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            About Blythe Cove Manor

          

        

      

    

    
      Blythe Cove Manor is a beautiful bed and breakfast located on Martha’s Vineyard, Massachusetts. It was the brainchild of three authors; Kelly McClymer, Shirley Hailstock, and myself, and based on the HGTV 2015 Dream Home. We felt it was the perfect place to tell the stories set in our (not so) imaginary B&B.

      A Dream Weekend is the first of  Lorraine’s stories in this series.

      Your hostess is owner/manager Blythe Calvert, and she’s assisted by her tabby cat, Martha. There’s always a little bit of magic at Blythe Cove.

      Enjoy!
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        A DREAM WEEKEND

      

      

      

      Serious life changes have pushed Paige and Alex Campbell to the brink of divorce.  Still, they win a weekend at lovely Blythe Cove Manor and experience vivid dreams that take them back in time. Is there a chance this magical place inspires the nighttime fantasies that could help them fall in love again?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A Dream Weekend

          

        

      

    

    
      It had not been just a quiet ride from Albany, New York to the ferry dock in Woods Hole, Massachusetts, but a silent one. Paige Campbell hadn’t spoken a word to her husband of fifteen years, and he hadn’t said a word to her, either. Paige turned on her e-reader as soon as they’d pulled out of the driveway of what now seemed like their enormous and empty home, and hadn’t once let her gaze stray to the left side of the minivan where Alex sat behind the wheel.

      The trip was nothing but an exercise in futility. The fact was they were headed for divorce, and a weekend stay in a high-end bed-and-breakfast in hoity-toity Martha’s Vineyard wasn’t going to eradicate the tragedy that had torn their lives apart.

      The square white envelope arrived two weeks before. At first, Paige thought it was a wedding invitation, yet as she opened it she couldn’t think of who among their family and friends might be heading for the state of holy matrimony. So she was surprised to find an engraved certificate for a free weekend at Blythe Cove Manor on Martha’s Vineyard. Paige couldn’t remember ever entering a sweepstake with that as a prize, and neither could Alex. She’d quizzed their friends and family, but no one admitted to submitting their names for such a contest.

      Paige called the inn and spoke with its owner, one Blythe Calvert, and was assured that, yes, she and her husband had indeed won the free weekend at the two hundred-year-old bed and breakfast.

      Paige had checked out the website and if the photos didn’t lie, Blythe Cove Manor was a lovely old inn that overlooked the eastern shore of the island. She’d studied the pictures of each of the rooms and hoped they’d be placed in one that overlooked the sea. Since they’d won some silly contest, it was more likely they’d be housed in the inn’s worst accommodation. Considering the state of their marriage, Paige would not have complained if she and Alex were assigned a room with twin beds. It had been a long time since they’d been intimate. She never expected the two of them to make love ever again. Sex—maybe. Love? Never.

      “Looks like we got here right on time,” Alex said, interrupting her thoughts. His voice sounded rusty after so many hours without use, and yet Paige could detect a modicum of excitement there, too. Something she hadn’t heard in a long time.

      Paige looked up to see that the line of cars on the dock was already snaking into the multi-decked ferry. Should she allow herself to feel that same sense of excitement? That would be a betrayal and she couldn’t bear the thought. What was the use anyway? The reality was, their lives were in ruins and nothing they could do or say would take back the worst year of their lives. Nothing could change what had happened. Nothing and no one could ever heal the wounds of loss they’d experienced.

      “I’ve never been on a ferry before,” Paige admitted and turned off her e-reader.

      “Neither have I,” Alex said and allowed the minivan to slowly roll forward.

      When they got close to the boat, a workman held out his hand to collect the ferry pass that had accompanied the invitation to Blythe Cove Manor. Whoever had supplied the prize seemed to have thought of everything.

      Alex drove onboard and parked the van. He cut the engine and turned to Paige. “What do you want to do?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “You can either sit here and stew for the forty-five-minute ride to the island, or you can get out and go up on deck. I don’t intend to sit here, but you can if you want.”

      Was that a challenge?

      “It’s a beautiful day. Why would I want to sit down here in the dark and stare at the horrible little car parked in front of us for the better part of an hour?”

      Alex shrugged. He grabbed the Canon camera that sat on the floor between the bucket seats and opened the driver’s side door. “Lock it up,” he said, as if she needed that reminder.

      Paige stowed her e-reader in the tote behind her seat, grabbed her purse, and followed the man she’d once vowed to love and cherish so long as they both shall live—a promise she no longer felt compelled to honor.

      Alex hadn’t waited for her and had forged ahead. Paige struggled to catch up to him, although she couldn’t have said why. It’s not like they valued each other’s company. It’s not like they conversed much these last few months. The love between them had evaporated and neither of them seemed inclined to try to resurrect it.

      Paige trudged up the steel steps to the chilly open deck above. As she stepped into the bright sunlight, she was blinded for a few seconds. It was early in the season, just the first week in June, but those who were making the trip across the Vineyard Sound seemed as excited as though a holiday loomed. School hadn’t yet let out for most of the northeast, which was probably the reason for the timing of the prize they’d won. Another couple of weekends and the inn—or was it a B&B?—would probably be booked solid until Labor Day. Still, there was nothing to keep Paige and Alex at home during that a three-day, two-night stay. Not now, anyway.

      No sooner had they walked toward the bow when the ferry left the dock, starting out at a slow pace, but soon picking up speed. The wind was brisk, and Paige was glad she’d gathered her hair into a ponytail that morning. She no longer felt the need to even attempt to look attractive. What did it matter in the grand scheme of things?

      Alex settled his arms on the teak rail at the bow, his gaze focused on the vast expanse of blue sea before them. Paige did likewise, wondering how soon they’d be able to see the island.

      “Why did you bring the camera?” Paige asked.

      Alex’s gaze was still fixed ahead of the big ferry. “I thought it might be time to make some new memories.”

      That was a laugh. Paige wanted to hold tight to her old memories. She wanted to go back in time to the lives they’d lived before their world had turned upside down. She wanted no part of the present or the future.

      There, she’d actually allowed herself to think the dreaded thought that had been hovering at the edges of consciousness for the better part of a year. The sense of surprise she’d felt just seconds before quickly settled down to acceptance. Yes, perhaps she’d known right from the time the police had phoned what her inevitable choice would be. She glanced askance at Alex, whose face was filled with lines that hadn’t been there a year before. The hair at his temples sported a bit of gray as well. Oddly enough, it suited him. It was the dead look in his eyes that often caught her off-guard, but then her expression mirrored his to the point that they might as well have been twins instead of husband and wife.

      She wouldn’t say another word about the camera. She’d let him make new memories, if that was what he wanted. And she decided she’d try to be nicer to him during the next few days. It would be her going-away present to him … one way or another.
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      Alex Campbell snapped pictures of the ferry, its passengers and crew, and of the approaching island that seemed to glow in the afternoon sunlight as they approached. What he loved about digital photography was how easy it was to wipe away unsatisfactory shots with the press of a button. Of course, how many times had he cursed himself for wiping out so many mundane images the morning of the last day of his former life? But he’d made a point to clear the unwanted images away on a regular basis—just to keep the camera’s memory uncluttered. Before that last day, he’d led a very orderly life. Since then, he’d let go of a lot of the internal clutter in his life. It had been far too many long months, but he was finally emerging from the mental fog that had engulfed him for too long.

      He’d made a decision during the drive to Massachusetts. It was time to start living again.

      The ferry approached the dock and he looked around for Paige, but didn’t see her among the throng of people making a beeline for the stairs that led to the car decks. Perhaps she was already waiting for him in the van. He joined the line and trundled down the steps, but when he got to the van, he found the passenger seat empty.

      The ferry docked and Alex had no choice; he had to move the vehicle. There were people parked behind it who would be irked to be held up from their weekend plans. Annoyed, he got in the van and started the engine. The cars ahead were already rolling forward and still, there was no sign of Paige. His irritation began to ebb, replaced by growing concern. Where the hell was she?

      Putting the van in gear, he followed the car ahead and drove off the ferry, but pulled over at the first opportunity. Switching off the engine, he was about to get out of the vehicle when he glanced at the rearview mirror and saw a solitary figure disembark from the ferry, just as the vehicles heading back to the mainland began to fill the car decks once again.

      It was Paige, of course.

      Alex sat there, waiting, and finally, Paige walked up to the van, opened the passenger door, and got in.

      “Sorry. I had to go to the bathroom and didn’t know how long a time it would take to get to the inn, so I figured I’d better go while I had the chance,” she said and buckled up.

      “Better safe than sorry,” Alex agreed, and then, impulsively, reached out to lay a hand on her arm. Paige pulled away. Well, what had he expected?

      Alex started the van, shifted to drive, hit the accelerator, and the van rolled forward once again.

      Alex was sure Paige no longer loved him, and some part of him couldn’t blame her, but a bigger part was angry. That bigger part of his soul was just as angry at her. Angry that she’d written him off. Angry that she blamed him for something that was not his fault.

      He wasn’t sure he’d ever be able to forgive her for that.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Blythe Calvert looked up from her position behind the reception desk at the beautiful old inn the locals and visitors knew as Blythe Cove Manor. To her, it was simply home. The rambling old house had been in her family for more than two centuries—and sometimes it showed its age, like after a nor’easter hit and gripped the cedar shingles, wrenching them from the roof, or when one of the fireplaces would balk at digesting a load of wood. But most of the time, the house embraced her with a sense of safety and security, as it had taken care of generations of her family.

      The sound of tires on gravel drew her attention, and Blythe peered through the storm door to see a blue minivan pull up in front of the house. She watched as the couple exited the vehicle, noticing the disconnect between the man and woman. They approached the house, but not as a unit. It seemed as though an invisible brick wall had been erected between them. They entered the lobby, looking around but not, Blythe noticed, at each other.

      “Hello. Welcome to Blythe Cove Manor. I’m Blythe Calvert, your hostess. You must be Alex and Paige Campbell.”

      “We are,” the wind-blown woman said and forced a smile that did not extend to her eyes. She crept closer to the reception desk. “We’re not exactly sure what to do. We’re the couple who won this weekend trip—”

      “Yes. We’ve had a chilly few days, but it should warm up later this weekend. I do hope you’ll enjoy yourself during your stay.”

      “Do you need a credit card to secure the room?” Mr. Campbell asked, even as he took in the antiques and bric-a-brac that decorated the eclectic lobby.

      “No. As I explained to your wife when we spoke on the phone last week, everything has been taken care of.”

      “Even the tax and so forth?” Mrs. Campbell asked.

      “Even that,” Blythe assured them. She reached for a skeleton key that was attached to a scallop shell etched with the number six and handed it to Mrs. Campbell.

      “Your room is down the hall to the left. We serve breakfast from six until nine o’clock. I can make a number of recommendations for dinner in town and would be happy to make the reservation, too. There’s a notebook in your room with all the information you need to make a choice.”

      “Thank you,” Mr. Campbell said. He turned to his wife. “Let’s check out the room. We can bring in the rest of the luggage later.”

      Was that a hedge in case they didn’t like the accommodations? Never mind. They’d be charmed—literally—about their room and everything else about Blythe Cove Manor.

      The couple started off. “By the way,” Blythe called. “You’re not allergic to cats, are you?”

      Mrs. Campbell turned. “No.”

      “Good. You’ll probably see our resident tabby while you’re here. Her name is Martha and she’s as gentle as a lamb.”

      “Thanks for alerting us,” Mr. Campbell said.

      “There’ll be sherry in the lobby this evening, and the luggage cart is just over there,” Blythe said and pointed. “Let me know if you need anything.”

      Mr. Campbell nodded and turned away.

      For a moment, the look on Mrs. Campbell’s face changed from bland indifference to sheer panic. The poor dear needed something, but Blythe was sure no one on Earth could have given the woman what she so badly desired.

      Mrs. Campbell swallowed and the mask of practiced detachment fell over her features once more. “Thank you.”

      Blythe watched them turn the corner and shook her head. This couple might prove to be a difficult one. Still, she had faith that Blythe Cove Manor would work its magic on them.

      To save their marriage, it had to.
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      A plaque graced the door to Blythe Cove Manor’s room six. In gold-leaf calligraphy, it said: Life holds a special magic for those who dare to dream.

      Paige handed the key over and allowed Alex to open the door. He stood aside to let her enter first. She took a step forward and paused in the doorway, a sudden smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. She had smiled so seldom during the past fifteen months that the muscles needed to achieve the expression seemed rusty from lack of use. But the room was so charming Paige couldn’t help herself.

      The walls were knotty pine, which could have made the space feel dark and foreboding, but instead felt warm and cozy. The gas fire, which was alight, added to that ambiance. The queen-sized bed was covered in a faded patchwork quilt where a fat tabby—no doubt Martha—had taken up residence.

      “Paige,” Alex prodded.

      “Oh. Sorry,” she said, and moved deeper into the room so that he set down the one suitcase he’d brought in. Meanwhile, Paige found herself drawn to an old framed photograph that hung on the wall by the bed. It was a vintage wedding photo. The bride and groom wore clothing appropriate for the late 1880s. Perhaps they were the proprietress’s ancestors. Maybe, Paige thought, she’d ask. At least it would give her something to say to the inn’s owner the next time they met.

      “The room looks nice,” Alex said.

      Paige didn’t comment.

      “I think I’ll go get the rest of our stuff.”

      “Okay,” Paige said without turning to look at him. She set her purse down on the bedside table as the door closed behind him and let out a breath. It was exhausting to be angry all the time, and when she was with Alex, she felt nothing but animosity. Or was it more betrayal? She was never quite sure.

      Her fear of being stuck in inferior accommodations had been unfounded. The view through the sliding glass door that overlooked a small furnished patio was lovely. An expanse of green lawn seemed to lead to a bluff overlooking the ocean.

      Paige turned away. Shrugging out of her sweater, she laid it across the pillow on her side of the bed and stepped over to the cat who hadn’t moved, but had watched her every move.

      Paige reached out to pet the feline, who immediately began to purr, and her thoughts traveled back to the long-winded debates she’d once participated in on why the Campbell family needed a pet. A rescue cat or dog—or even a guinea pig. They’d abruptly ended fifteen months before. As Paige petted the cat’s soft fur, she wondered why she’d been so adamantly against the idea. After all, she’d grown up in a house with both cats and dogs.

      Her arguments came back with a vengeance. Dogs smelled when they were wet. But when you were sad, they could be your best friend and confidant. Cats shed—even when you faithfully brushed them—leaving a trail of hair on rugs and furniture. The pleas for a pet had gone unheeded … another of Paige’s regrets.

      Martha stood and stretched.

      “You can stay if you want,” Paige offered, but the cat paid no attention to her invitation and jumped from the bed. It sauntered across the room and patiently settled before the door to the hall. Paige followed, opened it, and the cat swished its tail before taking its leave. “Come back soon,” Paige said, actually meaning it.

      Would spending time with the feline make up for times past?

      No. Nothing would.

      Alex returned with the luggage on a cart before she could shut the door and Paige moved deeper into the room.

      “It’s a nice room,” he commented again as he unloaded their other suitcase, Paige’s tote, and his camera bag. “It was thoughtful of Blythe to have the fire going for us.”

      “Yes,” Paige agreed. “It sure has taken the chill off the day.”

      “I thought you asked for single beds?” he said.

      “I did. I was told they only had full or queens. We got a queen.”

      “It’s only for a few days,” Alex said. “I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

      He opened the door, struggling to get the luggage cart out and it was only after he left that Paige realized she should have helped him. The least they could offer each other was common courtesy.

      She moved to stand before the fire. Years ago, she and Alex had once stayed in a B&B in Vermont. The fireplace had been wood burning and Alex couldn’t get it to light—and he wouldn’t let Paige call the inn’s manager to help. She smiled. He’d wanted to do it all for her in those days. It had taken more than an hour before the kindling finally decided to burn, but he had given her a fire. This one could be turned on or off with the flip of a switch.

      She liked a wood-burning fire better.

      Alex returned and made a beeline for the leather club chair that sat in the corner. “It feels good to sit on something other than a car seat.”

      Paige said nothing as she looked around the room once more and saw there was no TV. Great. What were they supposed to do in the evenings—talk to one another? Make love? Fat chance of that happening.

      There were no books, no magazines, not even a pamphlet to read.

      “What time do you want to go to dinner?”

      Alex shrugged. “Six?”

      That gave them hours to kill.

      “I wonder if we could find a bookstore. I forgot to load my e-reader and I’ve almost finished my current book.”

      “I guess.”

      That might kill an extra half hour, but that still left at least another ninety minutes to kill.

      “I think I’ll take a nap. Do you mind?”

      “Go right ahead,” Alex said.

      Paige removed her sweater from the bed and hung it in the closet. She couldn’t be bothered to unpack. Instead, she pulled back the quilt, carefully folded it and placed it on the bench at the bottom of the bed. Stepping out of her shoes, she climbed into the bed and lay on her side with her back to Alex.

      Paige closed her eyes. She hadn’t intended to actually sleep; she’d just wanted an excuse not to have to talk to Alex, but within moments she fell into a deep slumber.
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      Alex drummed his fingers on the arm of the chair. It helped to pass the time. He knew he should get up and go back to the lobby to ask their hostess where they could find a bookstore, but suddenly the tensions of the day seemed to weigh heavy on him. Maybe what he needed was forty winks. With nothing better to do, he got up.

      “Paige?” No answer. That was no surprise. She was probably feigning sleep so she wouldn’t have to actually talk to him. It certainly wasn’t the first time. Well, she wouldn’t have to do that much longer. He would wait until the ride home to bring up the subject of divorce. It could keep for another few days.

      Alex yanked at the sleeves of his jacket, took it off, and tossed it on the chair. He kicked off his shoes and climbed onto the bed, making sure his back did not come anywhere near Paige’s. The queen bed was a lot smaller than the king they shared at home. When they’d first moved in together, they’d slept in a double bed—a hand-me-down from a relative. Those were the good old days when all they could afford was a third-floor walk-up with a kitchen the size of the walk-in closet that now housed all Paige’s clothes. His had been relegated to the guest room, not that he minded. What irritated him was being asked to leave their master suite. That was the beginning of the end.

      The Windsor Complex near work had one- and two-bedroom apartments that looked elegant and probably cost a small fortune, but they came furnished and could be leased for as little as three months. That would give him time to figure out what he wanted to do and perhaps where to ultimately go. During the past decade, he’d turned down a couple of opportunities to relocate so that they could stay in the Albany area. They had reasons back then not to shake things up—not to disrupt their ordered lives. But then fate had intervened anyway and that way of life was gone forever.

      Alex let out a breath and closed his eyes. In no time, sleep’s oblivion claimed him, too.
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      It was raining on that blustery day in September at the State University at Buffalo’s North Campus. Paige Abbott had pulled the hood of her poncho low over her eyes to keep her bangs dry and hadn’t seen the soaked sophomore barreling toward her.

      BAM! They collided—falling on their backsides into a puddle doing a good imitation of one of the Great Lakes.

      “I’m so sorry,” they said in unison.

      They reached for each other’s hands, pulling themselves up. Paige examined her sodden backpack and contemplated the condition of its contents; probably ruined. No chance to resell those books at the end of the semester. The guy standing in front of her seemed to have come to the same conclusion.

      “I didn’t see you,” he said, hefting his dripping backpack over his left shoulder.

      “Me, either.”

      “Let me apologize—inside—by buying you a cup of cocoa.”

      Cocoa? Not coffee? How did he know that was her preferred hot drink on a cold, miserable day?

      “Ordinarily I’d say no, but—damn I’m cold.”

      “Then follow me.”

      The guy took Paige by the elbow and led her back up the steps and into the edifice. “I’m sorry there’s no cafeteria in this building, but there are vending machines. The coffee sucks, but the hot chocolate is palatable.”

      Oh, so that’s what he’d meant.

      He led Paige down a series of corridors until they came to a bank of machines filled with beverages, candy, and chips. The guy scrounged in his pockets until he came up with enough change to buy two cups of steaming hot liquid. It was reminiscent of cocoa—but not nearly as good.

      “Follow me,” he said again and led her down another corridor where a couple of heat registers were bolted to the wall clad in buff-colored ceramic tile.

      “Sit down,” he encouraged, and planted his damp butt on the heater. “We might be able to dry out a little before our next class.”

      “You must be missing one right now.”

      “You, too?”

      “Yeah,” she admitted.

      “What’s your program?”

      “Social work.”

      “I’m in pre-law.”

      “What will your specialty be?”

      “Anything but corporate law. That’s my father’s choice. He works for G.E.”

      “Must be good money.”

      “I won’t have any student loans to replay—unless I piss off the old man, that is. How about you?”

      “Student loans all the way. I’m mortgaging the next ten or fifteen years of my life, but I hope to make a difference in the lives of women and children.”

      “That’s very noble of you,” he said and sipped his chocolate.

      Was he making fun of her? Maybe he wasn’t such a nice guy after all.

      Paige held the warm cup in her hands, hoping to absorb its heat. Only her bottom on the heater felt toasty.

      “What’s your name?”

      “Paige Abbott.”

      “Alexander Greenfield Campbell, at your service,” he said and offered her his hand. Paige shook it. Warm and strong—not that he’d crushed her fingers, but she suddenly got the impression this guy could do anything.”

      “Hi, Alexander.”

      “Call me Alex, Paige.”

      She smiled. “Okay.”

      “You from around here?”

      She shook her head. “But not far. Dunkirk. How about you?”

      “Schenectady.”

      “Will you be going home for Thanksgiving?”

      He shook his head. My folks are heading for Florida, so there’s no point.”

      “Do you have brothers or sisters?”

      “One of each, but they’re older than me. They have families of their own. How about you?”

      “Two sisters. They both got married early. I’m the first one in my family who’s going to graduate from college.”

      “Good for you. We’re all trudging in my father’s footsteps. Like my siblings, I’ll be a third-generation lawyer.”

      “You don’t sound thrilled.”

      He shrugged. “I’m not.”

      “What would you rather be?”

      “An electrical engineer.”

      “So, change majors.”

      “And how do I pay for it?”

      “The same as me.”

      He shook his head.

      “Do you want to spend the rest of your life doing something you hate—or take the initiative—and also control of your life—and make your dreams come true?”

      “Like it’s that easy,” he grumbled.

      “Who said it was going to be easy?” She said with umbrage and sipped her chocolate. “I may be in hock, but I’ll be doing something I want to do. They say if you love your job, you never have to work again. That’s going to be me.”

      Paige drank the last of her chocolate. What a wuss, she thought, crumpling her empty cup, and just minutes before she thought he might be capable of just about anything. So much for woman’s intuition.

      She stood, didn’t see a trash can nearby, and dropped the cup into her backpack. “It was nice meeting you, Alex.”

      “Hey, wait. Where are you going?”

      “To the library to study.”

      “I’ve got another class. Maybe we could meet up later.”

      Paige shook her head. “I don’t think so.”

      “Will you tell me why?” he asked, sounding sincere.

      “My education means everything to me because I’m paying for it. I can’t be distracted by people who aren’t serious about their schoolwork, their lives, and their futures.”

      “That’s a pretty heavy line to dump on a guy.”

      “Sorry.” Paige forced a smile. “It was nice talking to you.” Mostly. “Maybe we’ll run into each other again some time, only next time—I hope not literally.”

      “Maybe,” Alex said thoughtfully.

      Paige gave a wave and headed back the way they’d come. She was almost to the exit when Alex caught up to her.

      “Hey, wait!”

      She turned to face him.

      “I’m sorry. I must have come off as some kind of jerk. Please give me a second chance to prove myself.”

      Paige looked at him in confusion. “Why?”

      “Because
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