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      Young heiress Dolly Madison arrives on Martha’s Vineyard with an agenda to discover and taste the great wines of this picturesque island off the coast of Massachusetts … only to learn there are none. What she will find, however, is far more compelling—and could just change her life.
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      Blythe Calvert looked up from the counter where she was assembling ingredients to bake a batch of cookies in Blythe Cove Manor’s well-appointed kitchen when the sound of tires on gravel captured her attention. Time to greet her newest guest.

      Blythe stepped behind the small reception desk. Through the glass of the double doors of her bed and breakfast’s entrance, she could see Ed Thomas’s taxi pull up in front. He got out and walked to the back, where he retrieved a suitcase and a large canvas tote from the trunk. His passenger, a young woman clad in a blue-and-white floral sundress that was perhaps a size too small, a large floppy straw hat, and sunglasses, stepped out of the back seat and strode toward the inn without a backward glance, leaving the door open and Ed to trail behind her with the luggage. It wasn’t part of the services he offered when delivering people from the Oaks Bluff ferry to Blythe Cove Manor.

      The woman entered the inn, letting the door swing shut behind her—right in Ed’s face.

      Oh dear, was she going to be one of those kinds of guests?

      “Good morning,” Blythe called cheerfully. “You must be Dolly Madison. That’s a very interesting name.” She pushed the registration book and a pen toward the woman.

      Dolly’s expression hardened. Obviously, Blythe was not the first to mention her moniker.

      “My mother thought it was hilarious. But I’ve been teased about it my whole life. ‘Gonna throw a party, Dolly? Know anybody at the White House, Dolly?’” Her lips flattened into a tense line. “Yeah, I’ve heard it all. And then she didn’t even spell it the same as the original Dolley Madison.”

      Blythe smiled and tried again. “What brings you to the island?”

      Dolly looked around, as though to make sure no one was nearby to eavesdrop. “I’m running away from home,” she whispered quite seriously.

      Blythe merely blinked at that statement.

      Again, Dolly looked around her. “I inherited a million bucks from a great aunt I didn’t even know existed and everybody I know wants a piece of the action.” She brushed an imaginary piece of lint from her shoulder strap, flaunting the diamond tennis bracelet on her left wrist.

      Blythe blinked again.

      Ed strolled up to the reception desk, plopping the long-handled canvas bag at Dolly’s feet, then gave her the bad news about the fare. She opened her purse, peeled off the exact amount, and handed it to him.

      “Thank you for bringing in Ms. Madison’s luggage,” Blythe said. “It was kind of you to accommodate her.”

      Dolly took no hint that a tip was warranted.

      “I’d like to go to my room, please,” Dolly said, sounding bored.

      Blythe handed over the old-fashioned skeleton key. “It’s the Cove Room, on the second floor to the left as you top the landing.”

      Dolly scrutinized the key. “Don’t you have electronic locks for security?”

      “They’d be pretty useless if the power goes off.”

      “Does that happen a lot?”

      “No, and we do have a generator, but you never know.”

      Dolly frowned, then looked around. “Where’s the bellboy?”

      “We don’t have one. Guests are responsible for their own luggage,” Blythe explained.

      Dolly’s frown deepened. “If I’d known that, I’d have demanded a ground-floor room.”

      “I’m sorry, but they’re all taken.”

      “What about the cottages?”

      “Fully booked, I’m afraid. As I mentioned when we spoke on the phone, we had a cancelation, which is why your room was available.”

      Dolly looked from her luggage to Ed.

      He smiled. “Have a nice stay.”

      Blythe and Ed watched as Dolly picked up the tote and tossed it over her shoulder, then picked up her suitcase and marched toward the stairs. Neither spoke until Dolly disappeared from sight.

      “I’m sorry about the tip. It sounds like she could well afford to give one.”

      Ed merely shook his head. “Don’t bother calling me back when it comes time for the young lady to leave. I won’t be available,” he said and turned on his heel.

      Blythe frowned. “I’m sorry, Ed.”

      He turned back to face her. “Ms. Madison and I had a very  interesting conversation during the ride from the ferry.”

      “And?” Blythe asked.

      Ed smirked. “She has some pretty wonky ideas about the island. I didn’t want to spoil her illusions. Have a great day, Blythe,” he called and sashayed out the door.

      What had he meant by that cryptic statement?

      Blythe soon found out some ten minutes later when Dolly reappeared in the large living room.

      “Hello! Anybody here?”

      Blythe set down the spatula she’d been using to mix raisins and walnuts into her oatmeal cookie dough, wiped her hands on a dish towel, and called, “Coming!”

      She found Dolly standing in the center of the room, looking impatient.

      “How can I help you?” Blythe asked.

      “I was wondering if there’s a company on the island that has tours of all the wineries. I wanted to come for the harvest, but I was told the island practically shuts down after Labor Day. But while I’m here, I’m anxious to taste every brand of wine you guys have got.”

      Anxious or eager? Brand or vintage?

      And was this the topic Ed had decided to let Blythe tackle?

      “I’m not sure I understand,” Blythe hedged.

      “I want to see all the vineyards on the island. I want to go to tastings and buy some of the great wines.”

      Blythe chose her words carefully. “I’m assuming you aren’t aware of the history of the island?”

      “What’s to know? It was named after somebody named Martha and she made wine.”

      “Folklore has it that the island was named by British explorer Bartholomew Gosnold after his infant daughter, Martha,” she conceded, “but the grapevines were wild.”

      “Wild, tame—what’s the difference?”

      “Wild grapes are aren’t suitable for winemaking,” Blythe explained.

      “Then why did some jackass name the place a vineyard?”

      Blythe forced a smile and shrugged. “Just one of those things.”

      Dolly glowered. “What am I supposed to do trapped on this island for a week with nothing to do and nowhere to go?”

      “There’re plenty of places to see—and lots of things to do,” Blythe assured her. “And if you just want to relax, this is the perfect place.” She gestured toward the patio and the gardens beyond.

      Dolly’s expression remained unhappy. “I’d be bored out of my mind.”

      Blythe reached behind the reception desk and pulled out a loose-leaf notebook. “You can flip through the pages and look at brochures for the restaurants and other attractions on the island.”

      “Attractions? You mean like water parks?”

      “Uh, no. We don’t have a water park. But we do have a Summer Film Festival.”

      “Art films are boring.”

      “The annual August fireworks display happens during your stay.”

      “I’d get a stiff neck looking up at the sky for a long time.”

      “We’ve got wonderful beaches,” Blythe tried again, “and if you don’t want to swim, you can borrow one of our stand-up paddle boards.”

      “There are sharks in the ocean. They could bite me—even kill me.”

      Blythe sighed. “Well, I’m sure you’ll find something to do when you look at all the tourist information in the book. If you’ll excuse me, I have some cookies to bake.”

      “Cookies?” Dolly asked, sounding more interested in that than Blythe’s other suggestions.

      “Yes. I keep a cookie jar filled with them so guests can snack on them during the day and evening.”

      “Can I help?”

      Blythe blinked, startled by the request. “Uh, I don’t usually allow guests in the kitchen.”

      “Maybe you should offer cooking classes to your guests.”

      “I’ve considered it,” Blythe admitted.

      “If you won’t let me help, can I at least watch?”

      “I suppose so.” Blythe turned and headed for the kitchen with Dolly practically at her heels.

      The Aga cooker was up to speed, all Blythe had to do was drop the dough onto the prepared baking sheets and tuck them into the oven.

      “Oatmeal raisin with walnuts?” Dolly asked.

      “Uh-huh.” Blythe set the timer.

      “I love them,” Dolly said, sounding less like the petulant kid she had been not five minutes before and more like a delighted child who wanted to please. She leaned against the counter, watching Blythe’s every move.

      “Do you know how to bake?”

      Dolly nodded. “I’m not very good at it, but I think I could be. After I got my inheritance, I immediately changed my phone number, quit my job, bought myself a new wardrobe, and have been in hiding. I live in a luxury condo, but I’ve got my eye on a house in a swanky neighborhood with a gourmet kitchen. I’m waiting for a call from a real estate agent.”

      “Sounds like you’ve got everything figured out.”

      “I still don’t know what I want to do with my life, but I figured I should try to come up with a plan. That’s why I came to the island. I thought I could learn about wine and become one of those snobs that advise other people on what wines to drink and buy.”

      “You mean a sommelier?”

      “I guess.”

      Blythe thought about it. “Perhaps I could help you in that area. I have a friend who runs a farm on the north end of the island. He actually does have grapevines and bottles wine for himself.”

      “But it’s not a real vineyard?” Dolly asked.

      “No. He supplies a number of the local restaurants with fresh produce during the summer.”

      “And what’s he do in the winter?”

      “He teaches third grade at the Oak Bluffs Elementary school.”

      “What’s his name?” Dolly asked.

      “Josh Frederick. I think you’d like him.”

      “When can I meet him?”

      “Maybe as soon as tomorrow. When the cookies come out of the oven, I’ll give him a call.”

      “How will I get to his farm?”

      “Sorry?” Blythe asked.

      “I heard that taxi driver say he wouldn’t drive me anymore. What am I supposed to do to get around the island?”

      Be nicer to people, Blythe wanted to say but bit her tongue. “I’m sure
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