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Chapter One
TIFFANY

ired was an understatement, but as Ti!any Stewart
dragged herself out of bed to get ready for the day,
she knew she was the only one to blame. She’d been

up late listening to several episodes of a true crime podcast as
the narrator kept dragging out the "nal result.

Then, she’d come to the end of the episodes, meaning
she’d have to wait for "ve more days until the next one came
out. At least that’s what she was guessing with the schedule of
previously released episodes.

She glanced at the clock.
Late again.
Ti!any hadn’t been this late for things since before she

could drive and had to rely on her parents for transportation.
She’d memorized the bus and train schedules from her dorm
while she was at college in Newton, Massachusetts, but the
small apartment she and Abby were now renting after gradua‐
tion seemed so much farther away from the Love, Austen
o$ce. She had a car parked on the street a ways up the steep
road that was a temptation to use this morning, but "nding a
parking spot would only tack on the time she’d saved.
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She ran out the door and down the road, barely catching
her bus before it drove away.

Her mind kept going over the story from last night. She’d
gotten lost in the true crime world since Abby was rarely
home. And Ti!any, after a long streak of relationships, had
managed to stay boyfriend-free over the past couple of weeks.

She rushed o! the bus and down the stairs to make it to
the train, glancing at her watch several times as she realized just
how late she was.

As the former secretary for the matchmaking company
Love, Austen, she’d always done her best to be presentable and
on time. She’d been promoted to working as a social media
manager for the past year, and the next goal was marketing
manager. Something about seeing the numbers of the
company increase after a successful campaign made her excited
to go to work.

Then again, anything was better than nothing at this
point. She hadn’t actually done more than foster the growing
social media following of the matchmaking company, but
from all she’d researched and learned, she knew there were
several avenues Meg Austen, owner of the company, hadn’t
tried just yet.

She needed the challenge it would provide, and something
more rigorous might even help her "gure out what she wanted
now, only months after graduation.

Ti!any shifted and swayed against the poles in the train,
her mind drifting back to the podcast story of a young man
who played the #ute. She’d only gotten most of the backstory
from the episodes she’d listened to, plus a little of the plan he’d
made to help him get a new #ute while also helping his parents
with their "nances.

“Don’t you usually get o! here?” someone said behind
her, tapping her shoulder.

Ti!any jumped, trying to hide the weird nerves at being2
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Ti!any jumped, trying to hide the weird nerves at being
tapped by a stranger with a quick smile.

The woman looked kind of familiar, but then again, most
did after days of riding public transportation in Boston.

The doors were about to close as Ti!any saw the Love,
Austen sign, a painted daisy representing the “O” in the name.

“Thank you!” she called, slipping out just before the doors
closed again.

She passed the window to the hair salon next door, Holt’s
Curls, and saw her boss just as she was getting ready to sit in
the hair-wash station.

Opening the door to the salon, Ti!any grinned widely.
Here were several of her close friends, all made because of her
job. Everyone should be this excited to get to work.

“Morning, everyone!” she called out.
Olivia Holt, the owner of the salon and a former client of

Meg’s, turned and "ashed a grin, her blonde curls framing her
face.

“Ti!any, it’s about time you arrived.” She turned on the
water and started washing Meg’s hair.

Meg lifted her head enough to catch a glimpse of Ti!any.
“Yeah, ever since she graduated, she’s been waltzing in at all
hours.” The smile on her face was teasing, and Ti!any
plopped down into one of the styling chairs. She pulled out
her phone and said, “It’s only 7:56. I’m actually four minutes
early today.”

“Let me guess. You got caught up in another crime
podcast.”

Ti!any tried to hold back a smile. “Maybe.”
“What are you talking about?” Olivia asked, pumping out

a few pumps of shampoo onto her palm and running it over
Meg’s hair.

“I had a gothic literature class my last semester, and
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someone recommended true crime podcasts. I’ve been
listening to them ever since.”

Olivia frowned. “You basically listen to the equivalent of a
horror movie?”

Ti!any laughed, shaking her head as she thought about
how true that was. “Kind of. More like those crime documen‐
taries where they present all the evidence and wait until the
last minute to resolve everything.”

“That’s how they hook you, though,” Meg said, closing
her eyes as Olivia turned on the water and washed out the
shampoo.

“Which is why we need to implement some of that. I
can come up with some ideas from them on how to get
more people in the door.” Tiffany bit the side of her lip,
waiting for a response from her boss. The water must’ve
gotten into her ears because she said nothing, very
unlike Meg.

“How’s the app coming along?” Olivia asked, turning o!
the faucet and squeezing the water from Meg’s hair.

“It’s done!” Meg said, clapping her hands together. “I got
word from Jorge that he’d #nished the last big updates last
night. Now we just need a pool of testing subjects to get all the
little bugs out.”

Ti!any grinned, hoping the proposal she’d put together to
branch out of social media and into the marketing side of
things would be persuasive enough. “I could do that,” she said,
cringing a bit at the delivery. “I mean, I could recruit some
people to try it out. And I’d love to give you some ideas for
how to get the word out there. To get more people trying it.”
Yeah, that was nothing like she’d rehearsed in the mirror at
home.

“Aren’t you heading to a wedding soon?” Meg asked,
craning her neck up to look at Ti!any again.

“Yes,” she said, snapping her #ngers like that idea was just
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coming to her. “I’ll be around a lot of people and can even give
out some codes to try the process.”

Olivia helped Meg sit up, towel-drying her hair before
helping her stand and walk to the swivel chair in front of the
mirror.

“That could work. But I thought you loved the social
media aspect. Why the sudden interest in marketing?”

Ti!any shrugged. “I’ve been reading a lot about it. It
sounds interesting, and I "gured I could help since we still
don’t have a marketing director.”

Also not the explanation she’d planned to give. She’d come
to love numbers and tracking data. If that made her a nerd,
she’d be willing to accept it.

Meg smiled in the mirror, watching Ti!any for several
seconds. When she did that, Ti!any had a hard time reading
what she was looking for. Was her expression one of curiosity?
Or disbelief?

“We’ll give it a trial run. If you can get at least one hundred
people to sign up for the app, we’ll talk more about you
switching jobs. Again.”

Ti!any wanted to squeal, excited about the prospect of it.
The idea of helping a company increase their bottom line
while also helping others "nd the person they could be with
forever? It sounded pretty perfect.

“But,” Meg said, causing Ti!any’s inner celebration to
pause, the music coming to a halt like a DJ stopping the music
at a dance. “You have to take the test.”

Ti!any’s smile dropped. So far, she’d managed to avoid
taking the matching test Meg had created back when she was a
senior in college, the beginning of the entire company. Ti!any
had never needed it as she’d had a boyfriend, or one waiting in
the wings, although she never cheated on any of them.

But a matching test wasn’t worth it. She could "nd a guy
to be with on her own and without the help of a test.
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“Meg, I don’t need help with dating. I’ve had boyfriends
in spades.” Ti!any thought back to her last boyfriend, the one
who’d broken up with her through text message almost a
month ago. She hadn’t been devastated, more irritated that the
guy couldn’t tell her in person.

Meg raised an eyebrow and gave her the look that meant
another lecture was coming. “Do you even hear yourself?” she
asked, hair being "ung into her eyes while Olivia parted it
to cut.

“Yes,” Ti!any said, groaning. She’d fought against the idea
that there could be someone for her already in Meg’s database.
What motivated a guy to actually sign up for one of these
things unless they were nerdy and boring? She’d been around
the company for long enough to know that anyone she could
be interested in would be snatched up already.

Meg and Parker. Lexi and Brennen. Ruby and Carson.
Olivia and Dawson. Even Abby and Greyson were now
together, thanks to working on the app together. They were all
solid guys with good jobs and de#nitely high on the attractive
scale.

The hardest part was she’d gone out with so many types of
people, she should’ve had a better understanding of what she
was looking for in a guy.

“If you want to be my marketing director, you have to at
least try out the program. Get matched, go on a few dates. If
things don’t work out, I won’t pressure you. Otherwise,
people will be asking you why you’re single when you work for
this company.” Meg smiled, and Ti!any could tell she was
referencing her own situation with Parker, her husband.

Meg had been trying to build the app since the year before
but didn’t have the capital to put up for it. The people at the
investing company had asked her to show them she actually
believed in her system by proving she had a match of her own.
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At least it had worked out with her and Parker. Meg deserved
to be happy.

Bitterness !ooded her tongue. Of course, she’d never been
good at long-term relationships. Steve had been her longest
one, but when he’d been signed to a professional football team
in Florida, she’d realized after a couple of weeks that she wasn’t
good at long-distance relationships and constantly worrying
about where he was and when she’d be able to see him again.

But how much did she want to be in marketing for the
company? Was it worth the attempt to be matched?

Closing her eyes, Ti"any nodded. “Okay, I’ll take the test.
But I’m not making any promises about anything working
out.”

“Oh, Ti"any,” Olivia said, shaking her head. “It might be a
good thing for you. Love might just surprise you.”

Ti"any doubted that. She’d been through enough
boyfriends to last another ten years. Maybe what she needed
was a man sabbatical. Then she’d know what she wanted in a
boyfriend.

“I’ll go take the test right now,” she said, standing. The
idea of all those questions made her wish she’d grabbed a
co"ee or some breakfast on the way in.

Meg beamed. “It’s about time. I can’t wait to see your
results.”

She’d be the only one.
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Chapter Two
DREW

rew Evans ran through the list of things he needed
to do as he turned on the water in his apartment,
readying himself for a shower after his workout.

He’d gotten a call that Mr. Turner, in the next building over,
needed some help getting his dishwasher to work, and then
there was the long list of apartments that needed the !lters
changed on their heaters. It was better to stay on top of it
before it became a !re hazard.

Being the owner and handyman of his buildings was fun
for the most part, but there were days he wondered if hiring
another maintenance man would give him a bit more freedom
to come and go as he wanted. This life was a lot more freeing
than the one he’d had working on ad accounts. Nights and
weekends spent holed up in his o"ce, doing everything he
could think of to come up with a good pitch to executives and
owners had worn on him.

With his favorite playlist cued up, the decision now was if
he should play music or a podcast. He’d been trying to stay up
with business tips ever since leaving his job at Marks Adver‐
tising Agency, a company in downtown Boston.
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But trying to remember a bunch of advice at the moment
probably wouldn’t stick. It had been a few weeks since he’d
listened to one of the crime podcasts he’d been obsessed with a
few months ago. It was worth a listen to see what new episodes
had popped up on his favorite one, True Crime After Dark.

He showered up, but the story coming through his water‐
proof speaker didn’t keep his attention, pulling him to the
thoughts of what he needed to prepare for his uncle’s wedding
the next week.

Blowing out a breath, he realized he hadn’t lined anyone
up to be on call for the apartments while he was in Vermont
for the weeklong celebration.

After getting dressed, he called the usual people who
helped him maintain the emergencies while he was gone, but
none of them were available. Knowing it was a long shot, he
dialed up one of his best friends from high school, Carson
Carver.

“Drew, what’s going on, man?”
Drew couldn’t help but smile as he pictured Carson’s

excitement on the other end of the line. He’d been that way in
high school, but throughout the years, after he and Ruby had
broken up, he’d changed. But now that they were married,
he’d gone back to his usual optimistic outlook on things.

“So, any chance you have some time throughout this next
week to help me with a few things?”

“Well, practices and trainings are picking up for the start
of the hockey season, but I can probably squeeze in a thing or
two for you. What’s up?”

“I might need someone to be on call for my buildings
while I’m gone for my uncle’s wedding.”

Silence on the other line caused Drew to scramble, trying
to think of anyone else he trusted to help him with emer‐
gencies.

Carson cleared his throat. “Are you sure you remember
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who you’re talking to? I mean, I’m not the best when it comes
to !xing stu".”

“I just need you to be around for an emergency. Like a
pipe bursting or the power going out. Mostly, it’s just for
peace of mind. I’ll tell all the residents to contact you while
I’m in Vermont, and you’ll just have to call someone on a list
I’ll send you to go !x things.”

Drew hoped nothing major happened while he was gone.
He’d worked to update and renovate the four high-rise build‐
ings he’d bought nearly two years before.

It had taken a big lump of his savings, but being a twenty-
six-year-old single man in need of a life change, it was worth
the risk. The tenants had been fairly easy to work with. All
except the woman in 5C. From her daily calls about the water
heater or a possible leak in the back of her toilet, he was begin‐
ning to think she was trying to score a date with him.

“Yeah, I can help out. As long as all I have to do is dial a
number. Ruby has even !xed a few things around the house
before I could get to it.” Carson chuckled, and Drew joined in,
remembering a time in shop class when Carson had shocked
himself to the point of passing out.

“For sure. There’s a woman named Kenzie who might call
a few times. Just tell her I’ll take care of whatever she needs
when I get back.”

“Is there something going on with the two of you? Maybe
a date here and there?” Carson’s voice !lled with hope.

Drew shook his head. “Not a chance, Carver. She’s just a
tenant. A needy one.”

“Come on, Drew. You’ve got to get back out there. Just
because Michelle was an idiot and dumped you right when
you needed her doesn’t mean every woman will do the same.”

Drew doubted that. “This isn’t about Michelle. This is
about me asking you to help me out while I’m at the
wedding.”
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Several moments of silence passed, and Drew pulled his
phone away from his ear to make sure the call hadn’t been
disconnected.

“I’ll do it,” Carson said, causing Drew to !st pump. “On
one condition.”

That got Drew’s attention. When Carson wanted some‐
thing, it was usually uncomfortable for Drew.

“What?” Drew tipped his head back, wishing he didn’t
have to worry about the rest of what his best friend would say.

“You have to use the gift certi!cate to Love, Austen that
Ruby and I sent you for Christmas. I know you’ve probably
still got it tucked away in that mess of papers on your desk.”

Drew turned, glancing over at the desk in question,
groaning that his friend knew him too well. “In exchange for
you helping me, I have to see a matchmaker? How is that
bene!tting you?”

“Then we’ll have another couple to double date with.
You’ve been a recluse since Michelle broke up with you. We
just want to go out and have fun together.”

A call came through, and one of his tenants’ names
popped up—Mrs. Mooning.

“Carson, I have to run. It’s one of my tenants.” He paused
a beat and said, “I’ll let you know.”

“Sounds good. Good luck.”
Switching to the other call, he said in a cheerful tone,

“Hello, Mrs. Mooning. How are you this morning?”
He prided himself on being a polite landlord, even if

some of the people didn’t always appreciate that. From what
he’d learned about the previous owner of this building,
things hadn’t been taken care of or fixed in a timely manner.
Drew was still working on all the renovations the place
needed, but that was the benefit of getting the building at a
cheaper rate.

“My stovetop isn’t working, dear,” the older woman said,
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her voice shaking a bit. “I usually have eggs every morning, and
I’m not sure what else to make.”

“I’ll be right over, Mrs. Mooning. Let me get my tools.”
He pulled on a di!erent t-shirt, reusing the athletic shorts he’d
used on his run. With his tool bag in hand, he headed for the
stairs just outside his apartment on the bottom "oor and
walked up to the third "oor, #nding 3A quickly.

The door opened, and Mrs. Mooning was dressed in her
apron and beaming at him, spatula in hand.

“Oh, Drew, dear, did I catch you at a bad time?” Mrs.
Mooning gave him a quick up-down glance, grimacing as
though she’d just made a horrible mistake.

Drew glanced down, trying to #gure out if he’d dripped
something on himself, which wasn’t a rare occurrence. Then
again, he hadn’t had breakfast yet that morning.

“I just #nished my workout and took a shower. I know
how much you like to make breakfast and #gured I’d hurry so
I could get it #xed for you.”

She reached up and patted his cheek, giving him a smile.
“You’ll have to do, dear.” She waved for him to follow her and
motioned to one of the chairs across the table.

“Shouldn’t I take a look at the stove?” he asked, pointing
toward the kitchen.

Mrs. Mooning gave him a bashful smile and shook her
head. “I actually brought you here to have breakfast with, erm,
me and a guest.” The woman "ashed him a grin that reminded
him of his mother when she’d tried to persuade him to do just
about anything he didn’t want to.

He was already o! thinking of his beloved mother who’d
passed on two and a half years ago, but the word “guest” only
tied knots in his stomach. He’d heard about Mrs. Mooning’s
matchmaking e!orts from one of the other tenants, but he
never thought he’d be stuck in the cross#re.

The doorbell rang, and Drew wasn’t sure whether to run
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out the door, hoping to avoid the situation altogether, or if he
should sit and endure whatever the woman had in store
for him.

“Let me get that, dear.” Now that she’d said that, he
pictured himself as a deer out for a run suddenly getting run
over by a car. The thought was preferable to the possibilities of
what might happen if he stuck around here. He tried to think
of which woman she’d be trying to set him up with, !guring
she’d snag one of the young women in the building. That was
easier to focus on at the moment.

The last date he’d been on was over a year ago, one of
Carson’s attempts at helping him !nd “someone.” She’d been
a nice woman, but she’d just gotten out of a relationship and
didn’t seem too interested in getting into another one that
quickly. Drew had still been numb over what had happened
with his life up until that point, having pictured Michelle by
his side for so long.

Michelle hadn’t been happy with his new plan for the
future, dumping him two years ago at Top Shelf, the restau‐
rant he’d begged Carson, the owner, to get him a reservation
for to ask her to marry him. The same emotions came up every
time he thought about that, as if reliving it all over again
would remind him what had happened to their seven-year
relationship.

That was when he’d decided to stay away from the oppo‐
site sex, well, romantically anyway. He had to interact with
many women on a daily basis while he was !xing stoves and
toilets in their apartments, but it was something to do with his
hands, and he wasn’t stuck in an o#ce, waiting in suspense to
see if his next pitch would be accepted by the owner of the
company.

“Drew, you know McKenzie, right?”
Drew turned, freezing when he saw he was standing in

front of Miss 5C.
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“Good morning, Kenzie,” he said, almost robotically. His
brain raced, trying to !nd some excuse to get out of there.

“I didn’t know you’d be here,” she said, her eyes reminding
him of golf balls from being so wide. There was something in
her expression signaling that she wasn’t really surprised.

“Um, yeah,” he said, lifting his right hand. He’d forgotten
he was still holding his bag of tools and glanced at Mrs. Moon‐
ing. “So your stove doesn’t need !xing?”

When she shook her head, giving him a sheepish look, he
grabbed his phone and pretended to take a phone call, instead
calling Carson back.

“Hey, man! Oh yeah, I forgot about that. Let me—”
“What are you talking about? Drew, have you o#cially

lost it?” Carson said on the other line.
Drew moved out of the way of the women, turning down

the volume in the hope that they wouldn’t hear and realize it
was a fake phone call.

“I forgot about our appointment, just a moment.” Drew
covered the speaker to the phone and turned to the women.
“I’m so sorry, ladies. Do you mind if we postpone this break‐
fast? I was supposed to check out a tenant’s fridge this
morning before he heads to work.”

Mrs. Mooning looked like she understood, but Miss
Kenzie from 5C looked like the waterworks were about to
explode at any moment. Normally he would’ve felt enough
guilt to stay, but his $ight response had been activated.

Instead of waiting around, he dashed out of the apartment
and hurried down the stairs, breathing in the fresh air as he
pushed open one of the outer doors.

“Drew, what’s up, man? Is everything okay?”
After relating the situation to Carson, he walked back into

his apartment, dropping his tool bag on the $oor next to the
door and collapsing on his couch. Carson hadn’t stopped
laughing.
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“That’s a good one, man. I don’t think I’ve ever heard of a
tenant trying to set up her landlord before.”

“Yeah, not my favorite situation ever,” Drew said. “I mean,
of all people to invite. Maybe Miss 5C set it up.”

He wouldn’t put it past her.
“Well, here’s your chance. You can use up that gift certi!‐

cate and !nd someone you do want to be matched up with.
You might be surprised.”

How had his childhood sweetheart, the one he was
supposed to be with forever, end up turning his life into this?

Well, he couldn’t give her all the credit. He’d done plenty
to screw things up, but aside from the slight heartbreak he still
had after her sudden exit from his life, he was relatively happy.

This new life suited him. Mostly.
But he didn’t need a mass exodus from his apartment

buildings due to no one being on call while he was gone. His
father would probably cut him out as the loser of the family if
that happened.

“Fine. I’ll sign up for it.”
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Chapter Three
TIFFANY

t took Ti!any nearly thirty minutes to complete the test,
not because she was a slow test taker, but because she’d
let her cursor hover over the x button on the browser

several times. She’d upload her photo later, maybe.
This was lame. She was a cute, bubbly girl who could "nd

a date whenever she wanted. Sure, not many of them appreci‐
ated her current enthusiasm for true crime podcasts or her
excessive love for all things accessory, but there was bound to
be someone out there who would get her, right?

After dating so many guys, she should’ve probably known
what she wanted in a guy by now. But as she tried to come up
with a mental picture of the perfect guy for her, there was no
correct match of pieces.

There were things she’d liked from some of the men she’d
gone out with, but not the whole package she kept waiting for.
It had happened for her mother, that strike of just knowing
Ti!any’s father was the one.

Should she have broken up with Steve last summer? He’d
been her longest relationship, coming in at just under a year.
There was so much she’d loved about him: his athleticism, the
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way he could make just about anything funny. But for being
together that long, she should’ve known if it was the right
thing.

Her zings with him seemed more like one-shot wonders
rather than lasting butter!ies.

Ti"any avoided looking at the screen in case the test results
were instant, not ready to see names or faces just yet. She
didn’t want to #nd out the guy she would match up with was
boring. Vanilla.

She loved all the !avors, but vanilla was more of an accent
color than a leading star, and she needed someone who would
jump at her insane ideas instead of dread every moment.

With her bags packed and the car gassed up for the trip to
her cousin’s wedding, she glanced at her email one more time
before leaving the apartment, seeing a message from Meg.

Hey, girl,
I know you’re heading out, but here are the one hundred free

codes to use in the app. I’ve also sent along the information about
your own matches to the app. Here’s your login and password.

Go for it, girl. Just try it out, the app and talking to some of
the guys. You’d be the poster girl for our company if you find
someone through our process.

Not exactly what she wanted in life. Her face plastered to
brochures and !yers telling the world she’d failed at normal
dating. Ti"any knew Meg meant well. She’d given little hints
about #nding Ti"any someone to date long term several times,
usually the day or two between boyfriends. But it had been a
few weeks since Hunter had broken up with her over text.
Things hadn’t been going well anyway.

She completely believed in the matching program,
knowing that there had been hundreds of couples brought
together by the amazing technology that went into matching
each pair, but for some reason, she was old school, hoping for
a match without using an algorithm.
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But, obviously, her string of suitors hadn’t turned into
anything real. This was why she needed a break from attaching
herself to the opposite sex. She’d been so used to having
someone by her side that she didn’t know what or who she
wanted.

Now she was o! to the wedding of her cousin, Hillary.
She’d loved attending Meg’s wedding to Parker in the early
spring, but she’d been at the beginning of another relationship
at the time. This time, she’d been forced to take a match‐
making test and she was #ying in solo.

Ti!any understood why Meg wanted her to take the test.
How could she fully help with the marketing of the company
if she didn’t one hundred percent believe in the process?

But how did people turn a $rst date into a long-term rela‐
tionship? Was there some magic that went into it, some pass‐
word that let both people in the relationship know this was
the ticket? Like, this was the last relationship they would ever
have?

If so, no one was sharing the password with her.
Ti!any clicked out of the email and turned on her car.

She’d downloaded the Love, Austen app, but she wasn’t ready
to use it just yet. Maybe when she got to the hotel and could
play around with it. Maybe.

She turned on a podcast, disappointed that she still had
four days and twenty-three hours, give or take, until the next
one came out giving the $nal details of the boy who stole the
birds.

The narrator’s voice was soothing, allowing her to get
sucked into the story and leave the rest for later.

This one was about a man they suspected murdered his
wife. Probably not the best thing to be listening to while on
her way to a wedding, but for some strange reason, it soothed
her. Probably because it allowed her to focus on something
other than her dumpster $re of past relationships.

18



T E S T I N G  L OV E , AU S T E N

Maybe it was the idea that she could end up like the
woman if she ever did get married.

“That’s ridiculous,” she said out loud, merging onto the
highway bound for Vermont. Most of the people in her family
were all still happily married. There was only one divorce she
could think of, and that was more of an annulment a few days
after a drunken marriage ceremony when the couple eloped.

It took a couple hours to make it through the traffic, but
she finally pulled into the Mountain Creek Lodge. She’d
never been there before, but it was the place where Hillary’s
sister, Rachelle, was supposed to be married six months
before. Her longtime boyfriend and fiancé, Landon Higgins,
had called off the wedding only two weeks before the
big day.

Another example of what looked like the perfect couple
ending in a breakup.

In a crazy turn of luck, Hillary had chosen to use the
venue, just pushing Rachelle’s reservation back to her date.

Still, Rachelle had been heartbroken. How would she take
the fact that her younger sister was getting married before she
was, and at the same venue where Rachelle and Landon were
supposed to be married?

Stewart drama at its !nest.
If the two of them, Rachelle and Landon, who’d been

attached at the hip since freshman year of high school,
couldn’t make it, Ti"any wasn’t sure who could.

When she parked in the parking lot of the Mountain
Creek Lodge, she sat with the air blowing her hair back,
waiting to hear what happened to the man who’d helped his
girlfriend steal several thousands of dollars from a business
Christmas party.

She’d been so sucked in by both the narrator’s deep,
soothing voice and by the twists and turns of the story that she
couldn’t just stop the podcast and walk in. Not yet.

A knock on the window had her jumping, her head almost19
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A knock on the window had her jumping, her head almost
hitting the ceiling.

She turned to see a pair of light brown eyes and a man
with a small smile accentuating the dimple in his cheek. His
hair was closely cropped on the sides, falling a bit longer
on top.

With the podcast story still fresh in her mind, she waited a
second before rolling down the window, trying to decide
whether he was a threat or not.

She pressed the window button to drop the only thing
keeping her safe at the moment. But the attraction inside her
roared to life as she looked up at the man, laughing at the idea
she could ever take a break from men altogether.

“Hi,” she said, trying to shake o! the adrenaline running
through her as she pictured herself as one of the thieves trying
to get away from the authorities.

“It’s hot out. Are you okay in there?” he asked. “You look
like you’re terri"ed.”

“And then they ran o! in the getaway car, leading the
authorities to track them down in the next state over,” the
narrator continued.

Flustered, Ti!any turned toward the radio and #ipped
down the volume button. Heat burned her cheeks as she
turned back to the stranger.

“Sorry, I was trying to "nish o! a podcast.” Should she tell
him what it was about? Or would he think she was some crazy
loon prepping for a crime of her own?

The man smiled even wider and leaned over with his
hands on the window portion of the door. “Let me guess,
Valerie Stimpson and her boyfriend robbing the Christmas
party.”

Ti!any’s mouth dropped open, and she nodded. “You
listen to these stories?” She turned the car o!, suddenly more
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intrigued by the man who understood her new fascination
with true crime stories.

“I’ve listened to a lot of crime episodes,” he said, taking a
step back as she opened the door and stepped out. “But I
think I got lucky on knowing that one.”

“There are at least forty di!erent podcasts with hundreds
of episodes. You’ve gone through them all?”

The man gave a short chuckle. “I take it you are new to the
world of true crime?” He said it as he narrowed his eyes and
made a circle with his thumb and fore"nger, placing them
over one eye.

Ti!any laughed and nodded. “It was recommended to me
by a friend.” Two months ago. And she couldn’t remember
the last time she’d just listened to music since then. She
stopped and reached her hand out, knowing that shaking
hands would remind her of her new vow to avoid men when it
came to more intimate relationships.

“I’m Ti!any Stewart.”
He took her hand in his, the slight callouses outweighing the

strength she felt there, and a zip of electricity ran through her
palm and up her arm, hitting her chest. But that was just static,
right? Tiffany tried to reassure herself that zings had been
common upon meeting a stranger and shaking his hand. Next to
him, her eyes were chest height, one of the places she shouldn’t
be looking since his t-shirt clung to all the right curves and lines.

“Drew Evans. Nice to meet you, Ti!any. Are you here for
a wedding?”

“Yes. Are you?” she asked, walking toward her trunk to get
her suitcase out.

“Unfortunately, yes. I’m the best man to the groom.”
Without saying anything, he lifted her suitcase from the trunk
and began rolling it inside for her.

Maybe it was the ideas the podcasts had given her, but she
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stopped, suddenly aware of who this man really was. A
stranger.

Was he sidling up to her in order to take her suitcase? It
would be his loss because there was no name-brand clothing in
there, and dozens of accessories ranging from bracelets to
scarves, despite her very well-done Louis Vuitton suitcase that
was just a nice knock-o!.

She hurried up to him and took the handle, brushing aside
the second short current of electricity that pulsed through her
hand as their "ngers touched.

“Thank you. I’ll take that.”
Drew gave her a look of concern but switched to a quick

smile before heading up to the check-in desk. There was
someone in front of them already checking in, and Ti!any
ventured to ask, “What made you come up to my window?”

Drew shrugged. “I pulled in after you and was surprised
you hadn’t gotten out yet. From the look on your face, I
"gured I should check in and make sure you were all right. But
true crime is always a good time-suck.”

So not totally creepy. Maybe she wasn’t going to be taken
into the forests she could see a mile or two in the distance and
left for dead.

“Where are you from, Drew Evans?”
“Do you mean where I grew up or where I currently

reside?” he asked, his eyebrow raised with the question.
“Both. Either—I mean, whatever you want to share.”

Ti!any glanced toward the woman in front of them, hoping
she’d be done with the check-in process soon. There was only
so much backpedaling Ti!any could do before things started
to get awkward. She kept picturing the woman from the last
podcast storming into the lodge, ready to steal from all the
patrons.

“I grew up in Carlisle, Massachusetts, and I now live close
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to Downtown Boston.” His eyes narrowed as if trying to see
how she’d react to that information. “What about you?”

Ti!any smiled at him as she brushed a few locks of hair
behind her ear. “I grew up out in Newton, and for the
moment, I’m living in an apartment in Brookline until my
current roommate gets married.”

He pointed to the sitting room of the lobby. “The room‐
mate is the bride for this weekend?”

Ti!any shook her head. “Oh, sorry, no. My cousin is
getting hitched. But my roommate might as well be married. I
hardly ever see her anymore.”

What was she doing? Why did her mouth keep opening
and spewing so many personal facts? This was how she was
going to end up in trouble, like some of the victims of the
stories she’d gotten so into. But Drew was so easy to talk to, as
if he had the power to extract any information from her he
wanted. There was no way he’d slipped her truth serum, so she
needed to relax.

“You’re a fan of Giovanni, huh?” Drew pointed to
Ti!any’s shoes, pulling her back to the present.

She glanced down, trying to remember which shoes she’d
put on. “You know the designer, Giovanni?” she asked,
glancing back up at him with a smile.

“I’ve been part of many discussions where Giovanni was
concerned, most of which were against my will.” The corner
of his mouth turned up, hinting at the dimple again.

She tried to tell herself she wasn’t going to be swayed by a
dimple, but she couldn’t stop staring.

Ti!any’s mind conjured up the image of Drew being tied
to a chair while someone sat droning on and on about the up-
and-coming designer.

Drew reached out and gently touched her arm. “I meant
that my sister is a particular fan and always goes in search of his
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brand when we’re shopping. I wanted to clarify because you
have the same expression now that you had in your car.”

Ti!any gave a relieved smile and nodded. “Oh, yeah. You
said against your will and—never mind. These shoes are so
comfortable and a!ordable while still maintaining that classy
look of a red carpet.”

Drew’s grin caused butter"ies to "utter in her stomach. “I
think my sister has described it like that a time or two as well.”

The woman in front of them #nally stepped away from
the counter, and Drew waved for Ti!any to go ahead.

“You were here #rst,” Ti!any said, trying to make him go.
“I insist,” he said, stepping to the side so she had a clear

view of the front desk.
She was used to guys being chivalrous toward her, but had

that led to all the failed relationships? The generosity but the
lack of overall sparks?

She shook her head, knowing it was the lack of commit‐
ment on either side.

“What’s wrong?” Drew asked, frowning a bit.
“Nothing. Just one of those internal battles of will,”

Ti!any said, stepping forward and giving the clerk her ID and
credit card.

“Ti!any Stewart?” the clerk said, glancing between the ID
and her real-life face.

Ti!any laughed and nodded. “That’s me.”
After another couple of minutes, Ti!any was all checked

in with a key for her room and a map to get to where she
needed to go.

“It was so nice meeting you, Drew. Good luck with your
wedding. Oh, I mean the one you’re attending.” As she turned
back toward the front door where the clerk had directed her,
heat rushed to her cheeks. When that happened, she usually
looked like she did when she’d #rst tried applying blush as an
eight-year-old. Probably young to be wearing makeup at all,
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but with her mother’s standard of appearance, it had been a
necessity to get through the pimple stage.

Once outside, she glanced back, only catching a glimpse of
Drew through the window, his bright smile and his features
almost the exact way she liked them.

Maybe she’d !gured out some aspect of what she liked,
but now was not the time.

Traitorous body! She needed to focus on surviving her
cousin’s wedding while also !nishing her assignment of
distributing one hundred promo codes to the Love, Austen
app. It shouldn’t be too hard. She would be cupid at this
wedding.

Who knew? Maybe one or two of the wedding party had
paid for their date to come to save face and avoid the torture of
being single at a wedding.

She probably should’ve done the same.
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Chapter Four
DREW

ere you are, sir,” the woman behind the counter
said, giving Drew back his ID and credit card
along with a key. “You’ll be staying in the large

guesthouse straight outside this door.”
Drew frowned, not sure what she meant. “I don’t have my

own room?” He held up the key as evidence.
He could only imagine what it would be like to stay the

week with his extended family. If it was a communal living
area, he might have to check into a cabin or something closer
to get a little more space.

The woman smiled, not fully, as if she often got this ques‐
tion. “The bridal party has rented out the entire guesthouse.
Your key is to your own personal room, but you’ll still be with
everyone else for meals and the gathering room.”

He nodded and took the key from her, rolling his suitcase
out the door. Staring up at the large building the clerk had
pointed to, he was surprised at the size. It was made of logs
and quite large for one party to rent out. How many rooms
were inside?

He walked closer, almost wishing he’d been given a room
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in the main building of rented rooms. He glanced through the
windows in the front of the guesthouse, seeing the large
windows on the other side of the room that faced away from
the courtyard where he now stood.

This place was something. A quick turn on the sidewalk
allowed him to note several other buildings of di!erent styles
and sizes. He’d have to see what they were and what the
current trends were inside. Remodeling the apartments was
usually easier to "nish when he had an idea of what he wanted
and just ordered several sets for the di!ering apartments.

A mental picture of Ti!any popped up. She was a
surprise, with her bright blue eyes and the varying change in
her expression. He’d felt a quick charge between them when
they shook hands, and then again when she’d taken the suit‐
case from him, but that could’ve been a variety of things.

The fact that she’d been listening to a crime podcast had
only caused his intrigue about her to heighten. He’d been a fan
of true crime podcasts for several years, even before the
phenomenon had started to trend. Michelle had absolutely
hated that he liked them, which was only one of the many
things he’d realized in hindsight.

Ti!any didn’t seem to be the over-the-top, I-can-do-every‐
thing type of woman, which was what the few women with
similar interests had been like. Then again, not too many
people could listen to some of the stories and sleep soundly at
night.

“You made it,” a familiar voice said from his left.
Drew turned and grinned as he saw his uncle Brad coming

up a path leading away from one of the other buildings. At the
age of twenty-seven, they were less than a year apart, but Brad
had come from his grandfather’s second marriage a few
decades ago. They’d always been close, and the joke of uncle
and nephew confused everyone who heard them talking.

Brad had been dating his "ancée for less than a year,

27



B R IT N EY  M . M I LL S

including their engagement, which made Drew wonder if that
was the sweet spot. Was that how to get a woman to marry
him? Not wait so long, thinking that by the time he was able
to pay o! all his student loans and bills, it would be the right
time to get married?

He had to shake o! those thoughts. He’d managed to pay
o! all the big stu! before purchasing the buildings, thanks to
the fact that he’d spent so much time at the o"ce when he was
in advertising that he hardly spent any of the money he earned.

Regret wasn’t something he wanted in his life, and
marrying just to marry wasn’t the right way to go about
things. But having someone with him who could travel and be
there with him on his adventures was what he wished for
most.

“In the #esh,” Drew said, laughing as they hugged, each
one trying to slap the other’s back harder and harder. “Okay,
Uncle.”

The two of them pulled apart, and Brad motioned toward
the guesthouse. “This should be a fun week. There are plenty
of activities for everyone. No luck $nding a plus-one, huh?”
Brad looked somewhat down about that, but Drew just
slapped his hand on Brad’s shoulder and said, “Who needs a
plus-one when I’m going to be your errand boy all week?”

Brad shook his head and chuckled. “Are you calling me
high-maintenance?”

Drew pinched his lips together like he was trying to
decide, and Brad gave him a shove, causing Drew to nearly
topple over his suitcase.

“Sorry about that,” Brad said, o!ering his hand to help
Drew up. “Sometimes I just don’t know my own strength.”
He #exed a bit.

Drew shook his head. “Your biceps haven’t grown since
the seventh grade.”

They walked up the steps and into the house, Drew
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looking around as he took in the scene. It boasted three levels
with two large staircases on either side of the front room going
up to the second and third !oor. Everything was rustic, aside
from the bright !ower bouquets on each of the tables that
looked like they’d been shipped in from far away.

Drew shook his head. “This place is incredible. I’m
surprised Hillary agreed to it, though.” Brad might not have
been too high-maintenance, but his "ancée was.

Brad shrugged. “Her parents had already secured it for
Hillary’s older sister, Rachelle. When her wedding didn’t pan
out…” He leaned closer to whisper, “Groom left a couple
weeks before the wedding,” and then stepped back to the
normal spot. “They had already paid for the venue and
promised Hillary a bigger budget to spend on other parts of
the wedding.”

Drew studied Brad’s face, trying to read if he was being
serious or not. The mother’s actions sounded just like the
Evans family, throwing money around when they thought
their children had “earned” it.

“Well, at least you’re here and ready to marry the woman
you love, right?” Drew wasn’t sure if that was the best segue
from talking about money, but he was going to go with it.

“Yes, you’re right about that.”
“I’m going to head up and get settled. Where are you stay‐

ing?” Drew glanced around, realizing there were identical hall‐
ways that led to other rooms.

Brad pointed down the left hallway. “I’m the last door on
the left. Most of our side is in this wing while Hillary’s family
is over to the right.”

“I’m on the third !oor. Just send me a text or call if you
need anything.” Drew walked away with a goodbye and started
the hike up the stairs. He’d thought with him taking the stairs
at the apartment buildings that he’d be in shape for this, but
by the time he made it to the third !oor, he was doing every‐
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thing he could to hide the deep breaths he was inhaling to
restore the air supply in his lungs.

“Ah, Drew,” his aunt said from the right. “Elsie is having
some di!culty getting into her room. Do you think you can
help her with that?”

He nodded and walked in the direction she’d pointed.
“Sure, I’ll see what I can do.”

It took some e"ort to bite his tongue that there was actual
maintenance personnel on the grounds of the resort, but that
would’ve taken longer to explain than his aunt would be
willing to listen to.

He found his cousin hunched over, trying to get the key to
turn in the lock.

“How are you, Elsie? Let me help you with that.” He
dropped his suitcase next to the door and bent over, taking her
place in front of the doorknob. The key was already sticking
out of the hole, but upon turning it, the latch wouldn’t give.

“I’m good,” she said, practically shaking as she watched
him next to her. She was about #ve years younger than him
but had always been severely shy, to the point that Drew
looked like he was the most talkative person alive.

He jiggled the knob a few times, getting the key to #nally
turn in the lock. When the door swung open, he stepped back
and waved for her to enter.

“Thanks, Drew. She nearly had a meltdown about it.”
Aunt Elaine gave him a small smile and squeezed his hand in
thank you. She was the one child Grandpa Evans had that
wasn’t completely arrogant, although she had her moments.

“No problem. You might want to alert the hotel sta"
about the stick, though. We’ll be here a while, and that will get
old.”

She nodded. “How are things? I heard Dad talking about
you getting out of the advertising game?”

Calling his prior career a game wasn’t quite on the mark,
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although it felt like one at times—and no one had explained
the rules to him.

“Yeah, I hit a rough patch there for a while, but things are
looking up now.” He pasted on a smile, doing his best to
convince her before she kept the interrogation going. It
looked like Elsie had already disappeared into her room. Smart
girl.

“I know it’s been hard without your mother. She de!‐
nitely helped balance out your father; that’s for sure. We all
miss her.” She gave him another squeeze on the forearm and
took a step back. “Well, I need to get settled. Irma will prob‐
ably be calling in a few minutes needing help with this or
that.”

Drew nodded and waved as she left, trying to picture his
step-grandmother doing just that. The woman was a couple
decades younger than Grandpa Evans, but she’d learned
quickly that the loyalties in the family still weren’t on her side,
not completely anyway.

Did you sign up for the match?
Carson’s text caused Drew to shake his head. Making it to

his room, he opened it up to !nd a mini hotel room. At least
he wouldn’t be sharing a communal shower or anything. The
people in this house might be family, but he didn’t need to
share that much of himself with them.

Not yet. I just got here.
Okay, I’ll text you again in a few minutes.
No, I’ll do it when I get back.
There’s an app. Download it and sign up. You can use your

gift certificate. I’ve already checked. ☺
Drew sank onto the bed. Why did he even agree to this?
Like a bad dream, he couldn’t stop thinking about it,

wondering what kind of woman he’d be matched up with.
Twenty minutes later, he was staring at a con!rmation

screen on his phone telling him he’d !nished the matching
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questions. Had he entered the questions that would give him a
diva? Or would she be all book smarts?

He took a screenshot and sent it to Carson.
It’s about time.
He checked his email and then the app to see if the results

were posted. Still nothing.
Clicking out of the app, he put his phone on the night‐

stand and took out his suit and a few of the shirts he didn’t
want to get wrinkled from his suitcase.

The anxious feeling persisted. Maybe it was the idea that
there really could be someone out there with whom he could
connect, and quite possibly have a future together. He’d spent
so much time picturing Michelle in that role that it was some‐
what jarring to think of anyone else by his side.

But then again, maybe when he had a face to put there,
he’d feel a bit more settled. He just hoped he wasn’t setting
himself up for another heartbreak.
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Chapter Five
TIFFANY

hy do you always wear these shoes when Mom
is around?” Ti!any said to herself as she
slowly made her way down the stairs.

That wasn’t a hard one to "gure out. Her mother was
bound to be lurking somewhere in the lobby and would see
her. The original thought was that if Ti!any looked nearly
perfect from the "rst encounter, maybe she wouldn’t have to
worry about her mother driving her crazy throughout the rest
of the week.

Five stairs to go.
She should probably start working out a bit more when

this wedding was all over, as the movement in the four-inch
heels was going to end up in a cramp. And that extra taquito
she’d eaten for lunch before she left her apartment was threat‐
ening to come up. The idea of what one of those chewed up
could look like made her cringe. Yeah, that would be a great
impression on Brad’s family.

She’d met him once, back when he’d picked up Hillary
from Rachelle’s bridal shower.

Where was Rachelle?
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Ti!any couldn’t imagine what it would be like to have a
younger sister use many of the things she’d planned for her
wedding and then still have to show up in support. Then
again, it was just Ti!any and her older brother, Sam, so she
wouldn’t have known anyway.

Stepping onto the bottom stair, Ti!any’s right heel
wobbled, and she had to reach out and hold on to the stair‐
case. She’d been taught to be put together, especially with
company around, but she’d also learned there was a happy
medium, and this de#nitely wasn’t it.

Where are you? I’ll come get you if I don’t see you in five
minutes. She #nished sending the text to Rachelle, hoping
she’d get some response. Then again, dragging her out to all
the festivities might not be the best idea.

“Ti!any,” her mother said from her side, causing Ti!any
to jump. “Where have you been?”

“Nice to see you too, Mom,” she said, taking a few steps
forward and smoothing out the bottom of her skirt. What she
really wanted right then was to be lounging in the small room
she’d been assigned on the third $oor, stu%ng her face with
popcorn and watching a mind-numbing reality show.

Instead, she was standing at attention, preparing herself
for a lecture. And then the sight of Hillary and Brad walking
toward them caused her to break character.

In fact, she gripped her mother’s arm, not caring at the
moment that her heels were slipping on the wood $oor as she
rushed across it. This conversation needed to be over and done
in private, or with as much privacy as could be done in a large
guesthouse holding a wedding party. And she didn’t need
Hillary rubbing in the fact that she was getting married before
Ti!any.

Sure, she was being childish, but the level of family
comments about her single status had already been reached.
Well, if mentally going through the possible scenarios counted.
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She pulled her mother into an unoccupied room in the
left wing. It looked to be used as a conference room for the
resort.

“Ti!any, you’re hurting my arm. What are you doing?”
Her mother’s eyes were wide, and a section of hair had fallen
out of the perfect coif her mother spent an inordinate amount
of time setting on a nearly daily basis.

Ti!any closed the door after a quick glance down the hall‐
way, hoping to see no one else within hearing distance.

“Just wanted to say hello,” she said, tucking a piece of hair
behind her ear. She’d probably just ruined her appearance for
her mother’s viewing pleasure. Oh well, let the comments
commence. In private.

“What is wrong with you? Why do you look all #ushed?”
her mother asked, pressing her hand to Ti!any’s forehead.

Ti!any brushed it away and took a half-step back. “It’s
been a day so far. I’m just hoping to save unsuspecting victims
from a string of bad luck.”

“So you didn’t end up bringing a plus-one?” her mother
asked, more hopeful than Ti!any had suspected.

“No, Mom, for the $rst time in months, maybe even years,
your baby girl has been single for longer than a week.” Ti!any
folded her arms across her chest, arming herself for the lecture
she was sure to get.

Her mother shook her head. “That’s okay, Ti!. Maybe
this is what you need. A reset to $gure out what you really
want in a man.”

Ti!any’s arms dropped, not having concocted that
response in any of her mind rehearsals. How was she supposed
to respond to that?

Her mother was actually encouraging her to be single. But
also to eventually $nd a guy.

Sure, Ti!any didn’t want to be an old cat lady, but she also
didn’t want to rush out and $nd a guy just because she
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“needed” one. If only she’d come to that conclusion a lot
sooner.

Throwing her shoulders back, she said, “I’ll be !ne, Mom.
Single ladies survive weddings all the time.”

“If you want, I can call someone for you. I’ve had a few
guys in mind to introduce you to for the past year. But with all
the events I’ve been in charge of, it’s been hard to set you up
on a proper date.”

Ti"any’s eyeballs went dry from having them open for so
long. “No. I’m not spending a week on a blind date.” She tried
to think of some good excuse as to why she didn’t need that. “I
think it will be better for Rachelle to have someone to lean on,
you know?” Ti"any smiled wide, hoping her mother would
believe her. “Being that this should’ve been her wedding.”

Ti"any’s mother waved her hand and shook her head. “I
did say I have a list of men. I’ll just call one for her as well.”

Gah. That was not what Ti"any wanted. A noti!cation on
her phone popped up, saying something about her matching
results coming in. Why had it taken that long to get to her?
Were there really no men that would match with her? Then
she remembered it was probably a good thing. She could ful!ll
her end of the bargain with Meg and not have to worry about
blind dates right now.

Taking a deep breath, she said, “I’m actually already
enrolled in my work’s matchmaking program.” That was a line
she never thought she’d say.

Her mother studied her face, the neutrality of the expres‐
sion causing Ti"any’s emotions to soar and dive, unsure what
her mother was concluding.

“You’ve chosen to be matched?” The words were clipped,
but something in her mother’s eyes didn’t match the tension
she was giving o".

“Urm, yes. I just got my results.” Ti"any $ashed the screen
quickly, not wanting her mother to have even a name of one of
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her matches. The woman’s interrogation tactics could kill a !y,
and Ti"any didn’t need to subject anyone to that until they
were sure about a relationship with Ti"any.

“I have to say I’m surprised. I didn’t think you’d ever leave
that place,” she said with her nose scrunched and lips pinched
in displeasure. “But if you can #nd a husband out of it, I
applaud the process.”

The door opened just as her mother #nished the last line,
Drew peeking in and looking like he’d been caught with his
hand in the cookie jar. He shut the door, and Ti"any wanted
to end the conversation and hide. The last thing she needed
was the guy she’d just met to hear about her search for a
husband or lack thereof.

Wait, what was he doing in the guesthouse? Her aunt had
reserved the whole place for Hillary’s wedding party.

Turning back to her mother, Ti"any asked, “Have you
seen Rachelle?”

Her mother shook her head. “No, Elaine said she hadn’t
heard when she’ll arrive. But the hope is that she’ll be here for
the #ttings. I think this whole thing is hard for her.”

“Yeah, I bet. This would be hard knowing I was supposed
to be married here a few months ago. What do you mean by
dress #ttings?” Ti"any had marked all the mandatory activities
into the calendar on her phone, but that one hadn’t been part
of the email she’d received.

“Bridesmaids, maid of honor, wedding dress.” Her moth‐
er’s eyebrows nearly disappeared beneath the curled bangs.
“What other kind of dress #ttings do you know of?”

Making sure to keep back all the blunt exclamations
running through her brain, she said, “When are those, and
what time?”

“I think they’re on Wednesday. That will give the tailor
enough time to make the adjustments to your bridesmaid
gown.”
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Was that a veiled attempt to say Ti!any had gained a few
pounds? She pushed it aside, knowing she was healthy and
happy, not being constantly monitored by her mother for
what she ate.

Thinking back to the "ttings, it would be di#cult to get
all the dresses tailored in less than three days. But she wasn’t in
charge of anything here. Objecting or arguing would just suck
the fun out of this week. She pulled out her phone and
entered the information to make sure she wouldn’t forget.
With how her brain was working lately, she’d probably miss it
altogether.

“Okay, well,” her mother said, giving Ti!any’s arm a quick
pat before the typical inspection of the state of her hair. “Go
get settled in your room. You’ll need plenty of time to be ready
for the opening social.”

Ti!any’s eyes ticked up, checking her calendar once again.
She’d input nothing for that evening. Had she even received
the right email? “There’s an opening social? We know at least
half the people here. Are they trying to make this into a
company retreat?”

Her mother’s face didn’t $inch, and Ti!any had to school
her smile back to a smaller one.

“Where’s Sam?” she "nally said, wondering where her
saintly brother was. The guy was pretty much perfect, except
for the fact that he hadn’t born her mother grandbabies yet.
But other than that, he had all the right things happening at all
the right times. Job, house, nice car. All the things Ti!any
hadn’t quite achieved yet, in her parents’ eyes anyway.

“He’ll be here. He got stuck at work a bit longer, so he’ll
come up Friday morning.” She hesitated for a moment and
said, “Are you still the secretary at your place of work?”

Ti!any groaned inwardly. It wasn’t like she didn’t talk to
her mother at least once a week, but there was some under‐
lying idea that her job at Love, Austen wasn’t a career.
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“I’m hoping to be promoted to marketing manager soon.”
“But what about your psychology degree? We spent all this

money to get your bachelor’s and you’re not going to do
anything with it?”

There was a knock at the door, and Ti!any could’ve kissed
whoever was behind it. She was a mess, but at least this mess
could be saved for another day.

She half hoped it was Drew again.
“We need this room for a meeting,” a man said, looking

very serious. Almost chillingly so. Her mind "icked back to
the true crime podcast she’d listened to in the car. Had he the
heart of a killer?

She wasn’t going to stick around to #nd out.
“I’ll catch you later, Mom. I’ve got some work things to

get to.”
Ti!any burst out of the room, barely brushing against the

man and trying to hide the shudder of fear that passed
through her. She was here to celebrate a wedding, not worry
about being found dead in a ditch a few miles away.

Maybe she needed to go easy on the podcasts in the future.
She couldn’t keep thinking her life was going to be cut short
when meeting new people. Just like she’d done with Drew.

Her mind drew back to him, and she wondered again why
he’d been needing a conference room in the guesthouse. Was
he part of the same wedding she was attending?
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Chapter Six
TIFFANY

nce Ti!any made it outside the room, it was as
though she’d been holding her breath for far too
long. Inhaling deep gulps of air, she turned a

corner at the end of the hallway and leaned against the wall,
hoping to get back to normal after the lengthy discussion with
her mother.

She stared at a large picture on the wall to her right, the
lodge depicted next to a large lake with what looked like a
ferry. That could be something fun to do, at least if she needed
to get away from her mother again later.

“You know, there’s an oxygen limit in this hallway. You can
only take in twenty deep breaths before you’ve reached the
maximum.” Drew’s smile caused Ti!any to relax a bit more.

She gave him a smile. “This is the aftermath of talking to
my mother about my life and all the wrong choices I’ve made.”

“What do you mean?” Drew asked, glowered at something
over his shoulder.

“She can sum up my life in one line: Destined to be alone.”
Drew laughed and then turned to her, his eyes wide as his

expression dropped. “I’m so sorry. I really shouldn’t have
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laughed. It’s just that most of my family feels the same about
me. Although several would add ‘disappointment’ in there as
well.” He took a step forward and leaned against the wall next
to her, his arm brushing against the section of her arm just
below her blouse. It sent tingles all through her, and she had to
hold back the shiver that threatened to make things extra
awkward.

Ti!any shifted to the side, leaning her head on his shoul‐
der. She probably shouldn’t have done that, because she
wasn’t in the market for a boyfriend. But she just needed a
moment to rest and regroup. Talking to her mother about her
relationship status and career had drained her.

They stood there for several moments, tucked into a spot
and able to watch several of the family members come and go.

Ti!any lifted her head and said, “I’m sorry they think
you’re a disappointment. I have an older brother who can do
no wrong, so anything he does makes my successes minimal.”

Drew turned to her and said, “Let’s go for a walk. My dad
should be here any moment with my own perfect older
brother. Maybe you’ll help me avoid him for a few extra
minutes?”

“Of course!” Tiffany went to wrap her hand through his
arm and then remembered the distance. She didn’t need to
be rushing into things, even though they had a lot in
common.

They walked outside and into what looked to be a large
garden, the late summer #owers looking like they were ready
to be changed out for fall ones.

“So, from what I heard from your mother, you didn’t
bring a plus-one.” Drew’s words were a statement, and Ti!any
could only nod.

“She’s harped on me for having several boyfriends over the
past few years, and now she’s mad at me for not bringing one
to the wedding? But then she thinks it will be good for me to
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have space so I can !gure out what I want in a guy. I just can’t
keep up.”

Drew grinned. “Several boyfriends?”
Ti"any blew out a breath, trying to decide how much she

wanted to go into her dating life. “Well, I had a boyfriend for a
year, but he moved to Florida to play professional football
while I still had a year to go in my senior year of college. We
broke up last summer, but other than that, I’ve dated men for
a couple weeks at most.”

“Interesting. Most girls wouldn’t give up a guy who’d
made it to the professional level. Is there a theory you’re
searching for? Or just not ready to settle down?”

“True. There are a lot of women who look at men like
dollar signs, but that doesn’t outweigh the worry of him being
long-distance and possibly !nding another woman he’d rather
hang out with.” That was a lot more vulnerability than she’d
allowed herself to feel in weeks. “It just hasn’t felt right, you
know? I don’t like wasting people’s time, or my own, when I
know it won’t work.” Ti"any hadn’t really thought of it in
those exact terms, but it summed it all up.

They took another few steps, and Drew looked like he was
ready to say something.

“Those are de!nitely valid concerns. But it sounds like
you’ve never been in a relationship with anyone like in the
podcasts you listen to. So I’d say you’re gauge isn’t completely
o".”

“Why, thank you,” Ti"any said, adding a hint of sarcasm
to her tone. “Wait, are you staying in the guesthouse?”

Drew turned and nodded. “I take it you are as well. Which
means we’re going to the same wedding. Yay.” He splayed his
!ngers and did a mock spirit-!ngers motion.

Ti"any laughed and shook her head. “I !gured there
would be other weddings up here at this time.”

“You’re de!nitely brave coming to a week-long celebration42
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“You’re de!nitely brave coming to a week-long celebration
solo.”

“I could say the same about you. Then again, some people
would say that being a single male is better than a single female
at these kinds of events.”

Drew shrugged. “I think everyone here would be willing to
set me up with any single woman at this place, just to have the
credit for the rest of my life that they were the one to bring
happiness and joy into my life.”

Ti"any tried to !nd something in his words to signify teas‐
ing. “I take it a relationship doesn’t make you feel that way.”
She should’ve been hoping for an a$rmative answer, but
instead, she hoped he’d contradict it.

“I’ve never had the best examples of a lasting, happy
union.” He gave her a small smile, and Ti"any leaned in, wrap‐
ping her arm around his middle to infuse some comfort with a
quick hug. Not because she wanted to be closer to him.

“My parents have been in love since I can remember. I just
wish my mother would show me some of the same a"ection.”
Again, she was surprised by how much she meant those words.
Ti"any knew her mother loved her, but the critic usually
surfaced, making it hard to remember those simple good
memories.

Silence !lled the air, but it didn’t give Ti"any an awkward
vibe where she had to hurry and !ll it.

Drew stopped walking, and Ti"any turned toward him.
“What if we were each other’s plus-one?” he asked.
Ti"any frowned, trying to !gure out what he meant by

that.
He waved his hands in front of her as if seeing the confu‐

sion brewing. “What I mean is, neither of us is in a place to
have a relationship, at least that’s the feeling I get. And we’re
both participating in the same wedding. What if we do all the
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events together? Then maybe our families will leave us both
alone.”

Ti!any grimaced, trying to "nd an answer. “My boss did
the whole fake-relationship thing, and I’m not sure I can pull
it o!.” She was torn between knowing it would be di#cult to
fake a relationship when she’d told herself she would be single
for a while and having some relief from her extended family
for the duration of the week.

Drew laughed. “I’m just saying, ‘Hey, do you want to be
my plus-one for the week?’ We don’t have to pretend anything,
and there’s no fake anything. We don’t have to come up with
rules on the boundaries of what we’ll do in front of others. I
would love to not be paired up with just anyone when we have
to do group activities, you know? Knowing I won’t be the last
kid picked for some strange game my uncle can come up with
would be awesome.”

The more Ti!any thought about it, the more she liked
that idea. “So, plus-one, no strings attached?”

Drew nodded. “We don’t have to think about the future.
Just survive the week and have fun.”

“I can do that,” Ti!any said, feeling a bit more excited
about the prospect. Drew was funny and handsome. There
was de"nitely no killer vibe coming from him either, so that
was a bonus. She really needed to let go of the podcasts.

“Awesome,” Drew said, blowing out a breath. “That will
make this week a lot easier. So, should we discuss some of the
basics? I mean, I know you’re into true crime podcasts lately,
but what else?”

Ti!any laughed, remembering how they’d met. “I have a
degree in psychology I’ll never use, and I work at a match‐
making agency.”

Surprise surfaced on Drew’s features. “Matchmaking?
Like Love, Austen?”

Ti!any clapped her hands together. “Exactly. I’m the44
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Ti!any clapped her hands together. “Exactly. I’m the
social media manager.”

He gave her a teasing grin. “How have you survived so
long without being matched with the love of your life?”

Ti!any couldn’t help but chuckle. “I’m stubborn. I only
just "lled out the test before I came up here.”

“What if I told you I took that test this afternoon?”
Ti!any turned to face Drew. “Are you serious? Why?”
Drew looked like he wanted to avoid that line of ques‐

tioning but then sighed. “My best friend from high school said
he’d take over my emergency calls if I used the gift certi"cate
he gave me for Love, Austen.”

Ti!any laughed, a bit relieved that he was forced into it as
well. “Who’s your friend?”

“Carson Carver.”
“And Ruby? Oh my gosh, I love them. They are one of my

favorite couples to have gone through the program. Well, sort
of. Their reconnection was a bit di!erent than most.”

Drew nodded. “But it was about the only way they
would’ve gotten back together.”

“Did you get your results, then?” Ti!any asked, more
curious now since her name was also in the running. Pushing
that thought away, she had to remember that they were just
casually hanging out this week, not getting serious about
anything like relationships.

He shook his head. “I don’t think so. I guess I’ll worry
about it after the week is over. I mean, I don’t know if I’ll do
anything about it, but Carson won’t leave it alone. He just
wants me to get over Michelle.”

Mystery. Something Ti!any could get sucked into. She
glanced sideways at him and then down at the ground, not
wanting him to think she was prying. Which she totally was.

“Is she an ex-girlfriend?”

“Yeah, I was getting ready to propose at Top Shelf when45
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“Yeah, I was getting ready to propose at Top Shelf when
she broke up with me. That was a little over two years ago.”

Ti!any stopped and wrapped her arms around him,
hoping to infuse some comfort. “I’m so sorry,” she said,
pulling back. “I have nothing to compare it to other than
Hillary’s older sister, Rachelle, was supposed to be married
here six months ago. Love isn’t all it’s supposed to be
sometimes.”

Drew’s smile grew, his eyes locked onto hers. “That is the
truth.”

“So, you’re the best man of your uncle. What’s that like?”
“Oh, I didn’t think you’d remember,” he said, taking a seat

on a small bench in the middle of the "ower garden. “My
grandfather remarried after my grandma died, but to someone
much younger. She had one son named Brad, so he’s my
uncle. It’s interesting for some people, but since he’s a few
months older than me, it’s all I’ve ever known. There are the
usual family grumblings about it all, but Irma has always been
kind to me.” Something crossed his face, as if he wanted to say
more but decided to keep it to himself.

“Wow, I guess I’ve never met anyone who’s had that
happen to them. That must’ve been weird growing up, right?”
Ti!any sat next to Drew, trying to scoot an inch away when
she realized how close she’d gotten.

Drew stared out at the "owers for several moments before
he said, “There was a lot of drama about it all. I mean, my dad
and his sisters weren’t happy about the marriage, and then the
fact that they had a half-brother younger than some of their
kids was strange. But things have settled down by now, at least
somewhat.”

A noti#cation buzzed, and Ti!any glanced down at her
phone. “Oh, the opening social. I almost forgot.”

“Me too. We should probably head in, then.” Drew’s voice
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lacked enthusiasm, and he rolled his eyes, earning a laugh from
Ti!any.

“At least we’ll have each other,” Ti!any said, standing up
and o!ering her hand to him.

He reached out, and she pulled him up, having to ignore
the tingles that went from her "ngers to her toes. And his light
brown eyes made her think of milk chocolate chips. Those
were in her favorite cookie of all time, but she couldn’t follow
that line of thinking. She was supposed to be a friendly plus-
one. Not trying to fall for another guy she’d only date for a few
weeks and decide to call it o!.

His grin caused the feeling to continue, and she had to
look away, back up the trail that led to the guesthouse.

She could do a week of friendly activities. But not #irting
was going to be a challenge.
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Chapter Seven
DREW

s he and Ti!any made their way up to the third
"oor, where they were staying just down the hall
from one another, Drew kept trying to tell himself

that pitching the idea of being each other’s plus-one meant
nothing.

Sure, it would be bene#cial so he wouldn’t have to be all
alone and get the questions about his bachelor status a
hundred times throughout the week. It would also be nice to
have chosen who he would be partnered up with during all the
awkward parts. Because with Brad and Hillary at the helm, he
knew there would be some random activities.

But her agreeing to do it made him more excited than he’d
been about anything in the past couple of years. Remodeling
had its moments, usually hard-earned after #nding several
unexpected surprises during demolition, but talking to Ti!any
was easy, carefree. Something he would probably need to cling
to once his father arrived.

Now he had to #gure out what to wear to the social. Not
that he wanted to mingle with most of his extended family at
the moment. He’d seen one of his cousins down the hall and
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had ducked into the room he’d been given just in time before
he turned.

Drew wondered what it was like to have a less dysfunc‐
tional family.

A text came through from Evie. Any chance you have some
extra motor oil and want to come rescue your favorite sister?

Is it from certain and impending death? Because if not, I’m
not sure I can make it, he replied.

He paused a moment, knowing his teasing would be
received one of two ways with his sister. She would either be
frustrated already and would plead for his help once more or
she would send a smiley emoji and say something about him
always teasing.

Please, Drew. You know Dad will be furious if I don’t show
up. I’m not in the frame of mind to test his mood today. She
texted him where she’d broken down. It was at a body shop
not too far away, but getting there on some of the smaller,
slower roads would take just as long as going through some
parts of Boston.

I’ll be there in an hour.
Maybe he wouldn’t have to show up to the social after all.

The thought made him smile at "rst. But then he pictured
himself standing next to Ti#any, all his relatives whispering to
each other that he was with someone who wasn’t Michelle.
And with Ti#any’s wit, they could joke about it. Together.

It wasn’t until he got down the road a mile or two that he
realized he didn’t have Ti#any’s phone number and couldn’t
shoot o# a text that he’d be late. His brother would be coming
up with his father in a day or two, and the only one he could
tell would be Brad. He wasn’t sure if the message would be
relayed, but he sent a quick text to him, describing a vague
explanation of the situation and asking Brad to tell Ti#any
that Drew would arrive a bit later than the beginning of the
social.
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Forty minutes later, he spotted his sister easily, her bright
red shirt standing out amidst the bland backdrop of the
machine shop twenty miles from the lodge.

Drew got out and placed her luggage into his trunk.
When he got in and leaned over, Evie kissed him on the

cheek.
“I owe you so much,” she said.
“I’d prefer if you’d just accept a new car, or at least one

that doesn’t break down on you constantly.”
“Well, one of these days we’ll !gure it out. For now, I’m

just hoping to keep my apartment.”
“Your cockroach-infested place?” Drew asked, cringing at

the thought of the bugs running away at the !rst sign of light.
“Evie, you need to just come live in one of my apartments.
Rent is cheaper, the living is nicer, and you can actually use
public transportation to get where you need.”

“I couldn’t take away one of your rentals, especially not
after you’ve worked so hard to get them up to par.”

“Eves, you’re family. And even though our father has a
distorted sense of what it means to take care of ourselves, we
can help each other.”

She sighed, a goofy grin causing him to smile. “If you have
an opening, I’ll take it yesterday.”

“Well, we’d have to get rid of all the bugs before you move
in. You might need to be submitted for a good bug zapper. Do
they have insect insurance?”

Evie shoved her hand against his shoulder, making him hit
the door with his left side.

“I’m kidding.” Drew raised his hands o" the wheel, and
Evie grabbed the “oh crap” handle above her as an oncoming
car neared. Drew righted the car and turned in the direction of
the lodge.

“How’s it going with everything else?”
“Good,” Evie said, swiping at something on her phone
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before she clicked it o! and put it in her lap. “Just been trying
to keep everything up to date with schedules at the doctor’s
o"ce, and it’s getting crazy. I can’t wait to actually get my
degree just so I don’t have to be in customer service.”

“You know, you could always #nish out nursing school
without working, right? I would help with that.”

Evie shook her head. “I’m #ne. So many of my classmates
have to do the same thing. It’s just hard to go from working
nights to staying up longer for my clinicals. But I only have a
few more before we get a short break.”

Drew was proud of Evie for following her heart in what
she wanted to do. She’d been brave enough to tell their father
she wouldn’t be working in the family business in the future,
which was saying a lot from how kindhearted she was. He’d
wondered a few times if her having admitted that had helped
him resee things in his own life.

“Have you heard from Josh?” Drew asked, his tone
turning sober. Josh was someone she’d been good friends with
for some time. But when she’d told him she liked him, he’d
vanished, ghosting her completely.

“No, but I’m okay with it. I’ve got enough to worry about
right now, like who is going to survive Aunt Elaine’s conver‐
sations.”

“Not many, I can already tell you that. I had to help open
Elsie’s door at Aunt Elaine’s request. At least she wasn’t rude
and her questions were straight to the point.”

Evie moved over, reaching her hand to touch his forearm
slightly. “How are you doing? Are you going to be okay at the
wedding? And all the things?”

Drew shook her o!, the feelings of her concerns surging
through him. He’d tried to avoid weddings ever since Michelle
had broken up with him, but it was hard to do that when he’d
been asked to be the best man.

“I’m #ne, Eves,” he said. “This is just another hurdle to
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getting over everything that happened.” He turned his
thoughts to Ti!any.

“What? What’s that smile for?” Evie asked, turning against
the seatbelt to face him.

“There’s a woman I met at the lodge. She’s a little
balance-challenged, but she’s got an interesting personality
to go with it. We might’ve agreed to be each other’s plus-
one. Are you okay with that?” He hadn’t even thought
about what Evie would do since she didn’t have a plus-one
either.

Evie practically danced in her seat. “This will be good for
you. You can "nd someone new, someone who’ll be good for
you and your crazy insecurities.”

Drew rolled his eyes. “I’m not going to date her. I’m just
saying she might be interesting to hang out with during all
this. I get the impression she isn’t very excited to be here
either.”

“Well, not many of us are excited to be doing wedding
stu!. If I’m using vacation days, I would rather be on a beach
somewhere.”

The two of them laughed together as Drew knew what she
meant. She wasn’t the type to go tanning or sit on a beach for
hours on end, but they would both rather do that than worry
about the family that would smother them with questions.

“I "nally used the voucher Carson gave me for that match‐
making company.” There was little they hadn’t told each other
over the years, their bond much closer than to their older
brother, Luke.

Evie gripped his upper arm, her eyes wide and mouth
open in shock. “You didn’t.”

Drew nodded, turning back to focus on the road. “Carson
made me take the test in order to have him watch the
apartments.”

“What did you "nd out? How does it work?” Evie was
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practically bouncing in her seat, only restrained by the seatbelt
pressing against her right shoulder.

He raised an eyebrow. “You really want to know? I prob‐
ably should’ve let you use the certi"cate.”

Evie shook her head. “No, no. I’m younger and therefore
have more time to worry about "nding someone in between
smelling like pee and blood at the end of shifts. You, dear
brother, deserve another chance at love. Who knows? Maybe
you’ll "nd someone and be grateful to Michelle for breaking
up with you.”

“Not going to happen.” He stared at the road for a few
seconds and felt her eyes on him as she waited for the answer
to her question. “I was directed to the app and took a test. It
had questions about what I liked to do and the perfect date. I
don’t think I’ve gotten my results yet.”

Without a word, Evie swiped his phone from the middle
console, unlocking it and scrolling through.

“What are you doing?” Drew "nally asked.
Evie looked up, mischief in her eyes. “I’m checking out the

women you matched with.”
Drew’s chest tightened and his stomach twisted in knots.

He wasn’t sure knowing much about the women he’d
matched with would help. He’d still have to get over all the
insecurities cemented in place with Michelle’s departure.

And he wasn’t quite ready for the up and down of another
relationship. But would he ever be?

“Your results are in!” Evie giggled and then laughed
louder, causing Drew to swerve as he tried to concentrate on
two things at once.

“What? What’s the big deal?” He was tempted to pull o#
onto the shoulder just so they wouldn’t crash.

“Do you want to know the results?” Evie asked, her face
turning more serious now. “I mean, because you’d actually
have to act on this once you see the matches.”
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He shook his head, not liking how contrived that sounded.
“I won’t have to do anything I don’t want to do. I could see
who the women are and then never respond.”

“You don’t know their names. It just shows a screen name
and a small picture. But it has a list of interests in their
pro!le.”

Drew blew out a breath. At least it wouldn’t be like he’d
rejected some woman and she knew his name and could call
him out if she ever saw him on the street.

“Let’s at least get through this week. Then I’ll think about
what I want to do.”

“Time’s ticking, Drew. You can’t avoid women forever.”
“I know. That’s why I asked Ti"any to be my plus-one.”
Evie’s eyebrow ticked up. “But did you do that so you

could get to know her? Or so you can get out of the discom‐
fort of having people comment on your bachelor status?”

Drew shrugged. “We agreed there were no strings attached.
Maybe we should sign you up for that app.”

With a loud laugh, Evie said, “I doubt anyone would be on
there who’d match with the quirkiness of Evelyn Evans.” She
smiled, but he could tell she’d said it with a sliver of self-
deprecation.

“There are all kinds of men in the world, Eves,” he said,
reaching over and squeezing her hand. “We just need to !nd
the one for you.”

“And maybe, if you open your heart a little, you might
!nd someone yourself.”

Drew nodded, hoping that one day he’d !gure out the
magic formula to !nding someone and get past the block
where Michelle had left him.
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Chapter Eight
TIFFANY

he inner debate of how to dress had taken over thirty
minutes of Ti!any’s preparation time for the social.
She wasn’t sure how formal it was supposed to be,

but she didn’t want to be over-the-top fancy if no one else was.
So she opted for a pair of black slacks she usually wore to

work, along with a bright green blouse. She applied makeup
and curled her hair, every once in a while picturing Drew’s
smile.

The time came, and she walked downstairs to "nd no one.
Why was this place so silent?
She walked down one of the halls, checking the rooms,

but not one member of either family was around.
“Hello?” she called out, getting louder after a couple

times. A chill ran through her. The lights were all turned on,
but she got a vibe that something bad was about to happen.
Hairs along her neck stood on end, and she held her breath,
hoping to hear an attack no matter where it came from.

She fumbled with her phone and dialed her mother. “Pick
up, pick up.”

“Ti!any, where are you?”
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“I’m in the guesthouse. Where are you?”
“Everyone is in the big barn for the social. Hurry over so

you don’t miss anything. I’ve seen an attractive young man
here who I’ve never seen before.”

Ti!any rolled her eyes. Of course her mother was more
worried about setting her daughter up on a date than the fact
that her daughter might have just died. Okay, that was
dramatic, but it had been freaky.

She was getting to the point that she wouldn’t be able to
go down to the basement in her house anymore without
turning on every light.

Heading out the front door of the guesthouse, she walked
in the direction of the looming barn at least half a football "eld
away.

She’d worn shorter pumps, hoping to not kill her feet on
the "rst night, and while she was glad she had less of a chance
to fall, she hadn’t realized how far away this event was going
to be.

Who was the cute guy her mother had talked about? A
part of her hoped it was Drew. But then again, she was already
technically his date throughout this week, so why was she
suddenly hoping it would be him? Maybe validation from her
mother about a guy she dated?

She picked up her pace a bit, curious more than anything.
Then she realized what she was doing and made her steps

more casual, as if she didn’t need to get there now just to alle‐
viate the already forming blisters at the backs of her feet.

The price of dressing up.
By the time she got to the barn, her hair was frizzy and the

backs of her ankles were killing her. Awesome.
She stepped into the barn, and thankfully it was air-condi‐

tioned, allowing her a minute to relax from the humidity
outside.

With a quick glance around the room, Ti!any didn’t see
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Drew, not that she was actively looking for him. It was just a
response her brain noted in its perusal of where to begin this
night. She didn’t even have a way to contact him. She’d have to
remedy that tonight when he arrived.

Over at the bar stood a familiar figure. Her brown hair
was pulled to the side, but the slouch of her shoulders
tugged at Tiffany’s heart. At least Rachelle had made it.
She’d have to figure out a way to make this whole event
easier for her.

“Hey, girl,” Ti!any said, placing a gentle hand on
Rachelle’s shoulder.

Rachelle’s head whirled, her eyes wide at "rst. Relief
passed over her, and the tension that had built ebbed away.

“I’m glad it was you and not my mom. I was hoping to
avoid people for a few days. Those rooms aren’t too bad.”

“There’s also a possibility you would go a little crazy in a
ten-by-ten room with just a television and a toilet.” Ti!any
gave a light chuckle, amplifying the sound when Rachelle
joined in, even if it was only half-heartedly.

Rachelle picked up a peanut from a bowl at the bar,
cracking it open with her well-trimmed nails.

“What can we do to make this week less crazy?”
With tears in her eyes, Rachelle turned to Ti!any and

whimpered, “Find out the real reason Landon left.”
Ti!any reached over and pulled her cousin into a hug.

“Oh, girl, I know how hard it’s been. But you’ll "nd someone
amazing. I have a free code to use the new app from my work
if you want it. The matching results would be high enough to
get several compatibilities right. This could be you in a matter
of months.” She waved her hands around the room and real‐
ized how salesy that sounded. “I mean, not that marriage is the
end-all, be-all.”

Rachelle gave her a nod. “I get what you mean.”
“Ti!any Stewart?” a voice behind Ti!any called.

Tiffany whirled around, seeing a woman who looked57
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Tiffany whirled around, seeing a woman who looked
familiar, but she couldn’t quite figure out who she was.
“Yes?”

“Isabelle Thorpe. We used to hang out as kids.” It took
another couple seconds to register, but Ti!any nodded, trying
to smile as much as possible.

“Of course. What brings you here?” Ti!any asked.
“My brother is good friends with the groom. He invited

me to come as his plus-one. It’s so hard to "nd good dates, you
know?”

Ti!any gave a small smile. “Yes, yes.” She stopped talking,
not sure what to say with Rachelle still there.

“I need to head back to my room. I’ve got a headache
coming on,” Rachelle said.

Ti!any tried to communicate how much she didn’t want
her cousin to leave, but she couldn’t stop her. And she
couldn’t blame her.

Isabelle latched right on to Ti!any, making her wonder
what had happened to bring them so close. “Do you
remember that summer we hung out, like, every day? It was so
sad when my parents moved us away.”

Ti!any tried to remember what the woman was talking
about, and the memories "nally started coming through.
They’d been typical ten-year-old girls, riding bikes and
working to create a fort in the backyard of Isabelle’s home.

“We did have some good times. What do you do now?”
“I’m working on building my social media platforms. My

boyfriend and I do a lot of skits and videos. I’m hoping we can
get some sponsorships and things.”

All Ti!any heard was ideas for marketing.
“That’s awesome. I’ll have to look you up. I’m working to

get the word out about my boss’s matchmaking app, and I
have some codes—”

“You work for a matchmaker? That’s so interesting. What
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are the codes for?” Isabelle asked, looking as though Ti!any
had just dropped a big wad of cash into her lap.

“To get people signed up through the app for Love,
Austen. We’re just trying to get the app going since business in
the o"ce is already great.” Ti!any cringed. She’d have to re#ne
her pitches if she was going to get anyone to accept the codes
and become part of the Love, Austen family.

A man with similar facial features walked up behind
Isabelle. “This party is boring.” His gaze connected with
Ti!any, and he grinned. “You look familiar. What’s your
name?”

“Ti!any Stewart,” she said, trying to remember his name.
He was Isabelle’s brother, but the name wasn’t coming to her.

A look of recognition passed over his face. “Ahh, yes. I
used to tag along with the two of you while playing your
games. I’m Roy.”

There was always something about him that gave Ti!any
the awareness to keep an eye on him. He’d always been a
perpetual liar when they were kids, but it had been about
twelve years since she’d seen either of them. She should at least
give them the bene#t of the doubt.

Ti!any smiled and nodded to him. “It’s been a while.” She
took another glance around the room in the hopes that Drew
would’ve arrived by now. She should’ve stopped and knocked
on his door before she came down, but then again, she’d
thought he would’ve been at the social already. They really
needed to work out entrances and meet-ups.

“Do you think I could have a code?” Isabelle asked, wide-
eyed with her lip jutting out.

“Code? For what?” Roy asked, glancing between the two
of them.

Ti!any opened her mouth, but Isabelle cut her o!.
“Ti!any works for a matchmaking company. Love, Austen.”

Roy frowned and nudged his sister’s shoulder. “Why do
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you need a code for a matchmaking app when you have a
boyfriend?”

Isabelle frowned, looking at Ti!any as if for backup. But
they hadn’t spoken in over a decade, and she didn’t want to
take sides.

Blowing out a sigh, Isabelle said, “Of course, I was just
curious how it would work. And it would be fun to do some
kind of video for my channels with it. I mean, it wouldn’t hurt
to make sure he’s the one, you know?”

Ti!any grimaced, wishing her usual bluntness would
surface right now. Love, Austen didn’t need the new app
breaking up relationships. But it was another one she could
give out.

“Of course, you can have a code. Just give me your
phone number, and I’ll text it to you later tonight.” Tiffany
wasn’t sure about Isabelle’s real intent with the code, but she
was going to let Isabelle worry about that. “It’s brand-new,
and these codes are kind of a test run. If you’ll let me know
about any problems you have with it, that would be
awesome.”

“A matchmaking app, huh?” Roy said, grabbing Ti!any’s
phone and bringing it closer. She tried to smile, even though
she wanted to scream that an almost stranger was just swiping
through her phone.

He "nally gave it back and winked at her. “Now you’ve
got my number, and I’ve got yours.”

She clicked into her text messages and saw that he’d sent a
message to himself. Well, they were old friends, and she’d been
close with Isabelle back in the day. Maybe they just needed a
bit of catching up to get them back to where they’d been.

But did she want to be there? This was only going for a
week, and then they’d be back in their regular lives.

Ti!any did another quick scan of the room, hoping to see
Drew walk in. The way he’d bantered with her earlier made
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her wish he could be here to see this whole conversation for
himself. Mostly because she wondered what he’d think of it.

At least, that’s what she’d keep telling herself.
“So, you know Brad well?” Ti!any asked, hoping it was

open-ended enough to get a conversation going while she
continued to scan the room, also keeping an eye out for her
mother. There de"nitely weren’t any cute men here, despite
her saying otherwise.

“Yes, Brad went to school with us, and then we were
roommates in college,” Roy said, picking up a small tartlet and
stu#ng the entire thing in his mouth. After only two opening
and closings of his mouth, he continued to talk, dusting the
air with the crumbs of the crust.

“Such a good guy. He’s been working on getting Hillary to
marry him for ages now.”

Ti!any perked up at that. She’d known Hillary had been
dating a few people at the same time, and it was a shock to
hear of her sudden engagement only two days after Rachelle’s
"ancé walked away.

“What do you think made her decide to go through with
marrying him, then? Is she not in love with him?” Ti!any had
been working at Love, Austen for too long now. She’d picked
up all the question-asking from Meg. More like gathering
gossip. But the woman did know how to piece together a story
to bene"t the matching process.

“Brad told me he took her out to a home his father
promised to give him and she said yes to him there.”

“That’s interesting. Where is this home?” Now Ti!any
understood why the little old ladies loved to gossip. There was
so much excitement in "nding out this kind of news. Or
maybe the sudden urge to know everything was coming from
her earlier one hundred questions as she listened to the crime
podcast, voicing them out loud and waiting for the answer
throughout.
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“It’s in Ipswich,” Isabelle said, causing Ti!any to turn her
attention to the woman. “It’s a beautiful place with a view of
the ocean and the beach.”

“What does Brad do for work?” Ipswich wasn’t a quick
hop into the city if that’s where he worked. Ti!any realized
how little she knew about her cousin’s groom. Not that she
could do anything about it now, nor would Hillary listen to
her. But it was rather interesting to see what would happen.

“He’s been working with a local trader. So he sits at home
and trades stocks all day.”

Well, that would solve the problem of the commute.
Isabelle touched Ti!any’s arm, her eyes "ashing as though

she had something even more interesting to share.
“There has been some dispute from the other siblings

about his right to the property, though. Oh, I love the
drama!” Isabelle laughed, and Roy joined in. “I see someone I
have to speak to, but we’ll have to get together for some of the
activities this week. That would be the perfect chance to
catch up.”

Ti!any nodded, still stuck on the part where the siblings
weren’t happy about Brad receiving the house. What would
happen? Would there be an all-out brawl at the wedding?

She could see the headline for that podcast now: “Sibling
Rivalry Turns Deadly.”

But that was a lot darker than real life needed to be. It
would probably just be the family bickering over land, and
then they would let it go. The scene rolled out like a movie in
her head.

“You’ll have to save me a dance at the reception,” Roy said,
winking.

“I’m actually here with—”
Roy took her hand and kissed it, never taking his eyes from

Ti!any’s. “I bid you adieu.”
What in the what? Was he trying to be charming?

That de#nitely wasn’t the feeling she got from the62
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That de!nitely wasn’t the feeling she got from the
encounter.

She stood still long after Isabelle and Roy had disappeared,
irritated that Drew had been a no-show.

“Ti"any, there you are, dear. I was trying to !nd the young
man I was talking about, but you were just speaking with
him.”

“Mom, that’s Roy and Isabelle, from when they used to
live by us.” Her mother thought Roy was handsome?

Her mother’s eyes widened, and she said, “Oh yes, I
thought they looked familiar. You’ll have to spend some more
time with him, Ti"any. He was telling me that he works at a
hedge fund.”

Ti"any just gave her mom a small smile and nodded,
knowing that explaining her current viewpoint on men would
just be a waste of breath. But then she scanned the room once
more. Was Drew di"erent than the rest of the guys she’d dated
over the past four years?

They weren’t dating.
Ti"any’s resolve was beginning to cave. She already missed

having someone to text and talk to whenever. Was it possible
to !nd her own Greyson? Well, minus the whole heartbreak
thing that happened to Abby.

But like she’d thought about Isabelle, they were only going
to be here for the week. It wasn’t like she was going to meet
someone she’d spend the rest of her life with in that amount of
time. She’d dated guys for longer and still hadn’t been able to
picture the future.

“Mom, I haven’t felt that spark yet.” Ti"any only half
believed the story of her mother and father getting together,
that there was a huge sign telling her mother to marry her
father. But after dozens of failed relationships, maybe that’s
what a higher power was trying to tell her. Patience never had
been her strong point.
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“Ti!any, not everyone gets that reassurance of who they’re
supposed to marry. Maybe this matching thing will be the best
thing for you. Then you won’t be overanalyzing everything
and searching for a sign. The computer has already done the
work for you.”

Ti!any coughed, trying to hold back the laugh that threat‐
ened to escape at her mother’s words. That was all she needed.
Love dictated by a computer.

This wedding was about to get crazier than a daily soap
opera.
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Chapter Nine
DREW

he route Drew had taken to pick up Evie ended up
being blocked by a major accident. It wasn’t until
they’d gotten past the wreckage that Drew noticed

the large deer and several other cars slamming the cars in front
of them. It was nearly ten o’clock by the time they got back to
the lodge, and Drew was exhausted.

He just hoped Brad had said something to Ti!any so she
wouldn’t be disappointed. And, even though they’d only had
less than a handful of conversations, he wanted to talk to her
again, wanted to get to know her better. As his friend,
obviously.

Before walking to his room, he thought about knocking
on Ti!any’s door to say he was sorry about missing the social,
and that he’d have to make it up to her during normal
wedding hours.

Meeting Ti!any had been somewhat refreshing. She
hadn’t tried to "irt with him excessively, and the fact that she’d
been listening to a true crime podcast when he met her had
added another notch to a mental checklist he shouldn’t be
keeping anyway.
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Though he’d gotten into true crime years before, the crazy
of everyone else’s problems made the crumbling of his own life
look a lot better than it could be.

He clicked on his phone to see the time, only to realize it
was almost dead. And his charger was out in the car. He took
the stairs quickly, feeling the burn in his quads about halfway
down.

Walking up to the large front door after retrieving the
charger, he was about to press down on the latch when it
swung open and out stepped his step-grandmother, Irma.

“Drew, it’s so good to have you here for this special event. I
know Brad will be happy to see you made it.”

Drew smiled, taking a small step toward her outstretched
arms. He’d never met his paternal grandmother, as she’d died
before he was born. His grandfather had married Irma, a
woman twenty years his junior and also his former human
resources director, just a few months after Elizabeth’s death.

Drew always tried to be polite to her, but there were a lot
of things that had circled through his father and two aunts
over the years about the nature of their father’s relationships.

But Drew had enough problems in his own life without
worrying about what happened there.

“We missed you for the opening social. Hopefully, you’ll
be able to make it to the large banquet breakfast planned
tomorrow.”

“Breakfast together?” Drew asked, turning back to face
Irma.

She gave a short laugh. “You’ll be surprised by the number
of events the Stewarts have planned for us this week. But I’m
sure you’ll want to see Brad before anything happens. You’re
in charge of anything he forgot. He’s going to be married, and
I need to let go—at least, that’s what he tells me.”

Drew chuckled, knowing how true that statement was.
Since Brad was the only child of Irma, he’d been catered to
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more than most kids, and Grandpa was too old to care about
much as it was.

“I’ll see you at breakfast,” Drew said, waving a bit
awkwardly as he headed up to the third !oor of the lodge. By
the time he made it to the second landing, he was out of
breath, again surprising himself after all the physical workouts
and maintenance he’d done on the apartments over the past
two years since he’d "nally closed on the buildings.

“Did she say breakfast?” a familiar voice said, causing
Drew to turn.

“Yeah, I guess it’s another activity I didn’t know about.”
Ti#any shook her head, holding a bucket of ice. “Me

either. I’m beginning to wonder if I was given the wrong
agenda.”

Drew took a few steps in her direction, reaching out his
hand and then awkwardly dropping it by his side. It wasn’t
like they were that close to pull her in for a hug, but he still
wanted to.

“I’m so sorry about missing the social tonight. Did Brad
tell you I would be late, at least?”

Ti#any chuckled and shook her head. “No, I didn’t get
any conversation out of him this evening.” Something like irri‐
tation crossed her expression.

Drew reached forward and lightly touched her upper arm.
“Did I leave you alone to the ravening wolves? Who do I need
to speak with about our plus-one-ship?” He grinned, trying to
lighten the mood and get her to smile again.

“No wolves. Just crazy family.” She paused and then said,
“I did have a moment where I wondered where my knight-in-
shining-armor was, but that passed.”

Drew pinched his lips together, the overprotective side of
him that usually came out with Evie surfacing. Although this
situation felt somewhat di#erent.

“What happened?”
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“I came downstairs, thinking the social was there, but it
was in the barn. It was all dark, and I might have imagined that
someone was after me.”

After a moment’s hesitation, Drew pulled her to him and
hugged her. “Well, I’m here now. You’re safe with me.” He
breathed in the smell of her perfume and the coconut scent of
her shampoo. With her arms tightened around his waist, this
felt like a dream. One he’d wake up from and still be alone like
he’d done since Michelle had broken up with him.

She pulled back enough to look at his face. “What
happened tonight that you stood me up?”

He couldn’t see her face well through the dimness of the
hallway, but from her tone, the irritation was strong. “I was
sent on an errand and got stuck behind an accident.”

Ti!any took a step back, one arm tucked around her waist
while the other was over her mouth. “Was anyone hurt?”

“A deer, but everyone else looked to be okay.”
She took a step toward the staircase, and he followed.
“Tell me about this opening social. What was your overall

opinion of it?”
With a "ick of her hair out of her eyes, she said, “Thank

goodness for air conditioning.”
Drew couldn’t hold back a laugh, and Ti!any joined in,

the sound of their laughter echoing o! the empty room. It was
strange that so many people were already in bed. Then again, it
was after eleven o’clock, and the celebration was a week long.
They probably all needed sleep to make it through.

“It was that bad, huh?” he asked when they were almost to
the top of the stairs.

“My mom is being so strange about trying to set me up
with men. Then I spoke with a couple people who I used to be
friends with and was a little confused about the conversation.
And my dear cousin, the one who was supposed to be married
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a few months ago, was there. I tried to cheer her up, but what
can I say without opening wounds? Overall, I’d give the night
one star. Do not recommend.”

“We’ll have to change that tomorrow at breakfast.” He
winked at her, something he wished he could take back. There
was something about a wink being more intimate if he knew
the person well, or outright creepy if he didn’t. He hoped she
didn’t have the same rating system for them.

“I was actually surprised that there weren’t more weddings
planned up here. Then again, it’s the beginning of the week.”

Drew grinned. “Because it is summertime and one must
want to get married in the summer.”

It took a moment for a smile to spread over her face. “Is
that so, Drew Evans? Are you hoping for a summer wedding?”

The question hit him harder than he thought it would,
knowing that if things had gone how he’d expected originally,
then he probably would’ve been celebrating an anniversary in
the near future.

But that was all in the past. “I’m not sure the summer
works well with my schedule, madam,” he said, giving her a
sweeping bow.

Ti!any giggled. “You are a strange one, Drew. But looking
at the week coming at us, that might be a good thing.”

“My sister has always been a fan of theater, and sometimes
we’d break into speech from di!erent eras, just for fun.”

She grinned. “Thank you, Drew Evans. I guess I will see
you tomorrow.”

“Yes, at the breakfast banquet.”
She scowled. “I need to put that in my calendar. What else

am I missing? It’s so annoying to be unprepared.”
Drew took a step back and chuckled. “If so, then that

makes two of us. Part of me is wondering if I shouldn’t have
even come up until Friday.”

Ti!any feigned sadness. “And miss out on getting to know69
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Ti!any feigned sadness. “And miss out on getting to know
this crazy crime-obsessed matchmaker woman?”

They both laughed.
As they walked closer to Ti!any’s door, his palms began to

sweat. He’d had a reason to pull her in for a hug earlier, but
doing so outside her hotel room door might send the wrong
message. He wasn’t used to even talking to a woman longer
than "xing her drain or patching holes in the walls.

Michelle had been his only girlfriend. Ti!any, on the other
hand, had dated several men over the years. That should be a
big red #ag that he shouldn’t even waste his time with her. But
she was fun and carefree, something he needed in his life, even
if just for a week.

She turned at the door and grinned. “Thank you for the
stair-to-door escort. I’ll see you in the morning?”

“I’ll stop by and pick you up this time. Eight sound okay?”
Her eyes went wide, and she made a fake frowny face. “We

aren’t allowed to sleep in on this vacation, are we?”
Drew leaned in, breathing in a whi! of her vanilla

perfume. “I think that’s exactly what the bride and groom are
going for.”

“I knew it!” she said, laughing.
She opened the door and took a step inside, her hand still

on the door.
“Make sure to check your locks. You never know when a

murderer will strike,” he said, teasing.
“I’ve heard there is one searching for men trying to scare

fair women,” she said, raising her eyebrow as she smiled.
“I "gured I’d just set you up for a night of listening to your

latest podcast.” He studied her face, wondering if he’d guessed
correctly.

Ti!any grinned. “Yeah, you’re right. Nothing like panic
and adrenaline to help a girl sleep at night.”

Drew said goodbye and walked back to his room. He
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probably should avoid Ti!any, do everything he could to keep
his distance from her. Because he was already starting to feel
things he hadn’t felt even with Michelle.

And after two years, he wasn’t sure he could handle
another heartbreak.
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Chapter Ten
TIFFANY

i!any wanted to trust Drew, wanted to think he
could be for real, but she had to remind herself
several times while she was getting ready the next

morning that she was on a man diet…and he’d left her high
and dry at the social. It was for the best, and yet she was
suddenly curious what he thought about a lot more things.

She’d had to describe the Giovanni brand to literally
everyone she’d ever met, trying to get them to just try the
amazing softness that was the shoe brand. And he’d known
about it.

He also liked true crime podcasts, which was another
thing she hadn’t expected to come from a man as remotely
cute as he was.

Sure, maybe she was picturing what the killers and thieves
looked like while she listened and had just assumed that the
only people who liked to listen to them were women who
enjoyed giving themselves nightmares for days or actual killers
who wanted to listen in for what they could do for their next
heist.

She searched through her wardrobe, trying to "gure out
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what to wear to a banquet. She’d only brought a few nicer
out!ts, hoping she wouldn’t be stuck entertaining and that
she might be able to get out of more. But with all these extra
get-togethers she hadn’t planned on, she was going to run out
of clothes by the time the wedding hit.

At 7:59, a knock sounded on her door. She’d only !nished
her makeup around the eyes.

“Give me a minute!” she called out, hurrying to brush the
blush over her cheeks. She grabbed the tube of pink lipstick,
swiping it across her lips.

She stood and walked over to the door, opening it to !nd
Drew smiling at her.

Using her pointer !nger, she scrubbed it along her teeth,
hoping the lipstick hadn’t gotten on them. “What? Do I have
stu" on my face?”

Drew shook his head. “No, I’m just trying to guess how
long you stayed awake last night. Three hours? Four?”

Ti"any twisted her lips to the side, trying not to give away
that his answer was very nearly correct. “I might’ve gone
through three episodes. What can I say? I’m addicted to
them.”

“Are you ready to go?” he asked, glancing into the room
behind her. What he was looking for, she wasn’t sure.

Ti"any picked up her clutch, stu#ng her phone inside
and zipping it. With her key in the back pocket, she walked
out and closed the door behind her.

“All ready.”
“So, Detective Ti"any. What crimes did we solve last

night?” His teasing tone as they walked down the stairs caused
her stomach to $ip.

“Well, I can only listen to the ones about murder every
once in a while. But the ones about robberies and plots to steal
things, those are fascinating.”

Drew bit his lower lip and nodded, drawing Ti"any’s
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attention to his lips. Why was she picturing the two of them
kissing?

Maybe it was just withdrawals.
I’m Tiffany Stewart, and I haven’t kissed a guy in four

weeks, three days, and fourteen hours.
The number wasn’t exact, but maybe that’s why it seemed

like her emotions were so up and down when it came to Drew.
“Ti!any? Are you okay?”
She blinked a couple times. “Uh, yeah. Why?”
“Just checking. You zoned out.”
“Sorry.” She couldn’t think of a good explanation as to

why she’d spaced out, because she de"nitely wasn’t going to
say his lips looked kissable.

They made it down to the lobby #oor, and Ti!any glanced
around, trying to "gure out where the banquet was supposed
to be held.

“I think it’s in the smaller event area,” Drew said, as he
must’ve seen her confusion.

“Smaller than the barn?” Ti!any asked, wondering how
many event places they had at this resort.

“I guess.” He walked over and picked up a map of the
resort, which Ti!any would’ve appreciated having yesterday to
"nd her way around.

He opened it and stood next to her, the close proximity of
his body causing her body to hum with nerves and excitement.
This wasn’t something she’d ever felt with other guys. Was she
coming down with a cold?

That was the only logical explanation.
Drew pointed to a building on the map. “I think that’s

where we’re supposed to go.”
“Do they only have the guesthouse for people to stay in? It

seems like a waste to not have a bunch of smaller rooms and
cabins.” The place was beautiful, and she thought about what
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it would be like to come up in the middle of winter and
snuggle into a cabin for a short vacation.

Drew moved his hand up on the paper and tapped at
another section she hadn’t even seen. “Here are a few build‐
ings of separate rooms and it looks like a few cabins.”

“Good to know, for, uh, the future.” The words felt
awkward coming out of her mouth with him standing there,
as if it were an intimate moment. Then again, her mind
whipped back to thinking about kissing him in front of a "re.

She needed to stop doing that. The strict man diet had
been a great idea for a while, but Drew was like that piece of
chocolate dangling in front of her, and she was having a hard
time concentrating on anything else.

They made small talk as they walked west a couple of
buildings.

“Are you ready for this?” Drew asked with his hand on the
doorknob.

She thought of who might be inside already. Roy and
Isabelle, as well as her parents. Then there was Hillary and
Brad, along with a dozen or so other people who would prob‐
ably have something to say about her choice of career or lack
of serious boyfriend.

Why did the Stewarts have to be so judgmental? Blowing
out a breath, she nodded. She could do this, especially with
Drew by her side.

“As ready as I’m going to be. Let the games begin.”
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Chapter Eleven
DREW

rew was nervous to enter the banquet, especially
since he hadn’t been bombarded by all the people
the night before at the opening social. But he’d have

to face them all at some point during this week, and with
Ti!any as his sidekick and date, he might just survive all the
scrutiny of his 180-degree life change.

The entire Evans family hadn’t been together in a few
years, and he knew he hadn’t heard the last of what his dad
and grandfather called his “fall from grace.”

“That food looks delicious.” Ti!any’s words brought him
back to the present. Focusing on her, he could see himself
happy, even if it was only for the week. That was all he needed
anyway, someone to make it through the grueling parts of this
wedding together. But the scents of her and the feel of her so
close kept popping into his memory, making it di"cult not to
think a bit further ahead.

The event center was large compared to the look of it
outside. Two long bu!et tables stretched out with several
round tables in a room that joined this one. Every kind of
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breakfast food imaginable was displayed, making his stomach
rumble with hunger.

“Whoa there, Tex. Sounds like you haven’t eaten in days.”
Ti!any laughed, patting his stomach. Her hand recoiled as
though she’d been bitten by a snake, her look of surprise
pulling a smile from Drew.

“If you’ll all sit down until the bride and groom arrive,” a
woman in a business suit and her hair pulled back in a tight
bun called from the middle of the room. “We’ll get started
once they get here.”

Drew reached over and touched Ti!any’s arm lightly, her
soft skin causing ripples of heat to "ow through him.

“Um, sorry. Where do you want to sit?”
Ti!any gave him a look of surprise. “You want me to

pick?”
He shrugged. With the amount of family there, he knew

he’d be accosted at some point, but he didn’t really care where
they sat as long as he got to talk to Ti!any more.

She picked a table closest to them and near the wall. “This
way we don’t have to climb over people to get to the food.”

Drew laughed, shaking his head. “I see you take your food
very seriously.”

Ti!any shrugged. “It’s either eat or be hangry. I choose to
be happy and eat.”

They took their seats, and Drew wanted to start a conver‐
sation but was cut o! before that happened.

“Andrew, it’s so good to see you again.”
He glanced up to see his Uncle Frank, Elaine’s husband.

None of his aunts or uncles ever called him Drew, causing him
to think about his father. Hopefully, he hadn’t made it up to
the lodge yet. Allen Evans was a workaholic who prided
himself on outworking some of his laborers. With his absence
came more breathing room for Drew, though.

“You too, Uncle Frank,” Drew said, standing to shake77
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“You too, Uncle Frank,” Drew said, standing to shake
hands. “This is Ti!any Stewart. Ti!any, my Uncle Frank.”

Ti!any bobbed her head. “Nice to meet you.”
Frank looked between the two of them, a mischievous

smile forming. “Are you two here together?”
Drew said, “Uh, n—”
“Yes,” Ti!any said, smiling at him. “We met recently and

"gured we would be good partners at this wedding. Right,
Drew?”

“Yeah,” he said, not taking his eyes away from her.
Uncle Frank leaned in. “Well, it’s nice to see you move on

from Michelle. She wasn’t the right gal for you, especially since
she didn’t support your change in, uh, lifestyle.”

Anger poured through Drew, and he was ready to say
something when Ti!any jumped in. “I see someone I want to
introduce you to, Drew,” she said, standing. She gave him a
small squeeze on his forearm and dropped her hand to his,
pulling him a few steps.

Drew focused on the feel of her skin against his, the soft‐
ness allowing the irritation to seep away.

“It was nice to meet you, Uncle Frank.” She then
continued forward, pulling Drew along with her.

“Thank you,” he said, feeling a measure of excitement that
he’d met this woman. If she hadn’t rescued him, he would still
be over there, trying to "nd a polite way to get out of the
conversation.

“No problem. That’s what we agreed on, right?” Her
words doused the excitement he’d felt, like pouring cold water
over a burning "re. Although, his feelings for her weren’t as
hot as a "re, but given a little nudge with some wind, they
would probably get there.

He followed for several steps, winding in and out of the
tables to the back corner. “Where are we going?”

“To rescue a fair maiden from vultures.”
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Drew grinned. It was harder to !gure her out now since
she mixed in the crime stories with what sounded like talk of
knights and ladies.

“Vultures, huh? Pray tell, where would these creatures
come in?”

“Eh, from just about anywhere,” she said, her voice
returning to normal. She pointed quickly to a table where a
young woman sat, her head bowed and a curtain of hair
hanging over her face, making it di"cult to see who she was.

“Rachelle,” Ti#any said, letting go of Drew’s hand. The
lack of warmth was disappointing, but his brain already had
the task of !guring out who the woman was.

“What are you doing over here in the corner? Come sit
with us.”

The woman glanced up, !rst seeing Ti#any and then
focusing on Drew.

With a hint of a smile, she said, “Are you picking up strag‐
glers at this event, Ti#?”

“What do you mean?” Ti#any asked.
“I mean, no matter where you go, it’s like you pick up

people who are lost or need something and have them travel
along with you. That way no one is alone.”

Ti#any shook her head. “No, I’m just coming to get you
because you’re my favorite cousin. This is my plus-one, Drew
Evans.”

Recognition dawned in the woman’s eyes. “Related to the
groom, right?”

Drew nodded. “Yeah, I’m his nephew.” When she looked
confused, he waved his hand in the air. “It’s a long story.”

“Come over to the front table. We can go back and get as
many pieces of bacon as we want.” Ti#any was trying to
convince Rachelle to leave the table, but from the terri!ed
look she gave her cousin, Rachelle wasn’t about to budge.

“And be within range of where everyone can accost me
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and give me sympathy about my life? The pathetic smiles and
hollow words? I’m good here.”

Ti!any sank into a chair next to Rachelle and patted the
one on the other side, glancing up at Drew. “We’ll have to just
"ll our plates up the "rst time,” she said, mumbling in his
direction.

The two women conversed about things, and Drew
glanced around, trying to prepare himself for his father’s and
grandfather’s appearances. He just hoped any belittling they
did would be done in private and not in the middle of Brad’s
wedding week.

Evie entered, and it took a moment for her to notice them
over in the corner. She walked over and took a seat, giving him
a quick kiss on the cheek. “I’m so glad you’re here.”

“I should’ve texted you to wake up,” Drew said, realizing
he’d been so preoccupied about what to wear and seeing
Ti!any again that he’d almost forgotten his sister.

Evie just smiled. “It was nice to sleep in. I mean, as much
as eight in the morning can be sleeping in.”

Drew turned, realizing Ti!any and Rachelle had stopped
speaking and both were eyeing him and Evie.

“This is my sister, Evie. She’s why I missed the opening
social last night,” he said, making sure to emphasize that for
Ti!any. Was that relief in her expression?

Evie laughed. “My poor car is stuck at a machine shop a
ways down the road. Not the most convenient time to break
down, but at least Drew was able to rescue me.”

“It’s nice to meet you,” Ti!any said, reaching over Drew
to shake Evie’s hand. “I’m Ti!any.”

Evie’s smile turned devilish. “The Ti!any. I’ve heard a lot
about you.”

Ti!any turned to Drew, trying to convey something with
her eyes. At that moment, he wished he knew her well enough
that they could converse without words. But that was the sign
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of a serious relationship, not one designed for the battle of a
week.

He sat back with his hands up. “I just told her you were
fun and we were helping each other out with the plus-one
thing.”

“Ti!any is usually the life of the party,” Rachelle said,
giving the group the most genuine smile Drew had seen since
they sat down.

“That’s de"nitely not true. But I do like to have fun.”
The bride and groom appeared "nally, allowing the tables

to start "ling up to get their food. Drew stood behind Ti!any,
and in front of her were Rachelle and Evie. The two women
started talking about their jobs and similarities. Drew hoped
Evie would be able to "nd a good friend. All the ones she’d
had since high school were either out of her life or married,
and he could tell she was starting to need someone other than
her brother to befriend her.

Ti!any handed him a plate, and they made it through the
line, deciding between Belgian wa#es and Eggs Benedict,
French toast, bacon, sausage, eggs, and an assortment of fruit.

“This all looks delicious,” Ti!any said, grabbing a piece of
bacon from her plate and taking a bite as they walked back to
the table.

“Yes, it does.” Drew tried to silence the feelings creeping
up on him when it came to this woman.

“Ti!any,” a woman called out, and instead of the relaxed
woman Ti!any usually was when he was around, she sti!ened,
turning around slowly like she was facing her doom.

Drew followed her gaze and found the woman Ti!any had
been talking to in the conference room the afternoon before.
From the looks of them, she was Ti!any’s mother.

“Hey, Mom.” Ti!any did an awkward wave but didn’t
move closer.

The woman walked around one of the chairs that had
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been left away from the table and stood before them. “I’m glad
to see you made it on time this morning.” She turned to glance
at Drew, who wasn’t sure whether he should be looking her in
the eye or avoiding it at all costs. “Who is this?”

“This is Drew, my plus-one. He’s—”
Her mother leaned forward, the happiness on her face a

complete change from the stern expression she’d just given the
two of them. “From the app?”

Ti!any’s cheeks turned a rosy color, and it was the "rst
time he’d seen her without words.

Drew said, “Kind of. I’m the best man to Brad. We’ve
been getting to know each other. Ti!any’s a great woman.”

“She most de"nitely is. Miranda Stewart,” she said,
reaching out her hand.

Drew lifted his plate and his glass of juice, trying to gesture
that a handshake right now might not be for the best. “Nice to
meet you.”

“Well, I’ll let you both get to your food. And before the
next event, Ti!, come to my room and get some of that red
lipstick. The pink is a little too pale for your complexion.”

Ti!any’s forced smile went unnoticed by her mother, and
Drew wished he knew what to say to get her to relax back into
the person she’d been for ninety percent of the time he’d
known her. Family drama was never fun, especially at an event
like a wedding.

He’d just have to think of something fun to take her mind
o! it.
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Chapter Twelve
TIFFANY

ow much worse could things get? Ti!any was
ready to hightail it home after the conversation
with her mother. How embarrassing that she’d said

that in front of Drew.
Yes, they’d agreed to be each other’s plus-ones to make

things more bearable, but she hadn’t thought her mother
would do a complete attitude change with Drew right there.

“Sorry about that,” Ti!any said softly, hoping he would
just forget about the whole encounter.

“No, I’m sorry. Is it bad to say that after that conversation,
we have even more in common?”

Ti!any waited for his explanation. She knew her mother
loved her, but the rough delivery was what got her in most
cases. If she were always sweet to Ti!any like she was to Sam,
then Ti!any wouldn’t be so annoyed at the double standard.

“How so?” she "nally asked as they took their seats.
Ti!any spread the linen napkin over her skirt.

“When my father comes, you’ll see.” He cut a piece of
French toast and stu!ed it into his mouth, looking like he was
taking out his inner anger on the bread.
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Ti!any reached over and ran a hand up and down his
bicep, hoping it would infuse some comfort. Instead, it caused
attraction to "utter around in her stomach, channeling an
excitement to run up her spine and through her limbs. Dang,
she’d felt his arms around her the night before, but this was up
close and personal.

She dropped her hand and turned in the direction of
Rachelle and Evie, who’d switched spots to sit next to
Ti!any’s cousin. This was the most Rachelle had spoken, and
whatever they were discussing seemed to be allowing Rachelle
to get out of the moping shell she’d been in since Ti!any had
seen her last night.

“Men can be so crazy, right, Drew?” Evie said, grinning at
her brother from across the table.

“Um, maybe. It depends on the context,” he said, giving
her a side-eye.

Ti!any had to glance away. Man-vegan. Man-free diet.
Yeah, that wasn’t working so well while she was trying to

eat breakfast.
“Rachelle was just telling me about her ex, and I was

telling her about Josh.”
“Josh wasn’t the best guy in the world anyway. You deserve

someone better, Eves.”
Ti!any’s heart might have just melted right there. Like the

butter on the table.
She had to take a moment to regroup but remembered

one of her tasks while she was there. Before her sat two beau‐
tiful women who could bene$t from a code to a matchmaking
test.

“You can tell me to stop if you want, but I’m supposed to
give out a bunch of codes to our new matchmaking app. You
can see if any of the guys in the database will be a good $t.”
Ti!any cringed, wishing she’d rehearsed that delivery a bit
better.
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Evie nodded. “I’ll take it. Is it the same one you signed up
with, Drew?”

Drew practically choked on the piece of watermelon he’d
just put into his mouth. After a few pumps of his !st to his
chest, he nodded, picking up his glass of juice and taking a
long swig.

“Have you taken the test?” Evie asked Ti"any.
“Yes,” Ti"any eked out. “I just barely took it before

coming up here.”
Evie’s eyes grew wide. “And? Have you checked into the

men you were matched with?”
Ti"any opened her mouth, not sure how to explain it. “I,

uh, well, getting up here was kind of crazy, so I just haven’t
really looked yet.”

“Girl, you have the chance to !nd out if there are a few
decent guys out there and you haven’t looked?” Evie’s voice
was teasing, a lot like her brother’s. “You’re o"ering me a code
when you haven’t checked into the guys yourself. Should I be
worried?”

Rachelle reached over and patted Ti"any’s hand resting on
the table. “Ti"any isn’t very happy about having to take it. She
wants to !nd someone without an app.”

“I never said that,” Ti"any said, trying to show Rachelle
her irritation without the other two recognizing it. “I just
don’t know—um, yeah.” So smooth.

But how was she supposed to !nish that with Drew sitting
right next to her? There were a lot of things she wanted, but
why was her heart telling her brain she should go for him?
Maybe because he was so understanding after the conversation
with her mother. Or because he possessed the chivalrous quali‐
ties most of the guys she’d dated hadn’t bothered with.

“Drew is the same way,” Evie said, and Ti"any watched as
Drew sent eye daggers her way. “His best friend told him to
take it or he wouldn’t cover any emer—Ow!” Evie glared at
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Drew, and for several seconds, it looked like it would be a stale‐
mate. But then both of them broke eye contact, with Evie
shaking her head and smiling.

“What’s the plan for today?” Drew said, stabbing at the
last few of his scrambled eggs.

Ti"any pulled out her phone to check her schedule, but
with all the mix-ups, she didn’t have one hundred percent
faith that anything would be right.

“I think I’ll hole up in my room and get some more work
done,” Rachelle said, pushing her plate away before leaning
back in her chair.

Ti"any turned, trying to #gure out what kind of work that
would be. “You’re a manager at a call center. How much work
do you have away from the o$ce?” Once the words were out,
Ti"any bit her lip, realizing how insensitive it had sounded.

“I was thinking of checking out the spa,” Evie said. She
looked at Rachelle. “Want to come along? We can commis‐
erate about the awful boys in our life.”

Rachelle seemed to be thinking about it and #nally
nodded. “That sounds really good, actually.”

“Let’s head there now. Before the crowd decides to
invade.”

Ti"any watched as Evie waited for Rachelle to walk
around the table, and the two of them were o" without
another word.

“That was abrupt,” Ti"any said, wadding up her napkin
and setting it next to her plate.

Drew took a long sip from his juice and then turned to
look at her, his gorgeous eyes on display. “That was probably
half for Rachelle and half for my bene#t,” he said, resting his
neck in the palm of his hand as he leaned over the table.

“What do you mean?” Ti"any asked, squirming under his
stare.

He blew out a breath, glancing down and back up, locking
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eyes in the process. “Evie is really good at helping people who
are going through a rough time, so she probably thought she
was helping.”

“And what about to help you?” Ti!any held her breath,
not sure she wanted to know what his answer was.

Things were starting to move pretty fast as far as her feel‐
ings went, and it didn’t matter how many times she pumped
the brakes. The way he’d been sorry about missing the social
instead of brushing it o! like that’s just what guys do. He’d
pulled her in when she’d told him about being scared the night
of the social. Her heart was entering dangerous territory.

He opened his mouth to say something and stopped, as if
the thought left him. “Come to think of it, I’m not sure if it
was for me at all.”

There was something he wasn’t telling Ti!any, but for
now, she needed some air and to stop thinking about bridging
the six-inch gap between their lips.

“Ah, Drew,” the groom said, walking over to the table.
“Can I borrow you for a minute?” Brad glanced over at
Ti!any, who nodded.

“Best-man duties take the cake. We’ll catch up later,” she
said, scooting her chair back.

“How about an adventure this afternoon? At about
noon?”

Ti!any smiled, knowing she should be running for the
hills at the moment. But an adventure would help the time up
here pass a little faster, and she couldn’t say no to those big
brown eyes.

“Sure. I’ll meet you down in the great room of the
guesthouse.”

With that, she hurried away, knowing she was in danger of
falling and falling hard. But would things change after the
wedding was over?
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Chapter Thirteen
TIFFANY

ow had she gotten here?
After breakfast, Tiffany had headed to the

guesthouse to change and figure out what
things she wanted to see throughout the week, since it
sounded like not many activities were taking place
that day.

But just as she’d gotten through the doors, Isabelle and
Roy asked her to go with them to one of the syrup museums.
It was only nine o’clock, and they said they wouldn’t be too
long. She told them she had plans at noon, and they’d
promised to be back in time. Another reason she needed to
remember that driving her own car always allowed for a quick
escape.

She sat at the table in the museum café and glanced at her
phone again, wishing she’d never agreed to come in the !rst
place. 12:15 pm.

Why hadn’t she just told them she needed a raincheck and
stuck around the lodge area? Missing out on the adventure
with Drew wasn’t something she had counted on.

Here she was, nearly three hours later, waiting for Isabelle
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to stop telling stories to the table next to them while !irting as
much as possible.

Ti"any had already asked to leave a few times, trying to
make up an excuse for why she needed to go, but they didn’t
seem excited to be going back to the lodge.

Roy, on the other hand, kept trying to make conversation
with Ti"any. All she wanted was to go back in time and bring
her own car. Or not come at all.

Isabelle had claimed this was the perfect opportunity to
renew their friendship, but Ti"any was beginning to doubt
they would still mesh as well as they had way back when.

Why hadn’t she gotten Drew’s number? She could kick
herself for not remembering that one small detail. Then she
could’ve at least texted him to give him a heads-up. She hated
it when people ghosted her or stood her up, and a text or a call
went a long way. Yet, here she was, inadvertently doing it to
Drew, who was an all-around awesome guy, even though he’d
stood her up. At least he’d been rescuing his sister.

Was there a way to call his room?
She shook her head. She couldn’t remember which room

he was staying in, and this wasn’t the typical hotel situation
with an individual phone in each of the rooms.

Deciding she might as well make this an advantage by
having a conversation with Roy, she leaned onto the table,
resting her chin in the palm of her hand.

“What is it you do, Roy?”
“I’m in the insurance world. If you ever have a problem

with accidents or anything, you should de#nitely come talk to
me about getting what you deserve.” The man’s face was prac‐
tically lit with the excitement of talking about his job.

And Ti"any couldn’t be more bored at the idea of claims.
“What other things have you done since moving from

Chelmsford?”
“We’ve been all over, Izzy and I. There is so much to see in
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the world. I’ve jumped out of a plane nearly sixty thousand
feet in the air.”

“Don’t most airplanes !y around thirty thousand?”
Ti"any asked, leaning back in her seat. She should’ve just kept
her thoughts to herself and su"ered in silence.

“Most, yes, but only the most daring can survive a jump
from that high. I passed out at least three times on the way
down.”

Ti"any blinked several times before trying to eke out a
smile. “That’s…something.”

“I’ve also survived a crocodile attack. I’m missing three of
my toes because of it.” He bent over, untying his laces.

Ti"any pushed out her hand and shook her head. “I’m
good. I really don’t need to see it.” Feet gave her the creeps
anyway.

Roy’s smile faltered a few seconds before he renewed it.
“And I’m in the middle of purchasing an island just o" the
coast of Vermont.”

Ti"any couldn’t hide the disbelief from her expression.
Vermont was landlocked. A lot of people confused it with
New Hampshire with a small portion that touched the ocean,
but she wasn’t about to call him out on it at the moment.
“There are still islands you can buy?” Not that she’d ever have
that kind of money, or want to spend it on buying an island,
but it was something out of the norm.

Roy didn’t waver in his excitement. “Yes, there are several
islands for sale, just waiting for people to purchase them.”

“Are you going to build on it?” Roy might not have been
the most bright, but islands cost millions, if not more, and she
wasn’t sure if he’d be riding around in his sister’s Prius if he
had that kind of cash.

“He wants to turn it into a resort,” Isabelle said, joining
the conversation. From the look on her face, she was support‐
ive, as if this were all a real endeavor.
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Ti!any nodded, giving them a small smile. “Sounds great.
Not many can say they own an island. What do you do,
Isabelle?”

“I work in marketing at a big "rm in Boston. But like I
said before, I would love to get traction in social media so I
could quit. That’s where my real passion is.”

Ti!any’s interest perked up. “No way. Marketing, huh?
That’s something I want to do for the company I currently
work for.”

Isabelle feigned a smile. “I get that. Small companies can
always use big results when it comes to their marketing
e!orts.”

“Yes. The app just went live, so I’ve been trying to think of
ways to get the word out there. Any advice?”

Isabelle was practically bouncing in her chair. “You’ll have
to do an event or some kind of giveaway to get the ball rolling.
Do you have a large budget to work with?”

Ti!any frowned. “I have several codes to give to people.
The pool of clients is on there as well, I mean, the ones we’ve
had previously, but not all of them are gung-ho about technol‐
ogy. We want to start getting more people on there to help give
the algorithm a better chance of matching people correctly.”

Isabelle’s smile turned devilish, and Ti!any wondered
what that was for. “I never got your text with the code. For the
purposes of checking out the app, of course. Then I’ll be able
to give you some more insight into what you can do to get the
general public to take notice.”

“Greg will be furious if he found out, Izzy,” Roy said,
frowning. “You’re the worst at making up your mind.”

Tension "lled the air between the siblings, and Ti!any
tried to hide her curiosity. There was de"nitely a backstory
there. She just needed to wait until they said something.

“Did you not hear what I was just saying to Ti!? It’s to
help her with her work.” The last few words were forced out

91



B R IT N EY  M . M I LL S

between clenched teeth, and Ti!any could only imagine the
"ghts the two had been through. If they got up and started
throwing punches, though, she was out.

“It’s not a big deal. I can send you a code now,” Ti!any
said, pulling out her phone. She’d just have to "nd the email
Meg had sent her in the slew of unopened emails since she’d
arrived the day before.

She clicked on one and realized it was the wrong one, the
email she’d been trying to avoid for the past few days. Her
match results.

With the new system online, instead of full names like
previously given to matches, the person was given a username,
keeping the match’s name a secret unless they wanted to
divulge it. There were several characteristics about the person,
though, and although she was tempted now that the pro"les
were before her eyes, she clicked out of the email, breathing a
sigh of relief as she located the right email with the free codes.

“It should be there now,” she said, setting her phone on
the table. “Maybe we should start heading back?”

As the company around her was now absorbed in their
phones, Ti!any thought back to the string of guys she’d dated
just in the past four years. There wasn’t one guy that related to
the other. She’d dated athletes, nerds, new-age type guys, as
well as guys older and younger than her. Okay, old as in two
years older was the maximum. She’d only hung out with a guy
one night that was younger than her.

But still. What did that say about her? Was there some
unconscious need to just have someone by her side until she
found the right one?

After all this time, she was beginning to doubt the idea
that there was a certain “one” for her. Maybe her guardian
angel had gotten mixed up and sent her man to someone else.

“Okay, so I’m logging in,” Isabelle said, looking like
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Ti!any had just given her the winning ticket to the lottery.
“There’s a test?”

Ti!any nodded, almost robotically. “Yes, that’s how the
system helps to sort you with the matches.” When Ti!any
realized they were going to sit there forever, she glanced down
at her phone, formulating a plan to get out of there. “Oh no.
My cousin needs something. Is there any way you can drive me
back to the lodge?”

Roy looked disappointed but stood and led the way out to
the car. Isabelle was glued to her phone, probably taking the
test, and sat in the back seat before Ti!any could get back
there.

Ti!any gave Roy a quick smile but hoped the "fteen-
minute drive would go by a lot faster than it had on the way to
the town.
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Chapter Fourteen
DREW

uckily, Brad hadn’t needed anything major when he
came to talk to Drew. But it had been hard to see
Ti!any go before they made o"cial plans.

That’s when he remembered they weren’t actually dating.
He didn’t need to go crazy planning anything because this was
just a mutual agreement to have fun and help each other
through the awkward conversations.

But he’d planned on doing something fun to make up for
not being there at the opening social, so he could organize
something fun that wouldn’t technically be a date, right?

He took the next couple of hours to get things put
together. And then he’d paced near the front doors to the
guesthouse for over #fteen minutes before he headed back
upstairs, his calves burning with the e!ort. He was surprised
the lodge hadn’t put in elevators to alleviate this for its guests.
Then again, it would be di"cult with the overall look of the
guesthouse.

He knocked on Ti!any’s door and waited, but there was
still no answer after another round of knocks.

He pulled out his phone, thinking he could just call her,
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but remembered they hadn’t exchanged numbers yet. Why
hadn’t he thought to do that?

Maybe it was because he was sure he’d be able to run into
her and wouldn’t need it. Also, because he didn’t want to get
attached and wasn’t sure he could do a relationship again if the
opportunity presented itself.

“Excuse me,” he said, approaching one of the people in the
guesthouse he didn’t recognize. “Have you seen Ti!any
Stewart?”

The woman turned around, "ashing him a bright white
smile. Ti!any’s mother. “You’re looking for Ti!any? Well,
aren’t you a handsome young man.”

Drew froze, visions of the setup date from Mrs. Mooning
hitting him again. Why did this woman look like she was
about to propose the same idea of dating a woman here in the
house?

And why didn’t she recognize him from breakfast?
“Yes,” Drew said, trying to #gure out which direction to

go with this conversation. “She was supposed to meet me
here.”

“I’m Ti!any’s aunt, mother of the bride,” she said,
reaching out her hand.

Drew shook it and then let go, his inner "eeing response
taking over. Were they twins?

“A young man named Roy took her to see one of the syrup
museums earlier. She should’ve been back by now. May I tell
her your name?”

Drew frowned. Why would she have gone with another
guy when they’d planned to go on an adventure just a few
hours ago? Had he heard her wrong?

“I’m Drew, but you don’t need to say anything. I’ll catch
up with her later.”

That was just another reason he didn’t need to be in a rela‐
tionship. He couldn’t handle the heartbreak again, and she
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hadn’t even made an e!ort to leave him a note that she
wouldn’t be there.

As he thought about it, he’d done something similar the
night before. The best way to resolve it was to exchange
numbers so they wouldn’t have this happen again.

He walked outside, deciding a nice long stroll would help
eat up time for the day. Maybe it would help his heart forget
the feelings that had begun to knock down his walls about a
relationship.
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Chapter Fifteen
DREW

hy was it so hard to get over his disappointment?
There were so many things that hadn’t gone
right in his life, but he didn’t usually feel this

way after. He normally took things as a learning experience,
but Ti!any not giving him a heads-up that she wasn’t coming
wasn’t the same as something he could learn from. It was a
slight. Was she ghosting him now?

He walked over to the barn, glancing inside, and saw his
uncle.

“Brad,” he said, stu"ng his hands into his pockets as he
strolled up to him.

“Drew. What have you been up to? I was just going to call
you. There was a problem with one of the ovens. I guess they
won’t be able to cook the amount of food needed for our
reception. You don’t know of anyone who caters and can do it
last minute, do you?”

Brad looked more #ustered than Drew had seen in quite a
while. He was usually so calm and collected, but that could be
the fact that his mother usually took care of everything.

Thinking about that, Drew glanced around, surprised to

97



B R IT N EY  M . M I LL S

not see Irma lingering in some corner waiting to be called
upon for aid. He shook his head. All the talk with Ti!any the
day before about the true crime podcasts had brought a few of
them to mind over the past several hours, and he chuckled just
thinking of Irma as a silent statue waiting for danger. De"‐
nitely not to kill anyone.

“Where’s your mom? And Hillary?”
Brad ran a hand through his hair. “Hillary is kind of

pouting right now. She’s not the best when plans change, and
I told her I would handle it without anyone knowing.”

Drew chuckled. “Looks like you’re doing a great job of
that.”

With a deep sigh, Brad sat on one of the large stumps that
gave the barn part of its charm. “Yeah, I guess I’ve never been
the best at saving the day. But there was something in her eyes
that made me want to be the hero, for her to be proud of me
for something like this.”

He glanced down at his phone with a glare that made
Drew wonder if the thing would combust from the intensity
of it.

“We’ll "gure it out. We’ve got a few days until the
wedding. I’ll get to work on some names, and we’ll make some
calls. If worse comes to worst, we’ll go buy a few dozen pack‐
ages of hot dogs and have a roast.” Drew said it in jest, but the
look on Brad’s face was more akin to watching a horror movie.

“Yeah, I doubt I’d ever live that down,” Brad said, trying to
look con"dent.

“I’ll head over to the front desk and see if they have any
ideas. Did the catering company here not come up with any
solutions?” That would’ve been the "rst step. It was their
event Brad and Hillary had hired them for. Then again, Drew
usually left the bigger planning to others in his family. He was
used to playing the part of showing up and doing his best to
be charming.
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Thoughts of Ti!any "oated to the surface, and the pit in
his stomach only grew wider. What was it about that girl that
made him get all crazy about a missed date?

He’d been set up on plenty of dates over the past year, or at
least his friends and family had tried. He’d said no to all of
them, even enduring the direct introductions with a tight
smile.

When he’d #rst asked Ti!any to do this activity, it had
seemed natural. He’d had an irrational fear that anyone he
tried to date would say no after he’d been let down by
Michelle. But he knew Ti!any would say yes and that she was
up for a surprise, which Michelle had always hated.

Brad ran a hand over his face, looking like he’d rather be
anywhere but dealing with this situation. “No, they just said
everyone they’ve tried up here in Vermont is booked.”

Drew nodded. “We’re on it. I’ll let you know if I come up
with anything.”

He stepped out of the barn, squinting against the bright‐
ness of the sun. The view to the parking lot showed Ti!any
stepping out of the front seat of a Prius.

Drew held in a breath as he waited to see who the driver
was. A man stepped out, looking somewhat familiar. When he
turned directly toward Drew, recognition dawned. It was
Brad’s friend from college.

With a shake of the head, Drew knew he needed to survive
this week on his own. He should’ve thought of that in the #rst
place, but with Ti!any turning on all the buttons of curiosity
within him, he thought he’d be safe.

If she liked the man, he’d let her go. He wasn’t about to
get his heart broken by going any further.
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Chapter Sixteen
TIFFANY

ever had Ti!any been so excited to leave a vehicle
than at that moment. Roy had tried to take her on a
longer route back to the lodge, saying he’d always

wanted to experience a drive up to some hidden cottage in the
mountains owned by the Evans family, apparently a short
drive from the lodge, if Roy was to be believed, but Ti!any
had insisted she needed to get back.

Isabelle had been no help from the back, her head still
stuck in her phone. Was she taking the same test Ti!any had
taken? Because she should’ve been nearing the end of the ques‐
tions at this point.

Ti!any didn’t have too much time to dwell on it because
she glanced up in the parking lot, seeing Drew watching her
for several seconds. He must have realized she’d spotted him,
because he turned and started walking to one of the other
buildings in the larger resort.

Ti!any took o!, running as fast as she could with her
small heels in the gravel of the driveway. “Drew! Drew!”

He didn’t turn, just ducked his head down and headed
into the building next to the guesthouse.
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Trying to pick up the pace now that she was running along
the sidewalk, Ti!any opened the door he’d just gone through,
watching as he walked up to the hotel computer. Had he just
barely put in earbuds? Or were those in his ears from the
beginning?

A blossom of hope that it was the latter took over, and
Ti!any walked up behind him, curious as to what he’d be
looking up on one of the computers. The screen showed
several emails on the browser, and he’d been hovering over the
one that held the Love, Austen match results. She shouldn’t
have felt bad about that. They were only friends helping each
other through the wedding, but she probably deserved it since
she was late.

She still didn’t know much about him, but one thing she
did know was that she’d missed being able to go with him
today. There was something light and fun about Drew, and
she’d enjoyed helping him out of the awkward situation with
his uncle that morning. The idea that she could see herself
with him even a few days after this wedding celebration was
over burrowed its way into her mind. But she needed to repair
the damage done "rst.

She stepped forward and tapped Drew on the shoulder.
He didn’t #inch, didn’t even turn for several seconds. When
he "nally did, it was with a mask-like expression, where
Ti!any couldn’t tell what he was really thinking.

“Hey, Ti!any,” he said, giving her a tight smile.
Ti!any took that opportunity to grab a chair from a

nearby table, dragging it over to sit next to him. In a bold
move, she reached forward, grabbing his hand that was
holding the mouse and holding it between both of her palms.

“Hey. I’m so sorry about our outing. An old friend told
me she wanted to catch up, but I didn’t realize that being with
her and her brother is a time-suck. Okay, well, not so much. I
mean, time went slower than ever when I was with them.
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When I realized I was stuck, I was going to call you, but I
don’t have your number, and I was—”

“Are you trying to get my phone number?” Drew asked, a
mischievous smile covering his oh-so-hot features.

A rush of heat ran up her neck. Good thing her hair was
down, or he’d be able to see the !re-engine red of her ears. She
let go of his hand, turning her phone around and around in
her lap. It was a slight distraction from the sudden nerves
exploding through her chest.

“Well, I mean, it would be useful in situations like that.”
She shouldn’t be "irting, not right now, when she’d just given
herself a good old pep talk about staying single and !nding her
destiny. “Just like it would’ve been nice to have a heads-up that
you were picking up your sister last night.”

Drew reached forward and took the phone from her
hands, his !ngers sending tingles running through her own
and shooting up into her chest. Yeah, she’d never had that
feeling before.

He was quiet for several seconds before he handed her
phone back to her. A sound came from his back pocket, and
he grinned. “Now, Ti#any, you can’t be using the excuse of
not having my number to ghost me.”

Ti#any’s eyes "ared wide, and she opened her mouth,
closing it and then repeating the action, trying to come up
with something.

“I promise I didn’t want to miss the fun. Redo?”
Drew squinted like he was trying to make a !nal decision

and smiled at her. “I think we can arrange that. Will your
boyfriend be disappointed?”

Ti#any tried to think of who he would be referring to and
then remembered Drew had seen her getting out of the car
with Roy.

She held up an open palm as if pledging before the courts.
“I have no boyfriend at the current time.” Why had she said it
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like that? It sounded so desperate and not the con!dent vibe
she wanted to give o".

The corners of Drew’s lips quirked up a few centimeters.
“How about we do something tomorrow morning? What I
planned can be done any time.”

“It’s a date.” She hesitated. “I mean, a non-date date.”
She didn’t want to ruin what they’d just mended, but part

of her wanted it to be a date. The other part was screaming at
her that she was supposed to take a break from men for at least
six more months.

Drew laughed and nodded. “Sounds great. I have to, um,
well, I’m supposed to help out the groom with my best-man
duties.” He gestured to the computer screen as he clicked
another tab and typed something in the browser. “It could
take up most of the evening.”

Ti"any stood up, placing her hand on the back of Drew’s
chair as she leaned in to see what he was researching.

“‘Caterers close to the Mountain Creek Lodge in
Vermont.’” She turned to face him again, trying to hide her
amusement. “Did something happen with the caterers?”

“One of the larger ovens died. They said they wouldn’t be
able to handle the full order of the wedding party and the
reception. So I’m trying to keep the groom from failing in
front of his dramatic wife-to-be.”

The emotions coursing through Tiffany made it difficult
to know what to do or say. The fact that Drew was trying to
find a caterer to do a full event within four days was
admirable. Attractive and oh so sweet. The image of her
cousin probably holed up in her room at the thought of
actual work and something not going her way burned
through her.

It wasn’t until then that Ti"any realized how close she was
to Drew. With her bent over from glancing at the screen, she
was eye level, and from a glance down, lip level with Drew. She
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could feel her heart pitter-patter enough to start drumming
outside her chest.

A shout from behind caused her to jump up and
straighten. It was just what she needed to pull out of the
trance that came with Drew Evans.

When her mind cleared up a bit from the fog of dreamy
thoughts about kissing Drew, she registered the need for a
caterer. “You know what? There’s a gal my boss has used
several times for her events. Maybe I can give her a call?”

Relief washed over Drew’s face, as though her o!er were a
glimmer of hope.

“That would be awesome. I mean, I know nothing about
catering and making sure to get all the food and stu!. But if
the company can do that for this wedding, it would save a lot
of…feelings.” He said the last word like he was still searching
for something better and it was all his mind had come up with.

“Believe me, when it comes to my cousin, Hillary, I know
exactly what you mean. I’ll go call now and see what I can do.
What time should we meet tomorrow?”

Drew looked thoughtful and then said, “Is seven too
early?”

Ti!any couldn’t help blinking several times, reminding
her of a cartoon character on the shows she loved as a kid.
“You want me to be up by seven? Are the activities even open
at that hour?”

Drew shrugged. “I don’t know. I just thought it might be
good to go as early as possible so you aren’t kidnapped and
unable to make it.”

Ti!any’s mouth dropped open, ready to give an excuse,
but Drew held up his hand, his "ngers resting gently on her
lips for a few seconds before he pulled back. Was the guy made
of electricity? Maybe he was the long-lost cousin of Thor
because the energy zipping through her lips made her wonder
what would happen if they kissed for real.
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Then her brain came to reason, stopping that train of
thought.

“I’m glad you’re the activity planner, then. My brain
doesn’t usually function until ten ‘til eight and with a whole
cup of co!ee ready to burn my insides.”

Drew raised an eyebrow, looking mildly curious. “Why ten
‘til eight?”

“Because I might have it timed to twenty minutes to get
ready and another twenty to make it to the T and to work in
time. Yes, it’s that hard for me to wake up.”

Drew chuckled, and Ti!any took a step back, feeling like
she’d shared too much of her inner self. She’d always worked
on the outer person, making sure she looked good and every‐
thing was in its place. Proper and poised like her mother had
drilled into her.

To admit that she had a penchant for sleeping in and
barely making it to work on time was like letting go of a key to
the person she hid on so many levels.

“Consider me your activity planner. I’ll be in the lobby at
seven with your co!ee. Black? Sugar? Cream?”

Ti!any smiled. “Black.”
“Really?” Drew said, cocking his head to the side, his eyes

narrowed in disbelief.
“Yep, just pump some of that into my veins in the

morning and I’ll be functioning in about #fteen minutes. One
of my roommates once commented that I’m like the Tin Man.
I’m just rusty after a night of sleep and need more oil to get me
going.”

For some reason, that made her pause, wishing again that
she’d kept her mouth shut. Now was the time for a hasty exit.

“Tomorrow. Seven o’clock. I’ll go check on my catering
contacts.” With a thumb jutted behind her, Ti!any took o!,
needing air that wasn’t within feet of Drew. Why was she
acting like she’d never spoken to a guy before?
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Even when she’d had her !rst kiss with James Blockhouse
in the seventh grade, she’d been the one to keep up the one-
sided conversation until he’d !nally gotten the courage to kiss
her. Drew Stewart was messing with her mind. She just needed
to remember this wasn’t a long-term thing, even though she
was beginning to hope so.
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Chapter Seventeen
DREW

he whole interaction with Ti!any had been a
rollercoaster of emotions. Drew had been able to tell
that something had changed between them, but he

was also happy to hear she hadn’t been serious about hanging
out with Roy. The guy had his quirks, as did everyone, but
there was something o! about him, and a strange protective
instinct hit Drew when it came to Ti!any. Maybe it was
because she looked so vulnerable when she came to apologize.

He'd written down the numbers of a few catering places
and logged o! the computer, noticing that another guy
behind him was waiting to use it.

Walking back to the guesthouse, he opened up his phone
to call the "rst one, when Carson’s name popped up on the
screen.

“Are you harassing me, Carver?” he said, trying to hold
back a laugh.

“Hey, if that’s going to help you "nd a girl, then I’ll keep
at it.”

Drew closed his eyes. “You’re really calling me about
"nding a girlfriend? I panicked thinking you were calling
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about a disaster at one of the buildings. I’m at a wedding, and
I already took the dumb test.”

“And?” Carson’s tone revealed he was surprised by that
much.

“I still haven’t looked at the results.”
“Why not? Do you know the success rate of that

company? They’ve brought together hundreds of couples at
this point, maybe even a few thousand. You could be cozying
up to a girl right now, enjoying wedding festivities NOT
single.”

“Carson, is there another reason you called me?” And then
it clicked. Carson owned Top Shelf, one of the nicest restau‐
rants in Boston. “Actually, I’m glad you called.”

“You are? Because I was going to ask if I could store my
boat on one of your properties.”

“You don’t own a boat, spaz. Does Top Shelf have a
catering service?”

“I think they’ve been trying to start one up the past month
or so. I’ve been busy with preseason, so I haven’t made it to
any of the executive meetings.”

“Any chance you can ask someone? There was an unfortu‐
nate incident with an oven, and now the caterers can’t help
with Brad’s wedding.”

“Sure, man. I’ll call someone and get back to you. If
anything, we could order all the supplies and ingredients
through our contacts. Then you’d just need the cook.”

Drew nodded. “Okay, that could help. Get back to me on
the "nal word, and I’ll keep working here on getting it done.
Ti#any said she was going to call someone too.”

“Ti#any, huh? Are you already getting acquainted with
someone of the opposite sex up there, Evans?”

Drew rolled his eyes, leaning against a wall inside the
guesthouse. “Come on, man. Focus. I’m trying to put out a
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large !re as my duty as best man. I think you know her too. It’s
Ti"any from Love, Austen.”

“No way! Have you two been hanging out?” The tone of
his words made Drew roll his eyes.

“A bit, yes. But that doesn’t mean anything. We’re two single
people trying to make it through a wedding together.” The words
were a white lie, since the jealousy he’d felt earlier signaled some‐
thing deeper there. How had that happened in only two days?

When he’d !rst started liking Michelle, it had progressed
slowly with him noticing things about her that drew him in.
Something about Ti"any had pressed on the pedal from
friendly to adult crush. Was that a thing?

“Ti"any’s awesome, man. You two would make a good
couple.”

“Okay, thanks for calling, Carson. Just let me know what
you !nd out.”

“All right. I’ll call. Ruby’s trying to get me to go take a
shower, so I’ll get back to you after that.”

“I don’t need to know your play-by-plays,” Drew said,
shaking his head.

“Message one of the girls. Or keep hanging out with
Ti"any. Bye,” Carson said, hanging up the phone.

What would Drew do without friends? Probably be a
hermit somewhere in the mountains. But then he might not
have met someone as fun and lighthearted as Ti"any.

He’d made it two steps into the guesthouse when he
glanced up and stood still.

“Andrew, come here,” his father called from the large
grand staircase that ran down the left side of the massive front
room of the guesthouse.

Drew froze, not having prepared the mental armor he
usually donned when his father was around. When had he
arrived?

A matching set of stairs ran down the other side of the109
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A matching set of stairs ran down the other side of the
room as well. Above was a large chandelier, along with every
kind of !ower imaginable upon every tabletop in the entire
area.

“Nice to see you too, Dad,” Drew said, walking in the
direction of his father. It had been a few months since he’d last
talked to him, although he’d had short conversations on the
phone. Usually about Drew’s life choices not matching up to
what his father wanted of him.

There had been a time when he’d enjoyed trying to get his
father’s approval in something other than the family business,
but that all went down the drain when his life did an about-
face. Not many people hung along for the ride when he
changed everything about how his life was going.

“Did your sister arrive?”
“Yes, last night.”
“Aunt Elaine needs your help with a door again. I’m sure

you’ve had to do that with your apartments. Will you give her
a hand?” His father gestured upward and to the other side of
the room where a hallway came o" the balcony.

Drew wasn’t sure if that was supposed to be a compliment
or just a lucky thing that he’d shown up right then.

“Sure.”
“This place is a bit clumsy for my tastes, but I’m sure it

will do to marry o" Brad and his #ancée.” Allen Evans had
never been too a"ectionate toward the other o"spring of his
father. Having a baby brother when he’d already established a
family with kids of his own was quite a trip. But it had been
over twenty years, and despite the numerous bets the Evans
family made, Irma and her son were there to stay.

“Dad, this is a nice place,” Drew said, glancing around the
space. “It looks like there are adequate rooms and events for
everyone.”

His father hu"ed and glared at the wall behind Drew.
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“Where’s Luke?” Drew asked, wondering if his older
brother had made it to Vermont. He hadn’t seen him at
breakfast.

“Luke is already upstairs sleeping. Something about
staying up all night to !nish a brief.”

Sounded just like his brother. Luke was the pampered
older brother since he’d decided to continue the family busi‐
ness of plastics. Drew and Evie had decided to take on their
own route, meaning they were left to what they could make
on their own instead of leaning on the family name to get
them through things. It was a wonder their father hadn’t !red
Luke years ago with how much he still acted like a teenager.

“Go help your aunt. I’ll see you at dinner.” His father took
o#, heading down the stairs as Drew made the rest of the
climb up, grateful the conversation had been short and
without too many barbs shot his way.

He hurried upstairs, knowing his aunt would be miserable
if he didn’t help her daughter again. It would be a welcome
distraction from trying to !gure out the catering situation and
his growing feelings toward Ti#any.
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Chapter Eighteen
TIFFANY

ey, Meg. Do you have Lexi’s number?”
A crunch on the other end told Ti!any Meg

was probably chomping on one of her favorite
crackers. It was usually what she did when she was stressed.

“Is everything okay over there? Do you need me to do
something while I’m up here?” Ti!any asked.

“No, no,” Meg said, her voice thick. “Everything should be
good. I’m just hoping the launch of the app goes well. Have
you gotten any other codes sent out? I’m hoping to get feed‐
back and all the bugs out of the system for the o#cial launch
in a couple of weeks.”

“I’ve given out a handful,” Ti!any said, cringing. She’d
thought it would be so easy at a wedding, but she needed a
faster way of disbursing the codes. She said quickly, “But I’ll
give out the rest soon. I’ll make sure to email our past clientele,
telling them they can o!er it to a friend. Maybe we could do a
giveaway they can be signed up for?” That idea was from
Isabelle, and although the girl had questionable morals, it was
a solid plan.

Meg sighed. “That sounds awesome. I’m just swamped
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with the paperwork for the investment company. But I’ll put it
here on my list of things to get done today.”

“Meg, I can totally take care of it. I’ve got access to the
emails and can get the ball rolling. That would be my role as
the marketing director, should you decide to boost me to that
position.” Ti!any smiled, trying to keep the giddiness from
seeping through the speaker on her phone.

“Oh, Ti!any, you drive a hard bargain. Go for it. Come up
with something to give away for the winner, or a few winners.
If this is successful and we start making back all the money
we’ve put into this, the marketing position is yours.”

Ti!any did a silent "st pump, jumping up and down with
silent screaming.

“What did you call me for again?” Meg asked.
“Lexi’s number. The caterer at my cousin’s wedding found

out they had some problems with an oven and stove, so they’re
now unable to cater the wedding in a few days.”

“I’ve been there. Not in the catering position, of course.
Remember how Lexi saved the gala?”

“Oh, there were a few more things that had to be saved
that night,” Ti!any said, waiting to hear Meg’s response.

She and her husband, Parker, had been in a fake relation‐
ship to serve the terms for each of their businesses. Parker’s ex-
girlfriend showed up that night, helping Meg realize her real
feelings for him.

It all seemed like forever ago, that Meg and Parker had
been blissfully married for the longest time, even though
they’d only gotten married in early spring.

“We don’t need to think about that. I ended up the
victor.” The two of them laughed about that, and Ti!any
thanked her.

When she hung up, there was a sound from her text
messages and she saw Lexi’s contact info.

Dialing the number, she remembered the small Latina
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woman who had a !re that could stretch across the state of
Massachusetts. She was one of the sweetest people, too, and
the girl could cook.

“Lexi from Roll With it. What can I get started for you?”
Ti"any gave a little laugh. “Lexi, this is Ti"any from Love,

Austen. Any chance you have time to get an entire dinner
started for this weekend?”

“Ti"any! It’s been so long. Brennen and I were talking
about you the other day. There’s a guy who I think would be
perfect for you.”

“No men, Lex. I’m taking a man sabbatical,” she said with
a laugh. But the thought of hanging out with Drew sobered
her. That wasn’t really going how she’d planned. “But my
cousin and her !ancé lost their caterer, and I !gured I’d reach
out and see if you’re up for it.”

Ti"any wasn’t sure why she was so worried about this,
especially because Hillary wasn’t her favorite cousin ever. That
spot was unequivocally held by Rachelle.

But a pair of brown eyes reminded her why she’d taken the
time to reach out anyway. She’d told Drew she’d try to get it
!gured out for him. And here she was, ful!lling that promise.
But why?

So she could be the hero in his eyes? But a part of her
blatantly stated in her mind that that was a lie.

“Yeah, I can make that happen. Anything fancy on the
menu?”

Ti"any paused. After years of being Meg’s secretary, she’d
grown used to being the best at expecting what people would
ask and having the answers ready. But it seemed like everything
had been thrown o" ever since she’d met Drew. He was occu‐
pying way too much time being the star of her thoughts.

Not because she liked him, of course. More like intrigued.
“I will have to get back to you with that.”
“No problem. As long as you get back to me this evening,
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I should be able to grab all the items I need. I don’t have to do
any decorating or anything, right?” Lexi asked, doubt clouding
her tone.

“I doubt it. Hopefully, the catering people can supply the
dishes. I’ll update you in a couple hours and see what we can
do to get you set up.”

Ti!any and Lexi said goodbye, and Ti!any ended the
phone call. She’d always been good at her job as the secretary,
and her current position as the social media director had its
bene"ts. But she wanted more, wanted to see that Meg’s
company was growing, in part with her help.

Maybe it was because her mother had never believed in
anything she did, thinking she needed to just "nd a man and
settle down. Not that Ti!any wasn’t a fan of that, because she
de"nitely was, but there was a surge of determination that
came when she thought about becoming something more.

She’d spent the past four or "ve years searching for that
dream. Maybe she just needed to work on that, to feel some
success in part because of herself and not rely on another party
for her happiness.

She blew out a breath. Which meant she needed a nap.
That had always helped things when she was younger; why

not now?
Drew’s face appeared in her mind. Because of that guy. He

needed to get the information so Lexi could begin to prepare
for the weekend at the last minute.

Ti!any just needed to remember she didn’t need to go
falling in love. They would have fun this weekend and then go
back to their regular lives.

She thought about it all as she hurried through the side‐
walk toward the guesthouse, hoping she’d be able to "nd him
there already.

She didn’t know much about the guy, but could she make
it through four days without worrying about a future?
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Chapter Nineteen
DREW

kay, Mrs. Mooning. I’ll take that into
consideration—”

“But, dear, you need to !nd yourself a
woman and marry her. My George and I were together for
!fty-seven years before he passed. And those were the happiest
years I could imagine.”

Drew rubbed a hand over his face. How had a call about a
small leak in her sink turned into another lecture on his rela‐
tionship status?

“That sounds like the perfect love story. I—”
“Oh, it was, dear,” she said, cutting him off again. “Any

relationship takes work, a whole lot of it, day in and day
out.”

Yeah, that would’ve been nice to think about back when
he’d been with Michelle. He’d done what he could to make her
happy, doing all the little things women always claim to need
and want. He’d practically invested in the #ower company
closest to Michelle’s apartment and made sure to watch for
whatever special jewelry caught her eye.

But somewhere along the line, he’d started to realize things
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weren’t the same as before. That no amount of gifts could
make up for the lack of chemistry between them.

It had been there at the beginning, but somehow it had
gotten lost along the journey. He’d thought that maybe they
just needed that commitment of being engaged to bring the
spark back, but Michelle had ended things instead.

“My friend already bugged me to join a matchmaker
program.” Drew blurted it out faster than he’d had time to
think about it.

“Ooo, well, your friend is looking out for you, son. How
have things gone so far?”

“With the matches? Um, well, I just need to see the
results.” He’d thought about opening the email or app a few
times, curiosity beckoning him onward, but then the
reminders of his broken heart had only made him click his
phone o! and occupy himself in other ways, usually trying to
help Brad.

“I’m so glad I found you here,” Ti!any said behind him.
Drew turned, smiling wider than he had before. “Mrs.

Mooning, I have to go. I’ll make sure to tell Carson about the
leak, and he’ll get you all "xed up.” He said goodbye and
ended the call.

“What was that about?” Ti!any asked, pointing toward
Drew’s phone.

Drew sighed, feeling the relief of no longer being interro‐
gated by the spirited older woman, but that meant answering
the question of the woman before him.

“That was Mrs. Mooning. Her sink was leaking. Well, I
think she was just bored and wanted to talk. She has my direct
number, so she didn’t end up calling Carson.”

Ti!any’s eyes twinkled as she smiled. “What do you have
to do with a leak?”

Drew searched Ti!any’s gaze. After taking in a deep
breath, he decided to give her a little background.
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“I’m a handyman. I maintain several apartment build‐
ings.” Drew searched her face for any sign of disgust or disap‐
pointment. The kind of emotions Michelle usually revealed
when he spoke about his ideas to buy the buildings and main‐
tain them himself those "rst few weeks before they broke up.

“That’s cool. So, is Mrs. Mooning like a potential
girlfriend?”

Drew tossed his head back and laughed harder than he had
in forever.

“Um, no. De"nitely not. The woman is in her late seven‐
ties and was just haranguing me about not having a love
prospect.”

Ti#any grinned and shook her head. “Does it feel like
people are overly worried about your love life? Because I get
that.”

Drew nodded. “Way too much. I mean, before I came up
here, she invited another resident down to her apartment and
tried to create a breakfast date.”

Ti#any’s hand $ew to her mouth. “No. Are you serious?”
She reached out and touched his forearm, sending warmth
through his skin.

He glanced down at her manicured "ngernails, taking in
the small zigzag lines painted on a couple of them.

“Oh, I’m serious. I went in to "x her oven, which she
claimed wasn’t working.” Drew stopped for a moment. “I’m
seeing a pattern now.”

Ti#any nearly doubled over, and Drew grinned, liking the
sound of her laughter. And the fact that she was enjoying his
stories about the most random things.

Michelle hadn’t always been uptight, but once she’d
started moving up in her career, it was like she couldn’t laugh
about little things anymore and only worried about what
would be culturally stimulating, or something like that.

“Well, I know some people if you’re looking to "nd your‐
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self a girlfriend,” Ti!any said, trying to play it o!. But there
was something in her voice that sounded strangled, like it was
killing her to say that.

Drew was surprised by the twinge of disappointment he
felt that she might not be into him like he was starting to be
into her.

“Why were you searching for me again? I mean, before we
got o! topic talking about Mrs. Mooning.”

Ti!any gave him a beaming smile. “Um, I think I found a
caterer. She just needs the details of the food. I don’t know
much about the catering industry, but simpler might be better
at this point.” She gave him a quick smile and turned, taking a
few steps before she made it to the front door of the guest‐
house. “Hopefully that helps.”

“Whoa, wait. Let me just call Brad and let him know.” He
pulled out his phone and walked a few steps toward her.
“What are you doing right now?”

He’d lifted the phone to his ear and watched a multitude
of emotions #ash over her face before she settled with curious.

“Not a whole lot right now. I know there wasn’t much
scheduled as far as activities for the wedding until tomorrow
afternoon when more of the guests could come.”

That was news to Drew, but after all her help with
finding a caterer, giving him the freedom to do something
besides search for food chefs, he wanted to do something else,
even though they’d planned on doing something in the
morning.

At least, that was what he was going with. Because being
alone at a week-long wedding party made him realize how
much he just needed someone willing to go out of the box and
not immediately be searching for a ring on her $nger.

“I think dinner will start soon. Want to join me?”
“Sure. Let me go change, and then we’ll meet.”
“At least this time we have a way to communicate should
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you get kidnapped.” He tried to hold back a grin but couldn’t
when she glared at him. “I’m just teasing.”

“You better be,” she said, giving him a small shove in the
shoulder.

“We can walk in together. Just in case I run into my father
again.”

Her expression highlighted a worry he hadn’t seen before,
her eyebrows making a sort of V-shape. “Why does your father
strike fear in you? I mean, I have my own parental issues, but,
well, has your relationship been like this for a long time?”

Drew shoved his hands into his pants pockets and
shrugged. “Not my entire life, no. A couple years ago, I worked
for an advertising agency. I was one of the top associates and
was doing really well. But that business is tough, and if you
don’t come up with the right ideas for every campaign, it gets
in your head.”

He took a few more steps, glancing over at Ti!any every so
often. She seemed to be listening, but he couldn’t read her
face, causing him to wonder if he should’ve told her anything
at all.

“So what brought you from ad guru to handyman?”
When she glanced up at him, she looked more than curious,
which was better than he’d assumed. Not many women would
be proud to say they dated a handyman.

“I realized I was overstressed and working way too many
hours a week. It was around then that I decided I needed a
change.”

“Yeah, that sounds about right. My parents pushed me to
get a degree in something that would be pro"table. Psychology
was on the accepted list, but the day I graduated, I knew I
couldn’t go back to get a master’s. I love where I work right
now and prefer it over something that I hate but makes oodles
of dollars.”

Drew grinned, something inside him releasing. “Yes, that’s
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it exactly. My ex didn’t like all the changes, and she wasn’t
ready for a status change after all the work she’d put into her
job. I guess things worked out in the long run.”

Ti!any placed her hand on his forearm. “Yeah, but it takes
time to get over it.”

Drew nodded, knowing it had only been a few months ago
that he’d been able to pull himself out of the funk he’d been in
since the breakup. Most of it was an attitude adjustment.

“So now I work on a few apartment buildings that I own,
maintaining and remodeling them.”

“You own apartment buildings in Boston?” Her expres‐
sion was hard to read, and Drew wasn’t sure whether she was
impressed or disgusted at that.

“Uh, yeah.”
Ti!any shook her head. “That’s impressive, Drew. I mean,

as a girl who took over her boss’s rented bedroom on the top
#oor of an old house in Brookline, well done.”

Drew laughed, trying to picture everything she’d just said.
“Where do you live?”

“Meg, my boss, just got married in March. She and her
best friend had been renting out a room from an older guy,
kind of taking care of him at the same time. My roommate,
Abby, and I moved into it after graduation until we $gured
out what we were doing with our lives.”

He tried to catch her eyes as he waited for her to continue.
“That’s a generous thing to do.”

“Abby is marrying a great guy in a couple of months, and
I, well, I’m hoping to stay with my cousin, Rachelle. She just
bought a new house, and I think it would help her after the,
uh, breakup.”

“That sounds like a party. If you ever do need a place, just
let me know. I always have openings, and I keep it roach-free.”
He grinned, watching as her face transformed with her own
smile.
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“That’s going to give me nightmares.” She wriggled a bit,
like she could feel bugs all over her.

Drew chuckled. “You can listen to crime stories and sleep
just !ne, but the mention of cockroaches gives you the
creeps?”

“Well, I can’t listen to all crimes, remember. The one I just
started is about a woman who committed wire fraud. How she
could deceive that many people is crazy.”

“It happens more often than you think.”
They made it up the stairs, both of their breathing labored

as they stopped in the hallway that separated them.
“Thanks for listening,” Drew said, !ddling with the room

key in his hand, feeling somewhat embarrassed to talk about
this kind of thing.

“Are you kidding? Talking to you is like breathing—easy.
Unless I’m breathing like I just climbed a bunch of stairs.” She
laughed. “Meet out here in a few?”

Drew nodded, staring at the door long after she’d shut it.
Revealing more intimate details about himself to her had been
scary, but she’d acted like it wasn’t di"erent than anything else
he’d told her. She didn’t have the dollar sign in front of her
eyes like in the cartoons after he told her he owned the build‐
ings. Maybe she actually understood that doing what he
wanted, the challenge of !xing things, was what kept him
going day after day.

Ti"any was something special, and he hoped the chance to
continue hanging out with her would help him get past the
insecurities planted there from his big breakup. Whether or
not to keep pursuing her after they got back to Boston was
something he’d only be able to answer with more time.

But, for some reason not completely clear, he hoped it
would be a yes.
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Chapter Twenty
TIFFANY

i!any woke up much earlier than she expected since
she, Drew, Rachelle, and Evie had been up talking
until one in the morning. Drew had mentioned

something about postponing their adventure to later in the
day. Ti!any had readily agreed when he’d dropped her o! at
the door, but now she was wide awake anyway, and it was only
seven thirty.

She decided to take her cup of co!ee out to the dock
where a ferry was supposed to take passengers on a tour of the
area. At least she could relax a bit and see the beauty of the
place while still trying to wake up.

Dreams of her and Drew "oated to her mind. They had
been the stars of a heist, herself taking on the role of the
woman who’d managed to convince people all over the world
that she’d come up with a fast technology for analyzing blood.
Drew had been trying to help her get out of the pickle before
she woke up.

She strolled along to the docks, wishing she’d put on a pair
of lightweight pants instead of the fun pineapple Bermuda
shorts she was wearing. The chill of the morning hadn’t
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burned o! yet, but she hoped it would by the time the ferry
took o!.

“I almost didn’t recognize you today,” a familiar voice said
from behind her.

Ti!any turned to see Drew with Evie. All the thoughts of
him being a dreamlike hero washed out of her as she pasted a
smile on her face. She hadn’t put on more than mascara and
lip balm.

“What do you mean?” she asked, trying to "gure out if she
needed to dart away. Why was she suddenly so worried about
how she looked in front of him? Usually, she only stressed
when she saw her mother, but this had a di!erent edge to it, as
though he would think less of her if she wasn’t dressed to the
nines.

“I’m just saying I like the shorts.” Drew pointed to the
shorts. “Those are a lot di!erent than the Giovanni shoes and
business attire from yesterday.” There was a hint of a smile
playing along his lips, and Ti!any narrowed her gaze, trying to
"gure out if he was just joking, or #irting.

Glancing down, she laughed. “I think a girl is allowed to
wear whatever is comfortable and makes her smile.” She
grinned as she lifted her co!ee cup to her lips. Confidence,
Tiffany. “Just don’t tell my mother I said that.”

“I one hundred percent agree with that statement,” Evie
said, grinning.

“What are you both doing up so early?” Ti!any asked.
“Drew never sleeps in,” Evie said, pushing him a bit.
“Evie talked to one of the workers, who said the morning

ferry was the best. This was the best day to take it, so we
"gured we’d come out. I’m glad you’re here.” Drew smiled,
leaning against a short wooden railing, nudging Ti!any’s
shoulder with his elbow.

“All aboard,” someone said near the ferry, and Ti!any fell
into step next to Drew, with Evie on the other side.
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“A morning guy. De!nitely something to remember,”
Ti"any said, giving him a #irty look out of the corner of her
eyes.

“Did you miss me?” He made his eyes go as wide as possi‐
ble, making Ti"any nearly snort-laugh.

“Maybe,” she said, putting her thumb and fore!nger
parallel with about an inch in between. “Just a little.”

“There were no other dashingly good-looking men to
sweep you o" your feet between here and the lodge?”

That got a loud laugh from Evie, and she jabbed him in
the shoulder. “Wow, you are reaching new lows in the ego
department. If you keep going, I’d say you were possessed by
Luke.”

Ti"any frowned. “Who’s Luke?”
“Our older brother,” Evie said as they walked onto the

ferry and found a spot to sit on the upper deck. “He’s got all
the Evans charm and plenty to go around.”

Ti"any wasn’t quite sure what that meant, but her
brother, Sam, had his own ego issues. He’d calmed down a bit
over the past few years, after a car accident he almost didn’t
survive, but he still knew how to pull out the charm when
needed.

Ti"any rolled her eyes. “My mother is always trying to set
me up. Of course, she’s already trying to do that here. Grand‐
babies,” she said, causing her tone to go an octave higher when
she said the last word. It earned her a laugh from the
other two.

“I’m surprised you made it down to the ferry unaccompa‐
nied, then,” Drew said. He looked as though he was trying to
!gure something out.

Ti"any smiled back, knowing he was searching for infor‐
mation. “It’s called sleeping in. It’s one of many talents I
possess. My mother isn’t quite sure what to do with the day if
she doesn’t wake up by !ve in the morning. Although I
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managed to sneak out without getting another lecture, so I
count that as a win.”

The ferry moved away from the dock and set out on the
water, the sun beaming down on them and already heating up
for the day.

“Excuse me,” Evie said, standing and steadying herself for
a moment. “I think I hear our cousin Ella downstairs. It will
be better to get it over with quickly.”

She hurried down the stairs, and the voice Ti!any could
hear the loudest nearly screeched.

“Our cousin. She’s de"nitely one of the louder ones of the
group.”

“Are all the women in your family named E names?”
Ti!any asked, catching on to the fact that every name she’d
heard started with E.

Drew nodded. “Yes, it’s kind of a tradition. My biological
grandmother’s name was Elizabeth. She named her daughters
Elaine and Esther. Elaine had two daughters, Elsie and Ella.
My parents named Evie Evelyn.”

“That’s a lot of E names. What about Esther?”
“She never married. It will be interesting to see how long

the tradition can continue without reusing names.”
Ti!any nodded. “I think your family has used up all the

ones I can think of.”
Drew grinned at Ti!any and then turned, giving her a full

view of his strong neck and jaw. He’d scooted a bit closer, and
she caught a hint of his aftershave, tucking her in like a warm
blanket.

They sat in silence as the ferry #oated across the water, a
slight breeze blowing against Ti!any’s face. She was glad she’d
put her hair into a high bun so she didn’t have to worry about
the tangles later.

“Any new podcasts you’d like to discuss?” Drew asked,
grinning at her. He sat close, and with his arm hanging over
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the rail behind her, she might’ve been waiting to see if he’d put
it around her shoulders.

He’d caught her watching him. What had happened to all
her stealth and skills?

Regrouping with another sip of coffee, she said, “I did
listen to one last night. I finished the one where the woman
committed wire fraud and started a new one about a woman
whose husband killed someone and how she received
millions from her mother-in-law for testifying against the
state.”

Drew smiled. “Ahh, the Trina White case, right?”
Ti!any couldn’t avoid looking at him forever. “Yes, do you

have the memory of an elephant or something?”
Drew burst out laughing and shook his head. “No, but for

some reason, I can remember the oddest things about those
stories. I do have a good memory for smells, though.”

“For smells?” Ti!any had never heard of such a thing.
“Yeah, like if I smell something once, I can kind of break it

down into the di!erent elements that go into that smell and
remember it when I smell it again.”

Ti!any straightened, not sure what all that entailed. She’d
remembered to spray her favorite body scent, but had she
remembered the deodorant?

Was it even possible to do a sni! test when he was sitting
right there? No.

“So, you have a super-sni!er nose, then?” Ti!any said,
wishing she could distract him for long enough so she could
do a smell check of her body.

He grinned. “You’re wearing a citrus-pear scent, probably
from The Body Store.”

Ti!any couldn’t help her mouth from dropping open.
“That is oddly accurate. What do you do? Go to stores and
smell all their scents to memorize them?”

Drew chuckled. “Evie wears it from time to time, but
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that’s not a bad idea, actually. Too bad there isn’t a career in
smelling.”

“You could always train to be a drug dog. I’m sure they
would appreciate it.”

The two of them laughed, and Ti!any felt the zip of
excitement travel from her shoulders and down her spine to
the rest of her body. A little harmless "irting wouldn’t derail
her mission to stay away from guys. She wasn’t jumping into a
relationship, and that was most of the battle here. It might
even help keep her from going overboard. Every time she tried
to go on a “diet,” abstaining from all sugary foods, she ended
up bingeing even more. That probably didn’t translate well to
relationships, though, did it?

They took the ferry around the lake, the voice over the
speaker pointing out certain birds or areas and their history.

Ti!any turned at one point and saw how close to Drew’s
knee her own was now. She tried not to think about it,
knowing this was fun and it was only for the week.

Just as she thought Drew might reach out and take her
hand, Evie came up. She looked like she’d been through a war
and slumped down on the other side of Drew. The action
caused Drew’s body to collide with Ti!any, and Ti!any froze,
unsure what to do in this situation.

What was wrong with her? She’d been through plenty of
scenarios where a guy tried to get closer to her, even invited it
in most situations. But this time felt di!erent, like the two
halves of her #ghting to either cuddle up or "ee were battling
it out.

“Sorry,” Drew said, scooting over an inch before moving
his arm along the rail behind Ti!any again. He had the other
arm blocked against his body by his sister.

“Why is family so intense?” Evie said, closing her eyes for a
moment.

A text message from Ti!any’s mother about setting up a
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date with Roy came through on her phone. Ti!any had
already mentioned Drew was her plus-one for the week and
had signed up for the matchmaking app. Couldn’t she just
leave it alone?

“I don’t know, Evie, but it’s already time for a break from
them.”
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Chapter Twenty-One
DREW

pending the morning with Ti!any had been an
unexpected surprise. Then sitting so close to her,
breathing in the refreshing aroma of her perfume, had

sparked senses that hadn’t been awake in ages, maybe ever.
He’d thought about holding her hand a few times, but the

inner debate of whether or not that was stepping over the lines
of their agreement kept him from doing so, until Evie came
back upstairs. He’d "nally decided to go for it, but maybe his
sister interrupting right before was a sign for the best.

They docked back near the lodge, and the three of them
walked up the path.

“I think I’m going to go lie by the pool,” Evie said. “I have
a half-read book calling my name.”

“At least you graced us with your presence for this long,”
Drew said, laughing. Ti!any joined in, the sound light next to
his deeper tone.

“What about you?” Drew "nally managed to ask Ti!any
as Evie walked away.

She lifted her phone. “According to my calendar, I’m free.
Let’s do something.”
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“How about we go forward with the plan I had for this
morning? Just give me ten minutes to get things together, and
we’ll head out.”

“Sounds good. Any tips on what to wear?” Ti!any looked
like this was the most important question he could’ve
answered in the history of the world.

“Whatever you don’t mind getting wet.”
“How wet?” Her eyebrow rose, emphasizing the dark

brown of her eyes. He’d known they were brown, but he
hadn’t been close enough for an extended amount of time to
study them, noting a dark brown on the outside with a swirl
of milky chocolate on the inside.

“Do you want me to ruin the surprise?” Drew said, chuck‐
ling a bit.

Ti!any waved her hand at him. “No. I love surprises. I’ll
meet you down here in, say, #fteen minutes?”

He hadn’t even answered before she was scuttling along
the sidewalk headed in the direction of the guesthouse.

As he turned toward the restaurant portion of the lodge,
he hoped this idea wouldn’t back#re on him.

Before he was able to head out to grab a few things at the
small grocery store in one of the buildings, Brad called out
to him.

“I’ve been trying to call for the past hour. Did you forget
your phone?”

Drew tapped his back pocket and felt nothing. “Well, I
had it when I went out to the ferry this morning. What’s
wrong?”

He changed course to head back toward the ferry, waving
for Brad to follow as he turned a brisk walk into a jog. He
wasn’t sure when the ferry would take o! again, and he didn’t
want to worry about getting another phone, especially when
he’d be worried about his tenants.

“First of all, thank you so much for helping out with the
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catering. That woman, Lexi, said she could take care of the
whole reception and even agreed to make the wedding cake.
Hillary is struggling with all the changes, claiming it won’t be
the same with more simple food, but at least we’ll have some‐
thing for the people to eat.”

“Who did the lodge get to cater the rest of our family
meals?”

“They hired it out to a local, but the woman is busy on the
weekend, so it wouldn’t have worked out anyway.”

Drew nodded, wondering what Brad was waiting to tell
him. “I’m glad it worked out for you, man. Let me know if
there’s anything else you might need.”

“Actually, I was hoping you could do something a bit
bigger. When you get married, you can force me to do what‐
ever you need.”

Raising an eyebrow, Drew said, “Bigger than "nding a last-
minute caterer? I’m wondering if I need to turn in my best-
man badge right now.” He grinned, laughing inwardly at the
change on Brad’s face from shock to realizing it was a joke.

“We were planning on staying up at the Evans cabin for
the "rst couple nights before we #y out on the honeymoon. I
just spoke with Mom, and she said no one has visited since last
Christmas. Would you mind heading up there and making
sure everything works? Heat, water, electricity? I don’t know
if Hillary would survive another crisis right now.”

Drew wanted to say something about if the man really
wanted to go through with the wedding after seeing his bride’s
true colors, but instead, he patted his uncle on the shoulder
and said, “Of course. I’ll grab a few things and head up in the
morning, if that works.”

Relief washed over Brad’s face. “I seriously owe you one,
man. Thank you.”

Brad hurried o$, leaving Drew wishing he hadn’t been
asked to work on his few days o$. But it had been some time
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since he’d been to the large cabin his grandfather had
purchased back when Drew’s father was young. Maybe he
could convince Ti!any to go along for the adventure.

De"nitely not as a date. But more like a companion for the
duration of the trip.

He didn’t wholeheartedly believe the lie, but it was some‐
thing to do, and it would be away from the lodge for a bit. He
just hoped Ti!any would come.
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Chapter Twenty-Two
TIFFANY

t was hard to decide how much to change when Ti!any
got back to her room. There were moments when she
wanted to go all out, putting on the perfect blouse with

the right shoes, of course, only from the selection she’d
brought. And then con"icting feelings would rise, reminding
her that she wanted to keep things easy. No commitments.

This was not a date. NO DATEY.
Yeah, that only made her analyze everything with a #ne-

toothed comb, and she didn’t have time for that.
She’d put on a pair of pink Bermuda shorts and a gray t-

shirt. At #rst, she’d thought about the white one, but with
water comes…well, she just didn’t need to get caught getting
that thing wet.

As she added a little lip gloss, she took a step back, taking
in her appearance. She’d have to sneak out of the guesthouse
before her mother saw her, or she’d get the old lecture of
taking care of her appearance so she could attract the
right guy.

Whatever that meant.
Ti!any was more irritated about her mother throwing
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men and numbers her way, as if she couldn’t !nd someone for
herself. And after saying that being single for a while was good
for Ti"any a couple days ago.

She was so used to getting dolled up that a moment in her
tennis shoes and more casual clothing was almost a relief. At
least she could give her feet a break from walking in heels
around this place with its gravel traps and soft grass.

By the time she made it downstairs, it had been closer to
twenty minutes, which was a total win in her book. Drew was
nowhere to be seen at !rst, but something in her peripheral
vision caused her to turn. He was jogging toward her with a
decent-sized brown bag.

“Whatcha got?” she asked as he approached. His smile
widened as he took her in, and Ti"any’s chest warmed with
the action.

But that wasn’t what she was supposed to be doing.
Ughhh.

“I !gured it was close to lunch time. I grabbed what we’d
be eating and thought we’d take it along.”

“So…like a picnic?” Ti"any’s mind debated about whether
to turn that into a date or not. But that all depended on the
answer.

Drew shrugged. “Sure. I’m all about staying away from the
hangry spectrum.”

Ti"any couldn’t hold back the laugh that bubbled up.
“Oh my goodness. I hate hangry. Everything is so frustrating at
that stage.”

“Shall we?” he asked, waving toward the door.
“Why are your shoes squeaking?” she asked, glancing

down to where the sound was coming from. She might’ve
gotten distracted along the way by the toned calves that
connected to the shoes. They weren’t massive and also weren’t
twigs. Just right.

“Well, funny story,” he said, pulling out his phone from
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his back pocket. “My phone ended up in the water. I’m
thinking it must’ve been when we were heading o! the ferry,
because it hadn’t gone too far away from shore. Yay for being
water resistant.”

Ti!any overheard her mother’s voice and nodded, darting
out the door before he could open it for her.

“Whoa there, tiger,” Drew said, laughing as he pointed in
the opposite direction. Ti!any realized she’d been heading
toward the parking lot. “We need to go this way.”

She turned, strolling next to Drew, sneaking glances at him
even though she shouldn’t. He’d told her he was a handyman
the day before. Maybe all her prior knowledge for those types
of men was di!erent because they usually came with a potbelly
and jeans that never seemed to "t over their waist just right.

Drew, on the other hand, had well-de"ned arm muscles
and looked like he kept himself in shape. He wasn’t one of
those gym rats where his upper body was ginormous while his
legs looked like toothpicks. Like, how hard is it to actually
work out both ends of the body?

She might have gotten caught glancing down at Drew’s
legs again as they walked because he gave her a small smile.
“Everything okay?”

“Oh, um, yeah. I just thought I saw a bug on your leg. But
it must have #own away or something.” She cringed, hoping
he would just forget about the whole thing.

Eyes on the prize, Tiff. She just needed to focus on her job.
There were dozens of single people at this place. She’d spent a
few spare minutes drafting an email to announce the giveaway
for any referrals to the app, but she needed to "gure out what
to give as the prize. She’d hope to get a large portion of the
codes sent out by the time she left the lodge after the wedding.

“So, how did you get started working with Love, Austen?”
Drew asked, pushing back several tree branches that reached
out over the narrow path. They were practically walking down
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it side-by-side, but Drew seemed to be getting the brunt of the
overgrowth.

Ti!any practically hopped next to him. “I was looking for
a job my sophomore year of college. The one I had my
freshman year didn’t have as many hours as I needed.” She
could feel her face "ame at the admission. Ti!any was beyond
grateful that her parents had paid for her education, adding a
little extra money to her account from time to time,
depending on her grades. But she’d realized just how much life
as an adult stunk sometimes.

But now, looking back, she was grateful for that easing
into adulthood. She would’ve turned out like Sam, who
skated along with the easiest life possible, not really under‐
standing the value of money since he worked with their
father.

“A job is very important,” Drew said, pulling her from her
thoughts.

“Yes, so one of my psych professors suggested I apply for
the position as Meg’s secretary. That was back when she ran
everything out of the house where I live. Just the two of us
forging ahead. The o$ce we’re in now seems like a palace in
comparison.”

Drew’s expression turned curious, and Ti!any tried to
%gure out what was going through his mind.

“So, are there any scienti%c ideas to back it up? The
matching process, I mean.”

“Are you worried about your results?” Ti!any asked,
adding a teasing tone.

Drew shook his head and shrugged. “No, just curious. I’ve
never gotten to know someone who works behind the scenes
of an app.”

Ti!any laughed, tossing her head back at the thought of
her running anything that came close to all the codes. Abby
had worked with Jorge to put some coded lines into the app
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for Grayson to !nd, and she said it was like a big maze until
Jorge taught her what she needed to do.

“I am de!nitely not the tech savvy person for that job. But
Meg is constantly tweaking things to make sure the program
she ran before the app was top-notch. She wants to make sure
everyone !nds their special someone. She even matched with
her husband, but they didn’t !nd that out until after they’d
fallen in love.”

Drew was silent for several moments, making Ti"any
focus on where they were going. The path was still going, but
then again, they’d been on a slow stroll.

“How is it you have the codes to give people, then?”
“Well, I’m in charge of setting up a launch for the app that

was just !nished being designed about two weeks ago. Meg,
my boss, wants me to get as many people on it right now to
make sure it works correctly.” She stopped speaking and
turned to watch his expression. “Have you checked your
results yet?”

Drew laughed, but it wasn’t his usual carefree laugh, more
forced. “No, but Carson has been giving me grief about it. He
recommends Love, Austen to just about everyone, but his
success was kind of a gimme. I mean, he’d already given his
heart to Ruby back in high school.”

Ti"any gasped. “A gimme? Are you insane? Please tell me
you actually watched The Suitor.”

Drew rolled in his lip and shook his head. “I didn’t. I was a
little busy at the time.”

Ti"any leaned over and nudged him with her shoulder.
“Too busy to watch your best friend !nd the love of his life?”

“True, but at the time, the track record for !nding love
that lasted on reality television was next to none. And Carson
had just gotten back to Boston. We hadn’t had time to bond a
whole lot.”

“Their story is one of my absolute favorites from Love,138
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“Their story is one of my absolute favorites from Love,
Austen. It was so romantic how it all came together.”

Ti!any took a moment to swoon over the fact that Carson
had re-met the love of his life on a reality show to improve his
image. He didn’t want to leave the Boston Breeze, the local
hockey team, and it was what his agent had recommended to
get his contract extended.

Ti!any could still remember the way Ruby looked on her
wedding day.

“Are you still with me, Ti!any?” Drew asked, waving his
free hand in front of her face.

“Yep, yes, totally here.” Yeah, the hopeless romantic in her
was having a hard time with this celibacy from thinking about
men. It might even be expounding on things.

She turned her thoughts back to the forest, remembering
the true crime story she’d listened to while getting ready that
morning. There was a switch she never thought she’d have:
from love and weddings to crime stories.

“Yes, I’m still here. Just, um, trying not to let my mind go
haywire.”

Drew gave her a look as though he already knew what was
troubling her. “Which crime podcast are you thinking of right
now?”

Ti!any gave him a hesitant smile. “I just started the one
where the girl went jogging into the woods and stumbled onto
a guy who’d just killed several animals.”

Drew’s eyes widened for a second, and he nodded. “I don’t
think I’ve heard that one. Is it new?”

Ti!any gave a forced chuckle. “I think so. They are de"‐
nitely interesting. I get hooked on the entire story.”

There was a sound coming from the trees, a growl, and she
jumped over, hanging on to Drew’s arm as she searched the
forest for the creature.

“Ti!any, maybe you should give up the podcasts. It seems139
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“Ti!any, maybe you should give up the podcasts. It seems
like they’re making you a little jumpy.”

He was probably right, but she had to know what
happened with the one she hadn’t "nished. And the thought
of leaving the rest of them alone when she could know and be
aware of the dangers she could face in real life was almost
unbearable.

She took a step back from him and dropped her hands to
her sides. They made it through the path to where a beach
opened up.

“What’s the plan, oh Wise Drew?” she said with a smirk.
He waved to one of the boats sitting on the edge of the

water. “We are going for a boat ride.”
“A boat ride, huh?” All Ti!any could think of was that

scene in The Notebook, the one where the couple starts hashing
over their relationship and then gets stuck in a rainstorm on
their way back. At least not all of her thoughts were scary at
the moment. In fact, from the whip of the wind bringing her
the smell of Drew’s cologne, she was more caught up in that
world than she should’ve been.

And she walked right into the water, soaking her shoes.
Drew crinkled his nose while a slow smile formed. He

probably thought she was losing it for sure.
Ti!any tried to shrug it o!, knowing she was a completely

sane person. Most of the time.
“Go ahead and get in,” he said, motioning toward the

boat. “Just sit on the other side, and I’ll push us in.”
Ti!any did as instructed, turning to sit with a view of the

middle of the boat. And Drew.
Her eyes were drawn to the broad muscles in his arms, the

way his t-shirt hugged his biceps, and she swallowed, trying to
drag her gaze away.

A #ock of geese and ducks paddled along the lake a few

140



T E S T I N G  L OV E , AU S T E N

feet from them. The boat shifted, now !oating in the water
instead of docked on the beach.

Drew jumped in and picked up the oars.
“So, is this where you bring all your dates?” Tiffany asked,

trying to lighten the feelings raging through her. She didn’t need
to get wrapped up in a relationship with someone she’d only
just met a couple of days ago. And yet, there were things about
him that she hadn’t encountered in any of her other boyfriends,
no matter how long or short a time she’d dated them.

Drew was considerate, thoughtful, and he wasn’t a typical
athletic male, although he had the form to go with it.

Drew gave her a sad smile. “I did once. Well, not here, but
another lake. That relationship didn’t go as planned.”

She guessed that was his ex.
“What about you? Why so many boyfriends?” Drew

pulled on the oars, guiding them out into the larger portion of
the lake.

Ti"any bit her lip at his candor, trying to decide if she
wanted to share.

“I don’t really know. I mean, there were good things about
all of them. Beginnings are great, but it’s the middle to the end
that gets a bit dicey.”

He tipped his head back a bit and narrowed his eyes at her.
“In what way?”

Using her hands to emphasize her words, she said, “Well,
at the beginning it’s all fun. There’s !irting, some kissing, and
someone to hang out with whenever you want. But then
something usually gets in the way. Career, di"erent interests,
moving to di"erent states. And then that awesome feeling of
being on top of the world is gone.”

She’d never given it that much thought, but thinking
about it now, it sounded like that was the biggest part of her
relationship issues. Boredom.

“So the real question is,” Drew said, pausing to pull the141
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“So the real question is,” Drew said, pausing to pull the
oars in a long stroke, “how do so many relationships last?”

Ti!any opened her mouth to speak, not sure of the exact
words that would pop out. “I think I’ve wondered that myself
a few times in the past couple of months. There have been no
visions or lightning strikes here.”

Silence descended upon them, and Ti!any thought over
his question some more as she took in the beauty of the lake
with the large pine trees stacked next to one another on the
other bank.

“I guess we both haven’t "gured that out yet,” Drew said,
watching her closely as his arms moved the paddles on autopi‐
lot. There was something behind his words, a strange sadness
she wished she could take away, even though she didn’t know
how to get rid of it herself.

Giving him a small smile, Ti!any said, “At least we agree
on it. I was beginning to think there was something seriously
wrong with me.”

“I take it you haven’t opened your results yet, huh?” Drew
gave her a half-smile that caused her stomach to do
somersaults.

She shook her head. “No. I guess I’m prepping myself
for it.”

“So, you’ll actually look to see who you’ve been matched
with?”

Ti!any gave him a side-eye. “You won’t?”
Drew’s gaze moved away from her for a few moments and

then snapped back. “There’s a lot to worry about, you know?
Relationships look so easy in the movies or books, but real-life
love? It’s like stepping out onto an invisible stone when you’re
trying to continue your journey, well, anywhere. I guess my
past is holding back my future in some ways.”

“That’s my hesitation as well,” Ti!any said, placing her
hand on the seat next to her and leaning onto it. “I’ll have to

142



T E S T I N G  L OV E , AU S T E N

look at them at some point, most likely after the wedding. Meg
is silently hoping I’ll !nd someone through the app so I can be
the real-life example from the app anytime someone contacts
us. We have a ton of results from the regular program, but I
think this has been her baby for so long that she wants it to go
well.”

Drew stopped rowing, resting the oars on his thighs. “Do
you want that, though? I mean, I get loving your job, but do
you want to be the poster girl for the company?”

It was a good question, one that Ti"any had been sidestep‐
ping ever since her conversation with Meg only three days
before.

“I get it from a marketing standpoint, not that I’m an
expert,” she said, making sure he understand she wasn’t trying
to play up the abilities she was only just realizing and learning
about. “But I guess I like discovering what people need and
!nding a way to help them.”

“And you don’t think this will help yourself?”
They were still $oating along, the area quiet even from

animal life.
“I do, but am I ready for that?” That set panic coursing

through her.
Too much depth there. She’d been working for Meg way

too long and mimicked her at picking down to the nitty-gritty
truth, but Drew had done it with grace and faster than she’d
been able to do in the past four years of dating. She just needed
to !gure out what the golden nugget held at the bottom of the
tunnel.

“What about you?” She wasn’t sure if he’d answer, but at
least she’d asked. “Why the hesitation to look at your own
results?”

Drew blew out a long breath. “Michelle and I were high
school sweethearts. I guess my hang-up is that I’m not sure
how to start a relationship at this stage. And like you said,
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there’s always the worry that the e!ort put in at the beginning
won’t cash out to that forever I’m looking for. Michelle was so
focused on her career and the overall results that she couldn’t
change, couldn’t support me how I needed.”

Ti!any’s eyebrows knit together as she thought about his
situation. She’d had similar circumstances with her mother
over the years, and sometimes she just wished her mother
would support her rather than tearing down everything
Ti!any had ever tried.

Not that her mother meant to demean her, but there was a
certain way she wanted things done, and Ti!any often veered
o! course when it came to ful"lling it.

“Sometimes you have to do what’s best for your sanity,
though, right?” she asked.

When Drew nodded, she said, “My roommate was in love
with her best friend for years. He kind of broke her heart
because he fell in love with a girl and headed out of town with
her.”

“How did that all turn out?” Drew’s interest in Abby’s
story made Ti!any smile, and it was a good distraction from
watching his arms row the boat.

“He "nally realized the other girl wasn’t for him and came
back home. It took some convincing, but he and my room‐
mate are going to be married in a couple weeks.”

Drew grinned. “So you’ll be attending another wedding
this year.”

Ti!any laughed. “Much to the chagrin of my mother.
She’ll be wailing that it should be me getting married and
giving her grandbabies.”

Drew laughed at that, drawing Ti!any’s attention to his
strong chest rumbling with the e!ort. “I think that’s the usual
way of moms, right?” A sadness "ltered to his eyes, and he
glanced away, looking toward a section of blossoms along the
lake.
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“Are your parents here? You mentioned running into your
father again.”

Drew nodded. “My father is. My mother, well, she passed
away several years ago.”

Ti!any gasped. “I’m so sorry. I had no idea.” After a
moment, she asked, “Was it sudden?”

Maybe she had lived in a cocoon most of her life, but she
hadn’t met too many people who’d had dear ones die. Her
great-grandparents had died blissfully in their sleep, and that
had been something the whole family was hoping for.

“She, uh, she had breast cancer.”
Drew clamped his mouth shut and kept rowing, the

muscle along his jaw "exing several times.
“That’s got to be hard. There’s you and your sister, right?”
“And an older brother. He arrived with my father.” His

voice sounded even tighter than when he’d been talking about
his mother’s death.

“Oh, that’s right. Luke. You met my mother. My father is
coming later due to work with my brother, Sam. Sometimes I
wish it was easier between us. My mother is constantly
bugging me about being single.”

Drew’s expression softened, and he gave Ti!any a small
smile. “Yours is your mother, and mine is my father and my
best friend from college. I should say that Carson is mostly
just teasing. He knew how hard I took it when Michelle broke
up with me. I’ve tried telling him I’m #ne, that I don’t need a
woman to make me happy—no o!ense—but he disagrees.”

Ti!any tried to hide the hurt she felt. They were there on a
small boat, him rowing along the water, and he’d even brought
food for lunch. This was the beginning of a beautiful date,
normally. But everything she’d learned about him signaled this
was just a friendly thing. Or was it? Not many men had
opened up the way he’d opened up to her about his life. She
clung to that hope.
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Why should that matter? She’d been failing at the man-
dating thing, and now she had the perfect opportunity to just
hang out and enjoy her time with one.

But she still got sucked into the story about his mother,
how his eyes teared up some before he shook them away.

“What does your father say?” she !nally asked, curiosity
getting her again.

“He says I should’ve married Michelle long before the
breakup, when I had the chance. She’s at the top of her law
!rm already. And then he says I’ll never !nd someone to ‘sink
that low and marry someone who doesn’t have a good-paying
job.’ Great stu" like that.” He tried to smile, to chuckle a bit
like he could just brush everything o", but Ti"any saw the
hurt in his eyes.

She reached forward and put her hand on his knee, feeling
a heat rise to her face because of her traitorous heart. Single
lady. But she could still comfort, of course.

“You have to do what you think is best for you. If your
mental health was declining, then leaving was the rational
thing to do.”

Drew gave her a smile, studying her face as he paused the
oars for several seconds. “Thank you. But are you taking your
own advice?”

“To be myself? Oh, I don’t have a problem with quirky
Ti"any who’s gotten herself hooked onto true crime stories
lately. It’s only when I’m around my mother. We, um, hurried
out of the guesthouse because I heard her coming. She would
freak out if she saw me dressed like this. So casual.”

“Is she a twin?”
“Yes, and they even married brothers,” Ti"any said, rolling

her eyes. “They’re identical in way too many things, and some‐
times I’m just as scared to speak to Aunt Tina as I would be to
my mother.”

Ti"any gulped and glanced away, hoping to ease the pit
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forming in her stomach. There was so much behind-the-scenes
drama with her mother that the statement made her sound
like a horrible person.

Miranda Stewart was one of the best people, involved in
every cause possible and usually helping causes Ti!any had
never heard of before. But when it came to her only daughter,
it was all about tough love.

Drew raised his eyebrows and frowned. “Your mom
doesn’t like you to dress…comfortably?” It took him a few
seconds to come up with the word, but in the meantime, his
gaze had gone up and down her body, intensifying the heat to
at least a thousand degrees. So much for the overcast skies.

“She’s convinced that nothing good happens in casual
clothes. When she goes to the gym, she practically wears a
disguise so people won’t see her in athletic wear.”

Drew laughed at that, his deep belly laugh, and Tiffany
smiled. There was something about his reaction that eased
her anxiety a bit. She wondered what it would be like to
make someone laugh every day for the rest of her life. As
much as she didn’t want to date, maybe it was more about
the quality of the guy than the quantity or lack of substance
with them.

Maybe searching for the right guy was more than waiting
for a kiss to see if the sparks "ew.

“So the heels all the time, that’s been indoctrinated into
you since…” Drew didn’t #nish the question, but Ti!any
nodded.

“Probably junior high or the end of elementary. Then
again, I saw a little girl who was probably only #ve wearing
heels the other day. That poor girl is going to have foot pain
for life.”

“Do you have that?” Drew asked, glancing down at her
feet before meeting her gaze again. The concern in his eyes
touched her.

“Not as much as I used to have. I only wear the big heels147
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“Not as much as I used to have. I only wear the big heels
when I’m around my mother.”

“You know, there is a podcast about a woman who went
crazy and started robbing people who reminded her of her
mother. I guess she used to be a pageant queen or something
and got sick of it all.”

Ti!any’s jaw dropped open. “No way. I mean, after a day
in heels, I’m almost ready to go crazy, but more like eating a
pint of ice cream rather than going on a stealing spree.”

The two of them laughed, and Ti!any wondered why she
felt so at ease with Drew. There was something about
explaining issues she’d never told any of her previous
boyfriends, not that she was counting Drew as one right now.
But he’d listened to her and hadn’t thought she was o! the
mark. It was probably why she hadn’t told any of the other
guys.

Thinking back over several of the last ones she’d dated,
they’d been all about the looks rather than more in-depth
conversations. But had she chosen them because of that?
Because a conversation like this could send her into the
commitment zone?

“Looks like we’re here.” Drew rowed to the bank and got
out, holding the boat with one hand and reaching out the
other to help Ti!any out of the boat.

If the tingle within her "ngers was a sign of anything, it
was that she’d de"nitely been on the wrong track while trying
to "nd guys before this. But was she ready to face the chance at
a future that scared her?
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Chapter Twenty-Three
DREW

here were moments when Drew had been tempted
to abandon his plan and just row back to the shore
of the lodge. He’d stuck his foot in his mouth saying

he didn’t need a woman at his side and had spent much of the
time thinking about how to !x it while rowing.

Ti"any had looked hurt but then shrugged it o". He
didn’t want to push her away, but bring her closer, to hear
more about her life. He’d found himself revealing things to her
that he hadn’t spoken to anyone about in years, except for
Evie, who’d kept him sane through a lot of the bumps in his
past. Possibly longer since Michelle had been so wrapped up in
her own life that he hadn’t felt like he could trust her with
everything.

Maybe, in retrospect, that was his fault. But relationships
went two ways, and he was beginning to wonder how to know
if the woman was the one he would spend forever with at the
beginning of a relationship before he wasted so much time
trying to !gure it out. Then again, waste was a strong word.

There were some things he might not have learned from
Michelle. Like how to make an omelet, or the best way to get
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out wrinkles without having to iron a shirt. She’d been a
foodie, and he’d tried many di!erent cuisines courtesy of her
pushing him out of his comfort zone. But those wouldn’t have
been enough to share over a lifetime.

The questions Drew asked Ti!any had been due to a
curiosity of how she was handling the same issues he was going
through. Maybe that was what had intrigued him about crime
podcasts initially, was "guring out what people had done
wrong and how things might’ve turned out di!erently had
they made a di!erent choice.

But every woman was di!erent. He couldn’t just try out a
one-size-"ts-all plan in the dating world. That lack of control
was almost debilitating.

Ti!any #u!ed out the blanket he handed her. He set the
large brown bag on top once it was #at and opened it. The deli
selections weren’t too impressive at the itty-bitty store, but at
least it was better than going without food all afternoon.

“Turkey or ham?” he asked, holding both sandwiches in
his hands.

“Turkey, please,” she said, grabbing a packet of mayo and
another of mustard.

He pulled out a couple bags of chips and some water
bottles, glancing up at her. “Sorry, I wasn’t sure what kind of
drink you’d like, and for some reason, picking out a sandwich
and chips was much less intimidating.”

Ti!any laughed. “Water is great.”
Drew took a seat on the blanket and opened the remaining

sandwich.
She chewed thoughtfully and turned to "nd him watching

her. “What?” she asked, grabbing a napkin from the stack.
“Don’t tell me I have mayonnaise or something on my face.”

Drew shook his head. “No, I’m just curious as to why a
girl like you didn’t bring a plus-one to an event like this.”

Ti!any let out a short laugh, and it morphed into a longer
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one, turning her cheeks a bright pink color. “You would ask
me a question like that.”

“What do you mean? I’m just saying a beautiful, spunky
girl is bound to have a line of guys following her around
Boston.” He raised his eyebrows and grinned, watching as
embarrassment clouded her expression.

“I’m taking a break from guys—no o!ense,” she said,
motioning toward him. Using his words against him. That was
a good one.

“None taken,” he said, raising both hands in the air as he
chewed another bite of his sandwich.

“I have this problem where I date a guy for a while and
then things just don’t go as well as they did for the "rst one or
two dates. We break up, and then I’ve found someone else a
few days later.” She looked worried, like she was revealing
some deep, dark secret.

“So you’re a serial dater?” Drew said, trying to keep his
expression neutral.

Ti!any let out a long sigh. “Yes, pretty much. As crazy as
my mother sounds, she and my father fell in love fast, and
they’ve been able to keep that love going for several decades.
She said when they met she had this zing of excitement shoot
up her back, like love at "rst sight. So I guess I might’ve been
looking or waiting for something similar.”

She looked like she was ready to bolt away from the
blanket for a moment, but Drew leaned forward and placed
his palm over hers. He wasn’t sure what she was feeling, but
there were de"nitely some sparks #ying through him each time
he touched her.

But being with a serial dater wouldn’t be his style. He’d
always have to worry about round two of heartbreak. That he
would get attached and she would end up leaving him for
someone else.

So the electric sparks needed to take a back seat right now.
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The other parts of their conversation drifted back to him.
She still wasn’t sure what she wanted, and maybe he wasn’t
either. He’d only had vanilla for most of his life, but now that
mint chip was staring him in the face, would he be willing to
give her a chance?

“At least we can keep each other entertained throughout
the wedding, right?”

Ti!any nodded, and a text message sound pinged the air.
Her eyes widened, and she let out a little scream. “Um, I might
have forgotten a dress "tting with the bridal party. Thank you
so much for this fun picnic and the boat ride, but is there any
way you can get me back to shore before I’m locked in my
room for the rest of the stay?”

Drew let out a long laugh as he started gathering up the
picnic items. “Like Cinderella?”

When Ti!any laughed and nodded, he said, “I could
always be the prince. Just say the word.”

And then recognition dawned on him. What had he just
said? One minute he was telling himself he wasn’t going to
pursue a romantic relationship with Ti!any because she
couldn’t commit, and now he was basically o!ering himself up
to save her? He probably needed a bit more sleep than what
he’d gotten the night before.

“I’ll have you on standby, then,” she said with a wink.
That was enough to get some of his walls to tumble down.

But would he allow her to get past all his defenses?
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Chapter Twenty-Four
TIFFANY

he boat ride back had been quick and fun as they
laughed at how the wedding party would react to
Ti!any arriving late for the dress "tting.

“I can’t believe you’re not having the "tting until a few
days before the ceremony,” Drew said, helping to pull her back
onto the beach once they’d made it to the shallow section.
“Doesn’t it take a while to tailor it all?”

“Sewing was not one of the skills I was born with, so I’m
not sure. But I can imagine Hillary wants to make sure every‐
thing "ts perfectly for the big day.” To be honest, she’d never
heard of a "tting so close to a wedding either, but she didn’t
have to be in charge. Her take-charge attitude could take a day
o! and the world would keep spinning.

“I get that,” Drew said, grabbing the blanket and the bag
of food and matching her pace. “But I always thought that was
for the bride, not the bridesmaids.”

“Clearly, you’re just getting to know all the weirdness
about the Stewart family. We’re all crazy here. And most are
obsessed about appearance.”

She watched as humor $ooded his face and then turned to
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make sure she didn’t trip over the large rock that jutted out
from the side of the narrow trail as they headed back up to the
lodge. She’d almost hit it on the way down to the boat.

Tiffany turned to Drew as they made it to the sidewalk in
the courtyard that connected all the buildings of the resort,
hesitating for a moment before stepping forward and
throwing her arms around his neck. He’d planned an
amazing venture, and a hug was the least she could do.
“Thank you so much for a fun time. I’m sorry we had to cut
it short.”

Drew shook his head. “It’s no problem. We’ll have to try
again another day. There’s an old graveyard just a bit farther I
thought you might like.”

“You were taking me on an outing to a cemetery?” Ti!any
wasn’t sure whether to be horri"ed or excited.

“There’s a story with it. I’ll tell you when we get there.”
He held out his hand, and Ti!any saw a few raindrops hit his
open palm. “We got back just in time.”

Ti!any’s smile faltered. She could’ve had her own
romantic moment in the rain in a boat. But duty called, and so
did her hormones.

Drew cleared his throat. “I’m going to head into the guest‐
house and get some things taken care of. Good luck with the
"tting, and we’ll have to do something again later.”

“For sure.”
He started walking away but spun around and smiled.

“Any chance you’d like to accompany me tomorrow on one of
the errands I need to complete as best man?”

“It depends what that errand is.” She should’ve taken out
the $irty tone, but she was still amazed by the lengths he’d
gone to for her. It didn’t really matter what he asked, she’d
probably just say yes so she could spend more time with him.

“The Evans cabin is about thirty minutes from here, and
I’ve been tasked with making sure it has the basic amenities.
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Water. Heat.” He scrunched his nose as he said the last two
words, as if they weren’t a big deal.

Ti!any laughed, leaning in a little bit more than she
should’ve and resting a hand on his bicep. Once she’d calmed
down a few moments later, she said, “I can only imagine what
Hillary would do if there was no electricity. There would be an
annulment for sure.”

“Ti!any,” her mother’s voice called to her in a harsh tone.
Drew took a step in the direction of the guesthouse and

said, “I’ll text you what time to plan on leaving, if you’re in?”
It was so cute how he cared about her thoughts, not forcing
her if she didn’t want to go.

“I’m in.” She waved as he walked away, and she might have
watched him longer than a normal friend would do.

“I think you’ve got it bad for that guy,” Rachelle said. She
stood next to the guesthouse, looking as though she wanted to
be anywhere but there.

“Rachelle!” Ti!any walked over and hugged her cousin,
tugging her in the direction of where her mother had disap‐
peared. Chances were high that Rachelle would have to go as
well.

“So, how’s the plus-one thing going?” Rachelle said with a
smirk, bringing up the subject again.

“Oh please. I’m just trying to make it through this
wedding without a huge breakdown.”

“Yeah, because I’ve already got that one covered.” Rachelle
took a few steps to catch up with Ti!any.

“I’ve been wondering when you’d show up. The rooms in
this place are way too small to hang out in for more than a
couple hours.” Ti!any took a step back, dropping the volume
of her voice a few notches when she said, “How are you
doing?”

Rachelle rubbed her hands up and down her arms,
glancing around the property. “Oh, you know, just peachy.”
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Her lower lip wobbled, and she tried to smile. “I took a drive
and stayed the night at a small cabin I found on a website
yesterday. I’ll probably go back this evening. Being here has
too many memories. I tried to stay away as long as possible,
but my mom has been calling me about every ten minutes all
morning, saying I needed to be here for the !tting.”

“And here is the last place you want to be right now.”
Rachelle nodded, swallowing hard. “It’s like I thought I

was over everything, and now that I’m here, it’s all coming
back. All the trips Landon and I took to come up here and
check on the events and the catering. The plans we had and
the dreams I’d allowed myself to dream just keep rolling
through my head. I can’t get rid of the shame and the guilt.
But, hey, at least my parents didn’t lose out on their money,
right? Although I’m not sure this is exactly where Hillary
wanted to get married.”

Ti"any imagined that Rachelle’s sister was probably just
happy to be getting married before Rachelle. She opened her
mouth to say what was in her mind but decided to keep the
tidbit to herself.

“I’m sorry, Chelle. I have no good words to say to help
with that.”

Rachelle pulled her back in for a side hug. “That’s okay.
You’re here to help me get through this disaster, right? I mean,
dress !tting with our mothers isn’t going to be the easiest
thing ever.”

Ti"any nodded, knowing she’d need to prepare for the
upcoming event. It wasn’t always common for brothers to
marry sisters, but that’s how things had worked out with
Ti"any’s family, meaning that her mother and aunt were just
about the same person, only a few minutes di"erence.

“We’ll both have to survive.” Ti"any turned around,
trying to remember where the !ttings were going to be. Why
was she so o"?
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“So, back to Drew?” Rachelle asked, wiggling her
eyebrows.

Coming from anyone else, Ti!any would’ve been furious,
but from Rachelle, who was like the sister she’d never had, it
was just that. Teasing.

“He’s pretty incredible. But we’re both kind of going
through this "nd-ourselves journey when it comes to love and
relationships. But it’s been fun to have him around, to take
some of the attention o! my single status.”

Rachelle gave her a quick grin and then sighed. “I know.
You’ve probably been battling the remarks from the Tuttle
sisters the past few days. Don’t worry, dear Ti!, the shift in
attention is back. Prepare to be no longer a#icted with being
constantly asked whether you have interest in a man again. I
managed to avoid most of the comments about it at the
opening social and when we hung out last night, but I’m sure
there will be a lineup of guys for me to look over, as if "nding
love again would be that easy.”

Rachelle’s words, as funny as they were, hit Ti!any right
in the chest. From everything Ti!any could see in her cousin’s
posture and expression, the girl still wasn’t completely over
Landon abandoning her.

After all the time Rachelle and Landon had been together,
Ti!any missed Rachelle’s ex as well. The guy was just like
Drew, one in a million with his sweetness and ability to ease
any situation. Which was why it had blindsided everyone
when he’d just walked away.

Rachelle took a few steps in the direction of a building
Ti!any hadn’t entered before. “Let’s get this "tting over with,
shall we?”

“How was working in your little cabin?”
Rachelle rolled her eyes. “Ha. Does eating "ve pints of Ben

& Jerry’s count? I’m sure my mother will gasp at the size of my
hips during this "tting.”
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Ti!any breathed out a deep sigh. “Mine too. At least we
can commiserate together.”

“Yeah, I’ll need it for more than a dress size. I was
promoted to manager of a team, but they weren’t too happy
about me taking time o! to come up here. Without the calls,
they don’t make money, of course.”

“It doesn’t sound like you love your job. What do you
want to do for a living, Chelle?”

“I want to get my business going full time. I sold a dresser
the other day that I had stripped and painted this amazing
yellow color. The owner was super pleased with it. The look of
excitement on her face was over the top. I just want to restore
all the junk in the world into awesomeness and be able to eat,
you know?”

“How’s the house? Did everything go through with the
paperwork?” After Landon had called o! the wedding,
Rachelle had decided to search for a house of her own, hoping
to "nd a "xer-upper she could add charm to and probably use
to work out some of the frustration at still being single.

“It’s going. I’ve moved in and "xed up the front room.
That took a couple weeks, but since I don’t have a life outside
of work, it went fast.”

“Well, I’m willing to take you up on the roommate o!er.”
Rachelle stopped and turned toward Ti!any. “Really?”
“I would pay you rent and be a built-in crazy fest.”
The two of them laughed loudly as they walked into the

building. It opened up into a large room where the "ttings
were taking place, which meant all the women who were
already there had turned to scowl at the two of them. With her
still damp sneakers and the relaxed attire she’d worn on the
boat trip, she saw, as if in sync, her mother and her aunt turn
up their noses.

“This isn’t church,” Rachelle said, trying to keep up the
strong persona. She turned back to Ti!any and whispered,
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“I’m in. Move in and be my late-night snack friend. I’m
thinking of o!ering Evie a room too. Sounds like her living
situation is less than optimal.”

Ti!any laughed at that. “Yes to both those ideas.”
“There are enough rooms. Maybe we should form a little

club of ladies who aren’t married. We could be the Spice Girls,
only without the musical chops.”

“How about the Spice House?” Ti!any said, laughing
loudly. Again with the glares.

“Ti!any, we need to get you "tted,” her mother said
through gritted teeth.

“We’re all family here,” Ti!any said, trudging over to her.
She wasn’t sure why she was suddenly being obstinate, but it
felt good to have things kind of rippling between her and her
mother. Maybe then she’d understand what Ti!any really
wanted in life. Listen rather than lecture.

“Rachelle, you made it at last,” Aunt Tina said from the
other side of the bridal party. “I was beginning to wonder if
we’d have to work up the dress the day of the wedding.”

Rachelle turned to give Ti!any an expression that made
the latter wonder whether she’d be chasing her cousin out of
the building. There was another moment of hesitation before
they both strode forward, accepting their dresses and walking
into the dressing room.

“I didn’t bring a strapless bra for this,” Rachelle
announced over the curtain.

“That won’t be a problem,” Aunt Tina said. “Hillary
brought an extra one.”

Ti!any changed out of the t-shirt and shorts, wiggling her
toes in her damp socks. She was surprised that her mother
hadn’t commented on her attire when she walked in. She was
probably just annoyed by the loud laughter in front of the
women in the groom’s family. It looked as though this "tting
was for everyone, and she waved over her dressing room door
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at Evie, who’d just stepped out of the dressing room. The cut
of the dress !attered her "gure, but the color looked more like
Pepto Bismol than it should.

Once Ti#any had slipped into the bright pink dress that
fell to the !oor, she did her best to zip up the back, getting it
stuck midway up.

That wasn’t a good thing. But she’d have to face the music
sooner or later. Maybe she could shield her cousin from some
of the comments Rachelle was anticipating. It was the least she
could do for the girl living her worst nightmare.
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Chapter Twenty-Five
DREW

fter leaving Ti!any for her "tting, Drew headed
back to his room, thinking a lot about their conver‐
sation. He’d only ever had one girlfriend, and

Ti!any had confessed to having many boyfriends. But the
more he’d delved into the discussion, it seemed like they had a
lot in common in that area.

Some might call it a fear of commitment, but what they
really needed was the assurance that they weren’t making the
worst mistake in dating someone only to be heartbroken later.

Ti!any’s stories sounded like she was the one usually
trying to get out of the relationship before it went south. But
how could Drew keep a relationship from going stale? He’d
been with Michelle for so long that things just became
routine. Date night on Fridays and running errands on Satur‐
days. They’d talked on the phone nearly every night. And he
tried to shower her with gifts.

But what was the key to keeping a relationship together?
Keeping that spark alive?

He couldn’t look to his own parents as a good guide. His
father had always been focused on work while his mother had
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taken over the duties of raising the children. Oftentimes, they
were either arguing with one another or giving each other the
silent treatment.

Had his mother not passed from the e!ects of breast
cancer, she might’ve divorced him at some point.

Drew had found a television show to watch and ended up
watching episode after episode until long after dinner had
passed. At least he still had the sandwich from their picnic
earlier. He wasn’t in the mood to see anyone, and staying in
was a luxury he didn’t usually allow himself with all the tenant
apartment "xes.

His mind continued to turn as he fell asleep, only to wake
up the next morning thinking about relationships, trying to
analyze the ones that had succeeded for decades—as much as
possible from an outside perspective—and the ones that had
crashed weeks into their marriage. He hoped Brad wasn’t step‐
ping into one of those.

He’d woken up early and gone for a run, hoping to gain
some clarity from torturing his body with physical exercise
after several days of sitting and only taking short walks.

He showered and then drove to the little town just a few
miles south, grateful that a hardware store was there and open
before nine in the morning.

After grabbing light bulbs, fuses, wires, and a few cleaning
products, he paid and had them loaded in his car, then headed
back to the lodge. He wanted to give Ti!any the chance to
come with him if she was still up for it, and his stomach was
ready for brunch.

He walked into the barn, having passed the local caterer
with several camping stoves at the side of the building, cooking
food for the group.

“Look who decided to join us,” Brad said, patting Drew
on the back while his other hand held a cup of orange juice.

“Aren’t you lucky?” Drew said, grinning, earning a laugh162
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“Aren’t you lucky?” Drew said, grinning, earning a laugh
from Brad and the small group formed around him.

Hillary approached him and whispered, “Thank you for
helping us solve the catering hiccup. After all the planning of
the wedding, when that happened, it just felt like everything
was falling apart. Almost like a sign we shouldn’t get married.”

Her words brought up something Ti!any had said earlier,
about her mother having a direct sign that Ti!any’s father was
the one. There was no way to control that. If that’s how the
Stewart women thought love happened, he probably didn’t
have a chance with Ti!any.

“No problem. Ti!any actually helped me.”
Hillary looked surprised about that. “That’s good to know

she cared enough to do that for me.”
Another strange comment. From the way Ti!any treated

Rachelle, he knew she was caring and compassionate, but
Hillary’s personality was di"cult to navigate sometimes, and
Ti!any had helped out even then.

He had to stop putting Ti!any’s traits into the pros
column in his mind. She would go back to her life after this
wedding and so would he.

Then he thought about the test results. Was it possible
they’d matched?

Before he had a chance to think about that further, or even
act by opening the app, he heard his father’s voice behind him.
He listened to the voice change, realizing his grandfather was
talking to his dad.

“What are we talking about?” Ti!any asked, stepping to
his side. For someone he shouldn’t be pursuing, she was like a
breath of fresh air when it came to dealing with his family.

“I’m not sure now. I zoned out.” He shared a grin with her
and ran a hand through his hair. When his hand dropped, it
brushed against Ti!any’s arm and she gave him a small smile,
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but the rest of her expression had him confused as to how she
was feeling.

“Andrew,” his father called, and he didn’t have any choice
but to turn.

Ti!any reached up and grabbed his hand, giving him a
squeeze that lifted his con"dence somewhat.

He turned and nodded to his father and grandfather, with
Luke coming up behind them. That was all he needed, the
three pinnacles of the Evans empire there to interrogate him
about his life choices.

“Good morning, Dad, Grandfather. Luke.” He tried to
keep his voice light, even though he wanted to run to his car
and escape to the cabin. He probably should’ve done that in
the "rst place. But the woman standing next to him with her
hand warming his made her hard to avoid.

“There are some matters to discuss by way of inheritance,”
Grandpa Evans said, his words clipped.

Drew’s stomach tied up, but he knew he needed to show a
strong front.

Shaking his head, he said, “Are you asking to speak
to me?”

“We’ll be discussing things this afternoon, and we’d like
for you to join the meeting.”

In disbelief, Drew nearly laughed. “You want to talk about
your inheritance during the week your son and brother is
getting married? And you really want me to join?”

“Of course. You’re one of the Evans men.”
Yeah, one of two grandsons. The black sheep of the family

now that he was blue-collar in their eyes.
“I’m actually heading to the cabin to get it ready for Brad

and Hillary’s honeymoon after breakfast. Best-man duties and
all.” The words came out a lot more con"dent than he felt,
and something in his father’s face twitched. Was that actual
emotion?

With a curt nod, his father walked away with Grandpa and164
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With a curt nod, his father walked away with Grandpa and
Luke following suit.

“Thank you for being here,” Drew said, leaning over to
Ti!any.

“What are you talking about? I did nothing.”
Drew squeezed her hand, liking how it felt in his own.

“You were here. That’s more than I could’ve asked for.”
He led her to an open table and sat down, but was

surprised when other people suddenly "ocked to the chairs
around it. Roy sat next to Ti!any, and Isabelle at his other
side. What were they doing there?

“Where have you been, girl?” Isabelle said to Ti!any. “We
looked for you all day yesterday. Roy said you were going to
hang out with us.”

Ti!any sti!ened, and Drew hoped it wasn’t because she
regretted being with him in the boat.

“There’s just a lot to do here,” she said, her voice strained.
Before they could say anything else, drawing her into a

plan he hoped she didn’t want to participate in, Drew leaned
over and said, “I’m heading out after breakfast. Do you still
want to come with me?”

He sat back, watching as her smile grew.
“De#nitely.”
“So, anyway, we are planning on a shopping spree later this

afternoon. Are you in?” Isabelle had kept talking throughout
their short conversation, but Drew had only heard the
humdrum of her voice.

Ti!any shook her head. “I’m sorry, but I have to help with
the wedding this afternoon. Aren’t we all doing something for
the bachelorette and bachelor parties tomorrow night?”

“But the men won’t be with the women. I won’t get to
spend time with you,” Roy said, looking like someone had just
popped his birthday balloon.

“True, but you can always hang out with me,” Drew
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added, allowing Ti!any to relax somewhat. He’d been jealous
when she’d gotten out of the car with him, but from the look
on her face when she’d apologized for missing their outing and
then just now, it looked like she was trying to keep things civil
but make sure Roy stayed at arm’s length.

Roy turned to him and smiled. “Great. That will make the
night better. I’m sure Brad won’t have time to sit and chat all
night long.”

Drew bit his lower lip, wondering what he’d just gotten
himself into.

Ti!any patted the area just above his knee and gave him a
little smirk. He just hoped this sacri"ce would be worth it.
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Chapter Twenty-Six
TIFFANY

i!any had never been so grateful for anyone on her
side before in her life. Roy was giving out vibes that
he wanted to get to know her better in more ways

than just a friendly conversation, and she just needed to ride
out the time here so she wouldn’t have to see him again.

But that would also mean the end of her daily time with
Drew.

She glanced over at him in the driver’s seat and grinned.
When he matched her expression, he said, “What?”
“Nothing. Just, thanks for saving me back there.”
Drew laughed. “Yeah, I could see how much you didn’t

want to be there.”
“Yeah, no. I mean, I’m sure we’d be able to talk about

something, but the only memories I have with the two of
them are from, like, thirteen years ago. People change in that
amount of time. A lot.”

They drove in silence for a few moments before Drew
reached over and turned on a crime podcast. The scene formed
in her head as she pictured every detail the narrator shared. An
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older man had gotten angry with his wife, which ended up
with her dead.

“Sorry, I haven’t heard this one yet. Are you okay with it
so far?” Drew asked after several minutes. “I know you said
you don’t like the murder ones.”

Ti!any swallowed, trying to come up with an answer. Was
she going to be able to sleep tonight if she thought about an
actual murder rather than the purloining of goods?

“I’ll be "ne. I’m excited to listen to one you haven’t
listened to either. I’ll get a "rst-hand look at how you react to
these.”

“I’m sure I’ll be just as horri"ed as you,” he said,
chuckling.

“How long until we get to the cabin?”
“It’s only about thirty minutes from here. Do you need to

stop for anything?”
Ti!any shook her head. “No, let’s listen to this story.”
By the time they arrived at the cabin, Ti!any felt almost

numb with the severity of the crime. The details she’d
conjured into movie-like scenes were going to haunt her for
days.

“Are you all right?” Drew asked, helping her get out of the
car since she’d just sat there, staring.

“Just "ne,” she said, wishing her voice wasn’t two octaves
higher.

Drew had gone around to the trunk and pulled out a small
box "lled with items. “Is there something I can do to take your
mind o! it? Sorry, I probably should’ve changed over to some
music. I didn’t realize you’d be this nervous.”

Ti!any pasted a smile on her face. “Tell me about this
place.”

It was the little she could do to distract herself from the
ending of the story. At least the narrator hadn’t taken four
episodes to go over the whole backstory and everything. Then
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again, that might’ve been better so she wasn’t at the part where
she’d pictured every bit of the crime.

“My grandfather purchased it when my dad was four or
so. My grandma, Elizabeth, wanted something tucked away
for the family. Grandpa Evans is a workaholic, and she wanted
somewhere they could go close enough to not take forever to
get there but far enough away that they couldn’t be called to
have Grandpa head back into work. My dad said he had a lot
of great memories up here.”

Ti!any took in the sight of the cabin. This was practically
the size of two of the houses she lived in at the moment. The
outside looked to be in fairly good shape, the logs not faded
like a lot of cabins she’d seen before. The Stewarts had never
purchased a cabin, although it would’ve been fun to spend
some of the holidays together with Rachelle.

“Take this box up to the porch. I have to go turn on the
electricity around the side of the house, and then I’ll be
back up.”

Ti!any nodded, taking the box from him and relishing the
warmth of his hands. Once he left, she wondered what she was
doing up there. She should be preparing for the departure of
the weekend when she wouldn’t see Drew anymore. Their
obligation would be up, and she wouldn’t have that excuse.

It was quiet up there, and Ti!any turned, taking in the
view of the valley out below the property. The whole place was
beautiful, and she could imagine spending time there, running
through the trees and enjoying the fresh air outside the big city
from time to time.

Footsteps sounded from behind her, but they didn’t come
from the area where Drew had gone. Maybe he’d just taken a
walk around the place and was coming through a di!erent
way?

What would she do if something happened to him? She’d
heard a podcast once that had been about a man who’d been
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killed by a random intruder, even though his cabin was
secluded from the rest of the town.

The footsteps were louder, and she whipped her head
around, hoping to see only Drew. Her heart beat so loudly
that it nearly beat out of her chest.

Nothing was there.
“Drew? Drew!” she called, hoping to at least hear his voice.

Why hadn’t she just gone with him?
She reached out her hand, resting it on the doorknob. Her

!ngers trembled, but she !nally managed to turn it, only
!nding it locked. With sure, even steps, she walked over to the
side of the porch where Drew had gone. Glancing along the
side, there was no sign of him.

What if he’d been taken into the woods? Would she be
strong enough to make it through there without fainting? Not
that she’d ever fainted like that, but she’d never been in a situa‐
tion like this before.

Setting the box down on the porch, she stomped down the
stairs, doing her best to push away the voice telling her some‐
thing bad had happened.

Once she got closer to the corner of the house, she slowed
down, preparing herself for whatever she might !nd.

With a last deep breath, she peeked to !nd an empty back‐
yard. Adrenaline spiked in her again as she walked around,
searching for some kind of door that would allow her inside.

Once she got back to the guesthouse, she’d be deleting all
her subscriptions to the crime podcasts. A new hobby was
needed after so much tension.

Drew wasn’t lying in the area next to the back door.
Neither was he next to any of the trees, waiting to jump out
and scare her. Which was one consolation at least.

She stepped up to the back door and walked in, darkness
taking her footsteps down to short shu#es just to make sure
she didn’t run into anything. She wondered if Drew had gone
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through the door already since it was unlocked. At least she
was wearing the sneakers that had dried out from the small
lake yesterday, so her toes were fairly safe.

She found some stairs and started up. “Drew!” she said,
slightly above a whisper.

“What?” His voice came from the top of the stairwell, and
she nearly fell down the stairs when she heard it.

Glancing at the darkness below her, she ran up the stairs,
grateful when Drew’s hand reached out for her and pulled her
to him.

“Are you all right?” he asked, looking her over.
“Y-yeah. I, uh, might’ve just scared myself thinking you

might’ve been killed by a murderer.”
Drew laughed, and she leaned closer, her head resting

against his chest and liking how well she !t into his arms. He
didn’t tower over her, nor did she have to worry about what
size heel she wore making her taller than him, but their sizes !t
almost perfectly next to one another.

“Okay, I’m putting you on a ban from listening to crime
podcasts. That is way too funny.”

“I already made up my mind about that outside too. But
it’s always nice to have someone help me enforce that, when I
forget about all this.” She laughed lightly, the sound of it
vibrating o" Drew’s chest.

They stood there for several minutes, Ti"any listening to
Drew’s heartbeat, before she pushed back, knowing she had to
start putting some distance between the two of them. There
were only two more days, and then they’d have to head back to
their lives in Boston. He’d been the one to make up the rule
that they were just each other’s plus-ones for the week.

But had he changed his mind just like she had?
“What do we need to do?” Ti"any asked, hoping her

abrupt push away from him would be masked by a getter-done
attitude.

171



B R IT N EY  M . M I LL S

Drew walked over to a switch and !ipped it on. With a
quick glance, there was a lot more than she’d originally
thought. It was very much a cabin in the style of furniture, but
it looked like the bugs and spiders had taken up residence in
nooks and crannies because of the owner’s absence.

Blowing out a breath, Drew rubbed the back of his neck.
“Oh, wow, I wasn’t expecting it to look like this.”

“When was the last time anyone was here?” Ti"any pulled
a package of cloths out of the box she’d been holding earlier.
Drew must’ve brought them in from the porch.

“At least six months. I can’t remember the last person who
ventured up here. Brad thought maybe it was last Christmas.”

Ti"any ran the cloth under some water and located a
bottle of dish soap under the sink. “It’s too bad. This is the
perfect spot for a weekend getaway. As long as you’re not
alone, that is.”

Drew chuckled and picked up his box of electrical
supplies. “Which is why crimes need to take a back seat.”

“To what? Rainbows and unicorns?” Ti"any was trying to
be serious, but she couldn’t stop the smile that appeared with
Drew’s challenging gaze.

“Sure. I think we could #nd something like that for you.”
He winked, and Ti"any leaned against the cabinet for
support. She was just here to help, even though she wished she
could leave a surprise for Hillary to #nd.

“I’m going to check all the lights. Are you okay to start
wiping things down? I’ll come help once I’ve done a walk-
through.”

“No problem,” Ti"any said, waving the cloth awkwardly.
Once Drew disappeared, she shook her head, wishing she

hadn’t been so strange. The poor guy had only loved one
woman in his whole life, and she just needed to show him that
life could be fun. That there were other options out
there. Her.
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But her feelings had to go interrupting all that goodness.
Why couldn’t she just think of it as a service and move on? She
was preparing him to reenter the dating world. He’d already
taken the matchmaking test and probably had some perfect
girl lined up to date him.

She’d never felt the inside excitement for this long about a
guy, minus her time with Steve. Then again, she hadn’t spent
nearly every moment with him like she’d done with Drew over
the past few days.

There was a lot to !gure out, but maybe by the end of the
weekend, she’d know for sure if she wanted him to stick
around. And a part of her hoped he did.

They worked together for several hours, making sure the
dust and cobwebs had been wiped clean from every surface.

“Thank you so much for your help,” Drew said, taking the
remnants of dirt to the trash can by way of the dustpan.

“It was actually nice to work on it. We should’ve taken a
picture of the before and after.”

Drew pulled out his phone. “How about we take a picture
of the after? We can send it to Brad to ease his mind about
bringing Hillary up here.”

Ti"any nodded, and Drew stepped closer, raising the
phone so it showed their faces as he wrapped his arm around
her. His !ngers were warm against her side, and whatever
bodywash or cologne he was wearing was mixed with a bit of
sweat, pulling her into the aroma.

They smiled and took the picture, making Ti"any’s heart
bump a few extra times as she thought of what they would
look like in more pictures. Then her mind went o" thinking
about engagement and wedding pictures.

Okay, she needed to slow down at least a bit. But at least
that was an improvement on her part. She’d never believed
she’d make it past a few months in a relationship, let alone
actually picturing a real man in that future.
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Once the picture was taken, Drew didn’t make a move,
standing with Ti!any’s body tucked up against his side. She
could get used to this. She just wished they hadn’t decided to
be friends for a week before cutting things o!.

“How are you doing?” he asked, his voice soft.
“Tired, but good.” Her gaze dipped to his lips and then

back up to his eyes, wondering if he was thinking the same
thing.

He leaned a bit closer, and Ti!any debated whether or not
she should be closing her eyes for this. She didn’t want to be
stuck there with her lips puckered and her eyes closed if he
wasn’t going to kiss her.

Just as she thought he was going to close the distance, her
stomach growled. Of all times to do that, right as she was
about to kiss this very attractive man.

With the atmosphere shattered, Drew stepped back and
laughed. “I take it we need to avoid hangry, if we aren’t there
already.”

Oh, she was hangry all right. Hangry that she hadn’t
gotten the chance to see what sparks "ew with his lips on hers.
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Chapter Twenty-Seven
DREW

e’d almost kissed her.
There had been several moments of debate

about whether he should cross the line they’d
drawn casually in the sand, but when he’d !nally decided to go
for it and was interrupted, he knew he needed to take a step
back.

But he wanted to believe she’d wanted the same thing. Her
eyes were a bit glossy, as if just waiting for him to move in.

“I’ll, uh, gather up the things,” he said, taking the keys
from the counter and spinning the keyring around his !nger.

“I’ll help you. Um, where should we put the rags?” She
held out a handful of wet, dirty towels they’d used.

Drew stepped back toward her, not feeling the same con!‐
dence he had before the growling incident. “We can put them
into the washer, and I’ll tell Brad to switch it over. Hopefully,
he’ll remember in between, um, things.”

His face was as hot as getting a sunburn, and he had to
glance away from Ti#any, feeling awkward about discussing
things like that.

“How about we leave them a note, then?” Ti#any gave
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him a sly grin as she walked over and pulled o! a pad of paper
that had been hanging on the side of the fridge. After ri"ing
through the drawers for a few minutes, she came up with
a pen.

He watched as her hand swirled with the letters, mesmer‐
ized by the action.

“Okay, I’ll start the load,” she said, leaving the pad on
the counter. “You grab the rest of the stuff, and we’ll be
off.”

It only took another ten minutes until the door was locked
and they were back in his car. But this time, the air was
charged with so much more than it had been on the ride up
there.

Why was it suddenly hard to talk to this woman who had
been an open book the entire week?

“What are your plans for the bachelor party?” Ti!any
asked, a couple miles down the road.

“What do you mean?” Drew asked.
With her eyebrow raised and a half-smile gracing her lips,

she said, “Don’t you have to plan it as the best man?”
He accidentally pressed on the brake, causing both of

them to jerk forward against the seatbelts as the car slid to the
side of the road.

With his right foot back on the gas, he eased back into the
one-lane road and tried to breathe a few seconds.

“I’m supposed to plan the bachelor party,” he said as a
statement. He’d known that when Brad asked him to hold the
title at the wedding, but until she’d said something, he hadn’t
even thought of it.

“I take it you forgot about this,” Ti!any said, pulling out
her purse. “We’ve got some time to come up with a game plan
right now.”

She held her phone out, and he could see the Notes app
open on it. “The parties are scheduled for tomorrow night,
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although you could stretch it into some daytime things. How
crazy are you wanting to go with this shindig?”

The way she said the word “shindig” made Drew laugh.
“That makes it sound like we’re having a potluck barbe‐

cue,” he said, trying to breathe long enough to get the words
out through his laughter. Tears were forming at the corners of
his eyes from the idea. His family all in their suits, relaxing at a
barbecue. He couldn’t even remember if the Evans family had
ever held a barbecue. Most events and holidays had been
catered.

Ti"any shrugged. “Why not? Maybe play a round of golf
and then have the guys #nd what they can from the lodge store
to share with the group.”

“Have you met my family?” Drew said, and while he still
laughed, the words seemed loaded in his own mind. She’d met
his father and grandfather and hadn’t run away. Then again,
there were no o$cial attachments to Drew, but she’d stuck
there by his side. His father hadn’t even noticed he’d been
holding her hand before they left to head up to the cabin.

She nodded. “Yeah, most of them need a way to chill out.”
“What are the women doing?”
Ti"any #xed a piece of hair that had come loose from her

ponytail and said, “Massages, manicures, pedicures. Aunt Tina
#gured then we wouldn’t have to do it all the day of the
wedding, since the ceremony is mid-morning.”

“Is she your sister’s maid of honor?” Drew asked, frown‐
ing. He hadn’t paid attention to a whole lot of the wedding
details, except the parts that needed #xing, but he was a bit
worried about dancing with the lookalike of Ti"any’s mother.
The two women were intimidating in their own way.

“No. The o$cial one had a delay at work and won’t make
it until tonight, I think.” Ti"any glanced back down at her
phone. “Okay, so this plan about gol#ng and a barbecue. What
do you think?”
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“Let’s keep the potluck and change gol!ng to a hike or
something. I don’t think I could survive nine holes, let alone
eighteen. And if Luke is there, he’s going to challenge
everyone to a bet that I really don’t want to be part of.”

Ti"any smiled. “I take it there is not much of a connection
between you and him?”

Drew thought about that for several moments before
answering. “There are a lot of great qualities about my
brother, and I’m grateful he’s taking over the company so I
don’t have to. I just don’t have much to talk to him about
without him trying to one-up me, you know?”

“Oh, do I know. My older brother, Sam, is just like that.
He’s basically the perfect person, in my parents’ eyes anyway. I
love him, but sometimes I want to knock him in the jaw.”

The way she said it made her sound like a pirate, and Drew
lost it again, trying not to snort loudly as he couldn’t stop the
laughter.

“What? I mean, if I left a scar, I could always point it out,
maybe tattoo ‘Ti"any was here’ in the spot just to get a little
face-to-face time with my parents.” Her smile disappeared
before she said, “But then again, I hate trying to live up to
their expectations. I’m a grown woman now; I support myself.
Just let me be happy, you know?”

Drew’s chest constricted with the rightness of everything
she’d said.

Their conversation was much lighter on the way home,
and by the time they grabbed dinner and made it back to the
lodge, it was well after eleven o’clock.

“I’m surprised how quiet it is,” Ti"any said, her whisper
echoing o" the walls in the guesthouse.

“Everyone’s got to prepare for the festivities tomorrow,”
Drew said. They started a slow climb up the stairs, taking each
step after pausing a few seconds. “Thanks again for being so
amazing. Helping me clean the cabin and then plan the party.”
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“It beats getting scolded by my mother about way too
many things,” Ti!any joked.

As they made it to the landing on the third "oor, Drew
watched as Ti!any searched her small purse for the key to her
room. After all she’d put up with him throughout the past
several days, it was a wonder she wasn’t attached to anyone.

“When will you open your match results?” he asked,
leaning up against the wall next to her bedroom door.

She frowned up at him, her hand still digging into her
purse. “Probably sometime after this weekend. Why?”

“What if we open them together? We can kind of reassure
each other that we’ll be okay with whatever happens?”

A sliver of disappointment crossed her face before she gave
him a small smile. “Sure. Let’s do that.”

She found the key and stuck it into the doorknob. “Okay,
I’ll catch you tomorrow, right?” she asked, trying to sti"e a
yawn.

“Of course. Thank you and sweet dreams.”
Drew walked to his door, hoping to all the algorithm vibes

that Ti!any’s name would be in his match results. Now the
hardest thing would be to wait and open them two days
from now.
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Chapter Twenty-Eight
DREW

eing best man was for the birds. If any of his other
friends asked him to be that again, he’d shoot them
down. There were so many funny TV shows where

friends tried to earn the title, but Drew would let each one of
them have it.

Because executing a bachelor party with his family was like
wisdom teeth surgery when the teeth had been impacted. It
wasn’t until a little alcohol got into their systems that some of
the men started to relax.

They’d taken a long hike up through the mountain closest
to the lodge, making it to a beautiful waterfall. The fact that
the trail was mostly shaded helped keep spirits somewhat high.
But by the time they’d hiked back, their water bottles were
empty and their feet tired.

“Where are we eating?” his father asked, looking like he
hadn’t gone through that amount of physical exercise in the
past decade. It was probably good his grandfather hadn’t
joined in.

“We are eating outside by the barbecue grills.”
Moans and groans went in waves throughout the group.
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“Really?” Luke’s expression looked like he’d rather eat worms.
“Why not? I mean, we’ve never had a barbecue in this

family, so why not try one now?” He turned to Brad, hoping
for some kind of support.

Brad gave him a small smile but shook his head.
“That would mean we’d actually have to cook the food.

None of us have ever grilled before, man.” Luke slapped Drew
on the back.

Drew normally would’ve been angry at the force of it, but
he was still shocked at the fact that his older brother couldn’t
do something he could.

He glanced around the group again and said, “I can do it.
It’s not that hard.”

“No o!ense, man,” Brad said, leaning in, “but let’s just go
get something at the local restaurant. Hillary doesn’t cook,
and I might as well enjoy this time on a full belly, right?”

The group gave a weak cheer for that one, and Drew felt a
mixture of shame and relief at not having to cook for "fteen
people. He was used to cooking for himself on the grill, but
managing the right cooking temperature for that many more
pieces of meat was a bit intimidating.

As the guys sprawled out on the benches and cement walls
near the barn, one of the doors to the guesthouse opened and
a woman on her phone walked out. It was the sound of her
voice that caused Drew to panic.

Miss 5C.
What was she doing there?
“Um, yeah, well. If we’re going to a restaurant, now is the

time.” He nudged a few of the guys, and they hurried to climb
into cars, allowing him a safe getaway.

“What was that all about, Drew?” Brad asked from the
back seat. They’d decided to squeeze into two vehicles,
meaning Luke was practically sitting on Drew’s lap.

Drew glanced around the car, trying to decide how to
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word the situation without making it overly awkward with
this group. If only he could’ve been with Ti!any so they could
laugh about it all right now.

“Um, I just got hungry, you know? The more you get
hungry, you only get angrier. So I guess I was saving you all
from Hangry Drew.” He smiled and chuckled a bit but
choked it back when he saw no one else was following suit.

Just another thing Ti!any would’ve appreciated. He
needed to tell that girl how he felt, how all he’d done since he’d
come to this place was think about her and what she might say
or do. Obviously, he would make it sound less stalkerish, but
he’d "gure it out by the time he saw her again.

He just had to survive the bachelor party "rst.
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Chapter Twenty-Nine
TIFFANY

i!any couldn’t keep her mind from straying to her
newfound “friend.” Why did she meet someone as
amazing as Drew when she was still trying to "gure

out what she wanted in a guy?
So far, just about every one of Drew’s qualities was on the

list.
“Ti!any, the nail tech wants to know which color you

want,” Rachelle said, poking her in the side.
After squirming, she pointed to the middle of the three

nail polish colors she’d picked out originally. It had been hard
to decide, but when she was "nally at the point when she
needed that choice, it had come easily.

Is that what she needed to do with love? But how would
she know when the deadline was?

“I heard you and Drew took a little drive,” Hillary said
from a couple seats down.

Ti!any sat up, her back already missing the massage chair
working out the knots she often got around her shoulders.
“We were just making sure your honeymoon cabin is up to
par. And clean.”
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“Thank you for that. I was a little worried when Brad said
no one had stayed there for the past year.” Hillary’s eyes
narrowed in on Ti!any. “So, are you guys a thing now?”

The inner Ti!any wanted to scream that she would love to
be, but the outer Ti!any did her best to remain calm and
composed. “We’re just friends, hoping to survive being single
at a wedding.”

Of course, if their relationship did last past the weekend,
Hillary would probably never forget about it. Drew and
Ti!any fell in love at her wedding.

Whoa, whoa. Love hadn’t even entered her mind before
this. She’d never even said it to any prior boyfriends. A few of
them had told her they loved her, but she’d never been able to
respond frankly.

She sat back in her chair and stared down at the nail tech
as she carefully added a layer of bright purple to Ti!any’s toes.
It was a miracle Hillary hadn’t whined about the color. Then
again, she’d said only French tips for the "ngernails. With the
dresses being #oor-length, it probably didn’t matter what
color Ti!any’s toes were.

Her mind drifted back to the “L” word. Could it happen
that fast? And was that her “sign” of being in love?

There were so many things about Drew she still didn’t
know, but from everything she’d learned about him, there
wasn’t much that fell into the cons column.

“I think you should go for him,” Rachelle whispered from
the seat next to her. “He’s worth it, and from everything I’ve
heard about him from his family, he’s one of the best.”

Ti!any raised her eyebrow. “His family told you that?”
The way he’d always talked was that his family was against how
his life had turned out.

Rachelle nodded. “His older brother was telling me all
about Drew. He was there to help their mother before she died
of breast cancer a couple years back. Luke mentioned how his
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brother had always been strong enough to realize what he
really wanted and go after it. It sounds like Luke is the one
with the biggest regrets.”

Ti!any smiled, knowing how much that would mean to
Drew. Not that he’d want his brother to fail, but to know
things weren’t all perfect on the other side.

Ti!any’s mother stood from the seat she’d taken next to
her sister at the other end of the massage chairs and walked
over to the manicure tables. Before she sat down, she caught
sight of Ti!any’s purple toes and gasped.

“That’s the color you chose?” she whispered.
Ti!any nodded, "ghting the feelings to comply with her

mother’s demands. “Hillary didn’t object when I told this nice
woman that’s what color I wanted, so I "gured I was good
to go.”

Her mother breathed out a long sigh. “What am I going to
do with you?”

“Put up with me, I guess,” Ti!any said with a slight smile.
“Why would you come to a bachelorette party dressed like

you’re getting ready to clean the house?”
Ti!any glanced down at her out"t. She was wearing a

white t-shirt with a knee-length cotton skirt. “Because I’m
comfortable, Mom. I might have to buy me a few more of
these skirts.”

Her mother turned away, looking less than enthused with
her daughter’s answer. There was so much Ti!any had
thought about over the past few days when it came to family
and her future.

If only her mother could say things like Luke had said
about Drew, then maybe she wouldn’t be worrying about men
or what would come in the next ten years.
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Chapter Thirty
DREW

rew had been hoping to end the night around nine
or so, but the guys had found a few pool tables and
ended up drinking and playing until well after

midnight. Drew had kept his drinks to root beer, knowing
he’d be responsible for at least one of the cars heading back to
the lodge. And he didn’t want to !ght the hangover the rest of
the guys would have during the ceremony.

He’d texted Ti"any at one point, brie#y saying that the
barbecue hadn’t happened, but he hadn’t heard back from her
yet. He hoped the bachelorette party went well. She’d been a
little nervous to spend more time around her mom and aunt.
From how intimidating they’d been to him, he could under‐
stand why.

The morning of the wedding dawned, and Drew dressed
in his tux, making sure to polish his shoes and have everything
in place for the wedding.

“I can’t believe we !nally made it to this day,” Brad said as
they gave each other a back-slapping hug.

“Well, it’s now or never. Are you ready for this?” Drew
asked, trying to get a good read on Brad’s emotions.
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Brad glanced up and grinned. “I’m ready.”
They were accosted by Ti!any’s mother just outside the

dressing room where she was passing out the boutonnieres
and going through an inspection to check that everything was
where it should be on the tux.

“Okay, Drew Evans,” Miranda said, "xing the already
straight collar. “You look presentable for the occasion.”

He chuckled. “Presentable, huh? I’m not sure I have much
else that could help out except my smile.” He gave her his best
dazzling smile and watched for her reaction.

Without saying much, she took a step to the side and
started helping the next groomsman.

Brad gave him a silent ohhh, and they walked inside the
barn where it had been transformed into a wedding hall. A
large arch covered in #owers was against the #oor-to-ceiling
windows at the other end that looked out into the valley
surrounding the place. Overall, it was the most picturesque
place he’d ever seen.

He watched as several men and women walked in, taking
seats in the large area. There had been no sign of Ti!any yet,
but she was probably getting ready with the rest of the
bridesmaids.

“Best man and the groomsmen, we need you all to meet
out in the hallway to get ready for the entrance. Groom, you
can head up to the archway to prepare for the ceremony.”

Drew was more excited to walk out and see Ti!any than
he should be, but after all the time they’d spent together, he
had a hard time not thinking about her. He should’ve kissed
her at the cabin, should’ve told her that he had feelings for her
earlier. Tonight. He’d do that after the wedding was over.

He made it to the hallway where several women were
already lined up in their bubblegum-pink dresses. Letting his
gaze go over the faces of each woman, he searched for the
one he was pretty sure he’d fallen in love with over the past
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week. She was near the end of the line, fiddling with a
bracelet.

He took a few steps in her direction, wanting to compli‐
ment her on the way she shone in that dress, but before he
made it, someone else got in his way before he could avoid her.

Miss 5C.
“Drew, what are you doing here?” she asked, her screech

causing everyone to turn around as she threw her hands
around his neck and pulled him down for a hug.

“Just attending a wedding, Kenzie.” He did his best to pull
away, glancing up to see Ti"any’s reaction. Her eyes looked
like they could see right through him, almost laser-like. He
#nally glanced back at Kenzie and asked, “What brings you
here?”

Probably the dumbest question he’d ever asked since she
was wearing a dress the same color as the other women, just a
di"erent style.

“Hillary Stewart is one of my oldest friends. I’m her maid
of honor.”

This day could not get any worse. He’d take dancing with
the mother of the bride rather than Kenzie any day.
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Chapter Thirty-One
TIFFANY

i!any had seen many jealous women in her life, and
as much as she tried to "ght against it, she couldn’t
"ght away the frustration at seeing another woman

with her arms around Drew.
But she had no tie to him. There was no o#cial agreement

since they’d kept the nature of their relationship unrestricted.
Almost buddy-like. The emotions raging through her at the
moment told her she was too late.

He’d never mentioned a woman he was dating other than
his ex, but the way Kenzie was stroking his bicep was causing
steam to boil up inside Ti!any’s chest.

“Okay, we need you both in line,” Ti!any’s mother said,
pushing Drew and Kenzie to the back of the line, right before
Hillary and her father. But after a quick glance backward, it
was just her uncle, Greg, standing by himself.

Where was Hillary? Ti!any knew she had diva-like
tendencies, but there was only so much primping her cousin
could do before guests started to wonder when the ceremony
would begin.

Drew reached out and touched Ti!any’s elbow softly, and189
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Drew reached out and touched Ti!any’s elbow softly, and
when she looked up, she saw he was trying to say hi.

She nodded her head and turned back to the front,
wishing she could fast-forward through this wedding and be
on her way home.

This had never been her reaction to any of the other guys
she’d dated. Every breakup had been easy, and most of them
had remained friends with her over the years. But this missed
opportunity was going to stick with her for a while.

“Your hand?” Sam said next to her.
“What?” Ti!any said, sni"ing.
Her brother took her hand and wrapped it through his

arm as they began walking down the hall. “Why so down, sis?
You look as though you’ve just lost your favorite purse.”

She batted him softly on the shoulder. “Oh please. You
arrive in time for the bachelor party and the wedding and will
leave here unscathed.”

Sam laughed. “You look okay to me. What happened?
Mom?”

Usually, that would be enough to justify her sour mood,
but today it was so much more than that.

“Mom was Mom, so for parts of it, yes, she was driving me
crazy. But, yeah, we’ll just have to talk about this more later.”

Sam shook his head even as they approached the large
doors that led into the barn. “No one can hear anything over
the sound of the processional music. What’s up?”

Ti!any frowned, curious as to why he was being so nice to
her all of a sudden. They usually fought like two toddlers
determined to have the same toy.

“I just thought something was going to happen, and then
it didn’t and I just want to go home. It’s been a long week.”

His eyebrow lifted, as did one corner of his mouth. That
expression usually meant he didn’t believe her, but thankfully,
he left her alone. They made it the few more steps to the front
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of the large room, and he dropped her o! to her place before
taking his on the other side of the arch.

Ti!any knew Drew was only two couples behind them,
and as much as she wanted to avoid looking for him, he was
like a magnet, drawing her gaze up to watch him walk down
the aisle, looking oh so good in that tux.

Kenzie said something, and his smile widened.
That could’ve been her. She could’ve been the one to make

him smile and laugh every day for the rest of his life. But he
obviously didn’t feel the same.

They’d had a few opportunities to kiss over the past several
days, and he’d always pulled back before doing so. Was it
because of their agreement? Or because he didn’t actually have
feelings for her?

Ti!any took in a deep breath, making sure to keep all the
tears from falling against her cheeks. She didn’t need anyone in
the crowd to notice that she’d fallen in love in six days with a
guy that Kenzie must’ve already dibbed.

What was her problem? She was usually on the other end,
moving on quickly.

This had not been a relationship.
Yeah, that wasn’t going to stick for long.
Rachelle shifted in front of her, and a second later, Ti!any

felt her hand squeezed by her cousin’s.
“You’ll be "ne,” she managed to say without anyone else

turning. “Kenzie isn’t his type.”
“Tell that to him.” Ti!any avoided his eyes and took deep

breaths to keep from going into meltdown mode.
The music continued to play, but Ti!any glanced up and

realized the wedding planner, Aunt Tina, and Uncle Greg
were discussing something near the doorway. It looked like
things were getting heated.

Rachelle must’ve noticed too, because she turned to
Ti!any. “Why does this feel so familiar?”
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Ti!any tried to hold back a smile. “Do you think Hillary
left?” Landon had backed out a couple weeks before their
scheduled nuptials, but for Hillary to bail the morning of the
ceremony? That was strange.

She’d probably come in to get her hair done and put the
dress on or Aunt Tina would’ve been pacing the halls earlier.
So what happened in between?

The wedding planner turned to the room and clapped her
hands together, silencing the pianist.

“There has been a slight delay with the bride’s dress. If
you’ll all be patient for another few minutes, we’d appreciate
it.”

Rachelle shook her head. “There was no wedding-dress
delay. She was sitting in it, adjusting her earrings when I left to
get in line.”

Some of the sta! from the hotel brought out a few chairs
for the bridal party to sit on, and Ti!any was grateful for the
break. Now, if only she could be out of this dress, she could be
done with the weekend.

Movement to her left caused her to turn, Drew’s tall form
coming toward her. Butter"ies took o! inside her stomach,
possibly doing twists and dives just like those Olympic divers.
But as she pretended to be studying the bouquet of "owers in
her hand, Drew was cut o! by someone grabbing his wrist and
pulling him to a stop. Kenzie.

Ti!any did her best to concentrate on anything but the
conversation happening a few chairs down, the tears welling
up in her eyes again, but there wasn’t anything to note because
the wedding planner did her little clap again.

“I regret to inform you that the bride will no longer be
joining us today. We are sorry for the inconvenience, and
please make sure to help yourself to the food once it’s out. The
caterer is working to have it prepared as soon as possible.”

The room erupted into sounds of disbelief, joy, and even
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laughter from some people. A quick look in Brad’s direction
showed devastation, and as much as Ti!any’s heart broke for
him, he would probably be much better o! and she was ready
to be done with this weekend.

She burrowed her way through the thickening crowd and
made a beeline for the door and out into the slowly heating
sun.

It was di"cult to walk in the heels she had on, the heel
part being two inches higher than most heels she wore. At one
point in her rush to get back to the guesthouse, she took them
o!, holding up her dress as she ran through a set of sprinklers.
The wedding was canceled, and she imagined she didn’t need
to show up for a reception.

Once she made it to her room without being summoned,
which was a feat in itself at a family event like this, she sank
onto the bed and cried. Big tears dripped onto the dress, and
she swiped at them, angry she was even crying over a guy.

Now she knew exactly how Meg felt when she saw Parker
dancing with his ex-girlfriend. Okay, so Ti!any hadn’t seen
Drew and Kenzie dancing, but the way the girl fawned all over
him, like he was her property, she didn’t want to open the
wound any more.

A noti#cation pinged on her phone, and Ti!any swiped to
see what it was for. An email from Meg about the giveaway
prize. A romantic stay at a house on Nantucket for a weekend.

She sat a few more minutes, staring at the beige wall and
wondering what her life had come to. Another ping of the
phone almost went unanswered, but she noticed a di!erent
app symbol, one she hadn’t seen yet.

She clicked on it and realized her mistake. The Love,
Austen app.

But before she could back out of it, the results popped
up. She should’ve been waiting for Drew, since they’d
promised to do this together, but he probably wouldn’t
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need the app now. He was too busy laughing at Kenzie’s
jokes.

Skimming the !rst pro!le, she recognized several of the
characteristics and details of one of the men who’d started
with the program a few months ago. He was a nice enough
guy, but right now she was just torturing herself. It was hard
to tell anything for sure since there were only screen names
showing up.

She skipped the next one since it said the man was over
thirty-!ve. The generational age gap worked for some women,
but Ti"any wanted to be able to talk about things they had in
common growing up and not have to sidestep the conversa‐
tion every time.

The last of the three featured didn’t have a picture for a
pro!le. The name was DevotedManAE, and a part of her
jumped at the idea that it could be Drew. AE. Andrew Evans?

As she went through the rest of the pro!le, she recognized
several things, even a couple of phrases he’d said during their
time together.

Of course this would happen to her. She matched with a
man she’d fallen in love with but who was currently
unavailable.

Pulling out her suitcase, she yanked clothes from the
hangers and stu"ed them inside. The sooner she got out of
there, the sooner she’d be able to move on and put this mess
behind her.
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Chapter Thirty-Two
DREW

rew could tell something was wrong with Ti!any
during the ceremony, or what there was of a cere‐
mony. It had taken some e!ort, but he’d been able

to see her eyes between the heads of Kenzie and Rachelle, and
she looked near to tears the entire time.

Was it because they were at a wedding and that was some‐
thing she was hoping for?

The moment the wedding planner had made the #rst
announcement, he went to go talk to her, but Kenzie and his
family got in the way, and she was gone when he searched for
her again.

“Come on, Ti!any, pick up.” He called a few more times,
pacing back and forth in the hallway.

Where would she have gone? He found Rachelle, who was
just slipping out of the barn.

“Have you seen Ti!any?” he asked, hoping she’d have
some information he could follow.

“She left right after the announcement of my sister bailing.
You could check the guesthouse.”

From the look on her face, Drew wondered if she knew195
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From the look on her face, Drew wondered if she knew
more than that.

“Do you know what happened? What made her so
emotional?”

Rachelle shook her head, making his hope drop. “She
didn’t say anything to me, but I think she’s fallen for you,
Drew. I mean, I’m not her, but watching her at the few activi‐
ties I’ve made it to over the past few days, she has feelings for
you. So I think when she saw how cuddly you and Kenzie
were—”

“Kenzie means nothing to me,” he said, glancing around
to make sure the girl in question wasn’t standing around. “She
lives in one of my buildings, and my neighbor tried to set us
up before we got here.”

“She’s Miss 5C?” Rachelle asked, a smile playing at her
lips. Did that mean there was hope?

Drew nodded. “Did Ti"any tell you about her?”
Rachelle nodded, laughing. “That makes so much more

sense now.”
Running a hand through his hair, he said, “I can see a

future with Ti"any.”
“Then go after her. Because from a girl who didn’t have

her #ancé running after her, go for it now or you’ll have
regrets.”

“Thank you,” he said, running toward the guesthouse.
“Drew!” Rachelle called out.
He turned and saw she was pointing toward the parking

lot. A compact car matching the one Ti"any had been driving
the afternoon they both arrived at the lodge was pulling out of
the parking lot, the tires squealing as the car lurched forward.

The one time Drew hadn’t put his keys into his pocket.
He ran up to the guesthouse and made the hurdles of the

lengthy staircase before grabbing his keys and belongings and
heading back down.

196



T E S T I N G  L OV E , AU S T E N

He was severely out of breath as he started his car and
pulled out of his spot, rushing to follow her.

Then he was stopped by a herd of sheep just entering the
road from a downhill climb.

Slamming his hand on the steering wheel, he pulled out
his phone, making sure he was parked as he searched for Brad’s
phone number.

“Hey, man, what do you need?”
“I’m just glad you answered. I’m so sorry about you not

getting married, but I need Ti!any’s address, now.”
There was silence on the phone for a moment, and he said,

“Hold on. Let me "nd one of her family members to help with
that.”

“She lives in Brookline. Foster Street,” Rachelle said. “I’ll
text you with Brad’s phone. She’s worth it, Drew.”

Drew waited for the text to come through and then stared
at the herd of sheep. Minutes ticked by. He hoped he’d at least
"nd her back at her house.
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Chapter Thirty-Three
TIFFANY

fter barely missing a herd of sheep walking down
the hillside, Ti!any had an open road before her.
The tears had slowed, but there was still so much

emotion she’d pent up inside that she couldn’t stop.
Her phone rang, her mother’s name and picture popping

up several times before she "nally picked it up, knowing her
mom wouldn’t let it rest.

“What, Mom?” she said between sobs.
“Ti!any? What’s wrong? Where are you?”
“I’m driving home. I had an emergency come up and

"gured since there wasn’t going to be a reception, I’d head out.
Any word on what happened to Hillary?”

Her mother sighed. “She ran o! with that guy I was trying
to set you up with. Brad spoke to her that morning when he
found out he wasn’t going to inherit the house in Ipswich
after the men in their family had their inheritance talk yester‐
day. I guess Roy is buying an island o! the coast of Vermont.”

Trying to hold back a laugh, Ti!any said, “Mom, you do
know that Vermont has no coastline, right?”

“Oh, right. I guess I didn’t think it through because he
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sounded so con!dent.”
Ti"any sni"ed, trying to make it soft so her mother

wouldn’t notice. This had been the most silence they’d ever
shared with one another.

“I’m sorry, Ti", for whatever happened. Obviously, my
judgment skills about men aren’t all that great either. What do
you need?”

Ti"any stopped crying for a moment, surprised that her
mother’s tone was soft and that she’d actually asked Ti"any’s
needs for once. Aside from the hidden jab at Ti"any’s taste in
men, this was an improvement.

“Mom, I need you to let me go. Let me live my life and
stop trying to micromanage it. I don’t need to be dressed up
for every event in the world. I feel like I have a decent sense of
fashion, so why don’t you let me use it?”

She stopped only brie#y, the onslaught of words already
coming before her mother answered. “I hate psychology, and I
absolutely love my job. Some amazing things happen when
you’re in the love business, and I can understand how impor‐
tant it is. So please don’t tell me to get another job or to go
back to school. I’m doing what I want to be doing.”

Her breathing had quickened, and she let out all the rest
of the air within her, willing her body to relax and calm down.

“I-I’m sorry. I didn’t realize you felt that way. You just
always asked my opinion on things growing up, and maybe I
was missing it a bit.”

“You’ll always be my mother, but now it’s time to step out
of that role a bit to be my friend. To encourage me to be who I
want to and can be.”

“I can do that. I’m sorry, Ti". I always thought I was
giving you tough love so you’d have the amazing life I’ve been
blessed with. I didn’t realize I was making you miserable.”

Ti"any wiped away a few stray tears. “It’s not just me,
Mom. Aunt Tina did the same thing with Rachelle. I know
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you love us, but we need love through the hard times of life,
not to feel like we have nowhere to go to talk about our
problems.”

“Are you heading home only because of me?” Ti!any had
never heard her mother’s voice so tender.

“No, because I fell in love with someone who’s already
taken. It was him, Mom. Drew is the guy I love, and I doubt
he loves me back.”

“Oh, darling, I wish you hadn’t run o!. Will you mind if I
stop by once we get home tomorrow? Maybe we can go out
for brunch and talk some more.”

Ti!any thought of inviting her mother up to the third
"oor of her small apartment. “I’d be willing to meet
somewhere.”

“Perfect. Because you’re worth working through these
changes with.”

As she hung up the phone, Ti!any felt a huge burden
lifted from her shoulders, but there was still a stinging in her
chest, the ache of love she’d been trying to avoid the past few
days.

By the time she made it back to the house, it was midafter‐
noon and all she wanted to do was sleep until she couldn’t
sleep anymore.

“Ti!any, what are you doing home so early?” Abby asked,
walking up to hug her. “Are you all right?”

“I’m the worst friend ever. I’m so sorry I didn’t under‐
stand what you went through on your journey to $nd
Greyson. Love hurts.”

Abby’s expression turned from surprised to a full-on
smile. “You’re in love with someone?”

“Yes,” Ti!any said, her voice cracking on the one word.
“That was fast. Let’s talk,” she said, guiding Ti!any to the

small love seat that $t in the common room of the upstairs.
The two of them talked for what felt like hours.
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“This was your dress for the wedding, huh?” Abby said,
picking up a section of tulle with her thumb and fore!nger. “I
promise I won’t make you wear this.”

Ti"any sighed. “Oh, thank goodness. I don’t think I’d
survive if I had to wear another one of these with the
skyscraper heels.”

“Coming from you, that’s a surprise,” Abby said.
Footsteps on the stairs signaled someone was on their way

up, and Ti"any grinned when she saw Greyson.
“I got just about every kind of chocolate possible. I even

swung by the shop by your o#ce that serves hot chocolate.”
Ti"any turned to Abby. “Did you call him or something?”
She nodded. “I !gured we could use reinforcements for a

time like this.” She stood, walking over to him and giving him
a quick kiss before taking the bag and sitting next to Ti"any.

“Oh, there was someone downstairs asking for you. I
!gured I’d come up and see if you were accepting visitors or
not.” Greyson’s eyes were on Ti"any.

“Someone for me?” She jabbed herself in the chest, crum‐
pling a bit at the tenderness her whole body was feeling after
such a cathartic process.

He nodded, and before she could say anything, a familiar
head of hair appeared on the stairs.

“You probably don’t want to see me right now, but I just
had to tell you one thing.”

“I think that’s our cue to leave,” Abby said, abandoning
Ti"any on the small love seat and grabbing Greyson’s hand.
“It’s so nice to meet you, but we’ll do introductions later,” she
said to Drew, and they hurried down the stairs.

Everything was so quiet, and Ti"any wasn’t sure whether
to laugh, scream, or break down again.

He must’ve seen her indecision because he made it to the
top of the stairs and stood near the opening, giving her the
space she de!nitely needed.
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“Shouldn’t you be getting ready for a date with the maid
of honor?” Her voice didn’t warble, which was an
achievement.

“The only place I should be is here, telling you that I’ve
fallen for you, Ti!any Stewart. I didn’t think it was possible in
six days, given that my last relationship was over seven years,
but it’s true. You’re amazing and fun, helpful, and one of the
happiest people in the world. The fact that you’re crying
because of me breaks my heart.”

She raised an eyebrow, the blunt side of her coming to the
surface. “Who told you I’m crying because of you?”

“Rachelle.”
“Well, maybe it’s true, but I’m not going to go ruining

anything in your new relationship—”
“The only relationship I want is with you.” Drew took a

few steps forward and stopped again, but now she had to tilt
her head upward to see his face.

Frowning, she said, “What about Kenz—”
“Sorry to interrupt you again, but nothing is going on

between me and Kenzie. Do you remember my story about
Miss 5C and Mrs. Mooning? Kenzie is Miss 5C.”

All the pieces dropped into place, and Ti!any couldn’t do
much more than laugh uncontrollably.

Drew took that opportunity to sit next to her, reaching for
her hand. “I know we said that after wedding week we’d be
free to do whatever, but what I really want is to be with you.
Ti!any Stewart, will you be my girlfriend?”

Without an answer, Ti!any lunged forward and wrapped
her arms around his neck, pressing her lips to his as though he
were a source of water and she’d just escaped the desert. He
was gentle, and his arms wrapped around her only added to
the excitement she felt at having him there. She could almost
hear pops, like "reworks had been set o! between them.

“So, is that a yes?” he asked when she pulled back.
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“Of course it is, Drew. You’ve put up with me and my
crazy imagination and have been the sweetest person I’ve ever
met.”

Drew turned and pulled out his phone, clicking it on. “We
never got to check out the app and see who our matches are.”

“Surprise, surprise, I might’ve checked back at the lodge.”
He frowned and opened his own, his eyes narrowed as she

searched the results. “I have a BlondeGirl465, TakeMeOn‐
AHike, and HereWeGo1818.” He glanced up at Ti"any like
he was hoping she’d have the code to unlock that.

With her phone out, she tapped on her pro#le, lifting it
for him to see her screen name.

“You’re HereWeGo1818?” he asked, his eyes lighting up as
he glanced between his screen and hers. “We probably
should’ve checked these days ago.”

“But would we be here?” Ti"any asked, moving over to sit
on his lap.

She leaned forward, and he met her with another spray of
kisses along her cheek and down to #nally catch her lips in his.
This kiss was even better than the one from moments ago, like
everything they’d been holding back had surged forward,
allowing them to just be in the moment.

Every nerve ending from her lips to her toes was sparking
with the energy the kiss shot through her. After all the boys
she’d kissed, she’d never felt like this before.

He pulled back, staring into her eyes for several moments,
a slight smile curving the sides of his lips.

“So what do we do from here?” he asked, settling back
into the sofa with his arms around her waist and legs.

Ti"any grinned. “We have a good kissing session, and then
we go get some food before hangry sets in.”

“You speak wise words. I think I can live with both of
those proposals.”
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Epilogue

Ti!any

he succeeding four months had been a whirlwind.
After Ti!any had doled out all the codes to friends
of past matches and worked with Jorge to get all the

glitches and mistakes "xed, Meg had promoted Ti!any to
marketing director, and she’d even hired a couple more people
to help Ti!any out.

The launch of the app had done wonders for skyrock‐
eting the company, and Meg was even talking about finding a
new location for the office, because of how many IT people
they were hiring to keep the app up-to-date, and to make
sure to help each of the customers find their happily ever
after.

Drew had given his father and grandfather a similar speech
to the one she’d had with her mother, and although the fallout
had seemed rough the "rst few days, his father was coming
around to the idea that his son was happy.

The Evans family was selling the Ipswich house in favor of
a house closer to the beach. Irma had urged Grandfather Evans
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that they needed more family time and that another location
for a family gathering might help with that.

And now, here they were, the Love, Austen family, cele‐
brating the success of paying o" the investors for the app with
the rest of the o#ce and their signi$cant others.

“Thank you to the Love, Austen family,” Meg said, raising
a glass of apple juice as she rested a hand on her slightly round
belly. “You’ve all taken a chance on this girl’s crazy idea, and
look where it’s gotten us.”

Ti"any glanced around, seeing some of her favorite people
in the crowd. Lexi and Brennen, Ruby and Carson, Olivia and
Dawson, and Abby and Greyson. All of them were grinning,
and Ti"any couldn’t help but wonder what her life would’ve
been like without the company that ultimately helped her
break her longest relationship slump in history.

She’d moved in with Rachelle and Evie, and things had
gotten a lot better between her and her mother. It would be a
long road to get back, but at least it was progress.

“We are so excited for the next chapter of this company,”
Meg continued. “And we hope to continue as family. Seeing
our couples come together, some in di"erent circumstances
like a reality show or a charity bake-o", is something I hope to
give to the world now that the app is out there. You’re amaz‐
ing, and thank you. Now, before we eat, there is someone who
has a request.”

Meg’s eyes turned to Ti"any, and she winked, sending
Ti"any’s insides in a tailspin. What request was that? She’d
emptied her inbox earlier to get ready for the party.

Oohs and ahhs around her caused her to turn to see what
they were seeing.

Drew was down on one knee, grinning wildly with what
looked to be tears in his eyes. “We bonded over crime podcasts
and lots of laughter, but I’ve never been happier than these
past four months. Ti"any Ann Stewart, will you marry me?”
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“Absolutely!” She pulled him up and gave him a long kiss,
not wanting to let go despite the teasing comments from the
ones closest to them.

As the rest of the crowd !ltered over to the delicious food
Lexi and Brennen had catered, Drew snuck another kiss. “So,
are you ready to be the poster girl for the company?”

Ti"any shook her head and laughed. “No, I was just a
tester. The original examples are the owners.”

“True, but your story is di"erent.”
“But our story is my favorite.”

Thank you for reading the last book in the Love, Austen series.
Hopefully you’ve been able to enjoy the characters and that
they’ve become your good friends.

I’ve started a spin-o" series, Romance by Love, Austen,
where the couples will be using the app Meg built. If you keep
reading, there is a sneak peek of Rachelle and Landon’s story,
Matched with Her Runaway Groom.

Subscribe to the newsletter to get updates on books coming
out, cover reveals and the opportunity for giveaways!
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Chapter 1
MATCHED WITH HER RUNAWAY

GROOM

Tired was an understatement, but as Ti!any Stewart dragged
herself out of bed to get ready for the day, she knew she was
the only one to blame. She’d been up late listening to several
episodes of a true crime podcast as the narrator kept dragging
out the "nal result.

Then, she’d come to the end of the episodes, meaning
she’d have to wait for "ve more days until the next one came
out. At least that’s what she was guessing with the schedule of
previously released episodes.

She glanced at the clock.
Late again.
Ti!any hadn’t been this late for things since before she

could drive and had to rely on her parents for transportation.
She’d memorized the bus and train schedules from her dorm
while she was at college in Newton, Massachusetts, but the
small apartment she and Abby were now renting after gradua‐
tion seemed so much farther away from the Love, Austen
o$ce. She had a car parked on the street a ways up the steep
road that was a temptation to use this morning, but "nding a
parking spot would only tack on the time she’d saved.
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She ran out the door and down the road, barely catching
her bus before it drove away.

Her mind kept going over the story from last night. She’d
gotten lost in the true crime world since Abby was rarely
home. And Ti!any, after a long streak of relationships, had
managed to stay boyfriend-free over the past couple of weeks.

She rushed o! the bus and down the stairs to make it to
the train, glancing at her watch several times as she realized just
how late she was.

As the former secretary for the matchmaking company
Love, Austen, she’d always done her best to be presentable and
on time. She’d been promoted to working as a social media
manager for the past year, and the next goal was marketing
manager. Something about seeing the numbers of the
company increase after a successful campaign made her excited
to go to work.

Then again, anything was better than nothing at this
point. She hadn’t actually done more than foster the growing
social media following of the matchmaking company, but
from all she’d researched and learned, she knew there were
several avenues Meg Austen, owner of the company, hadn’t
tried just yet.

She needed the challenge it would provide, and something
more rigorous might even help her "gure out what she wanted
now, only months after graduation.

Ti!any shifted and swayed against the poles in the train,
her mind drifting back to the podcast story of a young man
who played the #ute. She’d only gotten most of the backstory
from the episodes she’d listened to, plus a little of the plan he’d
made to help him get a new #ute while also helping his parents
with their "nances.

“Don’t you usually get o! here?” someone said behind
her, tapping her shoulder.

Ti!any jumped, trying to hide the weird nerves at being208
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Ti!any jumped, trying to hide the weird nerves at being
tapped by a stranger with a quick smile.

The woman looked kind of familiar, but then again, most
did after days of riding public transportation in Boston.

The doors were about to close as Ti!any saw the Love,
Austen sign, a painted daisy representing the “O” in the name.

“Thank you!” she called, slipping out just before the doors
closed again.

She passed the window to the hair salon next door, Holt’s
Curls, and saw her boss just as she was getting ready to sit in
the hair-wash station.

Opening the door to the salon, Ti!any grinned widely.
Here were several of her close friends, all made because of her
job. Everyone should be this excited to get to work.

“Morning, everyone!” she called out.
Olivia Holt, the owner of the salon and a former client of

Meg’s, turned and "ashed a grin, her blonde curls framing her
face.

“Ti!any, it’s about time you arrived.” She turned on the
water and started washing Meg’s hair.

Meg lifted her head enough to catch a glimpse of Ti!any.
“Yeah, ever since she graduated, she’s been waltzing in at all
hours.” The smile on her face was teasing, and Ti!any
plopped down into one of the styling chairs. She pulled out
her phone and said, “It’s only 7:56. I’m actually four minutes
early today.”

“Let me guess. You got caught up in another crime
podcast.”

Ti!any tried to hold back a smile. “Maybe.”
“What are you talking about?” Olivia asked, pumping out

a few pumps of shampoo onto her palm and running it over
Meg’s hair.

“I had a gothic literature class my last semester, and

209



C HA P T E R  1

someone recommended true crime podcasts. I’ve been
listening to them ever since.”

Olivia frowned. “You basically listen to the equivalent of a
horror movie?”

Ti!any laughed, shaking her head as she thought about
how true that was. “Kind of. More like those crime documen‐
taries where they present all the evidence and wait until the
last minute to resolve everything.”

“That’s how they hook you, though,” Meg said, closing
her eyes as Olivia turned on the water and washed out the
shampoo.

“Which is why we need to implement some of that. I
can come up with some ideas from them on how to get
more people in the door.” Tiffany bit the side of her lip,
waiting for a response from her boss. The water must’ve
gotten into her ears because she said nothing, very
unlike Meg.

“How’s the app coming along?” Olivia asked, turning o!
the faucet and squeezing the water from Meg’s hair.

“It’s done!” Meg said, clapping her hands together. “I got
word from Jorge that he’d #nished the last big updates last
night. Now we just need a pool of testing subjects to get all the
little bugs out.”

Ti!any grinned, hoping the proposal she’d put together to
branch out of social media and into the marketing side of
things would be persuasive enough. “I could do that,” she said,
cringing a bit at the delivery. “I mean, I could recruit some
people to try it out. And I’d love to give you some ideas for
how to get the word out there. To get more people trying it.”
Yeah, that was nothing like she’d rehearsed in the mirror at
home.

“Aren’t you heading to a wedding soon?” Meg asked,
craning her neck up to look at Ti!any again.

“Yes,” she said, snapping her #ngers like that idea was just
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coming to her. “I’ll be around a lot of people and can even give
out some codes to try the process.”

Olivia helped Meg sit up, towel-drying her hair before
helping her stand and walk to the swivel chair in front of the
mirror.

“That could work. But I thought you loved the social
media aspect. Why the sudden interest in marketing?”

Ti!any shrugged. “I’ve been reading a lot about it. It
sounds interesting, and I "gured I could help since we still
don’t have a marketing director.”

Also not the explanation she’d planned to give. She’d come
to love numbers and tracking data. If that made her a nerd,
she’d be willing to accept it.

Meg smiled in the mirror, watching Ti!any for several
seconds. When she did that, Ti!any had a hard time reading
what she was looking for. Was her expression one of curiosity?
Or disbelief?

“We’ll give it a trial run. If you can get at least one hundred
people to sign up for the app, we’ll talk more about you
switching jobs. Again.”

Ti!any wanted to squeal, excited about the prospect of it.
The idea of helping a company increase their bottom line
while also helping others "nd the person they could be with
forever? It sounded pretty perfect.

“But,” Meg said, causing Ti!any’s inner celebration to
pause, the music coming to a halt like a DJ stopping the music
at a dance. “You have to take the test.”

Ti!any’s smile dropped. So far, she’d managed to avoid
taking the matching test Meg had created back when she was a
senior in college, the beginning of the entire company. Ti!any
had never needed it as she’d had a boyfriend, or one waiting in
the wings, although she never cheated on any of them.

But a matching test wasn’t worth it. She could "nd a guy
to be with on her own and without the help of a test.
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“Meg, I don’t need help with dating. I’ve had boyfriends
in spades.” Ti!any thought back to her last boyfriend, the one
who’d broken up with her through text message almost a
month ago. She hadn’t been devastated, more irritated that the
guy couldn’t tell her in person.

Meg raised an eyebrow and gave her the look that meant
another lecture was coming. “Do you even hear yourself?” she
asked, hair being "ung into her eyes while Olivia parted it
to cut.

“Yes,” Ti!any said, groaning. She’d fought against the idea
that there could be someone for her already in Meg’s database.
What motivated a guy to actually sign up for one of these
things unless they were nerdy and boring? She’d been around
the company for long enough to know that anyone she could
be interested in would be snatched up already.

Meg and Parker. Lexi and Brennen. Ruby and Carson.
Olivia and Dawson. Even Abby and Greyson were now
together, thanks to working on the app together. They were all
solid guys with good jobs and de#nitely high on the attractive
scale.

The hardest part was she’d gone out with so many types of
people, she should’ve had a better understanding of what she
was looking for in a guy.

“If you want to be my marketing director, you have to at
least try out the program. Get matched, go on a few dates. If
things don’t work out, I won’t pressure you. Otherwise,
people will be asking you why you’re single when you work for
this company.” Meg smiled, and Ti!any could tell she was
referencing her own situation with Parker, her husband.

Meg had been trying to build the app since the year before
but didn’t have the capital to put up for it. The people at the
investing company had asked her to show them she actually
believed in her system by proving she had a match of her own.
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At least it had worked out with her and Parker. Meg deserved
to be happy.

Bitterness !ooded her tongue. Of course, she’d never been
good at long-term relationships. Steve had been her longest
one, but when he’d been signed to a professional football team
in Florida, she’d realized after a couple of weeks that she wasn’t
good at long-distance relationships and constantly worrying
about where he was and when she’d be able to see him again.

But how much did she want to be in marketing for the
company? Was it worth the attempt to be matched?

Closing her eyes, Ti"any nodded. “Okay, I’ll take the test.
But I’m not making any promises about anything working
out.”

“Oh, Ti"any,” Olivia said, shaking her head. “It might be a
good thing for you. Love might just surprise you.”

Ti"any doubted that. She’d been through enough
boyfriends to last another ten years. Maybe what she needed
was a man sabbatical. Then she’d know what she wanted in a
boyfriend.

“I’ll go take the test right now,” she said, standing. The
idea of all those questions made her wish she’d grabbed a
co"ee or some breakfast on the way in.

Meg beamed. “It’s about time. I can’t wait to see your
results.”

She’d be the only one.

Continue reading Matched with Her Runaway Groom.
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