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  CHAPTER ONE
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RILEY
Tonight was NOT the night to be bringing in subs. The LA Kings didn’t bring up players from the farm team during the playoffs, and we sure as hell didn’t need to be bringing in noobs on a night like tonight. 
I pulled the worn brass door handle of The Old Emerald Pub in downtown Seattle and stood aside so Greg could walk through ahead of me “So if you don’t know what she looks like or what she does for work, can you at least tell me if she’s any good at trivia? You do know this is like the World Series for me. Game seven, Kings vs Rangers. The eighteenth hole, two below par.” 
Greg snorted, lifted his chin in greeting to the hostess and headed toward an open four-top table in the dimly lit underground pub. “I don’t think Emily would have invited her if she wasn’t good at trivia. She knows how important this match is to us.”
I took a seat, facing the stage. I needed to get into the zone. 
Pub trivia night was no joke. I took this shit seriously. 
Greg and I were undefeated all year with our teammates, two other doctors, Filip Renny and Will Colson, but they’d just accepted positions in Africa working for Doctors Without Borders, so now we were down two men. 
I had a hard time giving them shit for abandoning us since they were off fixing cleft pallets and vaccinating children in remote villages so they wouldn’t catch polio or some other horrible ailment. 
Didn’t mean I couldn’t—and didn’t—grumble their names in the privacy of my own mind. We’d been coming here since January, whenever we had Friday nights off (which we made sure was often) and in the last five and a half months had made a name for ourselves among the trivia crowd.
Normally, it wouldn’t have been a disaster to be down two teammates—Greg and I could hold our own—but we were going up against some guys from a pub across town who’d heard about our success and wanted to make things a little more interesting. A friendly bet of five hundred dollars and paying the winners’ booze tab hung in the balance. If Filip and Will had been here, it would have been like shooting fish in a barrel winning the trivia match, but down two men, I wasn’t nearly as confident. And not being confident in something unnerved me almost as much as the thought of losing to a bunch of lawyers from across town did. 
I wasn’t sure if I wanted to rack up my tab tonight—because if we won, the other team would have to pay for it—or if I wanted to play it cool and hope that if, on the off chance, we did lose, karma would have my back and not rob me blind.
“Blonde, brunette, redhead?” I shelled a peanut from the bowl on the table. “I know Emily, and this is more than just someone to come help us win trivia. This is a setup. She works with a shit-ton of guys. She could have invited any one of them, and yet she invited a chick.”
Greg was the picture of innocence and simply smiled. 
“Your sister is a meddler.” I popped the peanut into my mouth and chewed. The last thing I needed was some doe-eyed, hopeful woman looking to land a doctor and distracting me from winning this trivia night. “Do I look like I need help with the ladies? I mean, come on.”
Greg’s eyes rolled hard.
“That’s right, big sexy doctor man doesn’t need any help with the ladies,” a fake deep voice said behind us before the back of my head was swatted. “Damn, you’re full of yourself, Pretty Boy.” Emily took a seat between me and her twin brother. 
I glanced up at her, ready with a witty comeback, when my tongue doubled in size and searched for a way out of my mouth rather than focusing on forming words. 
Behind Emily, blue eyes blinked and a smile curled plump lips framed by freckles. Her face was covered in them. More than the beach had sand. Strawberry-blonde tendrils floated down around her heart-shaped face while the rest was pinned on the top of her head in some weird clip thing. 
“Riley, this is my friend Daisy. Daisy, this is my brother’s friend Riley. He’s an egotistical jackass, surgical resident who knows he looks like a baby-faced underwear model. He also has a penchant for cheap beer, expensive scotch, and he’s obnoxiously competitive when it comes to pub trivia.” Emily’s hand waved between Daisy and me. She caught the eye of a waitress and silently summoned her over before glancing back at me. “Does that about sum you up, Ry?”
“Don’t forget playboy,” Greg added with a cheesy smile.
My insides twisted. 
Emily pointed at her brother and nodded. “Right. And Pretty Boy, hence the why you call him that at the hospital. Pretty boy playboy.”
Yeah, I fucking hated the nickname Pretty Boy.
The twins needed to shut up and shut up now.
Daisy took a seat next to me, her expression amused but also wary. “Is everything Emily said true?”
I needed to find words. I needed to find good words. Smart words. I could do this. I was a surgeon at one of the best hospitals in the Pacific Northwest. I had good words in my head. Lots of them.  
But the words weren’t coming, and all I could come up with was a low, grunted, “Yeah.”
Oh, for fuck’s sake. 
Color bloomed in her cheeks, which only made the freckles stand out even more. “None of those are very good selling points. For a friend, a teammate or otherwise.”
Otherwise?
So this was a setup. I knew it. Emily was such a meddler. Greg was too, though, so I couldn’t rule out his steady hand having a finger or two in this night. 
I opened my mouth to respond, but like before, nothing came out. Her expectant gaze on me was so heavy, I thought I might crumple to the ground under the weight of it. 
“What can I get you to drink?” the waitress asked, sidling up to our table in all black, her pen poised on a pad of paper at the ready. The pub was filling up. The crowd combined with the music made it difficult to hear people. When trivia started, things would quiet down.
“A pint of Pabst Blue Ribbon,” I said before turning to Daisy, finally finding words again. “Only beer I drink. Keeps me humble.”
Emily and Greg rolled their matching baby blues. 
Daisy snorted, but the smile on her face was still there, along with the almost magical twinkle in her eyes, eyes a much darker blue than the twins’. “I’ll have a vodka soda with a wedge of lime, please. In a tall glass with extra ice.”
Emily ordered a rum and Coke, and Greg ordered a rye and tonic. We’d get food later, but for now we needed to talk strategy. 
I turned to Daisy, adopting my game face. “How good are you at trivia?”
She and Emily exchanged amused glances, their eyes dancing in a way that meant they were having a full-on conversation without actually saying a damn thing. 
Women were terrifyingly good at that. 
Finally, she peeled her gaze from Emily to me, though rather noncommittal, and continued to take in the rest of the pub. She shrugged. “I’m pretty good.”
I needed more than that. This game had a lot riding on it. “Yeah? Like how good?”
Her shoulder lifted again, and her head shook gently. “Like I loved Jeopardy growing up, still do. I’m pretty good at geography and pop culture. Know all the words to every Spice Girls song.”
Emily made a noise in her throat that made Daisy slide her a sideways glance and a half-smile.
She was not giving me confidence that we would win this. In the three years I’d been doing trivia night, not once had a question been about a Spice Girls song.
Was she deliberately playing coy? “What do you do for work?” I asked, continuing with the interview.
Please say astrophysicist or professor of economics. I’d even settle for hoarder and reader of out-of-date American history textbooks. 
I didn’t get the hoarder vibe from her though. She seemed like she tossed her takeout containers in the recycling and didn’t stack them on a shelf until they formed a leaning carboard tower just in case the craft bug bit her one day.
But then again, people had quirks and secrets about them that often came out of left field. Maybe she was a hoarder with pockets of rodents creating dens in her stacks of takeout containers. 
I also wasn’t trying to be an asshole here, even though Emily and Greg were both giving me looks that said I was being one. I just had a lot riding on this trivia match, and I needed to know we had winners at our table.
“I’m a matchmaker,” she said, sitting up straight in her chair so her breasts strained against the sleeveless white button-up cotton blouse she wore. I hadn’t paid much attention to what she was wearing when she walked in. Her face and smile knocked me off guard, and I’d been unable to focus on anything else, but now I could tell she had style and taste. Dark jeans, tight enough they could be painted on, black strappy sandals with a heel and that blouse that I was pretty sure harbored a red lacy bra underneath. 
I needed to get my eyes off her chest. 
Wait, did she just say she was a matchmaker? 
I groaned.
Oh Christ. 
“A matchmaker, you say?” Unable to keep the inflection or judgment from my tone. I’d never been the most tactful man. 
I had the ego fit for a surgeon, but people said I needed to work on my poker face. Fair enough. Nobody was perfect. 
“So what does that look like? You meet people, they pay you and you set them up on dates? Aren’t there free apps out there for that?” I regretted the snort at the back of my throat the moment it happened because Daisy’s eyes darkened and her brows narrowed. 
“Something like that,” she said, her tone harsh, reminding me of my mother when I’d pushed to stay up late one too many times as a kid, ultimately snapping the last of her nerves. 
“So is this like a side gig, or is the matchmaking business a profitable one?” 
The waitress returned with our drinks, and I immediately took a sip of my beer. Call me weird, but to me, there was nothing quite as refreshing or nostalgic as a good, cold pint of Pabst Blue Ribbon. It was what I drank all through college and med school. PBR got me through some tough times and helped me celebrate some epic ones. I couldn’t turn my back on it now that I had money. 
Glancing back at Daisy after setting my beer down on the table, I waited for her response. She hadn’t said anything since I asked her if she made good coin in her job. Was she trying to come up with some clever way of saying it wasn’t about the money; it was about helping people find true love?
When she set her glass back down, I heard the sound of ice cubes being chewed. I noticed a small birthmark on the back of her right hand just beneath her thumb. It was shaped like a perfect heart, about a nickel in size and so damn cute. “My latest algorithm is still in beta testing, but so far we’re seeing very good results. We doubled our gross income since last year, and I’ve hired on three more full-time employees. Projections for next year are triple of this year. I also own my condo and have already paid off my student loans. I do okay. What say you, doctor-man, still neck-deep in those med-school loans?” Her confident smile and lifted brow of challenge only drew out a big, genuine grin from me. 
I tossed my head back and laughed. “My apologies. I assumed there was no money in the matchmaking business, and I was wrong. How does a single guy like myself hire your company? Do you have a website? What’s the name of it?
“Daisy’s Chain Attraction.” She had a wall up around her now. She was on the defensive. 
Shit. 
Leaning forward, I planted my hands on the table. “So I just pay you money and then you start sending me women’s numbers?” 
To be honest, I’d never met a professional matchmaker before, and the fact that she made as much money as she said she did had me all the more curious to know how she found people their happily ever afters. 
Perhaps this wasn’t the setup I thought it was. Maybe meeting Daisy was a sign I needed to shut down my Huukup app profile and start looking for something real and with substance. Maybe I’d just found the person to help me do that. For a price, of course. 
Unless …
I dismissed that crazy thought before it had a chance to fully form in my mind. 
I was not here to be set up; I was here to fleece a bunch of attorneys out of their money, and now that we were down two of our regular teammates, I needed to get my head in the game even more. But a second glance at Daisy’s smile had me feeling a whole new kind of unease. I’d only had a sip of my beer, and already I felt lightheaded and like I’d just shotgunned a six-pack. 
Her voice had me mentally slapping myself to clear my head. “You pay me money, fill out a very extensive, very personal, almost invasive survey, and then we match you with women in our system. The men do not get numbers or profiles or even pictures of the women until the woman gives the green light. If the woman is interested, we set up the first meeting in a safe, public location, and we have an escape plan in place in case she feels unsafe and needs a way to end the date safely. We do this for every first date for every client.”
I let out a whistle. “That’s hands-on customer service right there.”
“It’s why I charge what I do. I take the happiness and safety of my clients very seriously. This isn’t a hookup app. It’s people seriously interested in investing the time and money to find someone they’re compatible with.”
“So what got you into that?” I had her talking again, which was good. Her responses remained frosty though. Her arms had crossed in front of her chest, and she was leaning back in her chair, almost glaring at me. 
“I have a master’s in psychology with a minor in statistics and an MBA. I have a killer team of computer techs working on my algorithm, as well as trained marriage and couples counselors helping me match my clients. The algorithm does most of it, but before we let the women know of their matches, the counselors preview their profiles to make sure there are no weird outliers that could result in incompatibility between the couples. I got into this because I’m good at reading people and setting people up. We have an eighty-four percent success rate. But I believe that with our updated algorithm, we could bring that rate up to eighty-six by this time next year.”
Jesus Christ. Now I felt like a real tool. She actually had her shit together.
“Could I take the survey?”
“That’ll be five hundred bucks,” she replied quickly.
My eyes widened. 
“Fifteen hundred if you’re a woman.”
Holy crap. I blew out a breath that rattled my lips, kind of like a horse. “Surely you know just from meeting someone their level—even just superficially—of compatibility with someone else, no?”
Crystal-blue eyes narrowed, and her face darkened. “What are you getting at?”
I shrugged, giving her another one of my smiles that made the hospital nurses blush. She appeared immune. “You and me. How would we score on your very extensive, very personal, almost invasive survey?”
Daisy wasn’t blushing. She also wasn’t smiling. Her level gaze and bored expression had the hair on my arms prickling up. But my pulse was racing. “I can confirm right here, right now, Doctor Smug, that you and I are one hundred percent, irrefutably, undeniably incompatible.”






  
  CHAPTER TWO
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RILEY 
“Incompatible?” My head snapped back. “One hundred percent? Irrefutably? Undeniably? That sounds pretty extreme, if you ask me. So extreme, I would think you’d need an algorithm to prove that. And what’s with the name calling? Doctor Smug? I resent that remark.”
“More like resemble it,” Greg chided. I shot him a dirty look.
Daisy’s eyes rolled. “You just asked me if I could judge based on a first encounter if people were compatible or not. And in this circumstance, I can.”
“But irrefutably? Undeniably? Like I said, that sounds extreme. I mean, you’re hot. I’m …”
Greg snorted. 
“You’re what?” Emily probed, her grin sassy as she tucked dark brown hair behind her ears. 
“I’m not a troll, I was going to say. I mean you just finished telling poor Daisy here that I’m a pretty boy. Unless that godawful nickname is ironic?”
The twins both scoffed and sipped their drinks. 
I ignored them and focused back on Daisy. “We’re also educated people. I minored in statistics as well, I’ll have you know. Love me some axioms of probability. We’re probably around the same age. I might be a few years older than you, but what’s age but a number really? I would like to get married and have a family someday. What say you?”
Her nod was barely discernible, but I saw it. 
I shrugged, sat back in my seat, cocked my ankle on my other knee and brought my cool pint of Pabst to my lips. “So we’re not irrefutably incompatible then.”
“I don’t need an algorithm to tell me that we wouldn’t come up as a match if we plugged our surveys into the computer. I don’t like arrogance, and you are arrogant.” She blew her strawberry-blonde bangs out of her eyes, fixing me with a stare that would have been intimidating if she wasn’t so damn adorable when she was mad. 
She looked like a kid pretending to be a pissed-off adult. But there was nothing kid about her—besides maybe her height. Was she even five feet? I couldn’t tell because I’d been sitting down when she arrived, but Emily seemed to tower over her when they showed up, and Emily wasn’t an Amazon. But pocket-size or not, Daisy was all woman. All sexy woman. She was slender but still had curves in all the right places, accentuating her femininity and sensuality. She was a tiny package but a big personality. 
And fuck if I didn’t like her immediately. 
Not ready to let this go, I shrugged. “Most doctors are arrogant. Though we prefer the term confident. Wouldn’t you like to know the person removing your appendix was confident in his ability to do the procedure?”
“Initiating eyeroll sequence,” she said with a glance at Emily. “The whole God mentality is rather off-putting. You save lives, bring people back from the brink, therefore you’re allowed to behave as if you’re superior to everyone else?”
I grinned. “Something like that. I mean, how many people do you know that can and have literally brought people back from death? Hmm?”
“Well, I don’t like arrogance, I don’t like cocky, and I don’t like people who think they are either a god themselves or God’s gift to women.”
“I never said I was God’s gift to women. Is that what you’ve heard?” She was fun to tease. The way color bloomed on her cheeks and then quickly traveled up into her hairline and down into her neck and chest, she would be a terrible poker player. I’d know instantly when she had a good hand, a bad hand or was bluffing her ass off. The woman was a glass house. She showed every emotion. And right now, even though she was pissed off, she was also aroused. The flare of her nostrils and dilated pupils told me that. 
“I’m trained in discerning certain personality traits. You didn’t have to tell me you were God’s gift to women for me to know you believe you are.”
“Assume, you mean. You’re assuming I think I’m God’s gift to women. And we alllll know what assuming does.” 

      [image: image-placeholder]DAISY
“The only ass here is you,” I scoffed, sitting back in my chair and giving him an only half-amused look over the rim of my glass before taking a sip. The vodka and club soda with lime was cool and refreshing across my tongue. 
I would be lying to myself if I said I wasn’t attracted to Riley, aka Doctor Smug. But much like a sunrise, I can say it’s nice to look at but still be annoyed by it peeking behind my blinds at five in the morning and waking me up. And Riley was definitely like a sunrise. Beautiful but really annoying. He was undoubtably somebody I’d groan and throw a pillow at if he woke me in the morning before I was ready to start the day.
“We should order food before the games begin. I can gorge myself on nachos and kick some ass at the same time. Women are excellent multitaskers.”
Emily grabbed a menu, unable to keep the smile that matched mine off her face. “That we are.”
I took a chance and glanced up at Riley from where I was studying the menu way too intensely. He hadn’t peeled his gaze from me. 
It burned. 
Hot. 
But there wasn’t anger in that intense brown. 
Nope. 
Not an ounce. 
The hot doctor was looking at me like I’d just said all the right things and he was already planning our honeymoon and diamond wedding anniversary.
The man on the stage tapped the mic a couple of times, and the music was turned off. “All right, ladies, gents, nonbinary, and gender-fluid peoples, are we ready for some trivia?” He brought his voice up to a near yell with the last word. 
It did the trick, though, and the crowd in the bar cheered. Riley’s fist shot into the air, and he whooped. 
“Now, I hear we have some side bets going on, and the competition has grown rather fierce between our reigning champions, Prescription to Win”—Riley and Greg both pumped the air and whooped again—“and the challengers from Hawk’s Pub across town, Law and Triumph.”
“They’re lawyers?” Emily asked with a mini cringe. 
Greg and Riley nodded, their expressions equally irritated. “Yeah, pretentious fuckers—and defense attorneys to boot.” Greg shuddered. “Those pricks help keep the bad guys out of prison.”
“After you’ve cut out the bullet and saved them on the operating table,” Emily teased. 
Greg gave his twin a dirty look. “We took an oath. Can’t choose who lives and who dies. Not our call.”
Emily held up her palms outward in surrender. “Whoops, looks like I hit a nerve, huh, little brother?”
Greg’s eyes rolled. “You’re older than me by five minutes.”
Emily stuck her tongue out at him and giggled, turning back to me. “Wanna split the mixed appetizer platter for two? Calamari, potato skins, nachos and chicken wings?”
That sounded deadly, delicious and like I’d need to spin an extra five miles on the stationary bike at the gym in the morning.
While Emily waved the waitress back over, I turned to Riley. He’d grown quiet over the last couple of minutes, and I wondered if it was because he was getting into the trivia zone or for some other reason. Based on the way he was looking at me, which sent my pulse racing and my body into full-on tingle mode, I would say he was quiet for another reason. 
“Did you guys really name yourselves Prescription to Win?” I asked, needing to break the tension growing between us at the table before it turned into something more than competitive, leaning toward sexual.
“I think it’s clever,” he said with a shrug. “It was my idea. Filip wanted Doctors Without Losses, but I thought that sounded like we were doctors who’ve never lost a patient, and that just isn’t true.” The sincerity and pain in his eyes hit me hard in the gut, and I found myself reaching out and resting my hand on his arm before I knew what I was doing. My body was doing a lot of reactions without consulting my brain tonight. That needed to stop. 
His eyes fell to my hand on his arm, and his lips curled into a smug smile I wanted to slap off his face.
“Prescription to Win isn’t so bad, I guess. Though it sounds more like you guys are pharmacists.” I removed my hand as if the hair on his arms had turned into electrical probes and given me a painful shock. “Since you’re surgeons, I would have gone with something like The Cutting Edge, Team Blood and Guts or The Clamp and Sponge Brigade.”
“Or how about Gloved and Loaded,” Emily suggested, joining the conversation after giving our order to the waitress. Greg was now doing the same. “Or Super Scrubs? Our half-marathon team for work was called Rangers of Motion.” That earned a snort from her brother. 
Unlike her brother, who was a surgeon like Riley, Emily was a physiotherapist—my physiotherapist—which was how we met. I’d been in a car accident a little over six months ago and started going to Emily for help with my neck pain. She fixed me up just right. Then we started going for runs together, and now I considered her one of my close friends. I was also working on finding her a boyfriend—in my spare time, of course, and not to her knowledge. Shhh.
“I think we’ll stick with Prescription to Win,” Riley said, ordering a burger from the waitress along with another beer. “We can still write prescriptions, and the name hasn’t wronged us yet.”
“All right, one member from each team please come up to the front, where my lovely assistant, Cash, will write down your team names and take your registration fee,” the guy with the handlebar mustache, bow tie and suspenders said into the mic. Why hadn’t I noticed his getup before now? He looked like the dictionary definition of a hipster.
Emily grabbed her purse and stood up. “Cash is hot. I’ll take care of this.” She glanced at me with a twinkle in her eye. “Try not to kill each other while I’m gone, okay?”
“No promises,” I called after her, watching the way Cash—a handsome specimen of a man with gray eyes, dark blond hair and muscles straining the seams of his T-shirt—watched her approach him. 
I might need to find my own way home tonight. Good thing it was a warm May evening and I only lived about six blocks away.
I glanced back at the remaining two people at our table, but only Riley was paying attention. Greg was chatting up a pretty redhead sitting beside us, the flirting between them as noticeable as the Great Wall of China is from space, but Riley was looking right at me. 
I squirmed in my seat under his scrutiny. 
Emily returned to the table, all smiles, and tossed a hotel reception bell into the center. “He’s a drummer, an artist, does mixed martial arts, and he’s a registered accountant,” she said, getting all swoony. “I think I’m in love.”
“Those four things don’t compute,” Riley said, finally peeling his gaze away from me. “Accountants are boring. That guy doesn’t look boring.”
“He’s an accountant for the Seahawks,” she clarified. 
“Damn,” Riley said. “Don’t dump him until I’ve been to at least one game in a box.”
“I have zero plans on dumping Cash. I’m already picking out our children’s names. Delilah Joy and Ashton Rogue.” 
“What if you have two girls or two boys?” Emily’s brother asked, not bothering to hide his sarcastic tone or the brow lift that went with it. 
“Delilah Joy and Miriam Hope or Ashton Rogue and Soren Danger.” My friend sipped her rum and Coke, her eyes across the room fixed on Cash. He winked, she winked, and color filled her cheeks. “Think you can find your own way home tonight, Daise?”
“I’ll be fine,” I said dryly. 
“Those are terrible names,” Greg murmured, taking a sip of his own drink. “Mom would have a fit if you named your kid Danger.”
“Mom’s taste in names is boring as fuck,” Emily said. “Emily Jane and Gregory Michael. Boooring! The only thing that makes us cool is our last name—Castle. But Cash’s last name is even cooler.”
“Is it actually Cool?” I asked. 
She shook her head. “No, but close. His name is Cash Wolfe.”
“Sounds like a porn star name,” Greg said blandly.
“You would know, since you’re always watching porn,” Emily shot back. “I’d probably hyphenate. Emily Jane Wolfe-Castle. How awesome does that sound?”
“Anyway,” Riley cut in with a throat clear, “as much as I love hearing the Castle twins bicker like schoolchildren on my only night off this week …”
“Kind of funny that he’s a money guy and his name is Cash,” Greg said, making googly fuck-me eyes at the redhead at the adjacent table. With a snort, he nudged his paramour. “Would be like you having the name Scarlet or Ruby.”
Her brows pinched. “My name is Ruby.”
“And what a lovely name it is,” Greg said quickly. “I’m Greg, I’m a doctor, and I think the ruby is my birthstone. It’s like we were destined to meet.” He held out his hand, and the long-lashed beauty smiled and took it. 
“July?” she asked with hope. 
“That’s right. July eighteenth. Gregory Michael Castle came into the world kicking, screaming and already awesome.”
Emily rolled her eyes, but Ruby seemed to be eating Greg’s charm right up. Leaning in, my friend turned to me. “Should we get shots before the games begin?”
I nodded eagerly. I could already see how this night was going to turn out. No matter who won, Riley or me, Emily’s attention was across the room on Cash, and Greg was determined to get into Ruby’s pants. That left me at the table with Doctor Smug, his chocolate-brown eyes, cocky smile and sexy smolder. 
Great!






  
  CHAPTER THREE
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DAISY
Ding.
Me: “Montevideo.”
Handlebar mustache man (also known as Trevor): “Correct! Point to Prescription to Win. Next question: What is the surgical term for having your gallbladder removed?”
What the heck kind of question was that?
Ding.
Riley: “Cholecystectomy. Performed one yesterday.” His toothy, cocky grin had me seeing red. 
Trevor: “Another point to Prescription to Win.”
I shot Doctor Smug a glare over the table. 
He lifted a shoulder. “We’re all on the same team. Don’t forget that.”
Trevor: “Next question: cheese curds, French fries and gravy is what Canadian—”
Ding.
Me: “POUTINE!”
Trevor: “Point to Prescription to Win.”
I stuck my tongue out at Riley. “I’m Canadian. If I didn’t answer, my ancestors would haunt me.”
He rolled his eyes. 
Trevor took a sip of his beer. “First break of the night, folks. Eat, drink and be merry. I’m going to grab a bite, and then we’ll reconvene in twenty minutes.” He hopped down off the stage, nodding and smiling to people as he headed toward the bar. 
“Not too bad,” Riley said, lifting his beer to his lips. “You know your useless facts.”
I lifted a shoulder and bit into a nacho chip from Emily’s and my platter. “Surprised? Threatened?”
His brows lifted. “Impressed is more like it.”
My shoulders slid back, and I pushed my chest forward slightly, allowing his praise to wash over me but not stick around. His eyes, however, landed directly on my breasts and didn’t wander until I cleared my throat.
With a smile, he pulled his stare from my chest and winked at me. “Care to make things a little more interesting?” Picking a French fry from his plate, he dipped it into a puddle of ketchup and tossed it into his mouth.
“Like what? Money?” Emily and I exchanged glances, her slight lip lift telling me Riley had something else in mind.
“One date,” he said, chewing his fry and reaching for another one.
My bottom lip dropped open, and an alarming tremble started at the back of my neck and zapped right down to my toes. “Excuse me?”
I needed to make an appointment at the ear, nose and throat clinic to get my hearing checked. I could have sworn he just asked me for a date.
His shoulder lifted. “Go on one date with me and let me prove to you that I’m not as arrogant an ass as you think I am.”
I was not hard of hearing, apparently. Riley, however, was proving himself to be delusional. I dismissed the idea of going out with yet another cocky, full-of-himself Adonis who knew he could get any girl in any room with just a smile. Yet, taking in his smug smile, I began to wonder if I could get him to wager this would-be disaster of a date and leverage it into something for me.
My eyes narrowed. “Will you take a test first?”
His head snapped back, and his brown eyes widened. “Like a STD test? You’re really jumping the gun here.”
Greg and Emily laughed. I’d almost forgotten they were even sitting with us. 
I rolled my eyes. “No. My matchmaker test.”
“Why?”
“Because I’m curious to see just who you would be compatible with, and also if my own instincts remain on point.” I nodded, quite pleased with myself and my sudden epiphany. I tapped my finger to my lips for a moment. “Mhmm. Take the test, and if we’re compatible, I’ll go on a date with you.”
Riley’s head shook. “Go on a date with me, and then I’ll take the test. Let me prove to you that there’s more to being compatible with someone than a simple algorithm and percentage.”
Oh, he did not just say my life’s work was a “simple algorithm.”
I could feel my temperature rising, and I fought to tamp down my temper. Taking a deep breath, I settled my lips into a thin smile and hoped my eyes were giving him the steely look I intended. “It is NOT a simple algorithm and percentage. I have been working on this for years. Everything in life can be explained by a math equation, including compatibility and love.”
Riley scoffed. “Way to take the romance right out of it.”
Romance wasn’t everything. “Why waste time with people who you know aren’t right for you when the perfect person is out there and can be determined by a two-page questionnaire and a highly developed program?”
“Because it’s fun?”
I squinted at him. The man just didn’t get it. “Heartache isn’t fun. Wasting time isn’t fun.”
His gaze turned sly, and he glanced at Greg before turning back to me. “It is if you’re in bed with the right person on a naked, lazy Sunday morning. No better way to waste time than that.”
Greg cleared his throat, glanced away and started whistling. 
Emily muttered an “Amen” in agreement. 
But I still wasn’t having any of it. I inhaled deep through my nose until I could feel my nostrils flaring. A low growl rumbled in my chest.
“You want to go out with me,” he said matter-of-factly. “I can see it on your face.”
The man was out of his tree. 
What’s in it for me?
“I want you to take the test,” I said.
“And I will. After our first date.” He popped another fry into his mouth. “Come on, I don’t bite.” His sexy grin grew. “But if I did, I think you’d like it.”
Another eyeroll happened before I could stop it. “Where would we go?”
Taking another sip of his beer, he studied me for a moment. He knew a big part of my answer was hinging on how perfect a first date he could plan. I wasn’t going to agree to dinner and a movie. Not when I was sure I would have more fun doing those things on my own than with Doctor Smug.
He took a deep breath. “Do you know San Camanez Island?”
Hmm. Slowly, I nodded. “I do.”
“Have you been?”
“No.”
His grin turned wily, almost mischievous. I could see the cogs turning double-time in his head. “Well, then, first, I’d pick you up in the morning. We would grab coffee and breakfast scones at Barry’s Bakery. We’d take the ferry over to San Camanez for the day, where I’d take you on a winery tour and do a bunch of tastings. They also have a brewery if you prefer beer.” He tilted his head to the side. “But something tells me you’re a dry red kind of woman. Not too much sweetness, full-bodied, the darker the better. If you had your way, you’d drink malbec or petit syrah every night of the week. But I’m guessing you’re a disciplined woman and only drink on the weekends.”
I was a dry red kind of woman. 
I also loved malbec and petit and rarely drank during the week. 
It was then I realized I hadn’t blinked and my mouth was hanging open. I quickly shut it and swallowed. 
“Oh, I’ll have also packed a picnic. We’ll do our tastings and then sit on the grass in the middle of the grapevines and have lunch. Then we’ll head to the walk-in
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