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    To Ian - my first grandson. I wrote this while your Mommy was carrying you!


Welcome to the world. 


~ Grandma
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Prologue
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Olivia Joyner smiled as she hit enter and sent her RSVP response to the on-line wedding site. This affair was going to be such a joyous event and excitement filled her to be included on the guest list.

Of course since she’d been instrumental in the bride-and-groom-to-be meeting and falling in love, it made perfect sense she would be invited to the nuptials. 

Olivia sat back, still smiling, and gave herself a mental pat on the back. She’d done it again – another successful match between two people who might never have met if not for her. As a third generation matchmaker she got such a kick out of the wins – the couples who found their happily ever after. 

But of course, for every tick in the match column, she could always depend on some not taking root. The couple might look perfect on paper, all the planets aligning, all the answers to her in-depth questionnaire in sync. But for some unforeseen reason there’d be no chemistry, no spark, no little zing when hands met, or gazes locked. Looking perfect on paper was one thing, but, try as she would like to, Olivia couldn’t force an attraction on someone if it wasn’t organically there.

Case in point, the client she was currently waiting for while at a cozy table for two in Joy’s House of Java. The coffee shop was a staple in the small town of Heaven, New Hampshire and once upon a high school age Olivia had worked as a barista. 

The original Joy went to her maker a generation ago, the shop now owned and operated by her granddaughter. 

“You want a refill?” Destiny, the said granddaughter, asked as she waddled up to the table, coffee carafe in hand, the other over her just-about-to-pop pregnant belly.

“I’m good, Des, thanks.” Olivia smiled. “I’m waiting for someone.”

Destiny nodded, her hair a cloud of waves courtesy of the fresh blowout she’d treated herself to at the Nirvana Day Spa and Salon, bobbing with the motion. “Jasmine Green. Heard she went out with the new doc in town last night.”

Olivia fought the strong urge to roll her eyes, but kept her smile in place while internally groaning. Gossip was the mother’s milk of small towns and the residents of Heaven were devout lactose lovers. Olivia strove to protect her clients’ privacy despite the wagging tongues surrounding her in the town she’d been born and reared in – no easy feat.

As if she’d been summoned by the utterance of her name, Jasmine Green blew into the coffee shop, glanced around and when she lit on Olivia, came her way.

“Hey, Des,” Jasmine said as she tore off her sunglasses and plopped into the chair opposite Olivia. “Can I get a full brew, extra milk, four sugars, please?”

“I was already saying it in my head when I spotted you,” Destiny replied. “You’ve been drinking the same thing since we were in high school. Be right back.”

Another head bob and she left them.

Garbed in a bright blue scrub suit, a stethoscope wound around her neck and her nursing pins attached to the front of her scrub top, Jasmine had, obviously, just come from a shift at Holy Mother of God Hospital. Her red hair was tucked back into a messy bun, her face makeup-free. Weariness colored her deep hazel eyes and when she leaned forward and placed her elbows on the table, a heavy sigh escaped from between her lips.

“Tough day?” Olivia asked.

“They all seem to be lately.”

Destiny returned, carrying a steaming mug. Silently, she placed it in front of Jasmine.

“So.” Olivia took a sip of her own brew. “Tell me about last night.” 

Jasmine took a breath and then blew on her coffee. “I hate doing this again, but,” she said after taking a gulp, “well.” She shrugged and Olivia got the impression she was embarrassed.

“What? Come on, Jazz, talk to me. I can’t help if I don’t know what happened.” 

She rolled her eyes and said, “Nothing happened, that’s just it. The date didn’t go well.”

“Why not? Did he say or do something to put you off?” 

“No.”

“Was he rude? Condescending? Obnoxious?”

She answered with a shake of her head.

“Did he say something off color or insulting? Tell me. What is it? Because on paper you two are a pretty good match.”

And they were. Both were in the health profession so they had a lot to discuss on the work front. Both only children. Both divorced. They enjoyed the same type of music and both were exercise enthusiasts, in addition to a myriad of other attributes Olivia considered compatible.

“He’s, well, boring is the best word. And kinda...stuffy. He reminded me of an older uncle or even grandfather. Stodgy.”

Olivia did her best to hide her shock. The Hunter Reinhart she’d taken on as a client didn’t strike her as any of those things. Not boring, not stuffy, and certainly not like a man past his prime. She’d been thrilled when he’d hired her, and had been captivated by his good looks, respectful manner, and charming smile.

“There was just no...spark, no,” Jasmine shrugged “something special between us. Several times during dinner I wanted to yawn but knew I’d look rude if I did.”

“What did you two talk about?”

“In all honesty I can’t remember. None of it seemed particularly interesting.”

Once again, Olivia employed her face-blanking talent so she wouldn’t give her thoughts away.

“I’m sure he was as bored as me.”

“What makes you say that?” She refrained from telling her the doctor had called this morning, claiming the date went well and he wanted to see Jasmine again if she agreed.

Another shrug. 

When Jasmine had contacted her, Olivia thought it would be easy to find her a match. The thirty-three year old nurse had recently moved back home to Heaven from New York after her acrimonious and public divorce, intent on getting her life back to some semblance of normalcy. She’d sought out Olivia because, as she’d stated in her email, she didn’t want to get involved in the bar scene and most of the guys in the small town she’d known all her life, attended school with, and hadn’t considered them marriage material before she left town, her opinion unchanged now that she was back. Even with that declaration, Olivia had thought it would be an easy task to match her with someone.

After three dates with three different men, the latest one the newest doctor in town, Jasmine found none to her liking.

All the men she’d met were perfectly charming, suitable, and successful, but Jasmine found flaws with each of them. Olivia was beginning to think the woman was looking for someone—or something—who didn’t exist.

Either that, or she still carried a torch for the ex who’d publicly humiliated her when he left their marriage for a model ten years Jasmine’s junior.

“At this rate, I’m beginning to think I’ll end up like my mother. Alone, depressed, and bitter,” Jasmine said, then heaved another soul-crushing sigh. 

Olivia kept her own counsel. She never wanted to give up on a client discovering their one true love. But Jasmine’s words were worrisome and Olivia was concerned they just might prove true.
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Chapter 1
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Donovan Boyd strode into the real estate office like a man on a determined mission.

It was time to purchase a house; past time if truth be told. If a man wanted to put down roots and make a future for himself, wasn’t the first step finding a spot to plant some seeds and establish those roots?

Since coming to Heaven a year ago, he’d been renting a small, efficiency apartment in a complex out on Glory Road. The architectural job that had brought him to the States had been on a temporary basis for the first six months. After that, his continuing with the firm would be re-evaluated.

In that half year, Donovan had worked like a draft horse – much harder than he had at his old job. He would never have thought a small community like Heaven - no metropolis to be sure - would have such booming architectural needs, but he’d worked sixty hours a week for those first six months, drafting plans, meeting with new clients, and managing more building projects than he’d ever done before. Bone tired at the end of his days, he’d returned home, half the time foregoing dinner, and had fallen into bed, just to start the process again the next morning.

And he loved it. Loved the work, the sense of accomplishment and pride he got when a new building he’d designed was completed; he even loved the frantic work-pace.

But most of all he’d fallen in love with the town, the people, and the beautiful weather. Well, three seasons of it, at least. He could do without the punishing winters. So, at his six-month evaluation when the owner of Ascension Architects offered him a permanent job, Donovan replied, yes please, thank you very much, and where do I sign?

Since the professional part of his life was now on track, it was high time to take charge of the personal part.

For the past year he hadn’t had the pleasure of the company of a woman. Work was the main reason, but some could also be chalked up to his newcomer status in the tight knit town. The moment he opened his mouth everyone knew he wasn’t a local. Ireland sang in his deep voice, the cadence soft and rolling, and there was no way he could disguise it. 

Nor did he want to. The voice of his ancestors rolled from between his lips and gave him strength and a sense of belonging every time he uttered a word.

He’d struggled at first when clients spent more time smiling at him than replying to his questions. It had been the firm’s owner, Kevin Gilbert, who’d informed him the reason was due to their unfamiliarity with his accent, and the speed with which he spoke. Basically, they had no idea what he was saying most of the time.

That proverbial fish out of the pond, that was him.

After being made aware of this, Donovan took great pains to slow down his speech, enunciate letters which didn’t typically roll from his tongue with ease, and pay attention to the times his nerves caused him to blather on and speed up like a trolley off its tracks.

These days he was understood without issue, felt more relaxed when in meetings, and was even able to put nervous clients at ease with the calm and soothing tone he’d adopted.

As he opened the door to the local real estate office, he took a breath – mental and physical - plastered his ever-present smile into place, and reminded himself why he wanted a home of his own.

“Good afternoon,” the receptionist said from behind her desk. 

“And a lovely afternoon, i’tis.”

The moment his lyrical voice filled the room, the receptionist’s smile came fast and furious, putting the small fortune her parents must have paid for in orthodontia on full display. Donovan squinted at the brightness of her teeth.

“And who might you be?” he asked.

For a moment the girl’s mouth dropped a hair and she tilted her head at a confused angle. But then, her smile returned and with it, her voice. “Sharmaine O’Riley.”

“O’Riley, is it? Sure, you’ve got some kin in Ireland, then, with a name like that, darlin’.”

Now her head cocked to the other side and her brows drew together. “I – I’m...no... I mean... I’m not sure...” She dragged in a breath back loaded with befuddlement. “I’m sorry, but who - who are you?”

“I’m the one who’s sorry, darlin’.” He stuck out his hand and took hers. “Donovan Boyd to see Ms. Bergen, Sharmaine. I’ve an appointment at 2, I believe.”

Donovan chuckled to himself when he tried to take back his hand but she clung to it. After a moment of standing there, staring at him, the girl blinked like a neon motel sign, let go of his hand and immediately slid hers in to the pocket of her suit jacket. 

“I’ll let Kitty, I mean, Ms. Bergen, know you’re here.” She stood and as she made her way to another door at the back of the office, turned frequently to him and flashed her teeth.

Donovan took a seat and waited. Moments later Sharmaine came back, said, “Ms. Bergen is finishing up on a call but she’ll be right out,” then took her chair again.

“Thanks, darlin’” He crossed one leg over the other, prepared to wait.

“Would you like something to drink? We’ve got coffee, tea, even bottled water.”

“I’m good, but thanks for the offer.”

Sharmaine’s eyes did a quick rake from his face down his torso then back up again. He wasn’t sure, but she may have sighed.

“Are you looking for anything in particular, real estate-wise, I mean? I could show you some listings while you wait.”

“Now there’s a grand idea.”

If he’d told her she’d won the national lottery and was now a billionaire, her smile couldn’t have gone more supernova bright. Her eyes were nearly closed from the way her cheeks pulled upward. The girl was eager, he’d give her that. She brought him a binder filled almost to bursting, and planted herself on the couch next to him. 

As she explained each of the listings he flipped through, he couldn’t ignore the way she leaned in closer, her hand resting on his arm as she turned a page or pointed to a feature on one of the house listings. Her perfume was a wee bit strong for his taste and he found himself turning slightly away from her so its overwhelming scent wouldn’t gag him.

Donovan wasn’t oblivious when it came to the effect he had on women. With just a quick flash of his teeth, most females would go into flirt mode. If truth be known, he was a notorious flirt himself and considered quite charming when he put his mind to it. But the woman – no, girl – currently vying for his attention was a tad too young and a little too eager for his liking. One thing his mam had drilled into him, though, was to always be respectful and polite, especially to women, so he continued to smile at the receptionist and respond to her questions as he looked at properties.

“Are you looking for a place for you and your...wife?” she asked.

“At present, it’s just me.”

Her brows drew together and he knew she was considering whether that meant he had someone special in his life or not. He bet himself a pint down at the Love Shack she’d ask if he was involved with someone next.

“Just you at present,” she repeated. “Does that mean... I mean...” She bit down on a corner of her lip. “Are you...engaged or something?”

He could practically taste the ale as he replied, “Not yet. But, soon I hope.”

Again, confusion lined her face as she tried to work out whether it meant he was seeing someone.

Donovan wasn’t anywhere near to being engaged. He wasn’t even involved with anyone, something he was taking steps this very day to rectify, since his next meeting was with the local matchmaker.

Before Sharmaine could ask another question, the front door opened and a woman blew in like a sirocco. Donovan glanced up from the binder and did a double take, his breath catching.

A yard of hair he could only label as titian fell over broad shoulders and slid down a thin back in a wild, chaotic mass of curls. 

Good Lord. She was an Amazon.

At least five eight or nine and with a pair of the longest legs he’d ever seen on a woman. They were packed into skintight jeans molded to curves that a man’s hands would want to cling on to. From his perspective of her silhouette, she possessed a pert, upturned nose, full, high breasts and a flat abdomen.

She stopped at the desk, then turned and spotted them. Eyes the color of fresh peat mixed with newly mined emeralds glanced at him, then quickly dismissed him, zeroing in on the woman seated beside him. 

“Is she in?” the Amazon asked.

Husky and low, her voice gave him the sensation of being bathed in a tub of warm honey.

“Just finishing up a call and then she has an appointment.” Sharmaine’s gaze flicked to Donovan and he felt her shift a little closer to him, almost as if she were protecting him.

Or claiming him.

Both ideas were a bit much.

She-of-the-honey-voice glanced at him again, then rolled her eyes. “I need two minutes of her precious time.”

She walked around the desk and towards the closed office door. Sharmaine bolted up from her perch and ran after her, saying, “You know she hates being interrupted when she’s on a call—”

“Too bad,” the Amazon said. Before she could turn the knob, the door opened. Donovan recognized the woman standing on the threshold from the photo he’d spied on the real estate office’s website.

Katherine Kitty Bergen looked at the young woman, her smile dropping a few notches. “What’s wrong?”

“I need to tell you something.” The Amazon pushed past her and into the office. Kitty noticed Donovan, regained her smile and said, “I’ll be right with you. Hold all calls,” she told her receptionist before closing the door in the girl’s face.

“That looks like some little drama unfoldin’,” Donovan said when Sharmaine sat back down behind her desk.

“You don’t know the half of it,” she mumbled and began typing on her keyboard.

Not less than a minute later the office door banged open again, the Amazon stalked out and, without so much as a glance at or a word to either Sharmaine or himself, exited through the door she’d arrived in.

Kitty Bergen appeared before him.

He’d put her age at high forties when he spied her picture in the local newspaper. In-person he upped that to early fifties, although she was trying – hard – to extricate herself from that demographic. The tight eyes and pinched mouth look that hinted at cosmetic procedures and the heavy makeup covering her skin proved to him this was a woman clinging to youth. Her reed-thin physique was another indication she chased a stay-young goal.

“Mr. Boyd,” she said, her smile forced and strained, “Please come in.”

Donovan followed her into the office, all the while wondering who the Amazon had been and what her connection to his new real estate agent could be.

***
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JASMINE LOCKED THE narcotics cabinet, moved to the medication cart, and prepared to give the patient in room 619 her scheduled morphine shot. It couldn’t come any sooner since the poor lady had been in pain for the past half hour. Jasmine made a mental note to speak to the woman’s private doc to up either the dosage or the frequency of the drug. End-stage pancreatic cancer was bad enough; the woman shouldn’t have to suffer through pain with it.

Her phone buzzed in her uniform pocket. She ignored it, thinking it was probably her mother calling to vent her anger about what Jasmine had told her earlier in the week, something the woman had done every day. Kitty was, not surprisingly, upset over the fact the bank turned down Jasmine’s loan application. Well, Jasmine wasn’t thrilled about it either, since it meant she had to continue living with her mother for a few more months until she could get her credit score up and pad her bank account.

There was a reason she’d moved out of Heaven as soon as she graduated high school. The relationship between mother and daughter had been strained for years and Jasmine couldn’t wait to put distance between them. Having to crawl back home with her tail between her legs after her horrible divorce had been soul crushing. Her mother had- begrudgingly – offered to let Jasmine stay with her until she could establish herself in the community again and get her own place. Both of them assumed it wouldn’t take more than a few weeks.

Six months later and Jasmine still slept in the bed she’d grown up using, in the room she’d always hated as a child, and now with the bank’s refusal of a loan, it appeared she’d be stuck sleeping on the old and faded sheets a while longer.

After giving the shot to her thankful patient, Jasmine checked the hallway clock and told her head nurse she was taking a bathroom break. Locked in one of the staff restroom stalls, she pulled out her phone, set to send off a reply to her mother.

Thinking of Kitty had Jasmine recalling the man who’d been in the waiting room when she’d barged into the office. She’d never seen him before but didn’t think she’d be forgetting him any time too soon. Jet black hair cut stylishly short and bright blue eyes filling a light-complexioned face told her he didn’t go out in the sun all that often. A tan sports coat covered his torso so she couldn’t really gauge his body type, but she knew his legs were ridiculously long because they stuck out far in front of him as he sat.

The guy was insanely good looking in a put-together fashion model way and for some reason she got the notion he knew what he looked like and used it to his advantage. Just like her ex-husband had. 

The cheating bum.

Her opinion these days of handsome, charming men was low. Lower than low. 

Subterranean.

The guy in the office was maybe a few years younger than her ex, but age and chronological maturity had nothing to do with the level of deceitful behavior a man could exhibit.

This, she knew, firsthand.

She touched the screen expecting to see her mother’s business cell number. It wasn’t Kitty’s name across the screen, but Olivia Joyner’s.

Liv had been trying to establish contact with her for a few days but Jasmine had gone on radio silence and ignored all the calls and texts. Embarrassment flowed through her like hot lava down a mountain cliff. She was the one who’d approached Olivia with a request to help her get back in the dating game. During the years she’d been married, the rules of relationships, dating, and how to meet people had changed dramatically. She was out of sync with how to dress, what to talk about, how to act.

And she hated that. Hated at the age of 33, after twelve years of marriage, she had to start all over again. By now, she’d dreamed of having a few kids, a house in town and one in a vacation spot. Maybe get a dog or two.

But her ex had kept stalling on trying to have a baby, claiming he was too busy building his business. He wanted to be established, successful, and sound financially before they started growing their family. Kids didn’t fit into the equation when you were forging an empire according to him.

Jasmine went along because she loved him and wanted what was best for them. 

The years rolled by. 

He achieved his success, but always wanted and strived for more, he told her, so that when they started a family he could devote time to them without worrying about his business.

Since Jasmine’s father had left before she was born, the fact her hubby wanted to be around for any children warmed her heart.

But then he’d gone on a business trip without her because she’d had to work. When he’d returned he told her he’d met someone - a girl almost half his age - and had fallen in love with her in a heartbeat. They were soul mates, destined to be together for eternity. Within two days he’d moved out and started divorce proceedings. 

The worst part? The girl was now pregnant with his child and to hear people who knew them tell it, he was over the moon about becoming a father.

Olivia’s voice flowed melodically from the phone once Jasmine connected to her voicemail.

“Hey Jazz. I’ve been trying to get in touch with you. I wanted you to know I haven’t given up on finding you someone and I think I have. Call me and I’ll give you the details, see if you want me to set something up. Take care.”

Jasmine groaned as she clicked the icon and closed the message center. Liv was nothing if not persistent.

That wasn’t nice. Nor charitable. Liv was the sweetest person Jasmine knew. She’d hired the matchmaker for a reason and Liv was just doing her job. It wasn’t her fault Jasmine found something wrong with every guy she’d been introduced to. If it was anyone’s fault it was her ex’s. He’d spoiled her for any other man, because when it had been good, her marriage had been fantastic.

Or so she’d thought.

But when it went bad, it exploded, imploded and every other combustible analogy she could think of.

The divorce almost obliterated Jasmine’s confidence, sending her self-doubt spiraling. If the man she’d pledged herself to for life and everything beyond could toss her over so easily, how could she trust any other man not to do the same?

And here was her biggest problem because Jasmine wanted – desperately – to find a man to give her love to and who would love her in return. Despite her qualms, she still believed in the happily ever after scenario. Hence, the reason she’d sought out Olivia upon her return to Heaven. If anyone could help her find a man it was Liv. Her stellar reputation could help Jasmine navigate through the whole new world of relationship-forging she now found herself in.

The fact Liv hadn’t given up on her after three failed attempts told Jasmine the woman meant business, too.

Now if she could only put her worries and fears aside.

Well, the first step toward change was to face your fears, wasn’t it?

With an unconscious head bob, she hit the recall button.

“Hey, Liv. It’s Jazz. Sorry I missed your calls. It’s been crazy busy at work. What have ya got for me?”
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Chapter 2


[image: image]




“Is that what you’re wearing?” Kitty asked as she sauntered into Jasmine’s room.

All the hair on Jasmine’s scalp stood pretzel-rod straight at the tone in her mother’s voice. 

Doubtful. Condescending. Patronizing.

Jasmine had more memories of that tone coming from between her mother’s lips than any other. Not once in her life had she ever heard her mother’s voice filled with pride or praise. 

Jasmine continued finger-combing her hair as she stood in front of her dresser mirror and ignored her mother’s question.

“This is a first meeting, right?” Kitty pressed.

“Yes.”

“I would think you’d wear something a bit more...appetizing.”

“I’m not looking to get eaten, mother.” Once the words were out of her mouth she sucked in a breath and gave herself a mental shake at the double entendre. Before her mother could reply, Jasmine swallowed, then continued. “I’m merely meeting him for a drink at the Love Shack. I’ll be home early since I have to be on duty at six tomorrow morning.”

“Even for a drink, I think you would want to look more...appealing. That color does nothing for you.”

Jasmine stared down at the black twin sweater set she’d donned, unable to find a flaw with it. She’d paired it with drainpipe black jeans and her favorite ankle boots. She knew she looked good, all the extra exercise she’d gotten lately as an attempt to get out of the house and away from her mother’s biting tongue paying off.

“What’s wrong with this? Basic black is always in style.”

“You’re not going to a funeral,” Kitty continued, “but on a date. You should wear something bright blue or even green to accentuate your coloring. Make him stand up and notice you. Want to go out with you again.”

Jasmine refrained from saying she didn’t think that would be the problem. All three men she’d gone out with had expressed an interest in seeing her again. It was she who hadn’t returned the interest.

“At least do something with your hair, then,” her mother continued to harp. “Tame those curls. Maybe straighten it for once so it doesn’t look like a dust mop.”

“I like my curls.”

Kitty shook her head and sighed, dramatically, like only a mother disappointed in her child could. “They make you look like you don’t give a damn.”

It was on the tip of her tongue to say she didn’t, but thought better to express it to the woman who spent an hour and change every morning getting her hair and makeup camera ready before ever leaving the house and facing the public.

Jasmine went back to ignoring her and ran a coat of mascara across her light lashes. Kitty finally got the hint and stood, another sigh billowing from her.

“There’s a reason your husband left you for a model ten years your junior, you know,” she said as a parting shot once she got through the doorway. 

The mascara wand fell from Jasmine’s hands leaving a black streak down her cheek. Great. Now she had to start all over. In the mirror, she shot daggers at her mother’s retreating back.

Oblivious to her daughter’s reaction, Kitty added, “A woman lets herself go and a man’s eye starts to rove. Especially a man like your husband.”

“Ex-husband,” Jasmine murmured as she retreated into her bathroom and got a washcloth. “And he didn’t leave me because I let myself go. He left because he got dick-bewitched.”

Scrubbing her face much harder than was needed, she realized she was taking her frustrations with her mother and her ex out on her fair skin and stopped before she rubbed her cheek raw.

Tears threatened, but she bit them back. She was done crying for the man who’d left her life in tatters. Done. Capital D-o-n-e-done.

Fifteen minutes later, makeup repaired, she got into her car and pointed it toward the Love Shack.

Olivia had given her the first name of the man she was meeting, that he was relatively new in town, and had engaged her services because he was at a point in his life where he was looking to meet someone and settle down. Aside from telling her his age – 36 – that was all Jasmine knew. Olivia believed she should leave it up to the couple to talk about themselves and get to know one another, not come into the date armed with every bit of knowledge she could offer.

The drive from her mother’s home to the bar was a fairly short one. Fall in New England had begun with some of the trees already starting to change from their deep greens to the soon-to-be vibrant and stunning reds, burnt golds, and oranges the region was famous for.

Parked in the back lot, Jasmine took one last look at herself in the car mirror and gave herself a quick pep-talk about being open and relaxed, two things she wasn’t on the best of days.

The Friday night social scene in Heaven N.H. wasn’t the eclectic, happening, busy one she’d grown used to while living in Manhattan. She and her ex had routinely made Friday a date night when his work schedule allowed and they’d attended many a packed jazz bar or bistro over the years. Mood lighting, expensive décor and a drink menu that boasted thousand-dollar bottles of wine and champagne had been the norm, along with cocktails going for upwards of twenty-five dollars a glass.

The Love Shack, Heaven’s own answer to the bar scene, was a wooden, rustic, brightly lit establishment with butcher block tables covered in gingham tablecloths and where the most expensive bottle of wine topped out at sixteen dollars. The costliest cocktail served was a four-dollar cranberry Cosmo that was heavy on the Ocean Spray and light on the vodka and Cointreau.
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