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Bonnie Kimball wanted to give a shout of victory, but since two of her colleagues and, oh, yes, her boss, were on calls with Bon Voyage clients and wouldn’t appreciate her highly unprofessional outburst, she temporarily settled for doing a silent happy dance in her chair, complete with jazz hands.

“Is there something you want to share, Bonnie?” Andi Belton asked from the adjacent desk.

“As a matter of fact, there is. I just finished booking a cross-country road trip the Millers are taking with another couple in June, complete with mapping, rental car, and hotel rooms. Both couples are celebrating their fortieth wedding anniversaries and they want to see the USA up close and personal. National Parks, crazy attractions, Vegas shows, you name it.”

“That sounds like fun. If you’re into road trips,” Andi said. “How long will the trip take?”

“Forty fun-filled days. In a minivan.” When Bonnie saw Andi’s eyebrows rise, she said, “Maybe after we’ve been married for thirty or forty years, we and our husbands would want to take a minivan on a six-thousand-mile journey, too.”

“I’ll let you know after I’ve been married thirty or forty years. It would help if I actually had someone I wanted to marry. Or even date.” 

“Right back at you, sister. Someday our princes will show up.” Although it was getting harder to believe there really was a prince out there for her after all the epic failures Bonnie had experienced in her dating career.

“It would be nice if they’d make it sooner rather than later. Did you figure out where and when you’re taking your vacation yet? I heard Meredith ask you again yesterday.”

Bonnie grimaced. “Not yet, but I need to. I’ll really get going on that this weekend.”

When Andi’s phone rang, she picked up the handset. “Bon Voyage. This is Andi. How may I help you?”

Bonnie had just finished emailing the Millers with the good news when the front door of the travel agency opened, the bell over the door jingling. Everyone else was still on their phones, and she smiled at the man who had come in. He looked vaguely familiar, possibly an existing client, and a rather charming one, if she were asked to offer an opinion. Possibly thirty, give or take a few years. And blue eyed. She really did like blue eyes and dark hair on a guy. “Welcome to Bon Voyage. I’m Bonnie. Can I help you?”

“I hope so,” Briggs O’Reilly said, eying the smiling brunette. Although she was one pretty lady, he wasn’t there to make a romantic connection. As he thought over which persuasive words he was going to use, he glanced at the posters on the walls, where every season, and continent, seemed to be represented.

“Why don’t you have a seat and tell me what I can help you with.” Bonnie wondered if this man would ever consider a road trip in a minivan for his thirtieth or fortieth wedding anniversary. 

“I was in here before and I talked to Meredith.” Briggs saw the woman in her office, on the phone. “Do I need to speak to her again?”

“I’ll do my best to help you. Let’s start with your name.”

“Briggs O’Reilly.”

Bonnie tapped her keyboard and pulled up the account. “The trip to Grandview Palms Island?” She met his eyes again.

“That’s the one. I need to cancel it.”

Bonnie really hated being the bearer of bad news. She really, really hated it. Working as a travel advisor was rewarding, a wonderful job, really, and she got to deal with happy clients who were excited about traveling, sometimes visiting familiar destinations, sometimes all new locations. 

“I am so sorry, Mr O’Reilly, but because it was a special offer, your trip is non-refundable. I’m sorry.” She waited for the explosion and hoped Meredith would finish her call soon so she could back up what Bonnie had just said.

Briggs exhaled, then nodded. “That’s what I was afraid you were going to say. I tried cancelling it on line a couple of times with no luck, so here I am.” Standing, he said, “Thanks for trying. I don’t suppose you know anyone who wants to go to Grandview Palms Island in May, since my girlfriend decided she’d rather be my ex-girlfriend.” Maybe spilling his guts now wasn’t in his best interests, but maybe while he was alone at Grandview Palms, watching the waves roll in and out on the beach, he could figure out what his best interests actually were.

Watching Briggs O’Reilly, so many comments sprang to Bonnie’s mind. 

Your ex is a fool. 

You’re much better off without her. 

Go anyway and meet someone who will appreciate you. 

“I am so sorry, Briggs.”

“Thanks, Bonnie. I guess I’ll be seeing what’s happening on Grandview Palms Island next month.” Briggs headed for the door, wondering who he could rope into taking the trip with him. And maybe in time he’d be able to convince himself he hadn’t done anything wrong.

Bonnie watched Briggs O’Reilly through the plate glass windows until he disappeared from view, then she tapped her keyboard and did a little research. She’d never been to Grandview Palms Island, nor had she ever booked a trip for anyone wanting to go there. It was off the coast of Florida, and the photos of the resort that encompassed the major portion of the island were breathtaking.

It wasn’t actually an island, since there was a quarter-mile-long causeway that led to it, but it still had that island look to it, according to the photos. She glanced at the door again, but Briggs O’Reilly was long gone. She had been waffling about where she should go for her vacation, hadn’t she? 

Holy Mother Earth, if this wasn’t a sign, she didn’t know what was.
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Briggs returned to the municipal parking lot and climbed into the Jeep, wondering who he should ask first. He hadn’t yet shared the news about Willow dumping him because he’d known how his friends would react; cheering all around Kirkwood, Massachusetts, along with comments about how he needed to make better choices. 

Pulling out his phone, he thought about what his group text should say, hoping his friends wouldn’t make his life even more of a challenge than it currently was. “First come, first served – anyone up for a trip with me to Grandview Palms Island off Florida in May? Willow broke up with me and I don’t want to hear it from any of you.”

As Briggs was driving home, Luke responded first. “How much?”

Briggs had already paid off the trip, but he thought about the question until Steve’s text came through the speakers. “What dates?”

Maybe he’d wait to hear from Conor and Julian, then answer all the guys’ questions at once.

“You know I don’t float or fly, buddy.”

Julian’s response made him laugh. He knew Julian was earthbound but he couldn’t very well leave him out of the loop. Briggs reached his driveway before hearing from Conor, but he decided to respond to the other texts. “Trip’s paid for but I’ll accept donations. May 4-11.”

His phone rang while he was unlocking the front door. “Hey, Conor. Wondered when I’d hear from you.”

“Sorry about what happened, man,” Conor Jones said. “If I can get the time off, I’ll go with you.” 

And that was one of the reasons Conor was his best friend. The guy was always there for him, he always had been, and without the smart-ass comments. “Thanks, buddy. Text Walker now. He can approve it.”

Conor knew Briggs was correct. Their boss was as laid back as they came, and Conor might not even need to explain why he hadn’t given much prior notice. “I’ll let you know.”

Once he was inside, Briggs sent another group text. “The trip has been claimed. Thanks for your participation.”

“It’s Conor, isn’t it?” Steve texted.

“I didn’t want to go anyway.” 

Briggs laughed at Luke’s response, then dropped onto his couch. He thought about Willow, whose name was actually Rosalie, but since she’d never liked Rosalie, she’d chosen a new name. He knew he was better off without her, whatever her name was, but he still didn’t like that post-breakup feeling. Could he have done better? Done anything differently?

Conor’s second call came after Briggs clicked the remote to see what his nine hundred and eighty-seven channels had to offer. “Hey, Conor.”

“Walker said I can have the time off.” Conor had had to promise to be available by phone if there was a crisis at Kirkwood Web Pros. It was still worth the possible panicked call from his boss to get to see what Grandview Palms Island was like. And keep an eye on Briggs.

“Man, that’s fantastic.”

“I need the flight details so I can book mine,” Conor said.

“Right.” The other ticket was in Willow’s name, of no use to anyone now. “I’ll text it. You can have Willow’s seat if it’s better than the one you get, since I’m stuck with it.” 

Conor laughed. “Sitting next to you for three hours? Have to think about that.”

Briggs was watching the Red Sox battling it out with the Yankees when his phone chirped with a notification that Conor Jones had sent him five hundred bucks, and he shook his head, then texted him. “The money wasn’t necessary, but thanks. Maybe I’ll buy you a souvenir shot glass.”

Briggs thought about Bonnie at Bon Voyage, then wondered if it was too soon to acknowledge how hot he’d found her. 

Maybe not. 

Willow had very clearly set him free.

Maybe he should call Bonnie and play dumb, pretending he didn’t know whether someone else could use Willow’s plane ticket. It would allow him another chance to speak to her. But she might also think he was an idiot. 

He knew where she worked, though, and he wasn’t likely to forget. After picturing himself asking her out, then taking her to dinner, possibly hearing her quote Willow by saying he was boring with a capital B, he realized it might be smart to take a break from dating.
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AS BONNIE WALKED THROUGH the parking lot with Andi after the agency closed, she asked, “Did you happen to notice the guy at my desk while you were on the phone? You and everyone else?”

“Brown, wavy hair, in a white tee and jeans, the kind of man I’d like to wear on my arm? I might have noticed him,” Andi said. “What did he need?”

“He wanted to cancel a nonrefundable trip.”

“Poor guy.”

“He took it very well, fortunately, meaning he’s an adult and he has a sense of humor. And it got me thinking after he left, so some good for me came out of it. Now I know where I’m going on vacation, and when.”

“Where?”

“Grandview Palms Island, off Florida, where I might just run into Briggs O’Reilly, who just happened to break up with his girlfriend and might need a shoulder to cry on. If he can hold on until May fourth.”

“Are you serious?” Andi asked. “You’d follow him there?”

“Well, we all know I need to take a vacation. Even Meredith will tell you I need a vacation. And maybe it looks as if I’m following him, but another way to look at it is he has just made me aware of a place it would behoove me to check out. And if you had some time off accrued, I would be asking you to come with me.”

“Talk to me next year at this time. Meredith is great, but she isn’t going to give me time off when I’ve only been there two months. And if Grandview Palms Island is as gorgeous as I imagine it is, maybe you’ll want to go back.”

“Check it out tonight. It looks tropical and beachy and sunny and beautiful and there’s only one resort there. It’s not a very big island, and not really an island because you can get there by car or boat. And it will make it easier to accidentally run into Briggs O’Reilly since there’s only one hotel. I’m kinda looking forward to this trip.”

“I kinda got that impression.” 

Bonnie thought about how Andi knew her almost as well as she knew herself, which tended to happen when friends had known each other since they were in middle school. And it was such a shame Briggs O’Reilly had come along before Andi was ready for a week off.
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As part of her vacation planning, Bonnie had known she’d needed to take a step or two to make sure she would be doing the right thing. As anyone with even an iota of curiosity would have done, she had scoured social media for anything she could find on Briggs O’Reilly. And she had found him. His FB account hadn’t been current, but what she had seen didn’t raise any red flags. Nor had his Insta account. The man certainly smiled a lot, or at least he had in every photo she had seen of him with his friends. 

And as she gazed around at her fellow passengers waiting by the gate, she knew that although she didn’t typically travel alone, she would know at least one person on this trip. Although know was an exaggeration. She would recognize Briggs O’Reilly, and perhaps get to know him in the coming week. She didn’t see Briggs yet, maybe because she had arrived at the airport four hours before her flight. 

It occurred to her the man might possibly have decided not to take the trip after all. When he had come into Bon Voyage, he hadn’t given Bonnie much indication he had had his heart broken, but for all she knew, he wanted no part of a vacation for one.

What would she have done under similar circumstances? Being the practical girl she was, had she paid for the trip, she wouldn’t have let it go to waste. She would have forced herself to go and keep her eyes open and her heart ready for a new adventure. She hoped Briggs would do the smart thing. What was not to like about a trip to an island on Florida’s Gulf Coast? 

Alternating between her e-reader and watching her fellow travelers for one particular traveler, she finally spotted him. Fantabulous. He wasn’t alone, but he wasn’t with his ex, he was with another guy. The fact Briggs hadn’t already become involved with another woman since she’d seen him pleased her. That said something for his character. And for her chances with him, if she were being honest with herself.

His friend was also nice looking, but she knew nothing about him. He was about the same height as Briggs, six foot and plenty, hair was dark blonde, and he wore his shorter than Briggs’ dark, wavy locks. She did like his beard, one of those neatly trimmed, scruffy ones that looked eminently touchable. They were nice looking men, and both clearly kept themselves fit. She glanced around and saw they had attracted the attention of a few of her fellow passengers. Quite a few of the women were staring at them.

She had mixed feelings when the men sat with their backs toward her, because although Briggs wouldn’t see her from his position, she also would miss out on watching him. The seat she’d have on the plane wasn’t near where he would be sitting, but she didn’t want to be too close or he might think she was following him. 

Which she was. But he didn’t need to know that. With luck, when he recognized her, if he did, he wouldn’t look at her with suspicion, only surprise. With a lot of luck, it would be pleasant surprise.
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BRIGGS SAID, “CAN I see your boarding pass?”

Conor showed it to Briggs, then glanced around at the others waiting to board. He hadn’t flown for a few years, but nothing seemed to have changed.

“You’re a few rows from me, but, like I said, you can take the seat next to mine if you don’t think you’ll like yours.”

“I’ll check out the neighbors, and you’ll be the first to know,” Conor said. “Going to fill my water over there. You want any?”

“I’m good.”

Conor stepped around his carry-on and got into the short line to fill the bottle. Returning to his seat, he noticed a woman sitting alone, a brunette in a blue dress. She was gazing around, and when she met his eyes, she gave him a wide smile. A bonny lass, as his grandfather would have called her. A brown-eyed, dark-haired beauty. If by some chance she was seated next to Conor, Briggs was going to have two seats to himself. 

Bonnie wished it was Briggs who had refilled his bottle so she could watch him moving around. But he might still take a stroll before they boarded. The more she thought about him and watched the back of him, the more she wanted to see. The man absolutely qualified as eye-candy, and she felt excitement stir in her belly. Since she’d be at the same resort, realistically she had to run into him at some point. Then she could start a conversation and see what happened. 

And then there was his friend ... When his eyes had met hers, she wondered if she’d imagined the tiny zing she felt. Probably from the sight of his blue eyes. But maybe it had been more than his eyes. He was built more solidly than Briggs, who was rangy. Both were tall, both had long legs, both had blue eyes. Holy Mother Earth, they were a feast for her eyes.

She hadn’t rented a car, and she was starting to wonder if she should have. The resort van would be picking her up at the airport, along with Briggs and probably his friend, and whoever else happened to be staying at the Grandview Palms, and although the resort offered excursions, she might want her own wheels. When she heard the boarding announcement, she knew she could always make the rental decision once they landed. 

Briggs headed for the line, glancing around again, making a guess the plane would be just about full. He saw a familiar face, but couldn’t remember where he’d seen her. He’d think about it. Maybe she’d sit near him and he could ask her. 

Bonnie watched Briggs disappear while she was in line, and guessed his friend must be behind her. Briggs would have an empty seat beside him, which could be a good thing, space-wise, but it could also be a painful reminder. 

Conor was behind the brunette, impressed when she stood eyes forward, unmoving until it was time to step ahead, and he guessed from the number of passengers between them, she wouldn’t be seated near him. Them’s the breaks, Jones. Taking another drink of water, he knew it would be a good trip. And he hadn’t had a call from Walker yet, in a panic or otherwise. It was all good.

After all passengers had boarded and carry-ons were stowed, Bonnie saw Briggs’ friend speak to a flight attendant, then take the seat beside Briggs. She had a window seat, and her seatmate was an older woman who had immediately pulled out a paperback and begun to read. Bonnie would get her e-reader out, but not until they were in the air and the view out the window had lost its appeal. She hoped it would be a good flight.

And it was a good flight, until they hit turbulence, strong enough to cause her seatmate’s book to go airborne. There were a few screams, a few shouts, but it was nothing Bonnie hadn’t been through before. With luck, everyone who hadn’t been buckled was uninjured and would belt up now.

Conor said, “Good thing Julian isn’t with us.”

“That would have freaked him out. I wasn’t too crazy about it myself,” Briggs said.

“What’s the first thing you’re going to do when we get there?”

“Kiss the ground?”

Conor laughed. “Do you still snore the way you did in college?”

“That was from that poor excuse of a pillow. Once I got a new one, the snoring stopped. And I haven’t heard any complaints lately.” And Willow would have complained.

“Good. Why do they call Grandview Palms an island if it has a causeway?”

“To make it sound more enticing? I don’t have a clue,” Briggs said.

“How’d you find out about it?”

“Willow’s sister told her about it. The irony, huh?” Briggs snapped his fingers. “That’s where I know her.”

“Willow’s sister?”

“No. I saw someone at the gate who looked familiar. She works at the travel agency. Name’s Bonnie, if I remember right.”

“Wonder where she’s headed. If you see her at the resort, there’s confirmation you chose wisely,” Conor said.

Briggs grinned. “Guess you’re right.”
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Bonnie gave up on the car rental idea while they were still in the air, after either the fourth or fifth little turbulence episode, deciding if she needed transportation, she’d call for a ride. She hadn’t really come on this vacation to get in a car and drive around Florida, she came to get that island feel; palm trees and beaches with fine, beautiful sand, and warm sea breezes lifting her hair. 

And also to make friends with Briggs O’Reilly. The fact he’d brought a friend with him on what she had expected would be a solo trip might prove to be a hindrance to her being able to get up close and personal with him. But it might not.

Once they landed and the plane emptied, she hauled her carry-on through the terminal, in search of the Grandview Palms Resort van. Gazing around, she saw Briggs O’Reilly walking with determination, quite probably toward the same destination. Then she reminded her sneaky self not to act as if she were surprised when they “met” because he’d never buy it. Maybe she’d just stick to the truth. 

Briggs scanned the crowds as he and Conor headed for their ride, and he saw Bonnie to his right, beyond a group of other hurrying passengers. He wondered what the chances were she’d be going to Grandview Palms Island, making his week exponentially better. “Hey, Conor.”

“Yes?”

“To the right, do you see the brunette in
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