snowed in the desert and was often just as cold as the northeast, but not relentlessly. Not for months and months on end. The weather in the southwest didn’t wear down your soul in the early part of the year, although Teagan had to admit experiencing the changing of the seasons—the vibrancy of spring, the sultry summer days, and crisp fall evenings had come as a pleasant surprise. But even after six years in the Northeast, the winters seemed endless, bringing with them a sense of hopelessness. The dreary landscape around her was yet another reminder of that despair.

      “What do you think, Teagan?” Adam asked.

      Teagan shook the cobwebs from her mind. “Sorry. I was lost in thought. I haven’t been following the conversation.”

      “That, because of the storm, the next few days could be an adventure.”

      Being stuck inside during a weather emergency when she could have been safe at home … in her lonely apartment.

      “If you say so,” she said wearily.

      “And here we are,” Ed said as the van pulled up the snow-covered, rutted drive that led to Blythe Cove Manor.

      “Have you been here before?” Teagan asked Adam.

      “No, but it was recommended to me by a
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