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Dear Reader,

Join me for a summer fling on a beautiful Grecian island that dreams are made of. My heroine has those dreams, but will they come true? Spoiler: Of course they will. But first, conflict. That’s the part where she agrees to fake date her former high school crush who left her jilted at the prom.

I never did go to prom. Well, I was invited—I even had a pretty dress—but let’s just say my date’s former girlfriend interfered and destroyed that dream. We all have high school memories. Did you marry your high school sweetheart? Did you crush on the cute guy or girl who never knew you existed? Or maybe you were an orchestra geek who would rather listen to Bach than figure out the complexities of the teenage dating game. Guilty! I promise there will be no cliques or popular girls whispering terrible things behind your back as you read this story.

And now I invite you to dive into the pristine blue waters and get your romance on!

Michele Renae
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To Jeff, because I will always remember the look on your face when you heard David Garrett playing AC/DC’s “Thunderstruck.”
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CHAPTER ONE

Lennon Hart finished the edit to her latest TikTok post. Her Manifest That channel had fifty thousand followers. Over the past year, she’d taught others her simple method of manifestation by acting “as if” she’d already gained what she desired. It was like telling yourself a story. A person’s heart believed what they told themselves. About literally anything—including the lies. It worked most of the time. Her sweet little apartment on Main Street above the local pastry shop was one such win.

After posting the TikTok, she gave it a final watch:

Hey, Manifesteers! Lennon here with your Manifest Minute. I’m heading out on vacation so won’t be posting Minutes but I will toss up pics of my adventure.

Remember how I manifested a real vacation to follow my brother’s destination wedding? I’ve got two weeks to spend in Greece! And I’ve a manifest in mind for this trip.

If you’ve been following me, you know I’ve been working on my self-confidence. I can now perform a violin solo for a small crowd, engage in book club chats and even met the challenge of my first 5K race! But the last rung to climb on that confidence ladder is to put myself out there and attract love. Real love. Some of you can relate. I’ve had some fun relationships over the years, but I’ve never been able to step off the curb and embrace love completely. So here we go! Greece is all about the water, the air, the food, the sexy Greek men. I intend to manifest a hot summer romance!

Pause to flutter her lashes as if in a romantic daydream and give the camera a wink.

Yes, love is in my near future because I’m going to make it happen. In fact, the man of my dreams is already waiting for me as I board my flight to cross the sea. He could be in the airport. Waiting for a cab. Maybe we’ll meet eyes across the counter in a tourist shop. Or he might swim by me on one of the gorgeous beaches. I’ve filled my vision board with tall, dark and handsome and lots of blue water and snuggles on the beach.

It’s a done deal, Manifesteers. I’m going to open up my heart to finding love! Thanks for following, and you can do it! Manifest your dreams!

Lennon nodded in approval. Manifesting such would finally erase that glitch in her self-esteem that wouldn’t allow her to trust that she could have real and lasting love. She knew it was a story she told herself—that she would never find love—but that story felt real. She felt it in her bones. So to take a lesson from her own posts over the years, she was going to finally change that story by inserting a new belief into her bones.

Her flight was boarding soon. Just as she was about to switch to airplane mode on her phone, a call came through.

She almost dropped her phone at sight of the caller ID. “Ozzy?” Her heartbeat dashed into race mode.

“Lemon, hey, I’ve just stepped out of a Zoom call with a client so I have to be quick. You on your way to Greece?”

Lemon. He’d called her the silly nickname since that first summer he’d moved into the neighborhood and had become her older brother Harry’s best friend. It had been a tease. And as an eight-year-old with a perplexing fascination with her brother’s cute best friend, Lennon had at first hated it. But over the years, as that fascination had solidified into a genuine teenage crush, she’d embraced it as the special name only he called her.

A lot had changed since then.

Ozzy Wilder, host of Harry’s destination wedding, had asked Lennon to arrive a day before all the family and friends started to arrive. While Harry’s fiancée, Claire, had hired a wedding planner, Ozzy wanted Lennon to help him with some personal touches to the guest rooms because she knew her parents better than he did. Despite her reserved feelings toward him, and the fact that their only contact since she’d graduated high school had been the few times she’d run into him when he and Harry had gone on trips together, she’d agreed. Anything to make her brother’s big day the best.

“Sitting in the airport right now,” she said. Trying to slow her heartbeat. “What’s up?”

“I’ll get right to the point. Lemon, will you be my girlfriend?”

Lennon gave her phone screen a gaping once-over. Seriously? Those were words she’d once dreamed of hearing from Ozzy.

Yet now? Eight years too late.

What the heck?

This was not how manifesting worked. Ozzy hadn’t even been on her vision board. Though certainly, he was tall. And handsome. Of course, she hadn’t seen him in years. And that last time he’d been bundled in ski gear waiting for Harry after she’d dropped him at the airport.

His girlfriend? The last man on earth she would ever date was Oscar “Ozzy” Wilder.

Sure, she appreciated Ozzy for the solid relationship he’d had with her brother for years. But she hated him for those twisty feelings that always rose whenever his name popped into her brain. He was the reason her self-esteem glitched out every time the word relationship prodded at her.

All she’d wanted that night of the senior prom was a kiss. To have those words he’d whispered to her while they’d danced under the disco ball, my girl, to be real. To have years of swooning over the guy come to fruition with a dreamy moment of two mouths coming together in a fireworks-worthy validation.

The kiss hadn’t happened. Because on the walk home following the dance, Ozzy had told her he had feelings for her—but that he wouldn’t act on them because he didn’t think she could love him. Something about his parents making him believe he was unlovable. As well, Harry’s little sister was off-limits.

Her heart had shattered into a thousand slivers.

So now? She. Was. Over. Him. Because really? High school infatuation wasn’t real love. And any guy who could leave a girl standing on the curb like Ozzy had done to her didn’t deserve a place in her heart.

Thanks, universe. Way to dig up her most embarrassing moment at the very moment she’d thought to climb that last rung and own her confidence.

“What’s going on, Ozzy? I thought I was heading to Greece to help fix up the guest rooms for my family. You know, rearrange a few throw pillows. Make sure the mattress will pass my mom’s ‘just right’ test. If you’re lonely and need someone—”

“I have a business situation,” he said.

“A business situation? That involves you needing a girlfriend? I think that’s called hiring an escort. I hear they’re expensive. But you are a billionaire.”

“Lemon, I don’t need to pay a woman to date me. I need…”

His frustrated sigh had the weird effect of making her clutch her chest. The tenor of his voice had always given her heart palpitations. And not of the “see your doctor immediately” kind.

“A certain situation has come up and… I need to look like a family man, like I’ve got a good solid relationship. If you could pretend to be my girlfriend while you’re here, that would really help me out.”

Ozzy Wilder was asking her to be his fake girlfriend? She loved that trope in the romance novels but had never thought to find herself in such a wacky situation. Well. It wasn’t going to happen. The last thing she wanted to do was to pretend to be in love with the man who had broken her heart.

“Lemon? Are you still there?”

“I’m…processing. I have questions.”

“Toss them at me.”

She did have questions, surely. But right now panic meant that she couldn’t think straight. She wouldn’t do it. She couldn’t. Pretending to be Ozzy’s girlfriend would be torture. So near, but perpetually just beyond her grasp. She wouldn’t put herself in the same situation she’d been in as a teenager.

And yet… The idea of even pretending to be Ozzy Wilder’s girlfriend did carry a strange sort of appeal.

Lennon shook her head. No way. She did not want to put herself through an emotional roller coaster with that man again. Been there. Done that. Hadn’t bothered with the T-shirt.

But what if… Ozzy was the founder of the billion-dollar company Wilder’s Wardrobes, which catered to the rich and famous with custom closets that were like dream homes in and of themselves. The guy was rich. He was also known for his bachelor reputation. Which meant…he had to have lots of single friends. Could he introduce her to one of those friends? Lennon was all about her dates being vetted by people she knew. And that would save time trying to manifest her future romance.

“Lemon! You’re killing me with the long silence. Listen, whatever you want for doing me this favor, you can have it. I just need you to act like my girlfriend, show others that I’m all about family and have solid values.”

“Oh. That’s…” Ozzy had never come off to her as being family oriented. The little news she got about him from Harry lately was that Ozzy was winning in all aspects of life except for the family part. “Why me?”

“You’re the first person who came to mind, Lemon. I was looking through some old photos the other day on my phone. That picture of us at prom popped up. And… I told the CEO of a company I’m bidding on that I was dating my high school sweetheart.”

Sweetheart? That was his memory of the prom? Had he forgotten that he’d called her my girl while they’d been dancing under the giant disco ball? Yet only an hour later, he’d rescinded that endearment and had left her on the curb. Without a kiss.

“Are you kidding me?”

“I know! I never panic like that, but—I know this is coming out of the blue, Lemon, but you are on your way here. Just name your price.”

“I’m still thinking on that. On everything.”

Could the man introduce her to the hot summer romance she was hoping to manifest? She couldn’t avoid the fact that she’d put up a wall in order to protect her heart. Could facing her deepest hurt and resolving the past with Ozzy be the key to mastering that final rung on the confidence ladder? To finally opening her heart to love?

Seriously, Lennon? Don’t do it!

“Just for a day?” she asked, the inevitable waffling of her inner strength kicking into gear.

“The CEO is stopping by to interview me. We don’t have a definite date on when she’ll be here, but it will be sometime over the next week. I figure we’ll have to fake it the whole time you’re here so all the guests believe we’re a couple, too. Too risky otherwise.”

For a guy who had panicked, it sure sounded as though he’d thought his through. “That’s going to be a lot of work.”

“You’re the sweetest woman I know, Lemon. If anyone can make me appear as though I have family values, it’s you.”

She wasn’t sure how to take that one. Was he implying she was not like those sexy model types she’d seen online that he’d been dating? She may not have the long legs and a curvy body, but she was…

Remember your goal: Be confident enough to manifest exactly what you want. Change the story you believe to something wonderful.

“I know what I want,” she blurted out. It was the only way this could happen. “I need you to introduce me to one of your friends while I’m there. I want to manifest a summer romance.”

“I, uh…”

“Take it or find someone else to pretend to adore you.”

“Then I guess it’s a deal. Thanks, Lemon. I’m sending a limo to pick you up at the airport. It’s possible you’ll be arriving the same time as my grandma.”

Eliza Wilder? Lennon had never spoken to her, but she had seen her many times when Eliza had dropped Ozzy off at their house. “I’ll look for her.”

“Great. So, uh, if you’re cool with this, then I think we’re going to have to make sure Grandma believes were a couple.”

“Oh.” Heartbeat check? Picking up speed again! “This is happening so quickly.”

“Grandma is not good at keeping secrets. When you see her, you’ll have to play the girlfriend role.”

She had always wanted to join the drama club in school, but had settled for orchestra when one summer her dad had gifted her a violin. “I’m your girlfriend.” The words didn’t feel like English when she spoke them. “Got it. Ozzy, we need to set some rules before diving in too deeply.”

“Agreed. We’ll talk when you get here. There’s the client I’ve been waiting on. He’s got some important numbers I have to review. I have to go, Lemon. Thank you for doing this!”

The connection clicked off.

The intercom announced her flight was boarding.

Gathering her things, Lennon scrambled toward the departure gate.

So. The last man on earth she would ever consider dating had just become her fake boyfriend.

The universe was laughing at her. In order to find love, she had just agreed to fake date the one man who’d broken her heart.

“Manifest your way out of this mess, Lemon.”

She’d never admit how much she liked it when he called her that.



CHAPTER TWO

The sky was some kind of blue Lennon could only place to paintings. The air felt fresh and clean. Most of the buildings were painted white, and everything screamed exotic locale that will subsume you into its aura and never let you go.

Loving it!

The limo driver pulled up before a luxurious property perched on the Ionian Sea. This was the island of Zakynthos, one of almost six thousand Greek islands. Lennon had looked up that figure while the driver had been extolling the virtues of Greece to her and Eliza, Ozzy’s seventy-two-year-old grandmother. The woman who had taken him in and parented him since he was ten.

Lennon had found her waiting curbside for the limo. Eliza had hugged her and said she’d just gotten the text from Oscar that his girlfriend was arriving and to look for her.

“So you’ve come to enjoy the sea and sun a few days early, dear?” Eliza asked. The woman’s sleek silver hair was cut in a chin-length bob, giving her a classic movie star glamour.

“You know it. Ozzy wanted me to help with some tweaking of the guest rooms before the whole family arrives.”

“Oh, I do love to hear that you and Oscar are dating. I’ve known you for so long. Or rather, it feels like I have. Oscar talked about you so much when he was younger.”

“He spoke about me?” A lump rose in her throat. What was that about? She didn’t carry a single romantic feeling toward the man. Not anymore.

“Harry’s annoying little sister is what he used to call you.”

“Annoying? That tracks.”

Eliza laughed, then pressed her hand over the back of Lennon’s. “How did the two of you become a couple? Oscar is only in the States half a dozen times a year.”

“We got together—” she’d been winging it since they’d gotten in the limo “—when he and Harry went on their spring skiing trip.”

“Interesting. He never mentioned it.”

The limo driver parked the vehicle, and then held the door open for them.

While Lennon waited for her luggage, she tilted her head back to take in the three-story ultramodern home. Fronted by groomed landscaping and lots of white stone, and bright pink flowers about to bloom. If architecture could be considered romantic, this was it in spades. Make that hearts. The perfect setting for a beach wedding.

Lennon snapped a shot of the landscaping, getting the beach and sea in the background.

“Lemon!”

The man walking out the front doors, barefoot and clad in white linen, with his arms spread in welcome, set Lennon back on her feet a few paces. Her breath woofed out of her lungs. Who. Was. That. Gorgeous. Man?

Forget gorgeous. He was…feastable. A full four-course meal. With dessert.

Oscar “Ozzy” Wilder had filled out his gawky teenage frame with muscles that ripped along his exposed forearms and the hint of pecs that flashed when his half-buttoned shirt shifted. He’d added some tattoos that drew her eye, but only until her attention swerved up to his face. He still wore his dark, shaggy hair shoulder-length and tousled. The tanned skin was new. No more Minnesota pale for this guy. And had his jaw always been so square, and…sharp? Edged with a closely trimmed dark beard. And a mustache that framed lips she wanted to—

Holy carp. The once-gawky teenager she’d crushed on had shape-shifted into so much more than Lennon could have ever handled in her teenage years. Guess she’d been saved by maturity. But for what? To become a sacrificial lamb bearing memories of her unrequited love as she faked that love for the next—how long did she need to be the girlfriend? How was she possibly going to do this?

Ozzy’s eyes widened at sight of her. One strong hand rubbed his stubbled jaw. If the man had looked at her like that—was that…longing?—when they’d been younger, she may have melted into a puddle at his feet.

So over the guy. And don’t forget it.

Ozzy suddenly cleared his throat and redirected his attention. “And Grandma!”

“Oh, Oscar, it’s so good to see you!”

Eliza was swept into a hug.

“Grandma, I’m so glad you could make it for the wedding. Are those new glasses?”

Eliza touched the bright red rims and beamed at him. “My ophthalmologist said I needed some color.”

“Beautiful. They bring attention to your bright blue eyes.”

While Lennon took in the reunion with all the warm feels, she also felt an annoying tic creep up on her. The one that made her clasp her hands before her and bow her shoulders and head. Because no one ever noticed the nerdy girl with the glasses and braces who never got a date in high school. The girl who, despite her burgeoning influencer status and graduation from glasses to contacts, remained awkward.

“I enjoyed the ride here with your girlfriend,” Eliza said as the twosome disengaged from their hug. “How come you didn’t tell me you had a girl?”

“Ah, Grandma.” Ozzy walked up to Lennon, and with a wink to her that Eliza couldn’t see, he leaned in for a hug. A quick one. A little awkward because neither was sure where to put their hands. Ozzy slid one up her back and his chest pressed hers briefly. Was he nervous? Or as freaked out as she was about acting like she meant something to him? He whispered, “Thanks, Lemon.”

If she shifted slightly, she would be chest to chest with him and— Mercy, he smelled incredible. But he pulled away quickly.

“Me and Lemon, well, we, uh…”

“Like I told her on the drive here,” Lennon said, rushing in with the save. “We’ve only been seeing each other a few months. And long-distance relationships are a challenge.”

“That they are
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