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        Hi and welcome to my world of romance. I hope you love with my characters as much I do. So, turn the page and fall in love again.

      

        

      
        If you’d like to stay in touch, please join my Newsletter. I release it twice per month with tidbits, recipes and an occasional special gift just for my readers so sign up here: https://lucindarace.com/newsletter/ and there’s a free book when you join!
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        For my Mom:

        We are always connected to the ones who came before us.

      

      

      

      
        
        For my readers, who encourage me to keep writing.

        Thank you.

      

      

      

      
        
        Karen: thank you for correcting me on the difference between sneakers and running shoes.

      

      

      

      
        
        Magic is everywhere.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Kenzie bumped the hallway table and dropped her luggage, scattering mail over the entryway. She caught the jar of wildflowers midair. With a tired smile, she murmured, “Robbie Burns, you always know what I need after a long trip.”

      She buried her nose in the blooms, drinking in the fresh scent of sweet pea, lavender and daisies. Carrying the jar into the living room, she placed it on the table where she could see it and flopped on the soft leather couch. Her cell buzzed. It was Robbie.

      Putting a smile in her voice, she said, “Hello there.” She closed her eyes and pictured his easy, crooked smile.

      “Welcome home, Kenz. Good trip?” His voice was smooth, like aged whiskey.

      “It was. You’ll never guess what happened.” Not waiting for him to ask, she shrieked, “Jamie and Caleb got engaged!”

      With a low whistle, he said, “Wow, that’s a shocker. The first MacLellan sister to tie the knot.”

      Kenzie propped her feet up and sighed. “I’m going to finally have a brother. He showed up in Scotland our second day there and popped the question.”

      “How did he ask her?” Kenzie could picture Robbie slouched in his comfy chair.

      “It was so sweet. We were having tea and he dropped to one knee. Jamie freaked out, said no and ran from the house. Of course, Caleb went after her, and when they came back from the field an engagement ring was on her left hand and a smile as bright as the sun shining over the Highlands in our beloved Scotland.”

      “That sounds special for the both of them.”

      Kenzie laughed softly. “Right out of a romance movie.”

      “When are your parents coming home?”

      “Sometime before the holidays.” She twirled a short strand of chestnut-brown hair. “You know, one of these days we need to stop talking about you coming with me and make some definite plans. Scotland’s like no place else on earth. After all, you do have Scottish blood in your veins.”

      His deep, rich laugh made her smile. She had missed him, and said, “Before we do that, I’ll need to hire someone to keep the gym open while we’re trip-tropping through the Highlands.” She stood up and stretched one arm overhead, changed the phone to the other hand and worked out the kinks on the opposite side. “Or we’ll shut down for ten days.”

      “Whoa,” he chuckled. “Am I talking to Kenzie MacLellan?”

      With a small laugh, she said, “Chalk it up to me being overtired, but I’m serious we need to hire someone.” Kenzie tousled her hair. “I’ll open tomorrow.”

      “Sleep in—I’ve got everything covered. I didn’t expect you until late.”

      She grinned. “Robbie Burns, you really are one in a million.” She thought, I could use a man like you around all the time.

      “Oh, and I put a few essentials in your fridge so you don’t need to go to the store, at least not today.”

      “Hey, did you go hiking?”

      “I came back early it wasn’t as much fun without you.” Kenzie could almost hear the shrug in his voice.

      Teasing him affectionately, she said, “Well, in that case, I won’t forget your present. You deserve something extra special.”

      He chuckled. “Until tomorrow, Kenz.”

      She noticed a layer of dust on the glass table. Padding into the kitchen, she grabbed a bottle of vinegar and water. She polished every surface in the condo until it gleamed. Feeling more lighthearted than when she walked through the door, she made her way around her ultra-modern digs opening windows to freshen the air.

      Curious to see what Robbie had bought, she wandered back into the kitchen and peered in the refrigerator. Greens, cooked shrimp and some fresh fruit. On the counter was an avocado. Dinner. Silently she thanked him again.

      After adding some shrimp to her tossed salad, Kenzie carried her plate into the living room. After being with family for the last two weeks, the silence was deafening. She grabbed her phone and started to dial Jamie but stopped. She was with Caleb, in Boston.

      I’ll call Grace. One sister is just as good as two for an impromptu dinner.

      On the second ring, she heard, “Hello?”

      “Hey, Gracie, I was wondering what’s for supper.”

      “Takeout, I guess. You?”

      She toyed with her salad. “Robbie stocked the fridge.”

      Grace sighed and said, “He’s a sweetie.”

      “I know, right? Do you want to come over? I have plenty.”

      “Absolutely! See you in twenty.” Grace disconnected, but not before Kenzie heard a faint “YES.”

      Kenzie set her plate on the coffee table and went into the kitchen to fix one for her younger sister. After it was ready, she slipped it in the fridge.

      I wonder what will happen now that Jamie’s getting married. She kicked back on the couch and closed her eyes, drifting off. The door banging jarred her out of her tired stupor.

      Grace stuck her head into the living room. “Hey, long time no see, sis. It’s been, what, three hours since we got home?”

      Grace as well as Jamie looked very similar to Kenzie. Their heart-shaped faces were just the start. They had the same coloring; crystal-blue eyes and auburn hair. Except Kenzie’s was short and spikey, Grace wore her hair long with tough-to-tame curls and Jamie’s was long and sleek.

      Grace’s eyes twinkled mischievously as she held aloft a pink-and-white striped paper bag. “Technically we’re still on vacation, so I picked up sundaes.”

      Kenzie joked, “Good to know you’re upholding the long- standing tradition—vacation ends when we go back to work.” She peeked inside the bag. “Did you get me hot fudge on peppermint stick with extra sprinkles and whipped cream?”

      “But of course,” Grace chuckled. “Sans the cherry.”

      Kenzie wrinkled her nose. “What a way to ruin a sundae. At this very moment, you’re my favorite sister.”

      Grace snorted. “Only until Jamie does something extra nice for you.”

      Kenzie dug in the bag and pulled out a container. She handed it to Grace. Grace’s eyebrow spiked.

      Salad forgotten, Kenzie licked whipped cream from the edge of the sundae cup.

      Frowning, Grace said, “Don’t you think we should put these in the freezer?”

      With a lopsided smirk Kenzie replied, “No. The fudge is never the same after it freezes.”

      Grace furrowed her brows. “Kenz…” She dragged out her name. “Do you believe Gran’s wedding dress is enchanted?”

      “Maybe.” Kenzie looked at her from under long eyelashes. “Do you want to try it on?”

      Grace smirked, “You should be next.”

      “I don’t want to jinx it.”

      Ignoring her response, Grace dropped her face. “Will Jamie have time for us after she’s married?”

      Kenzie closed her eyes and basked in the decadence of the fudge sauce. “Ah, this hits the spot.”

      Sharply, Grace said, “Kenz, did you hear me?”

      “Gracie, of course she will. Jamie’s getting married, not going to the moon. We may need to knock before just walking into her place after Caleb moves in.”

      Grace stirred the ice cream. “I’m happy for her. Caleb’s a great guy.”

      “Me too.”

      “Who knew Jamie could smile all the time?”

      Kenzie laughed. “Love does seem to bring out the best in a person.”

      The girls’ phones buzzed and they looked down. “It’s Jamie,” Grace announced.

      Hey—we’ll be home tomorrow. Let me know you got home okay.

      Grinning at Grace, Kenzie said, “I guess we have our answer—she’s always going to be our big sister.”

      Grace took a picture of her sundae and texted Jamie, adding a caption: Dinner. Yum!

      Moments later, their phones chirped. Peppermint stick? Save me some.

      Grace’s face perked up and she put her phone on the table. “I don’t know about you, but I’m feeling better.”

      Kenzie beamed. “Me too. Now let’s finish our dessert so we can eat our salads.”
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      Jamie held up her cell so Caleb could see the picture. “Guess what my sisters are having for dinner?”

      Caleb studied the small screen. “Ice cream?”

      Jamie chuckled. “Technically we’re still on vacation, so we can have ice cream too.”

      He pulled her into his arms. “Is this a MacLellan tradition?”

      Jamie’s bright blue eyes batted in his direction. Feigning innocence, she said, “And if I said yes?”

      He pecked her lips and said, “I’ll be right back.” Caleb hurried from the room. While he was gone, Jamie unzipped her travel bag. Before she had time to decide if she should completely unpack, Caleb opened the door. “Good news. I told Mom we were going to miss dinner.”

      Jamie’s brow wrinkled. “Huh?”

      He flashed a flyer in front of her face. “We’re going out for ice cream.”

      In two short steps, she flung her arms around his neck, showering his face with kisses. “I promise, you’re going to love this tradition.”

      He chuckled. “I can’t wait to discover more family traditions.”

      She stopped kissing him and looked in his eyes. “Can I ask you something?”

      Caleb searched her face. “Of course.”

      Jamie chewed her lower lip and pulled him down on the bed next to her. “I can’t wait to marry you, but I can’t lose my sisters. We’re not just related to each other, we’ve chosen to be best friends too.” She unconsciously picked at a loose thread on the bedspread. “We have keys to the other’s homes.” Her voice dropped. “Do I need to ask them to return theirs?”

      Caleb smoothed back her hair. His eyes held hers. “Absolutely not. The only thing I ask is the master bedroom and bath are off limits.”

      Jamie let go of the breath she was holding. Laughing she said, “Thank you for understanding.”

      “Sweetheart, they’re going to be my sisters too, and you need to realize I don’t want to change your life just become a part of it.”

      Jamie’s lips hovering over his. “When I think I can’t love you any more, you do or say something so sweet.” She kissed him lightly. “Now you said something about ice cream?”

      Caleb said with a laugh, “Absolutely. I’m not breaking a MacLellan tradition.”
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      Robbie prowled around his apartment. Kenzie was home and tomorrow couldn’t come soon enough. The last two weeks dragged on forever.

      He’d attempted, many times over the years, to pry her from his heart. She’d never see him as more than her best friend and coworker, but he loved her. For better or worse, she’d captured his heart a long time ago. She was in his blood. Maybe now that Jamie was engaged, there was hope Kenzie would let go of her foolish idea that a long-term relationship would take something away from her.

      He leaned his head against the cool glass of the window, his body unmoving but his mind racing. How can I make her see I’m the man who will love her for a lifetime but never ask her to change?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      With her eyes squeezed tight, Kenzie swatted the air and finally made contact with the alarm clock, silencing the annoying morning DJ.

      She mumbled, “The first day after vacation sucks.”

      She lay back in the pillows, pulling the soft down comforter over her head. She was already missing Scotland, where she got out of bed after the birds, not before. Sticking her hand out from the cozy covers, she flicked a switch on the lamp, and a warm, rosy glow filled the room. She moaned, “I can’t lollygag in bed all day,” and threw back the blankets.

      After a quick shower, she toweled-dried her hair and dressed in form-fitting workout clothes with a fleece hoodie that sported the gym’s logo.

      Then, whipping up a smoothie, she filled two insulated mugs and grabbed her lunch bag. It was time to open the gym for early morning exercise enthusiasts.

      The front windows blazed with light. Unlocking the door, she strolled inside, and with a rush of pride she flipped over the open sign.

      She pushed open the men’s locker room door. “Robbie?”

      A muffled, “Be right out,” answered her.

      She let the door close and fired up the desktop computer. She thumbed through the sign-in logs and saw the gym had been busy while she was gone.

      “Hey, Kenz, it’s good to see you.” Robbie moved with cheetah-like grace, fast and powerful, and gave her a warm hug. His grin was irresistible.

      “Robbie.” She held him tight. “I missed you.” This feels good. Now I’m home.

      His dimples deepened and he held her at arms-length. “You’re looking fantastic. How was Scotland?”

      She handed him a mug and cocked her head. “Bittersweet, but overall fantastic. I’ll always miss Gran’s perky smile, but going there made her seem like she was with me, if you know what I mean.”

      He dropped a friendly kiss on her cheek and lightly tapped her chest. “She’s always with you.” He moved away from her and beamed, “You should see the logs.”

      “I scanned them before you came out. It looks like you were busy, and I noticed you signed a new personal training client.”

      “Some woman Grace works with. A new therapist.”

      “What plan did she take?” Kenzie took a sip of her shake.

      “Three months of gym with personal training twice a week.”

      “Wow.” She teased, “You had your salesman’s hat on.”

      With mock seriousness, he said, “Maybe it was my charming smile and sleek physique.” He pumped his biceps and grinned broadly.

      Kenzie flashed him a huge grin. “You’re too much.” She held up an index finger. “Hold that thought.” She rummaged in her tote and pulled out a paper bag. “For you.”

      His eyes softened as he set down his smoothie. “I didn’t need a gift.”

      “If it wasn’t for you, I’d never be able to travel with my sisters.”

      He took the bag and shook it. His eyes sparkled with mischief. “What’s inside?”

      She poked him. “Open it.”

      Tearing off the top, he reached in and pulled out a folded swatch of plaid. His eyebrows shot up in surprise. “The MacLellan plaid?”

      She chuckled, “Of course. Keep going.”

      He folded back the fabric. It held something that resembled a small dagger.

      “It’s the traditional sgian dubh. It’s made from walnut, and see?” She pointed. “On the top, in pewter is a thistle. You know, it’s worn in a man’s kilt sock as backup protection, but nowadays it’s just for looks.”

      Robbie turned it over in his hand. “It’s amazing.” He kissed her forehead. “Thank you for thinking of me.”

      For a half second, she thought his lips lingered a little longer than normal. “I always do.” Their eyes locked.

      The bell on the door jingled and broke the moment. She greeted a regular with her trademark smile. “Good morning, Pete.”

      “Hey,” he grumbled. Without a backward glance, he hurried into the cardio room.

      With a shake of her head, she said, “Don’t you just love clients who are not morning people?”

      Robbie continued to look at her with an intensity she hadn’t seen before. “As long as they keep coming through the door, what does it matter?”

      She nodded, unnerved by the way he’d looked at her. “True. Do you have a class this morning?”

      His demeanor shifted to business. “No. You have spin first, then yoga. This afternoon I’ll take spin and I have my client at the end of the day.”

      “Anything else I should know about?”

      He reached around her and grabbed his mug, his arm grazing hers. A warm glow rippled through her as they touched. “You might want to check on the new vendor for the replacement mats. If you get them and order before the end of the month, there’s a discount.”

      Slightly breathless she said, “I’ll get right on it.” She was thankful Robbie was on top of everything. What is going on with me? All these jitters around Robbie. It must be a carry-over from spending so much time with Jamie and Caleb while on vacation.

      “Oh, thanks for the smoothie, and one last thing—we talked about taking a couple of days to go hiking. We should check our calendars so we can get coverage for the gym, unless you really were serious about closing it down for a few days.”

      Kenzie looked down at the screen, distracted, and said, “Pick a couple of dates and we’ll talk at lunch.”

      Robbie’s hand hovered on the door handle to the cardio room when Kenzie called out, “Wait! I almost forgot—Jamie and Caleb will be home today.”

      Robbie looked over his shoulder and said, “We should get together and celebrate.” He leaned against the doorjamb. “Any idea what he’ll do about his job?”

      “He’s going to open a culinary school, right here in town.” Kenzie thought she saw a flash in his eyes before he turned away. “Robbie?” she called out as the door closed behind him.

      Does he have a thing for Jamie? She shook her head. Nah. If he did, he could have asked her out a thousand times.
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      “Earth to Kenzie,” Grace whispered. Her bag slapped down on the counter, jarring Kenzie from a jetlag-induced haze.

      She gasped. “Sorry, when did you get here?”

      “I just walked in. Where were you?”

      “Longing for sleep.” Kenzie stretched her neck from side to side and said, “How do you look like that?” She waved a hand around her sister’s face. “Well-rested and ready to go.”

      Grace smirked. “It’s a special brew I call coffee, strong, and lots of it.”

      Kenzie grimaced. “That boost fades. At least mine did long ago.”

      Grace laughed. “Not before my workout and dinner. Then it’s crash time and a good night’s rest. Tomorrow I’ll be raring to go again.”

      Kenzie slid off the stool and trailed Grace into the locker room. “Did you hear from Jamie today?”

      “Yeah, she sent a text and asked if we could have dinner with her tomorrow night.” Grace laid out a tee and shorts on a bench. “I said I’d pass along the message. I don’t have anything going on, do you?”

      With a shake of her head, Kenzie said, “I thought she’d be spending every free minute with Caleb.”

      “My guess is we’ll be talking wedding plans and she needs our help.” Grace finished dressing, locked her bag and keys in her locker, and gave the dial a twirl.

      Kenzie frowned and grabbed Grace’s water bottle. “Right, the wedding.”

      Grace sighed and got a dreamy look in her eyes. “She’s going to make a beautiful bride and Caleb is so handsome, in a tall, dark, slightly scruffy sort of way. Do you think she’ll wear Gran’s dress? After all it’s the reason she met him.”

      “Of course, she’ll wear it. She can’t break with family tradition and remember its enchanted so maybe some magic spills over to the marriage.” She tilted her head. “Ya know, I always pictured Jamie with a lawyer or banker.”

      Grace snorted. “Like Steve? I think she needed someone who’s more chill. Isn’t that what they say, opposites attract?”

      “So I hear.” Robbie’s smiling face popped into Kenzie’s head. She really was lucky to have him as her best friend. “What are you working on tonight?”

      Grace looked torn between the cardio and weight rooms. “Cardio.”

      “I’ll join you. I could use a short run. Hopefully it’ll give me an energy boost.” She held the door open for Grace.

      Grace hopped on the bike and pedaled at a steady pace and Kenzie nudged the speed up a little on the treadmill. “I think Robbie has a client soon. Ally Evans.” Kenzie broke into a slow jog. “I’d like to meet her.”

      Grace kicked her machine into gear and conversation stopped as she worked her way through a punishing routine. When she finally went into cool-down mode, she pointed to the mirror in front of her. “Ally’s here.”

      Kenzie stopped the treadmill. She turned as Robbie greeted Ally with a warm handshake and half hug. “Huh, that’s a little out of character,” she mused.

      Grace drained her bottle, toweling off her forehead and arms. “What is?’

      Kenzie flicked her head toward the lobby. “He’s wearing his charming smile.”

      “He’s being polite, that’s all.”

      “Yeah, right.” She studied the newcomer. She said, “Refill your water before we move to weights.”

      She stalked from the room with Grace hurrying after her. “Kenz?”

      Concentrating on Robbie, Kenzie couldn’t hear the conversation, but the look on Ally’s face annoyed the heck out of her. This woman is looking at Robbie like he’s the last bottle of water in a desert.

      “Ready?” Grace demanded her attention.

      Kenzie positioned Grace across from Robbie’s client. On autopilot, she put Grace through a tough upper-body routine while trying to not be obvious she was eavesdropping.

      Grace set the weights down. “Kenz.” She snapped her fingers in front of Kenzie’s eyes. “Do you want to meet her?”

      “Huh? What?” Kenzie focused on Grace. “Yeah, sure.”

      After Ally finished her set, Grace said, “Hi, Ally.” She flashed a huge grin. “I’m glad you found the place.”

      Ally smiled and said, “I’m surprised you’re working out tonight. Aren’t you exhausted?”

      “I’m going to wait until the weekend before caving in to sleep deprivation. I’d like for you to meet my sister, Kenzie. This is her place.”

      The petite, curvaceous redhead extended a hand. In a soft southern drawl, she said, “Nice to meet you, Kenzie. Robbie’s told me all about you.”

      Kenzie cringed. Giving Ally an overly firm shake, she said, “I hope you find the gym to your liking.”

      Ally glanced at Robbie. “I already do.”

      Kenzie gritted her teeth and grabbed Grace’s arm. “You need to cool down.”

      Grace allowed herself to be pulled from the room, calling over her shoulder, “See you tomorrow, Ally.”

      “Pleasure to meet you, Kenzie, and have a good evening.” Ally turned her attention back to Robbie.

      Kenzie stormed over to the open door. “Grace?” She flipped on the lights to the yoga room.

      Grace gave Robbie a confused look. He shrugged his shoulders. Quietly closing the door, her voice low, she said, “Kenzie, I think you’re the one that needs to cool down. What’s wrong with you? If I didn’t know better I’d think you were a tiny bit jealous.”

      Kenzie’s annoyance was moving towards an unfamiliar sensation. She ignored Grace’s comment. “Did you see her fawning all over Robbie?”

      “Sis, he must get that a lot. He’s a good-looking guy...”

      “I’ve never seen him react to a client like that.”

      Grace’s eyebrow arched and she set her hands on her hips. “You are jealous!”

      “Of Ally? No.” What’s wrong with me? “Robbie and I’ve been best friends for almost thirty years.”

      Grace chided, “It’s like you’ve never seen another woman interested in him.”

      “He’s dated a lot of girls. But this Ally chick, she’s totally wrong for him.”

      Grace reminded Kenzie, “Hasn’t he thought the same thing about some of your boyfriends.”

      “Exactly my point.” She jabbed her finger toward the weight room. “I’m going to keep my eye on this situation. If little Miss Southern Freckles thinks she’s going to get Robbie, she’s barking up the wrong tree.”

      Even as she heard the words come out of her mouth, she didn’t understand why she was so angry. I must be really overtired and overreacting to every little thing.

      Grace’s eyebrows shot up. “Ally’s just being friendly; after all, she’s new in town. I seem to remember you and Robbie dated briefly. When was that?”

      Kenzie sniffed. “The summer between high school and freshmen year of college. But we both decided we were better off as friends. Why?” Her stomach did a funny flip.

      “You seem awfully irritated over nothing.”

      “I don’t want anyone taking advantage of him.” Was that all there was to it?

      “If that’s what you want to call it.” Humor flashed across Grace’s face.

      Kenzie ignored the annoying comment that came out of her sister’s mouth and flicked out the yoga mat. She snarled, “Let’s stretch.”
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      Kenzie pulled up in front of Jamie’s garage door. She grabbed a large tote bag filled with takeout containers from the passenger seat. Walking through the back door, she called out, “Anybody home?”

      She heard a muffled response from the patio. Poking her head out the slider, she saw Jamie wandering around with a notepad and pen in hand, pausing every few feet. “What are you looking for?”

      Jamie gave her sister a sunny smile. “The perfect spot to get married.”

      “You’re tying the knot here?” Kenzie scanned the tidy yard with flowerbeds spilling into the grass. “There’s not much room.”

      “I want to keep it simple and cost effective. That’s why I wanted to run some ideas by you and Grace. If you agree, I’ll talk to Caleb tomorrow.”

      Giving her an indulgent smile, Kenzie continued, “Who would have ever thought you’d fall in love with someone as awesome as Dad? And if we’re talking wedding plans, I need wine.”

      Jamie laughed and pointed to the house. “You know where everything is—crack open a bottle and pour glasses for all of us.”

      Muttering, Kenzie walked into the kitchen.

      “Kenzie?” Grace appeared in the kitchen. “Did you say something?”

      “Oh, hey, Grace.” She held up a stemless glass. “You were right. We’re planning Jamie’s wedding. I don’t know about you, but I am going to need at least one.”

      Grace’s eyes lit up and she clapped. “Sounds like fun.”

      Kenzie’s fingernail tapped the bottle of wine. “Only you would think planning a wedding would be fun.”

      Folding her arms across her chest, Grace frowned. “Come on, Kenzie, don’t rain on Jamie’s parade just because we said we’d never do it. Be happy for her.”

      “Now you sound like Mom.”

      Grace smiled. “The apple didn’t fall far from the tree, for any of us.”

      “I know.” Kenzie grumbled just a tad. “We support each other no matter what.” She handed Grace a glass, picked up the remaining two. “Lead the way.”

      Grace latched the screen door after Kenzie stepped onto the patio. Jamie squealed and seemed to float across the lawn. “Now we can get down to some serious wedding planning.”

      Kenzie handed Jamie a glass and took a sip. “So, let’s hear your ideas for the big day.”

      Jamie glowed. “Well, it’s going to be four weeks from Saturday.”

      Kenzie coughed and sputtered as her wine went down the wrong pipe. Grace pounded Kenzie’s back.

      “What’s the hurry?” She waved a hand for Grace to stop. “Mom and Dad are still in Scotland and you’ve only been engaged for two weeks.” She dropped heavily in a chair.

      Grace’s eyes widened. “They’ll be home soon, and Kenzie, if Jamie and Caleb want to get married, we will make it happen.”

      Jamie laid her hand over Grace’s. With a small smile, she said, “I knew you would understand.” Her expression brightened. “Kenz, I’ve found the man I want to spend my life with. Why do we need a long engagement?”

      Kenzie could hear the steely determination in Jamie’s voice, and when she really looked at her older sister, it was clear she was over the moon for Caleb. She mumbled under her breath so her sisters wouldn’t hear her. “Who am I to argue with true love?”

      Grace stated, “You’ve missed the two-month window for invitations.”

      Kenzie cocked her head. “Where did you learn so much about wedding timelines?”

      With a sniff she said, “I read.” Grace focused her attention on Jamie. “How many people are you inviting?”

      Jamie looked at her sisters, her eyes dancing. “Just our immediate families.”

      Grace’s brow arched. “Jamie, that’s not really practical. You have a lot of friends that would love to be a part of your special day. Your backyard is not big enough.”

      Kenzie snorted and, with a touch of snarkiness, said, “Especially since you’ve said for years you’re never getting hitched.”

      Jamie’s eyes narrowed. “Kenzie, do you have a problem?”

      She held up her hands in defeat. “Not at all. It just seems like you’re rushing into this wedding as if Caleb’s going to vanish in a puff of smoke.”

      Jamie pulled her chair closer to Kenzie. “All right. Do you want to know why I’m rushing, to use your word, this wedding?”

      Kenzie nodded. Had Jamie thought all this through?

      “For the first time, I finally understand what real love—combined with respect, compassion, compatibility and yes, physical attraction—feels like.” She laid her hand over her heart. “In here. I’m hoping you and Grace can see I’m truly happy.” Her eyes bored into her sisters. “Kenz, it’s okay to let down your guard and let someone love you. You’re worth it, we all are, and I’ve discovered there are good men, just like Dad, out there waiting for us.” Her eyes pleaded for understanding as her gaze moved from Grace and then Kenzie. “I didn’t realize but I’ve been waiting my entire life for Caleb, so why do we need to wait when it’s what we both want.”

      “Oh, Jamie.” Tears sprang to Grace’s eyes. “That’s beautiful.”

      Kenzie leaned forward, never breaking eye contact, and asked, “Do you love Caleb with all your heart? You’re not just letting the emotion of Gran’s death cloud your judgment? Or the fact that we inherited an enchanted wedding dress that is supposed to show us our future?”

      Jamie nodded, tears dampening her lashes. “I really do love him and I get it, what Gran used to say. That when a good man walks into your life, don’t slam the door in his face.” She wiped the tears from her eyes. “If it took me trying on the wedding dress to see what I really longed for, then I’m glad I took the chance.”

      Kenzie wasn’t convinced. “But you thought Steve was the guy too.”

      “I thought Steve was the one because I tried on Great-Gran’s dress. After reading the stories about her and Gran falling in love with the next man they met, I thought that’s how the magic worked.”

      Grace perched on the edge of her chair and clutched her heart. “The magic did work because meeting Steve led you to Caleb.”

      Jamie grinned. “Twins. I guess that’s something to write down for future generations.”

      Kenzie heard a difference in her sister’s voice, and seeing Jamie’s smile light up her crystal-blue eyes, something inside softened. “So, what do we need to do first?”

      “Oh, Kenzie…” Jamie hugged her tight. “Do you mean it, you’re all in?”

      Kenzie wouldn’t allow her bias toward marriage put a damper on Jamie’s happiness. She said, “You can count on us, for anything.”

      Grace held her glass high. “To a MacLellan sister wedding.”

      The girls clinked glasses.

      Jamie set her glass down and picked up her pen. With a gleam in her eye, she said, “With the date set, we need a time of day.”

      “Does Caleb have a preference?” Grace grabbed the pad and pen from Jamie. “How about getting married in the evening? A simple but elegant wedding seems to suit you both.”

      Jamie looked surprised. “It does?”

      Grace tapped the pen cap against the pad. “I picture you getting married by candlelight, your hair piled high, and your groom is wearing a black tux.”

      “You do, do you?” Jamie laughed. “Anything else?”

      She gushed, “Of course, a lovely and elegant supper afterward, in a garden with fairy lights. Kenzie, what do you think?”

      “I have to admit it does sound lovely, and Grace does have the dramatic flair for all things romantic.”

      Jamie leaned back and closed her eyes. “I can see it now. The ceremony at seven under the stars with dinner and dancing.” Her eyes popped open and scanned the yard. “Do you think we can do everything here with fifty guests max?”

      “Wait!” Grace’s face brightened. “I’ve got it! You can have the ceremony at Racing Brook Stables. Jo has a beautiful spot on top of the hill that overlooks the valley. We could set up a couple of tents and a flower-covered arbor.”

      Jamie’s smile widened. “I’ll ask Caleb, but I know he’ll love it.”

      Kenzie asked, “Can he take care of the catering?”

      Jamie pointed to the pad. “Grace, are you taking notes?” She nodded, and Jamie continued, “That’s right up his alley—he has plenty of contacts in the restaurant biz that would do it.”

      Kenzie said, “I hope he doesn’t skimp on the wedding cake. I firmly believe that is the best part of the meal.”

      Jamie laughed. “I’ll make sure to tell him the cake has to be the best money can buy, just for you.”

      “Jamie, are you going to wear…”

      Jamie didn’t give Grace a chance to finish her question. “Of course I’m wearing Gran’s dress, but I’m thinking about having a few modifications to modernize it, just a bit.”

      “You are?” Grace glanced at Kenzie, worry lines popping up on her forehead.

      “Let’s go in and I’ll show you what I’m thinking. After all, it’s our legacy and I won’t do anything unless we all agree.”

      The girls’ chairs scraped the stones. Grace linked arms with Jamie and Kenzie. “You’re going to be a beautiful bride.”

      Once they were inside the house Jamie flicked on the overhead lights as they entered her bedroom. Grace sucked in her breath as they saw the dress.

      “Here it is.” Jamie spoke in a hushed, almost reverent tone.

      Kenzie and Grace’s eyes popped—everything seemed different about the gown, as if it had a new purpose. In a few weeks Jamie was going to wear this gown at her wedding.

      The lighting enhanced the exquisite gown. The aged lace was like rich cream, the soft folds revealing the intricate design of thistle and heather lace.

      Jamie lifted the hanger off the door and held out the dress. Kenzie’s fingers grazed the fabric. “It is so soft.” Her eyes met Jamie’s. “Put it on for us.”

      Jamie shed her T-shirt and shorts and kicked off her sandals. “Loosen the back so I can step into it.”

      Grace held the skirt as Jamie carefully pulled the dress up her willowy body, slipping it over her arms. She turned so Grace could secure the back, taking care with the delicate lace.

      Jamie pivoted before her sisters.

      It sounded like the side door banged. “Wait!” Grace raced from the room.

      Kenzie asked, “Are you expecting someone? Caleb?”

      Jamie shook her head. Kenzie poked her head into the hall. Turning towards Jamie, she flashed a huge grin. Jamie gathered the chapel-length train in her hands and padded across the soft carpet.

      “Mom! When did you get home?”

      Olivia MacLellan was a petite blue-eyed woman with short blonde hair, and her slender figure was pure genetics. Her smooth, fair skin was a testament to wearing sunglasses and big floppy hats whenever she was outside. She opened her arms to her daughters and kissed their cheeks and teased, “Did you think I was going to let you plan your entire wedding without me?”

      Stepping back, she took in the sight of Jamie in the dress, a smile slowly spreading across her face. “I see I arrived in time for the big reveal.”

      “Grace, I can’t believe you didn’t tell us,” Kenzie admonished.

      With eyes twinkling, she said, “It was more fun this way.”

      “It’s like the dress was made for you.” Mom pulled a tissue from her pocket and dabbed the corner of her eyes before she adjusted the capped sleeves.

      “I’m surprised, since Gran and I have totally different figures. Grace is curvy like Gran.”

      Kenzie jumped in. “She needs to wear her hair up.”

      “Yes, I’ll have an updo and I’m thinking long gloves.”

      Grace’s head bobbed up and down. “Oh, Jamie,” she gushed. “It’s perfect for an evening wedding.”

      Jamie laid her hand over her heart. “Mom, can I wear your pearls?

      Mom’s eyes grew misty. “Of course. They’ll be your something borrowed and the dress is your old. What about the new and blue?”

      “I’m not sure, but what if I took our plaid, since it has blue in it, and had bows made for the back of my shoes? And my garter too. That covers the blue and new. It’d feel like Gran and Grandad are with us.”

      Aghast, Grace’s hand flew to her mouth. “You can’t cut up the MacLellan plaid Gran sent to us!”

      Startled, Jamie said, “Of course not, but I can order fabric from Scotland and have it air shipped. And if either of you want to wear the shoes next, you can.”

      Mom and Jamie looked at Grace and Kenzie. Kenzie took a step back. Holding up her hands in protest, she exclaimed, “Don’t look at me, I’m not jumping into the pool. Maybe Grace will.”

      With palms upturned, Grace chimed in, “I’m not saying anything. Right now, it’s all hands on deck to get you and Caleb married in four weeks.”

      “Jamie? I knew you wanted to have a short engagement, but that’s hardly enough time, sweetheart.”

      Jamie took her mom’s hands. “Breathe. We’re talking a small wedding with family and a few close friends. We’re looking at maybe forty to fifty guests, tops. Think of it like a holiday dinner—it’s not really that much more.”

      Looking unconvinced, Mom said, “It’s the same amount of work if it’s for fifty or five hundred.”

      “Caleb’s taking care of the catering. As long as Jo agrees, we’ll get married at Racing Brook Stables.”

      Kenzie grinned. “You know she’ll be thrilled. She is a romantic down to her bones.”

      “Before we start talking specifics, I’m going to change and we can have dinner and make a ton of lists.”

      Mom kissed Jamie’s cheek. “Your favorite thing to do.”

      “Uh, Mom, we all got that little quirk from you.”

      “Okay, you didn’t get all your odd habits from me, some are from Dad, like your fondness for scotch.” She made a face like she had just bit into a sour lemon. “Yuck.”

      Kenzie laughed. “We can tell you don’t have a drop of Scot in your veins.”

      Jamie looked at Grace from the reflection in the full-length mirror. “Grace, if you can unlace me, I’ll get dressed. We can continue this conversation over two fingers of the good stuff.”

      Kenzie said, “I’ll pour.” It might be three fingers for me.
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      As the bride-to-be requested, four compact whiskey glasses sat on the counter, each holding a splash of rich amber-colored liquid.

      “Are those glasses new?” Mom picked up one and swirled the contents. She wrinkled her nose. “This smells like a peat bog.”

      Jamie took the glass from her mother. “Aren’t they pretty? I found them online.” She swirled the scotch in her glass and held it aloft. “Ladies? I’d like to propose a toast.” She waited while Mom, Grace and Kenzie lifted their glasses. “To the best sisters and mother a girl could have. Thank you for helping me make the journey to the next phase of my life memorable.”

      The ladies took a sip. “This is smooth,” Kenzie said.

      Mom took a tiny sip and set the glass down. Grace set her glass aside and grabbed a tissue to dab her eyes.

      Jamie smiled. “Who would have ever thought we’d be planning a wedding?”

      Mom held up her hand. “I did.”

      The sisters’ eyes grew round. “You did?” Kenzie said.

      “Of course, I did. Despite what the three of you said, I never thought you’d stay single forever. You’re wonderful, warm, loving women, and any guy worth his salt would see it and never let you get away.”

      Kenzie slung her arm around her mother’s shoulders. Planting a kiss on her cheek, she chuckled, “Be honest, Mom—you’re just hoping for grandkids.”
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      Beep. Kenzie glanced at her phone and saw a text from Grace. Stop over. Need to talk wedding stuff.

      “It’s only been twenty-four hours since we started working on Jamie’s big day.” Kenzie set the phone on her desk. “I don’t know how much help I can be, I never thought I’d be planning my sister’s wedding.”

      Robbie arrived at work seconds later, his broad grin a welcomed distraction. “Are you talking to yourself again?”

      “I guess so.”

      Robbie leaned on the counter and flipped open the training book. “One appointment today.”

      Kenzie was slamming desk drawers. Robbie looked at her, his eyebrow arched. “What’s bugging you?”

      Rapping her fingers on the countertop, she said, “I don’t want to bore you.”

      “That’s never stopped you before,” he teased. “What’s up?” He came around the desk and collapsed in a chair.

      Flapping her hands in the air, she grumbled, “Jamie and Caleb are getting married in less than a month.”

      Robbie grinned. “I heard. He asked me to be a groomsman.”

      “Isn’t that just swell?” Her voice was tinged with sarcasm.

      He scowled. “Kenz, what’s the matter with you. Are you jealous?”

      She pushed back from the desk and stretched. “No. It’s not that. I’m thrilled for her. But I wish they’d slow down and enjoy being engaged. It’s been, what, a couple of weeks?”

      “It’s not like they’re teenagers,” he reminded her. “They’re adults who’ve had other relationships and they know this is the person they want to spend their life with; I’m surprised you don’t find it romantic.”

      In a quiet voice she said, “I love my sister and I want her to be happy.”

      Robbie smacked his palm on the desk and grinned broadly. “Now what do you say we get back to business?”

      Slowly nodding, she said, “You’re right. You always have a way of putting things in perspective. How do you do it?”

      “Lots and lots of practice and patience.” He messed up her perfectly spiked hair.

      “Hey!” Kenzie held up a hand to protect her head. “Don’t mess with the ’do.”

      Robbie said with a laugh, “I’ve got things to occupy my time.” He sauntered from the room.

      “That’s good.” Kenzie’s laughter rippled through the air. She called after him, “It’s why I’m paying you.”

      Kenzie picked up her cell and, with fingers flying over the small keyboard, texted Grace. I’ll bring dinner. Six?

      YES!!!

      With no one around to hear her, Kenzie said, “Since Grace is on wedding detail, maybe I should organize a shower.” She flipped open her laptop and started a new Excel sheet. Typing in a list of names was easy, and choosing the food, a snap. She opened the internet browser and typed in a search window, wedding shower themes. She scanned through many ideas and typed, HOLIDAY SHOWER?

      She composed a hasty message to Grace and Mom, as it was her habit she talked out the email as she typed. “Let’s give Jamie a holiday shower. Every guest is assigned a specific holiday.”

      Kenzie hit send. “This might be fun after all.”

      She jotted down the holidays one might decorate for, adding emphasis to Christmas and Thanksgiving, and assigned those to several guests.

      The gym phone rang and she paused to answer it. “Mac’s Fitness.”

      A cheery voice answered her. “Hey, sis.”

      “Jamie. Are you working today?”

      “I’m on my way into the office, but I wanted to tell you Jo said we can have the wedding at the stables.” Hesitating, she said, “I know this is short notice, but I was hoping we could all go out there tonight, including Robbie, and take a look around.”

      “Sure.” Kenzie hoped her voice sounded enthusiastic. “I was going to run over to Grace’s after work, but we’ll meet out there instead.”

      “Thanks, Kenz. Can you call Grace and let Robbie know too?”

      “Not a problem. I’ll see you later?”

      “Yeah.” Jamie gave a small snort. “I’m so excited I can barely focus on work.”

      Kenzie laughed. “We have a lot to do, so make lists, check things off as we go and above all, relax and enjoy.”

      “Oh, Kenz,” she gushed. “I have to pinch myself this is really happening to me.”

      “Aren’t you glad things didn’t work out with Steve?”

      “Yeah
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