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      Grumpy/sunshine times three!

      Joey is no stranger to romance. After all, his family wrote the book when it came to falling in love and finding their forever partners. There’s no doubt in his mind that his soul mate is out there as well. What he doesn’t expect is to be struck down with a serious case of instalove the second Lucy Storm steps off the front porch of her family’s farmhouse.

      Escaping a difficult relationship, Miles is proud of the life he’s forged for himself. He’s got it all. A hit cable show, amazing friends, and Joey, the greatest cohost a guy could ask for. When Joey throws a curveball into their well-ordered existence, falling for Lucy, the most obnoxiously cheerful person he’s ever met, Miles knows he should be supportive. What he shouldn’t do is kiss the chatty woman to shut her up.

      Lucy’s dreams are bigger than her family’s farm, but leaving home isn’t an easy proposition. When Joey invites her to hit the road, touring the country with him as he films his show, she jumps at the chance. However, travel isn’t what entices her most. Because for her, the greatest temptation is the charming Joey…and his infuriatingly grumpy, sexy best friend, Miles.
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      “What a place!” Joey Moretti did a complete three-sixty, spinning around to take in the gorgeous views surrounding him. The large wooden sign with the colorful words Stormy Weather Farm—the t’s in stormy and weather shaped like lightning strikes—told them they had arrived at their destination.

      He and his cohost Miles Williams had just made the three-and-a-half-hour drive from Philadelphia to Gracemont in Northern Virginia, as they prepared to start filming a new episode of their show. He could hardly believe that he and Miles were already hard at work on their third season of ManPower.

      When he’d first landed the gig hosting a cable show, Joey had no idea ManPower would become so popular. These days, it was rare that he could go out in public without being recognized by people. Just yesterday, his sister Layla had texted him a picture of herself standing in the grocery store checkout line, posing with a copy of a home improvement magazine featuring him and Miles on the cover.

      Along with the selfie, she’d included a one-word text.

      
        
          
            
              
        Squeeeeeeee!!!!

      

      

      

      

      

      Joey felt like he’d stepped back into the past as he took in the giant white farmhouse with large navy-blue shutters, surrounded by countless well-kept outbuildings, including an honest-to-God red barn. The place was storybook perfect, with rolling hills, a vibrant view of leaves currently in the height of changing colors, and at least fifteen different-size pumpkins adorning the house’s wraparound porch, intermingled with bright yellow mums.

      In addition to this farmhouse, there were two other homes situated on Stormy Weather Farm’s two-hundred-plus acres, as well as several businesses—Rain or Shine Brewery, Lightning in a Bottle Winery, and some rental cabins.

      “Shit, man. That was some climb. I wasn’t sure the car was going to make it,” Miles muttered. “We’re not in Philly anymore, Toto.”

      Joey chuckled, though he agreed the climb had been white-knuckle steep. The rest of the ManPower crew would be arriving tomorrow, but he and Miles had made plans to arrive a day early to meet Levi Storm and his brewmaster, Lou, this afternoon for a tour of Stormy Weather Farm.

      Joey had done quite a bit of research on the farm in preparation for the show. The Storm family had settled here four generations ago, and they’d created an amazing legacy in the decades since.

      After the tour, Levi, the oldest of the latest generation of Storms, had promised them a home-cooked dinner and a chance to meet the rest of his siblings and cousins. Joey and Levi had spoken on the phone a few times in preparation for the filming, and the man had mentioned the fact he had six brothers. Joey, who was one of five siblings, felt a kinship with Levi instantly. It was apparent the man was as close to his family as Joey was to his own, and the branches on the Storm family tree were as weighted down by countless relatives as the Moretti’s.

      Levi reminded Joey a lot of his older brother, Tony—confident and take-charge. The kind of guy who never met a stranger. For most of Tony’s adult life, the family had called him the mayor because the dude seriously seemed to know every single person in Philadelphia. He suspected the same was likely true of Levi, though to be fair, the population of Gracemont probably didn’t reach four digits, while Philadelphia boasted of close to two million inhabitants.

      “Never gave much thought to the farming lifestyle but, damn, Miles, imagine waking up here every morning of your life.” Joey stared into the distance, amazed by just how many colors Mother Nature had in her palette. The mountain was awash in golden and neon yellows, vibrant reds and bright purples, deep oranges, and at least three different shades of green.

      “No thanks,” Miles growled.

      Joey rolled his eyes, amused by the response though not surprised. Miles was taking in the same view he was, but his best friend was clearly much less impressed, especially when he pulled out his phone to check his text messages.

      “Reception sucks up here,” he muttered. A city boy from the word go, Miles viewed the mountains and woods and, well, nature in general as space simply waiting to be “civilized” with houses, stores, restaurants, and a fucking Starbucks on every corner.

      Miles had grown up in the Ridgewood section of Queens, his playgrounds made of concrete. Joey had spent his childhood in two large cities as well—Philadelphia and, for a time, Baltimore. However, his family had always resided in the suburbs, so he had a working knowledge of how to mow grass, unlike Miles.

      When he was little, Joey helped Nonna and Aunt Berta plant seeds in the raised-bed gardens in their backyards every summer. He’d loved watching the tomatoes grow big and turn red, enjoyed searching the sprawling vines for the green beans that Nonna would cook for dinner, and picking the strawberries that never seemed to make it from the yard to the house because he ate them all before he got inside.

      Levi had mentioned during one of their calls that on a clear day, they could see all the way to Washington, D.C., the view from here completely unencumbered by other houses or trees. Joey found himself searching the horizon to see if that was true. They were so high, he could almost believe that if he was only an inch or two taller, he’d bump his head on the sky.

      Miles scowled at the cell screen, clearly upset, before stuffing his phone back in his pocket.

      “Bad text?” Joey asked.

      Miles had been uncharacteristically quiet on the drive. He shook his head, then took another cursory glance at the landscape Joey couldn’t take his eyes off of. They hadn’t made it more than a few feet from the truck because the view had literally stopped him in his tracks. “Should we go knock on the door?”

      Before Joey could respond, they heard a female voice calling to them from the porch of the house.

      “You’re here!”

      Joey spun around, blinking several times and even shaking his head. His shocked gasp was audible, drawing Miles’s attention.

      “You okay, man?”

      “It’s her,” Joey whispered.

      “Her who?”

      Joey watched as the petite strawberry-blonde woman descended the stairs, walking in their direction, intent on greeting them. She wore faded overalls over a hot-pink long-sleeved tee and her long hair was pulled back in a high ponytail, though a chunk of it had fallen out on one side. She tucked it behind her ear each time the breeze blew it loose again. She wore the girliest Doc Martens he’d ever seen, the boots covered in pink and purple flowers.

      She was smiling as she approached—and Joey knew without a doubt, he’d never seen a more beautiful woman in his life.

      “Joey?” Miles prodded. “Who is she?”

      Joey grinned, unable to look away from her. “The woman I’m going to marry,” he replied, only half joking.

      Miles turned to look at him, snorting…until he saw Joey’s face. Then he looked confused. “You know her?”

      “Never met her.”

      “Jesus,” Miles muttered, but before he could give him shit for saying crazy stuff, the woman reached them.

      “I can’t believe you’re both really here,” she gushed. “When Levi told us ManPower wanted to film a show about Rain or Shine Brewery, we thought he was pulling our leg. Although to be honest, Levi isn’t usually the joking type. That honor falls to my youngest cousin, Jace, who’s always pulling pranks and cracking us up with his farfetched stories. We’re all—the whole family, I mean—big fans of the show. I especially liked the episode where you went lobster fishing in Maine and that big storm rolled up. Oh my God! I suffered some serious secondhand anxiety watching that.”

      Joey wasn’t sure what part of this one-sided conversation he enjoyed more, listening to the woman talk or watching Miles’s expressions, which ranged anywhere from awe to horror.

      “That was a good show,” Joey interjected, amused by how fast the woman was talking. “And terrifying.” He crooked his thumb at Miles. “This guy was in danger of puking his guts out the whole time.”

      Miles grunted because the truth was, they were both green around the gills by the end of filming, and the first thing Joey had done when he got off the boat was beg for ginger ale and saltines to settle his stomach.

      “I can imagine. I’ve seen all the ManPower episodes a few times and I still can’t watch that one without freaking out. And I know how it ends!” she added, eyes wide with humor. “Oh crap, I’m rambling, aren’t I? My grandma always said I was blessed with the gift of gab, but there were times when I’m pretty sure she substituted the word ‘cursed’ with ‘blessed’ to soften the blow. She was kind of wonderful like that.” The beautiful woman laughed, and Joey couldn’t help but join in.

      Miles, who hadn’t said anything—probably because he couldn’t find a break in the conversation—was studying her with furrowed brows. His best friend was a happy-go-lucky guy overall, but during times when he was stressed out or upset, his resting bitch face was fierce. It was in full force right now.

      “Well,” Joey said. “Obviously, I’m Joey Moretti, and this is Miles Williams.”

      The woman threw up her arms. “Dear God, I’m an idiot. Just pounced right on you, didn’t I? Completely forgot to introduce myself. I’m Lucy Storm, one of the brewmasters.”

      “Lucy,” Joey repeated, surprised. “Wait. You’re Lou?”

      When Levi informed him that Rain or Shine Brewery had two brewmasters, Sam and Lou, Joey had assumed they were both men.

      “You thought I was a guy, didn’t you?” she asked. “Lu is short for Lucy, which is the nickname my family insists on using. Fortunately it’s not contagious, because everyone else in Gracemont calls me Lucy.”

      Joey laughed. “I tried for years to get people to call me Joe, but my family refused to conform, and their insistence on adding that damn y was contagious. Eventually, I just gave up and embraced it, though every now and then, Miles treats me to the shortened version because he’s kind of wonderful like that,” he said, repeating her joke.

      “How about you?” Lucy looked at Miles. “Any dreaded nicknames?”

      Miles shrugged. “My name is straightforward, without much room for creativity.”

      “That’s true, I suppose,” she said, her smile wavering at Miles’s uncharacteristically gruff tone.

      “You have a beautiful home,” Joey said.

      Lucy looked over her shoulder. “This farmhouse belongs to my cousins, seven guys in one place. My sister, Remi, calls it the frat house.”

      Joey hadn’t lived with his brothers since they were all old enough to move out of their dad’s house. He’d roomed with his oldest brother Tony for a time, but that hadn’t worked for long as Tony was a neat freak and Joey was cleaning challenged. Or, as his family put it, “a fucking slob.”

      “I know Levi said he would give you a tour, but he had some trouble with a tractor this morning, so he’s elbow-deep in machine parts, trying to figure out what’s wrong with it. I volunteered to take charge.” She pointed to a beat-up truck that looked older than Joey with the words Farm Use spray-painted on the door. “The property is quite large and spread out. How are you guys for steps?” she asked.

      “Steps?” Miles repeated, confused.

      She grinned as she pointed to her Apple Watch. “You know, the step counter?”

      Miles frowned, his tone downright sarcastic. “We’ve been in the car all morning.”

      Joey shot his friend a look, wondering where this asshole attitude was coming from. “Miles and I are gym rats most of the time, so steps aren’t something we usually look at.”

      “Oh. I got this Apple Watch last year for Christmas, and I’ve become obsessed with hitting a certain number of steps every day. I’m too competitive for my own good, even if I’m only competing with myself. I set these ridiculous goals. Drives Sam crazy when we’re at work because we’ll be sitting down discussing something, my watch will beep, and then, well, I have to get up and start moving,” she said, as if that should be obvious. “So…a gym, huh? You mean like weights, or are you treadmill guys?”

      “Mainly weights,” Joey said, but before he could elaborate, Lucy continued speaking.

      “I have to admit, I’ve never stepped foot in a gym—except the one in my high school. Wouldn’t have a clue how to use all those weight machines. Life on a farm is its own workout.”

      Joey loved Lucy’s voice. It was a weird thing to be thinking, but there was something about it that made him want to smile…like nonstop. There was a cheerful lilt to it, and she had the tiniest bit of a southern accent that he found adorable. “I bet it is.”

      “Anyway…” Lucy started walking toward the ancient pickup. “I think we’d better take the truck. Otherwise, we’ll end up walking a hundred miles, trying to take everything in. Why don’t you follow me in your vehicle to the first stop, which is the cabin where you’ll be staying. We can drop off your suitcases and leave your car there.”

      “Sounds like a plan.” Joey looked at Miles, tossing the keys to his car to him. “You can drive, Miles, while I ride with our beautiful tour guide.”

      Miles rolled his eyes but didn’t argue.

      Joey crossed around the back of the truck, claiming the passenger seat, grinning when he realized the thing had a long bucket in the front and no backseat at all. He mentally dibsed the middle spot for himself once Miles rejoined them. He liked the idea of spending a few hours sitting pressed close to Lucy.

      God, she smelled good, he thought as soon as the two of them were closed in the cab of the truck. Like lilacs and apples, a perfect blend of the best of spring and fall.

      “The cabins aren’t far.” Lucy glanced in the rearview mirror, checking that Miles was behind them before shifting into drive and starting down the dirt lane. “If you guys are tired, we can delay the tour. Maybe Miles wants some time to unwind?”

      Obviously, Lucy had picked up on Miles’s bad mood. Joey wasn’t sure what the hell had gotten into his friend. While he’d been quiet on the drive from Philadelphia to Virginia, he hadn’t been the downright grumpy ass he was acting like right now. Miles was no fan of the mountains, but they’d spent a lot of time in places more remote than this during the filming of the show and he’d been just fine.

      No. Miles’s mood had darkened when he’d looked at his cellphone. And it had only gotten worse since Lucy appeared. Which didn’t make a damn bit of sense, because she was charming and sweet.

      “We’re good to go on the tour,” Joey replied.

      “Cool.” Lucy gave him a sideways glance. “I guess I should warn you. I tend to talk a lot when I’m excited or nervous, and at the moment, I’m both. I’m going to try to settle down.”

      Joey chuckled, loving how open, honest, and even self-deprecating Lucy was. There was no pretense with her, no putting on airs.

      Lately, Joey had been dating the same type of women—all around his age, professionals in their chosen careers, sophisticated and worldly. He’d been on a dozen dates in the past few months and not one of them had ended in the bedroom, because Joey hadn’t felt any spark or connection to the women. Now it was starting to occur to him that perhaps he’d been seeking out the wrong women to date…which might also account for his failed attempts at finding “the one.”

      Miles would roll his eyes hard if he heard Joey rambling on about “the one” again, but ever since his only other single sibling, Luca, had found his life partners—Conor and Harper—Joey had become even more determined than ever to find the person he wanted to spend the rest of his life with.

      Not that he was so determined that he’d settle for just anyone, of course. Joey had witnessed too many examples of true love in his family to ever settle for less.

      Aaaaand that was another concept Miles would give him shit for. Because Miles did not believe in true love or soul mates or love at first sight or any of those things Joey knew for a fact existed.

      Glancing at Lucy, Joey felt a slight stir in his heart and his pants. Both had lain dormant for too long, but now they were suddenly waking up.

      “Do me a favor, Lucy. Don’t stop talking. I like the sound of your voice.”

      She blushed as she grinned widely. “Okay, but you might regret that request later.”

      “I’m pretty sure I won’t. Have to admit, I’m looking forward to seeing the farm, seeing where you work. What made you decide to become a brewmaster?”

      Lucy lifted one shoulder casually. “I guess a combination of things. I’ve always loved science, and the chemistry behind brewing beer is fascinating. Plus, there are countless chores and jobs that need to be done in order to run the farm and businesses efficiently. Most of the primary tasks fall to the family, though we certainly have a lot of employees who aren’t related to us. I’ve always been most interested in the brewery side, while my sisters tend to work in the winery most of the time.”

      “Sisters?”

      “I have three, all younger.”

      “No brothers?”

      Lucy shook her head. “Nope, but that’s probably a good thing, because with seven male cousins, I’m not sure I could have survived with one more overprotective man in my life.”

      Joey winced playfully. “Damn. I might resemble that remark. My brothers and I have one little sister, Layla.”

      Lucy laughed. “I’m going to need her phone number. At least I have my sisters to commiserate with when the guys pull their cavemen routine with our prospective dates, while it sounds like poor Layla is adrift and on her own.”

      Joey snorted. “Not really. She did alright for herself. Settled into a pretty amazing happily ever after.”

      “What?” Lucy asked, aghast. “You let a man into the inner sanctum?”

      “Two men,” Joey replied with a wink.

      She pulled up in front of a cute cabin, also adorned with pumpkins and mums, celebrating the fact that fall had arrived and Halloween was just four days away. Joey wondered if the decorations had been Lucy’s doing.

      Before they could continue the conversation, Miles was standing next to the passenger door, duffel bag slung over his shoulder.

      Joey got out, retrieving his own bag from the car as Lucy climbed the three steps to the cabin’s porch and unlocked the door.

      “My aunt Claire runs a B&B on the property with my sister, Mila. They also take care of the cabins. You have Mila to thank for the pumpkins and flowers, as well as the stocked refrigerator. She’s got an eye for design, and she loves to make everything pretty. One whole shed behind the farmhouse I share with my sisters is filled with every possible decoration for every conceivable holiday on the calendar.” Lucy led them inside as she spoke. “Levi told her she was probably taking it too far when she started decking the B&B in lightsabers, Death Star cutouts, and mini Yodas for Star Wars Day.”

      Joey folded his hands in front of himself, trying to look like a somber Jedi. “May the Fourth be with you.”

      “And also with you,” Lucy replied, giggling as she crossed herself.

      “How many cabins are on the property?” Joey was impressed by the homey feel of the cabin they were going to call home for the next five days.

      “There are ten, scattered around various places on the farm. The first three are tucked in the woods and were originally used as hunting cabins…many, many moons ago. When my grandfather took over the running of the farm, he started growing grapes with the intention of opening the winery. Once that happened, he stopped allowing people to hunt on the property. Aunt Claire was the one who suggested we refurbish those older cabins and build new ones to rent to guests, so Uncle Rex scoped out seven spots with amazing views. There aren’t many weeks that pass where at least half the cabins aren’t rented, and we sell out almost every week in the summer and fall, when the leaves are changing color.”

      “I was admiring your colorful mountain when we arrived, wasn’t I, Miles?” Joey attempted to draw his friend into the conversation because, since entering the cabin, he’d been wandering around, looking completely distracted.

      “Yep.” Miles jerked his thumb toward one of the bedroom doors. “I’m going to take that one, okay?”

      Joey nodded, annoyed when Miles walked away from them.

      “Um. Okay.” Lucy stumbled for a moment, clearly struggling to make this Miles fit with the man who appeared on her TV screen in every episode. That Miles was all smiles and easygoing, everybody’s pal, while today, his first impression screamed impatient asshole.

      “Sounds like we were lucky to score a cabin then.” Joey tried to distract her from his best friend’s rudeness.

      “Your producer set up the filming way back in early spring, so we made sure to save the best cabin for you. The other bedroom is over here.” Lucy pointed to the door behind her.

      “Let me toss my bag in there really quick, then we can start the tour.”

      Lucy nodded, but her smile wasn’t as bright as it had been a few minutes ago.

      Joey gave his bedroom a cursory glance, placing his bag on the bed without unpacking before returning to Lucy. Miles had already emerged from his room, but neither he nor Lucy were talking to each other.

      “Ready?” Lucy asked brightly, though her tone felt more forced than before.

      “Can’t wait.” Joey reached out, clasping his hand with hers, tugging her along, hoping his enthusiasm would re-spark her own.

      She laughed when he gallantly opened the driver’s side door for her, bowing as he did so. After she climbed in, he jogged around the hood, bumping Miles out of the way. “I’ll take the middle seat,” he said, acting as if he was making some sacrifice.

      Miles nodded, looking annoyed.

      Joey shot his buddy a glare, one that was greeted with a regretful sigh. At least Miles was aware of the fact he was acting like an ass.

      “Sorry,” he muttered.

      Appeased, Joey slid into the truck, shifting until he was right next to Lucy. Then he rested his arm along the back of the seat, smiling at her as she shook her head at his obvious flirting.

      She didn’t call him out for it though, which Joey took as a win. Especially when he realized her cheeks were turning pink again. God, he couldn’t remember the last time he’d dated a woman who blushed. It was endearing and cute as hell.

      “Okay. First stop is the winery. We’ll drive by the grapevines as we go. Let me know if y’all have any questions about them,” she offered.

      “We’re just focusing on the brewery for filming,” Miles pointed out, his tone less harsh. Not that it mattered, considering his scowl was still firmly in place.

      “Oh. I, um, just meant questions in general. Or we can skip that part if⁠—”

      “No, no,” Joey quickly interjected. “We want to see it all.” He narrowed his eyes at Miles. “Don’t we?”

      “Yeah. We do.” Miles nodded and even attempted a smile. A weak one. Then his cell buzzed. He pulled it out and his frown returned. Joey tried to sneak a glance at the screen, but Miles tilted it away from him. He raised one eyebrow, curious about who was texting him.

      Miles grimaced, then put his phone away.

      Lucy pointed out various things along the way, her knowledge and love of the farm showing as she spoke. Joey was impressed by her intelligence, and by the time they reached the winery, even Miles had started to thaw a little, asking how they harvested the grapes.

      “And here’s Lightning in a Bottle Winery. My cousins Maverick and Grayson are our winemakers. Maverick is certified in viticulture and winery tech and has over ten years of official experience, although he worked with our granddaddy from the time he was old enough to walk, learning everything he could from him about our vineyards. I thought I’d show you where we process it, the cellars, then take you to the tasting room to sample some.”

      “Sounds great,” Joey said as they pulled up next to a beautiful building with a massive front porch containing an assortment of tables and Adirondacks, with yet another stellar view from the mountain.

      They spent an hour walking through the winery with Lucy and Maverick, who took charge of that part of the tour since it was his domain. Then they enjoyed tasting four of the wines, served with a charcuterie board filled with an assortment of meats, cheeses, nuts, and crackers.

      From there, they drove by several of the other rental cabins, then took a quick walk-through of the B&B—the second farmhouse—where they met Lucy’s sister, Mila, her aunt Claire, and her uncle Rex. According to Lucy, Claire had decided to turn her family’s home into an inn after the youngest of her sons, Jace, moved out. Apparently, after raising seven rambunctious boys, Claire found her empty nest too quiet for her liking.

      Finally, they arrived at the brewhouse. Joey thought Lucy had been cheerful and happy all day, but once they entered her realm, she lit up brighter than the sun. She introduced them to two more cousins—her fellow brewmaster, Sam, and Theo, who was the brewhouse manager. During the two-hour walk-through of the brewhouse, Joey had been fascinated to learn about the process involved in brewing beer. He’d never considered it a hobby he wanted to try, but after listening to Sam and Lucy, he found himself thinking about buying a kit and giving it a whirl at home.

      Just like at the end of the winery tour, Theo, Sam, and Lucy invited them to the tasting room, and the five of them sampled every beer made at Rain or Shine Brewery.

      It was nearly six o’clock by the time Lucy drove him and Miles back to their cabin so they could change for dinner. She waited for them in the living room. Despite the fact it had been a whirlwind day, Joey was full of energy, something he was attributing to Lucy, who seemed truly tireless. He was feeding off her excitement and enthusiasm.

      “I hope you’re ready for this,” Lucy said, as they pulled up in front of the third farmhouse on the property, the one she shared with her three sisters, Nora, Remi, and Mila—all of whom they’d been introduced to during their tour.

      “Ready?” Miles asked.

      “I tried to tell everyone it would be better for us to meet you in small groups. Unfortunately, a couple of weeks ago, when Mila mentioned hosting the two of you for dinner your first night here, Aunt Claire hopped on the bandwagon, and then let it slip she was making her chili. After that, well…”

      “The whole family invited themselves?” Joey asked, amused. Levi had told him about the dinner on the phone last night, but he’d forgotten to warn Miles.

      She nodded.

      “Sounds like the Morettis,” Joey replied, laughing. “The second we hear Nonna is making eggplant parmesan, we crawl out of the woodwork like ants.”

      Lucy grinned. “Aunt Claire’s chili wins the local chili cookoff every single year, and Mila makes homemade cornbread that is literally to die for.”

      “Sounds amazing.” Joey climbed out of the truck on Lucy’s side, the two of them waiting for Miles to cross around the front of the truck.

      “Do you have a big family too, Miles?” Lucy asked.

      While Miles had shed some of his early moodiness, he’d still been quiet and reserved. Joey planned to corner him tonight before they turned in to find out what the hell was wrong with him.

      “No,” Miles responded. “My parents are divorced, so for most of my life it’s just been me, Mom, and my sister. I have an aunt, but she lives on the West Coast, and we don’t see her or my cousins more than once every few years.”

      “Oh,” she murmured almost sadly.

      Joey and Lucy definitely shared the same love for big families.

      He’d been jerking Miles’s chain earlier when he said she was the one he was going to marry. He’d taken one look at the gorgeous woman and fallen head over heels in lust because every single molecule in his body was attracted to every molecule in hers.

      However, that statement felt less like a joke the longer he’d spent with her today.

      Joey wasn’t the type to debunk the idea of love at first sight because he’d witnessed it firsthand with his cousin, Aldo, and his best friend Kayden. Those two guys had fallen for their sweet nurse, Hazel, the second they saw her standing outside a burning motel, all of her possessions consumed in the fire. Luckily for them, she’d fallen right back.

      Joey had never experienced it himself, but there was no denying he’d taken one look at Lucy and felt as if he’d been struck by lightning. Which was appropriate, considering they were standing in the middle of Stormy Weather Farm.

      “Should we go in?” Joey wrapped his arm around Lucy’s shoulders, turning toward the house. He’d been infringing on her personal space most of the day, which was out of character for him. Joey respected boundaries, especially those of women he’d just met. But there was something about her that had him wanting to hold her hand, or tug on her ponytail playfully, or tuck her under his arm as they walked across the gravel drive and up the porch steps.

      If she’d given him any indication she was uncomfortable with that, he would have backed off instantly, but so far, all she’d done—God help his libido—was lean closer.

      Even better, he got the sense she felt the same attraction because she’d matched him touch for touch, grasping his forearm as she leaned close to be heard over the brewery equipment, lightly smacking his upper arm whenever he said something funny, and shoulder-bumping him in the truck to get his attention when they passed something she wanted him to see.

      As they walked toward the house, Joey offered her some reassurance. “Don’t worry about Miles being overwhelmed, Lucy. He’s spent plenty of time with the Morettis. While the first couple of times were a shock to his system, I think we’ve worn him down enough that he’s prepared to meet your family.”

      “It’s cute that you think I’m not still shocked by your family,” Miles said in a deadpan voice. It was his first joke of the day, and Joey and Lucy both laughed.

      She reached out to Miles, and Joey was delighted when his friend took the hand she’d proffered. Joey was at ease with her after spending so many hours together, and he wanted Miles to be a part of that. The three of them walking side by side like this felt⁠—

      Joey shut the thought down instantly. Because there were places he didn’t let himself go, not even in his own head.

      They stopped just outside the front door, Lucy grinning at them. “Gird your loins, boys, because the Storm family is a force of nature.”
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      The three of them hadn’t even reached the front door before they were nearly deafened by the sound of too many people talking and laughing inside the house.

      Lucy resisted the urge to roll her eyes at the fact the whole family had shown up. Not a single Storm was capable of “playing it cool.” They were far too passionate about the things they loved, and there wasn’t a soul in this family who wasn’t over-the-top proud of the farm and the businesses and the things they had created here.

      Joey, true to his word, didn’t seem the least bit bothered when she opened the door to reveal no less than twenty people milling around between the living room, the dining room, and kitchen. In addition to her family, she spotted a few farmhands and tasting room employees.

      The house smelled like bliss, the spicy scent of Aunt Claire’s chili and Mila’s buttery cornbread filling the air.

      Mercifully, her family didn’t descend on Joey and Miles as a pack. Since Maverick, Sam, Theo, and Mila had already met the guys, they hung back, helping Aunt Claire in the kitchen, while the others came over in small groups to introduce themselves. Uncle Rex came out of the kitchen, handing both men a beer with a wink before moving on.

      Joey and Levi shook hands, greeting each other like old friends. Levi had spoken to Joey on the phone a few times and said he seemed like a pretty nice guy. Personally, Lucy thought Levi had underplayed how cool Joey Moretti was because the man was miles away from just “pretty nice.” He was sexy, smart, inquisitive, funny, sexy, observant, and charming as hell.

      Yes, sexy deserved to be mentioned twice.

      “Sorry I couldn’t join you on the tour,” Levi said. “It was one catastrophe after another all damn day.”

      “Murphy’s Law,” Joey replied good-naturedly. “And don’t worry about it. You left us with a very capable and entertaining tour guide.”

      Joey reached out, claiming her hand, and tugging her close when she’d tried to move back, not wanting to monopolize him and Miles. She’d had them to herself all day, so it felt as if she should share them with the rest of her family. Even if she didn’t want to.

      Mercifully, Joey didn’t look intent on letting her escape. He squeezed her hand, giving her a smile.

      She’d never met such a tactile man. Joey had found ways to touch her all day, whether he was wrapping his arm around her shoulders, nudging her knee beneath the table as they sipped wine, or holding her hand whenever they walked over uneven terrain outside. She was as independent as the day was long, but damn if his overtures—some were gentlemanly, some were flirty—didn’t have her melting because they were so hot.

      “Our family is thrilled about you featuring Rain or Shine Brewery on ManPower. We’re hoping it will draw in more visitors to all the businesses,” Everett said as he joined their group. In addition to the B&B, rental cabins, brewery, and winery, they were in the process of building an event barn for weddings, anniversaries, and other large celebrations.

      Lucy introduced Everett as her “bookworm” cousin, the one who worked his magic inside on the computer as opposed to outside in the dirt.

      Joey smiled. “Miles and I have gotten countless emails from previous guests, thanking us for the exposure. One guest referred to the response from the public as sheer magic. I hope it does the same for you.”

      Everett soaked up that information, and Lucy could almost see the wheels spinning in his mind as he tried to figure out how to capitalize on their appearance on the show. Her cousin was a marketing guru, one of the most creative people she’d ever known, and an amazing graphic artist. He was the total package, and since he’d taken over—okay, created the farm’s marketing and IT department—they’d already seen a huge increase in tourism, as people now viewed them as a not-to-miss destination whenever they visited the state. Of course, it also helped that they were only sixty miles outside of D.C.

      She, Levi, Joey, and Everett continued to chat for a little while before Lucy realized Miles was gone. She glanced around, wondering where he had wandered off to. She wasn’t surprised when she spotted him standing in a quiet corner of the dining room, chatting with Uncle Rex.

      She hadn’t exaggerated when she told Joey she was a huge fan of the show. She’d watched every episode at least three times, and that was before she’d found out ManPower was coming to Rain or Shine Brewery.

      As such, it felt like she’d known Joey and Miles before they arrived. It was probably why she’d launched straight into a conversation without even remembering to introduce herself, like a crazy person. In her mind, they were already friends.

      Five minutes with Joey proved her ease with him hadn’t been misplaced. The real-life Joey was exactly like the guy she saw on TV. He had a boisterous personality, a great sense of humor, a contagious laugh, and she wasn’t sure she’d ever been so comfortable with someone after only eight hours together. She was a social butterfly, so making friends had never been a struggle for her, but she’d never felt such an instant strong connection to someone. Being with Joey was almost effortless, and it was like they’d known each other their entire lives.

      Although Lucy had to admit her thoughts were a lot more than just friendly when she looked at the man. In addition to that connection, she’d also experienced an immediate attraction to him—a crank-up-the-AC, chug-down-some-ice-water, fan-herself kind of attraction. She’d never truly understood the meaning of hot and bothered before today.

      Miles, however, was a different story.

      While he was obviously the straight guy on the show, the calmer, quieter host, he still came across as the kind of man you wanted as a friend. The one who would help you move, stop on the highway to help you change a tire, the fella you called when your kitchen sink was leaking.

      She’d seen shades of that person today, but only the dimmest variety. For the first hour or so, she’d actually been worried he was doing the show under protest for some reason. Or—dammit—what she’d really been afraid of was that he didn’t like her, and she was going to somehow ruin this chance for her whole family.

      He’d become less standoffish as the day wore on, but he was by no means the man she’d been expecting to meet.

      “What did you think of the farm?” Levi asked Joey.

      “I love this place. I can’t imagine waking up every morning to that view. It’s just incredible.” There was no question Joey meant what he said, and it warmed Lucy’s heart because she knew what those words would mean to Levi.

      “Quite a few of our now-locals were people who came to visit the town and never left.”

      Lucy resisted the urge to groan aloud when Scottie Grover joined their group. She hadn’t realized he was here tonight. Scottie was one of the few people present who wasn’t a relative. His family fell into the category he’d just described, his parents moving to Gracemont when Scottie was in sixth grade, the two of them in the same classes. Back then, Scottie had been a shy boy with a nervous stammer, and the other kids made fun of him.

      When Lucy had shared that with her grandmother, Grandma did what she’d always done. Taught Lucy how to be empathetic, explaining how scary it must be for Scottie to be in a new town where he knew no one. After putting herself in Scottie’s shoes, Lucy decided Grandma was right, so the next day at school, she’d introduced herself and offered her friendship.

      For the rest of that year and most of junior high, she and Scottie had been friends. While Lucy was one of the more popular kids in their class, active in choir and a member of 4-H, Scottie had never warmed up to anyone else at school, opting to keep his circle small.

      Small as in just him and her.

      As such, he’d been clingy, insisting they didn’t need to sit with anyone else at lunch or invite other friends to the movies with them. By the time high school rolled around, Lucy found it difficult being his only friend. She liked doing things with the other kids, or her sisters and cousins, which always pissed Scottie off.

      To add insult to injury, he was an only child. A very spoiled only child. So whenever they hung out together, they did whatever Scottie wanted to do because he’d never been taught how to compromise or share or take turns.

      On the last day of ninth grade, the two of them had a major falling out when Lucy chose to kick off her summer holiday by going swimming at a girlfriend’s house instead of playing video games with Scottie. He hadn’t taken her rejection well, and when he’d called her selfish, that straw in the camel’s back broke for good, and she told him that maybe they should take a break from each other for a while.

      Lucy didn’t know if it was their fight that prompted it, but Scottie left Gracemont a week later to spend the summer working on his uncle’s cattle ranch in Montana. When he returned just prior to the start of tenth grade, he’d sprouted six inches, lost the stammer, and gotten tan and buff from doing ranch work.

      Needless to say, every sophomore girl in the school was suddenly very interested in Scottie, which was fine with Lucy. She’d had her fill. Unfortunately, he’d made her last few years of high school difficult because he still harbored a grudge, and he made sure she paid for it by acting like an arrogant, condescending ass every time their paths crossed, putting her down in front of others, treating her like she was stupid…ridiculous crap like that.

      After graduation, Scottie went off to college, while she’d taken a few courses to earn her brewing certification before interning on the farm under Sam. She would have been fine if she’d never seen Scottie again, but he returned to Gracemont to join his family’s business.

      Two years ago, he’d been elected mayor, and now he worked closely with her uncle, who served on the town council.

      “I’m Mayor Grover,” Scottie said, extending his hand. Lucy resisted the urge to roll her eyes at his use of his title rather than his first name.

      Joey shook his hand. “Joey Moretti.”

      Knowing Scottie, he’d discovered celebrities were in town and invited himself to dinner, believing someone as important as him would be expected to make an appearance. He was just as egotistical and self-important as he’d been in high school, but he was no longer holding a grudge against her these days.

      Because apparently, he’d moved on to something worse.

      Much worse.

      Nowadays, Scottie had rewritten their past like they’d been some kind of childhood sweethearts…who were on the verge of rekindling something that had never been.

      For months, she’d been perplexed about why he was suddenly paying attention to her again, until that confusion was cleared up a few weeks ago at a baby shower. That was when his mother had loudly suggested Lucy had the potential to become the future “First Lady” of Gracemont, then started spouting a bunch of bullshit about how close she and Scottie had been growing up, and how she had always noticed a special bond between the two of them.

      Until then, Lucy had seriously thought Scottie was just trying—in his cocky, annoying way—to become friends again. With the new information, she’d started looking at his recent attention in a different light, and not liking what she saw. The idea that he thought she would be interested in dating him sent bile to her throat.

      Hell would freeze over first.

      “How was your first day in Gracemont?” Scottie asked.

      “Lucy’s been a very gracious and entertaining tour guide.” Joey had released her hand when Levi offered him an appetizer, and he hadn’t taken it back…dammit.

      She was tempted to reach for it now, especially when Scottie stepped closer, looking down at her with that smug smile he thought passed for affection but came off like creepy possession.

      “Lucy is the prettiest part of Gracemont,” Scottie said, as if her worth was solely wrapped up in her looks.

      She gritted her teeth, annoyed by his misogynistic comment, as Joey tilted his head, looking from her to Scottie curiously. She prayed he didn’t think she was interested in a giant douchebag like Scottie.

      “We’re thrilled you’ve chosen to feature our small piece of heaven on your show,” Scottie said.

      “Stormy Weather Farm certainly is heaven,” Joey agreed.

      Scottie nodded. “Well, yes. The farm is nice. But I think you’ll find Gracemont offers more than just homemade beer and wine.”

      Lucy shared a look with Levi, who looked ready to commit murder. No one in her family knew exactly how big a prick Scottie had been to her in high school. Lucy hadn’t seen a reason to toss gasoline on that fire, since it was easy enough to dislike Scottie for his personality alone.

      “My family owns a very successful and prosperous horse breeding farm down in the valley,” Scottie said. “Many of our stallions have gone on to win some of the top competitions in racing, and trainers from all over the country come to see our horses. Perhaps you’d like to stop by for a tour while you’re in town, see if you’d be interested in filming your show there.”

      Joey didn’t look impressed. “Miles and I filmed an episode featuring the Wilshire Farm last season. They’ve had several horses compete in Triple Crown races. It was a good show, great ratings, but I think it’s too soon to do something so similar.”

      If Lucy hadn’t already adored Joey, this conversation with Scottie would have sealed the deal. Scottie’s disdain for any horse breeding farm that was more well-renowned and successful than his family’s was obvious. His eyes narrowed briefly, but he recovered quickly.

      Joey leaned over to bump his shoulder against hers fondly. “The brewery is fascinating and the entire farm charming. I have no doubt the episode will be a popular one, especially when Lucy starts talking. She’s a brilliant brewmaster.”

      “Yes. Well,” Scottie said, not bothering to hide his jealousy when he wrapped his arm around her shoulders in a proprietary manner, trying to pull her away from Joey. “We’d still love the chance to show you more of our town. Wouldn’t we, Lucy?”

      Lucy twisted quickly, forcing Scottie’s arm to drop awkwardly. “Excuse me while I go see if Aunt Claire needs any help setting the table.”

      “Be sure to save me a seat next to you, sweetheart,” Scottie called out after her.

      Lucy didn’t even acknowledge his request, though it took every ounce of strength in her body not to toss him the middle finger. Instead, she stomped away, furious.

      “I’m going to fucking kill him,” she muttered under her breath.

      “Need an alibi?” Miles asked in a low voice behind her.

      She spun around, surprised by his sudden appearance, as well as the fact he wasn’t scowling at her. In fact, it almost looked like he wanted to smile. “Yeah. Actually, I do. And maybe some help burying the body. You look like a strong guy.”

      Miles chuckled. “Done and done.”

      “Thanks.”

      “Unless it’s Joey, of course. Then I’m afraid that bro code thing is going to have to take precedence.”

      “It’s not Joey,” she reassured him. “Just the mayor.”

      Miles’s eyes widened as he glanced over his shoulder. His gaze focused directly on Scottie. “I’m assuming that’s the guy who whipped out his Halloween costume early. Going as rich frat boy this year? I like the boat shoes,” he added sarcastically.

      Lucy took in Scottie’s pale blue button-down shirt, tucked into his khaki chinos, complete with Sperrys, and laughed out loud. “That’s him.”

      “I think we can take him,” Miles said with a wink.

      Before Lucy could continue the conversation, Aunt Claire called everyone to the large table. Each of the three farmhouses on the property had a similar long dining table, as family meals like this happened at least once a week.

      Lucy grinned when she walked into the dining room to see Joey had gotten there early. He waved her and Miles over, the two men offering her the seat between them. Levi, who’d clearly heard Scottie’s request, took one for the team, inviting Scottie to join him and Uncle Rex at the other end of the table. He caught her eye and gave her a quick wink. Her oldest cousin was getting an extra Christmas gift from her this year for that sacrifice.

      Once the bowls of chili were placed in front of them and the baskets of cornbread passed around, everyone started digging in with gusto.

      “This chili is incredible, Mrs. Storm,” Joey said to Aunt Claire.

      “Mrs. Storm was my mother-in-law. Call me Claire, please. And thank you so much. It’s an old family recipe.”

      Mila snorted. “It’s a family recipe that she has yet to share with anyone in the family.”

      Aunt Claire’s grin was completely unrepentant. “It’ll be passed on to you…eventually.”

      “In her will,” Levi joked. “She can’t take a chance on you beating her in the local chili cookoff, Mila.”

      Aunt Claire laughed as she tapped her oldest son on the arm affectionately. “What can I say? All those medals look so lovely hanging from the mirror on my dressing table.”

      “What did you think of the brewery?” Uncle Rex asked Joey and Miles. “Think it will make for a good show?”

      “Absolutely.” Joey wiped butter off his fingers. Given the litany of moans that slipped from his mouth every time he took a bite of cornbread or chili, there was no denying his compliment about the food was sincere. “Lucy and Sam are both engaging and easy to talk to, which is exactly what’s worked so well in our more successful episodes. We’ve done a few shows where trying to get our guest to talk was like pulling teeth.”

      Miles grimaced. “We had this one guy who literally wouldn’t talk at all. We would ask him questions, and he’d reply with one or two words, spoken straight into the camera, never to us. It was painful. For a day or two, we thought we were going to have to scrap the whole segment because nothing was salvageable.”

      “But you didn’t have to?” Lucy’s anxiety over screwing up during filming crept in because Everett was right. This show was a good opportunity for the farm.

      Miles shook his head. “We were saved on the third day, when the man’s adult son stopped by to see how things were going. When he realized how badly his father was doing, he stepped in to do all the talking while his dad did the work.”

      “The son must’ve taken after his mother because he was quite a character, cracking jokes, charming. Turned out to be a great show, and we’re still in touch with him. The son, I mean. He came to Philadelphia a few months ago for a work trip, and the three of us went out for happy hour,” Joey added.

      Lucy was touched to learn that Joey and Miles stayed in contact with former guests, hoping perhaps the same might hold true for her. She mentally added Philadelphia to the list of “must see” cities on her extensive travel wish list. Not that she held out much hope for checking any of those places off anytime soon. She had responsibilities on the farm and to her family, so jetting off to see the world would just have to wait until…

      Someday.

      “I don’t think talking is going to be a problem with Lu,” Levi said. “Your struggle is going to be getting her to stop talking.”

      She shook her head as everyone laughed, secretly hoping that was true. While she hadn’t admitted it to anyone, she’d lost a fair amount of sleep the past few weeks in the lead-up to Joey and Miles’s arrival. “I don’t know about that. The truth is, I’m really nervous. I might have to let Sam do the heavy lifting when it comes to explaining our process.”

      “Don’t be silly. You’re a natural, Lucy,” Joey insisted. “The key is to forget the cameras are there. Just talk to us like you did all day and you’ll be fine. And if you find yourself getting anxious, just let us know. Miles and I will talk you off the ledge. Promise.”

      “Besides, it’s not like you’re new to the camera,” Mila pointed out. “You film Kiss and Tell all the time.”

      “Kiss and Tell?” Miles asked.

      “That’s different,” Lucy retorted. “I’m always behind the camera.” Then she quickly explained to Joey and Miles. “I have a little YouTube show I do called Kiss and Tell.”

      “Little,” Sam scoffed. “The thing has over ten thousand subscribers, and some of her shows have had over a hundred thousand views.”

      Joey’s eyes widened. “Seriously?”

      Lucy nodded, always touched by the way her family bragged about her success, their pride in her so evident it brought tears to her eyes. “It was a hobby that sort of took off.”

      “And then some,” Levi added. “Lu’s reaching the point financially where she could make a living from it.”

      “You could have knocked me over with a feather when that first check appeared,” she admitted.

      “Kiss and Tell is a fine thing for now, but I’m not sure Lucy can keep up with her job on the farm and her hobby for the long-term,” Scottie added, as if she gave two shits about his opinion.

      “She’s been doing fine so far,” her youngest sister, Remi, replied, obviously as pissed about his comment as Lucy. “I keep telling her that she should go on the road with it. See the world like she’s always talking about.”

      “Remi,” Lucy started.

      “Don’t Remi me, Lu,” her sister retorted. “While I was plastering my bedroom walls with pictures of Zac Efron, Drake, and Ryan Reynolds in high school, your walls were covered with torn-out pictures from those travel calendars Granddaddy gave you every year for Christmas.”

      Theo chuckled. “She still does that. Only instead of her bedroom walls, they’re the screensavers on every computer in the brewhouse.”

      “Lucy has too many responsibilities here, Remi. She’d never leave Gracemont,” Scottie said with a confidence that made the hair on the back of her neck stand up, even if it was true.

      “Never say never,” she replied to the idiot through gritted teeth.

      Scottie, the condescending prick, just gave her a smile that said he knew he was right. The part that really pissed her off? He was. She wouldn’t leave Stormy Weather Farm.

      “I’m going to look up Kiss and Tell tonight and watch it,” Joey said to Lucy. “If it feels like something we could work in, maybe you can mention it when we’re filming the show.”

      Her eyes widened. “Oh my God. Really? That would be huge.”

      “We’ll have to run it by our producer, and there’s a good chance it won’t make the final edits,” Miles warned.

      “I understand completely,” she said quickly. “But if there’s a chance to promote it, it would be great for my show.”

      “I’m not sure promoting it is such a good idea, Lucy,” Scottie chimed in again. “While you have time for your hobby now, that might not be the case in a year or so when your life becomes more settled.”

      Her temper had hit the boiling point. “Excuse⁠—”

      Scottie’s phone rang before she could finish calling him to task for presuming to speak for her. He excused himself from the table, claiming it was an important call. Lucy would bet twenty dollars it was his mother, calling to check in on her “sweet baby boo,” a nickname that had been horrible in middle school and was even more disturbing now that he was a grown man. Not that Scottie minded. When Mommy called, he answered.

      Lucy drew in a deep breath and mentally started counting to ten in her head, trying to calm down. His comments about her work being a hobby and his veiled insinuation that she intended to become “more settled” rankled.

      When counting the first ten didn’t work, she kept on trucking to twenty.

      “You okay?” Joey murmured quietly.

      She nodded.

      Miles leaned closer. “Say the word and I’ll grab the shovel.”

      She laughed, while Joey looked confused.

      Fortunately, Scottie’s call required him to leave to deal with an “urgent matter.” After that, the dinnertime conversation was much easier, as Levi and Joey started playfully one-upping each other on sibling stories, each tale funnier than the last. Lucy laughed so much her stomach hurt.

      And that wasn’t the only part of her hurting. Joey’s arm rested on the back of her chair, his fingers toying with her ponytail and occasionally brushing the back of her neck.

      Why, oh why, did that feel so good?

      She liked how big he was. She was used to being around physically large, strong men—aka, her cousins—so his size didn’t intimidate her. Joey was built the same as Levi, so she felt comfortable with him, even though she was at least half a foot shorter.

      She told herself she should keep her distance from him and not succumb to his charms. For all she knew, Joey Moretti was some big player, jumping from bed to bed and leaving a trail of broken hearts as he traveled across the country.

      Given her concerns about doing a good job promoting the farm, she would be wise to be more professional and less flirty, more serious and less giggly. But it wasn’t working. Because every time Joey shifted nearer, she couldn’t resist leaning toward him, wanting to be as close to him as possible.

      It wasn’t until she realized Miles had noticed her actions—and was scowling again—that she finally forced herself to…well…behave.

      Finally, everyone began excusing themselves, some to do farm chores, others to clean up the kitchen. Lucy led Joey and Miles to the front porch, both with a piece of homemade apple pie in their hands. She’d opted to skip dessert herself, after eating way too much chili.

      The guys claimed rocking chairs while Lucy plopped down on the porch swing, all of them slowly swaying, enjoying the unseasonably warm evening.

      “Tell us more about Kiss and Tell,” Joey urged after he finished his dessert, licking the last crumbs off his fork.

      “To be honest, I never intended to create a show at all.” Lucy considered how much to tell them. “It’s kind of a long story.”

      Joey placed his empty plate on the small table between his and Miles’s chair, then leaned back. “We’ll call it a bedtime story.”

      She grinned, then looked at Miles. She’d seen glimpses of the man who graced her TV at dinner, but for the last hour, he’d gone quiet after seeing her flirt with Joey. Once again, she felt like she was screwing up this opportunity.

      Miles caught her looking him. “I don’t mind a long story.”

      “My parents were killed in a car accident when I was ten,” she started.

      “Jesus, Lucy,” Joey said, sitting upright. He’d claimed the chair closest to her, so he was able to reach over and touch her knee. “I’m sorry.”

      She appreciated his kindness. “It was a long time ago. After they died, Grandma Sheila and Granddaddy Lloyd took us in. We moved from our farmhouse—the one my cousins live in now—to this one with them. They raised us. Aunt Claire and Uncle Rex helped as much as they could, but it was hard for them to do a lot with seven boys under the age of sixteen in the house. They had their own kids to raise.”

      “You have a great family, Lucy,” Miles said. “They really do remind me of the Morettis.”

      After listening to Joey’s stories, she wished she could meet his family because they sounded terrific. “Grandma and Granddaddy obviously hadn’t expected to raise four little girls when they were in their late sixties, but they never missed a beat, smothering us in love. We had a lot of happy years. Until…”

      Lucy swallowed. This was always the hard part of the story.

      “Until?” Joey prompted.

      “Grandma was diagnosed with dementia when she was seventy-five. We’d noticed little things, like her forgetting names, losing things, struggling to make a recipe she’d been cooking for years. After about a year, Granddaddy put his foot down and took her to the doctor. She was in the early stage of Alzheimer’s at that point, but we were warned it would eventually get worse.”

      “That’s not an easy disease…for the one suffering from it or the caregivers,” Joey mused.

      “You can say that again. Anyway, Granddaddy was a sucker for romcom movies, watching them with me and my sisters all the time. Or at least whenever it wasn’t Remi’s turn to pick that night’s film. She always chose horror flicks,” she said with a shudder. “If I never see one of those godawful Saw movies again, it’ll be too soon.”

      Joey and Miles chuckled.

      Lucy continued to sway on the swing. “One night, shortly after we learned of Grandma’s diagnosis, we watched 50 First Dates. I’d gotten a video camera for Christmas that year, and Granddaddy asked if I would make a video of him and Grandma talking about how they met and fell in love.”

      “What a cool idea,” Joey said.

      “And because I loved romcoms as much as Granddaddy, I suggested we set it up When Harry met Sally style.”

      She could tell from Joey’s smile and Miles’s furrowed brow which guy got it and which one didn’t, so she looked at Miles as she explained. “In that movie, there are all these snippets from couples sitting in their homes, on their couches, telling their love stories.”

      “Ah,” Miles said.

      “So we did the same. Grandma and Granddaddy sat on the couch during one of Grandma’s good days and they reminisced, told their story. I was taking a graphics class at the time, and my teacher let me stay after school to edit the footage every day for a month. The first time I played it for Granddaddy, he cried, said it was perfect and just what he wanted.

      “Grandma’s dementia advanced quickly. For three years, he watched that video with her practically every single day. It always calmed her down whenever she was agitated. When she was having a good day, it made her smile and sometimes even laugh.”

      “She lived at home?” Miles asked.

      Lucy nodded. “We all took turns taking care of her.” She tried to quickly swipe away the tear trickling down her cheek.

      Joey saw it. He rose, gesturing for her to scoot over, which she did. He joined her on the swing, reaching to take her hand in his. He gave it a gentle squeeze, then held on to it. “You gave them an amazing gift.”

      She sniffled. “Grandma died when I was twenty-one, then Granddaddy a year later of lung cancer. It took him quick. I think he wanted it that way. He missed Grandma too much to live without her.”

      Miles leaned forward. “You took care of him too?”

      “I’m blessed with a big family. We set up a rotating schedule toward the end so Granddaddy was never alone. We even put a cot next to the hospital bed we moved into his room so there was always someone with him at night.”

      “You’re too young to have lost so many people,” Miles mused.

      She smiled sadly. “I still have Aunt Claire and Uncle Rex, my cousins and sisters.”

      “So that video launched Kiss and Tell?” Joey asked.

      Lucy nodded. “We played it at Granddaddy’s funeral. He was well-loved in this area, and the funeral director said it was the largest funeral Gracemont had ever had. I was inundated with requests from people in town to film their stories after that. So, I did. It was easier to share the files on YouTube because they’re quite large. One of the first couples I filmed asked if I would make their video public so they could show their kids, grandkids, and friends who lived out of state. It sort of evolved from there because it turned out, everyone in town wanted to watch everyone else’s.

      “Remi was the one who came up with the idea of calling it Kiss and Tell. So, I created an intro, got permission to share the stories, and before I knew it, my views were growing, along with my subscribers. Nowadays, I get a check from YouTube every month, and I’ve had at least fifty couples travel here from all over the place to sit on my couch and tell their stories.”

      “Damn, Lucy. That sounds amazing!” Joey lifted her hand to kiss it. Only Joey could make a simple gesture feel both sweet and sexy at the same time.

      “And not at all like a hobby,” Miles added with a bit of force.

      She loved the way Miles didn’t bother to hide the fact he didn’t like Scottie or his opinions. “I love being brewmaster, but if I’m being completely honest, my dream job would be to travel the country, filming people from all different walks of life on their own couches, sharing their stories on Kiss and Tell. Social media is overrun with bad news and contentiousness and anger. I’d like the opportunity to spread a little happiness and show the power of love.”

      Joey released her hand, but only so he could wrap his arm around her shoulder, tugging her against him. Lucy couldn’t resist the warmth of his hold, so once again, she leaned into it.

      “I hope you get your wish because that’s exactly what the world needs. And I gotta tell you, it’s a great dream because traveling is the best part of making ManPower. Before working on the show, my explorations had been limited to the East Coast. Now, Miles and I have seen so many places we never would have even known existed before the show.”

      “You’re so lucky.” She reluctantly stood when she felt Miles’s eyes on the two of them, his frown back in place. “And with that, I think I should drive you back to the cabin now because that was a ridiculously long bedtime story. I’m sure you must be sick of the sound of my voice by this point.”

      “Not even close,” Joey reassured her, following as she led them to the truck. He claimed his spot in the middle, Miles following him in.

      She started the engine, the three of them quiet as they drove down the dark lane. Once they arrived, she put the truck in park.

      “I’ll see you in the morning,” she said, turning to look at them.

      Miles nodded. “Good night, Lucy.”

      “Night.”

      Joey leaned toward her, giving her a quick kiss on the cheek. “Thanks for a great day, honey.”

      She smiled, her heart racing at his sweet nickname. Earlier in the day, she’d confided that she was utterly addicted to honey, eating it with everything from apples to pita to cheese. God, she really had talked their ears off.

      Lucy watched as they walked to the cabin, Joey stopping at the doorway to give her a wave.

      Then, she turned the truck around and headed back to her house, praying for the strength to resist this overpowering attraction.

      Joey Moretti, with his winks and endearments and charming smile, was temptation incarnate, which was dangerous enough.

      But Miles Williams, with his smoldering looks, deep voice, and dry wit, was turning out to be just as deadly to her libido.

      This was not good.

      Not good at all.
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