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      With her biological clock tick-tick-ticking away and her thirtieth birthday fast approaching, Leslie Crane decides it’s time to pull out all the stops if she wants a family of her own. She applies to Perfect Match, hoping the TV show’s high-tech matchmaking algorithm will find her a decent guy. After all, there’s supposed to be a special someone for each person, right? Wrong! In Leslie’s case, she has three perfect matches.

      

      The only thing crazier than looking for love on a dating reality show is falling in love with a woman you’ve never met. Leslie Crane is just a voice on the phone, but for some inexplicable reason, Owen Hill believes they were meant to be together. Before he has a chance to make that happen, he discovers Leslie plans to appear on Perfect Match. Can Owen convince her to trust her heart when technology promises a soul mate?

      [image: ]

      This story is set in a world created by Roxanne St. Claire as the Barefoot Bay series, and this work has been published with her permission. Information and links to Roxanne St. Claire's Barefoot Bay books can be found at http://www.roxannestclaire.com/barefoot-bay-series/.
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      Dear Reader,

      

      Welcome to Barefoot Bay World, a place for authors to write their own stories set in the tropical paradise that I created!  For these books, I have only provided the setting of Mimosa Key and a cast of characters from my popular Barefoot Bay series.  That’s it! I haven’t contributed to the plotting, writing, or editing of Matchless Mayhem. This book is entirely the work of author EmKay Connor, a wonderful contemporary romance writer and a fan favorite of the Barefoot Bay World readers.

      

      With her fourth title set in Barefoot Bay, EmKay once again brings the fun, color, and shocking twists of reality TV to the sands of our favorite beach! This time, the high-tech matchmaking algorithm that one woman is counting on to find her “Perfect Match” discovers she has not one, not two, but  three matches, which complicates matters considerably. Could a man who has already fallen in love with the sound of her voice be the winner? Who needs The Bachelor when EmKay gives us reality TV in Barefoot Bay? Enjoy!

      

      
        Roxanne St. Claire

        New York Times and USA Today bestselling author of the Barefoot Bay Series

        www.roxannestclaire.com
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      A special shout-out to reader Coral Mitchell for suggesting the names and occupations of Leslie’s three perfect matches in this story. Thanks for the help!

      

      To Roxanne St. Claire and all of the Barefoot Bay World authors~ muah!
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      “Knock, knock.”

      The sibilant whisper prompted Harper Chapman, née Ward, to look up from her desk. Ezra Kimball, her second-in-command stood in the doorway of her office, hands behind his back. His mop of auburn hair was in worse disarray than usual and his face wore one of those pinched I’m-worried-but-trying-not-to-show-it expressions. She sighed and rubbed her round belly. At thirty weeks, she had at least two more months before everyone stopped treating her like a Baccarat crystal vase.

      “You don’t need to whisper,” she said. “I’m pregnant, not deaf.”

      “I know, but it’s almost two.” The furrows under his spiky bangs deepened. “Luke is holding me personally responsible to make sure you get a nap each afternoon. If he caught me disturbing your rest…” He traced his index finger across his throat.

      Harper sighed. Her husband, usually calm and easy going, had started micromanaging every aspect of her pregnancy after reading a guide for expectant parents that included a graphic chapter on everything that could go wrong. He’d insisted she enroll in prenatal yoga, tracked her meals in an app he designed to monitor pregnancy nutritional needs, and purchased several pairs of Crocs to replace her beloved stilettos.

      She’d gone along with the yoga because it was good preparation for giving birth. She kept the freezer at work stocked with cartons of Ben & Jerry’s ice cream and conveniently forgot to update the app when she indulged in a pint…or two. As for the shoes, a surprise seduction that included a garter belt, stockings and black patent leather Louboutins convinced him that high heels were acceptable maternity footwear.

      “Luke is in San Francisco until tomorrow,” she said. “You’re safe.”

      “Good.” He offered her the pint of Peanut Butter Cup ice cream and the spoon he’d been hiding. “You can enjoy this without worrying about him suddenly popping in.”

      They shared a laugh, remembering the carton that had melted in her desk drawer when Luke made one of his surprise visits. What a mess it had made.

      Digging out a chunk of rich peanut butter, Harper arched a brow. “What’s up? It has to be something spectacular to require my all-time favorite.”

      Ezra leaned against the door jamb, as if to make a quick escape if one was needed. “Leslie Crane.”

      She savored the salty-sweet bliss melting on her tongue before answering. “Let me guess. The scores came back the same.”

      “Exactly.”

      “You know what this means, don’t you?” She pointed the spoon at him. “Before I call Gil, you ran the profiles how many times?”

      “Four, just like you asked.” The worry lines were back. “I checked and double-checked everything.”

      “Then we’re good.” She spoke around a spoonful of ice cream. “Pam doesn’t make mistakes.”

      Pam—actually, PAM—was the acronym for their matchmaking software, Perfect Adult Match.

      “There’s always a first time,” Ezra muttered. “What if this is it? I don’t think we should use these results.”

      Harper took another bite then put the carton aside. Ezra’s concerns were valid, but she trusted the software one hundred percent. She’d suspected a program glitch when it paired her with Luke Chapman. A data archiving issue had stored her profile in the system when it was supposed to have been deleted after beta testing. When she’d attempted to match Luke to another woman, all three eventually recognized who the true love match was. Now happily married after an impromptu Christmas Eve wedding at Casa Blanca Resort & Spa in Barefoot Bay, Florida, she and Luke were expecting a bouncing bundle of joy.

      “The technology is foolproof,” she said, “but it doesn’t eliminate the human element—the intuition and raw, organic attraction that steers us to a perfect match. I’ve actually been waiting for something like this to happen.”

      “So you think we should go with it?” Ezra looked doubtful.

      “That’s up to Gil.” She grabbed her cell. “If he’s onboard, I’ll call Leslie Crane and give her the good news.”

      “By the way, that’s the last carton of ice cream.” Ezra smiled conspiratorially. “It was wedged behind the ice cube dispenser. I think Luke trashed the rest of your secret stash.”

      

      “What do you mean I have three matches?” Leslie Crane ducked into a nearby supply closet and rested her back against the closed door. The last thing she needed was one of the nurses to overhear her conversation with techno-matchmaker Harper Chapman. “I thought your program was supposed to find my soul mate.”

      “I understand this isn’t exactly what you expected.” The other woman spoke in a calm, soothing voice.

      Much like the one Leslie used when counseling her telemedicine patients. Discussing serious health issues by phone, or even on a video call, lacked the personal reassurance people needed during a medical crisis so she’d cultivated a warm, personal tone to convey that assurance.

      Now she sounded like a hen squawking. “What am I supposed to do with three men? I only need one.”

      “This was an unexpected development on our end, as well,” Harper said, her tone infused with gentle humor. “Unexpected, but not unanticipated. You see, as our database increases, so does the likelihood that more than one suitable match will be identified.”

      “But you said your program would find my perfect match.” Leslie’s mind whirled.

      Undergoing the rigorous screening process was supposed to have saved her the trouble of auditioning matrimonial candidates. Her thirtieth birthday was just months away and she hadn’t had a date in years. She wanted a family and children while she was young enough to enjoy them. Now that she had her career as a physician’s assistant established, it was time to settle down with Mr. Right. When she’d read the statistics about the matchmaking software used to cast the TV dating reality show, Perfect Match, it had seemed the perfect solution.

      Not.

      “Our software uses extremely sophisticated algorithms to match people,” Harper said. “We’ve identified the threshold that guarantees a perfect match, and these three men happen to have the same exact scores which are several points above the recommended limit.

      “I’ve spoken with Gil Ladmore, the show’s executive producer, and we’ve come up with an exciting concept. Of course, it’s completely up to you. If you don’t want to appear on the show, we can provide the contact information for your three matches and you can contact them privately. Or you can walk away. We never pressure applicants to make a decision they aren’t comfortable with.”

      “Three matches?” Leslie mused. “I can’t find one guy to buy me coffee. Let’s hear your proposal.”

      “We’d like to do an episode similar to that other popular show where the bachelorette meets several eligible men and narrows down her choice to one. In this case, you would spend three days getting acquainted with your matches and instead of the show culminating in a promise ceremony, you reveal your choice of one man to pursue a relationship with. In private. Off camera.”

      “It sounds like speed dating.”

      “Yes, except at a luxurious resort on the Gulf Coast of Florida.”

      Leslie heard Harper suck in a breath on the other end of the line.

      “Do you want some time to think about it?”

      Seconds clicked by as Leslie pondered the offer. In truth, she liked this idea much better than meeting a virtual stranger and being expected to make a commitment after a few days. Impulsive, she was not. She preferred to examine all the facts, consider all the angles and evaluate all the possibilities before deciding on a course of action. She didn’t do impulsive, which is why it had taken her six months to even decide to apply for the reality show.

      Getting acquainted with three men, any one of whom would be an ideal match, made sense. It would give her an opportunity to evaluate which one suited her best, which one caused her stomach to flutter. She wanted a love match as much as she wanted a practical match.

      Lately she’d been having silly fantasies about one of her telemedicine clients, a sexy, rugged fishing boat captain. They’d sort of become friends. Sometimes after he called in for a consultation for one of the folks in his small village or a crewmember, they would talk. About nothing and everything. Working the telemedicine night shift from her small Seattle apartment between shifts at the hospital got lonely, and Owen Hill lived a fascinating life in the wilds of Alaska.

      A subtle cough reminded Leslie that Harper was waiting for her decision.

      “I’ll do it.”

      Harper congratulated her and said she would call with additional details when she had them.

      Leslie ended the call and slid the phone into the pocket of her white lab coat. Taking a deep
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