
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_3ae071829d262cff4ef54181bd1b8682_AxwDpG_html_3768a0ba.jpg]

 



[image: tmp_3ae071829d262cff4ef54181bd1b8682_AxwDpG_html_449c17e4.png]

Published by
EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING ® at
Smashwords

 


www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2020 Laura M.
Baird

 


 


ISBN: 978-0-3695-0265-0

 


Cover Artist: JayAheer

 


Editor: Audrey Bobak

 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names,
characters, and places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual
events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is
entirely coincidental.

 



 


 


 


 


DEDICATION

 


To my mother, Linda Rose, who found her
adventures in books and instilled in me a great love of
reading.







 


 


 


 


A ROSE IN TIME

 


Romance on the Go
®

 


Laura M. Baird

 


Copyright © 2020

 


[image: tmp_3ae071829d262cff4ef54181bd1b8682_AxwDpG_html_7ace8fdb.png]


Chapter One

 


“You, my dear, are very
special. Don’t ever forget that.”

“Never forget there’s
magic in the world—magic with so much potential. With that come
choices, along with the responsibility to choose
wisely.”

As a little girl, Rose had loved
hearing those fanciful words and more from her Gramps, imagining a
great destiny was in her future. She never questioned the marvelous
tales he’d delight her with, believing them to be true. He and
Gramma instilled a great love of adventure found in reading that
carried on throughout Rose’s entire life.

But somewhere along the way, although
she’d never lost her love of escape, she’d forgotten those
whispered words from oh so many years ago. After losing Grandpa
Russell days before her thirteenth birthday, then losing Gramma
Lilli at age nineteen, Rose had no choice but to grow up, leaving
the magic and fairy tales to children.

Now as an older woman well into her
sixties, Rose sat relaxing in her rocker, her book and tea awaiting
attention. Instead of diving into the latest romance she’d received
as an early gift from a friend, she peered out her living room
window, watching snow dust the ground. More was forecast for
Christmas, which was only a few days away. It seemed as if she’d
just had Thanksgiving dinner, and already the New Year was right
around the corner. Time passed all too quickly as one lonely day
rolled into another.

Earlier, Rose had had a burst of
energy and decided to gather items for charity. While going through
her cedar chest, she’d come upon a family heirloom, a silver
necklace with a lovely Celtic knot work pendant. Memories
associated with it and her grandparents flitted through her mind,
and her heart filled with joy, thinking about the two people she
had loved most in the world. She drew comfort from it as she looped
the chain around her neck, allowing the piece to nestle close to
her heart.

Staring at the gas fireplace, she
absently rubbed the necklace, becoming mesmerized by the flames as
her mind wandered.

Rose had searched for love, knowing
she had plenty to give, but after her third failed attempt at
marriage and no children from any of her unions, it seemed as if a
happily-ever-after wasn’t in the stars. So with no one to share
romance and adventure with, she turned to books.

Trying once again to immerse herself
in the plot, Rose was unaware of the growing flames dancing wildly
within the fireplace. It wasn’t long before her eyelids grew heavy,
slowly drifting closed as her grip relaxed around the
book.

****

A rumble sounded in the distance,
growing louder, causing the ground to vibrate. Rose opened her
eyes, puzzling over the blue sky greeting her from above. By the
shimmer of fresh rain over fragrant grass. By the soft breeze
blowing raven hair across her face, tickling her skin.

How was that possible? Her hair had
been white and short for half her life. As she lifted her hand to
brush aside the thick locks, she stalled, looking at the
wrinkle-free and fair skin peeking out from a velvety purple sleeve
trimmed in lace. She twisted her hand in front of her, knowing it
was indeed hers, seeing the scar that ran along her palm. A scar
she received after crashing head-over-tea-kettle off her brand-new
bike Gramps had taught her how to ride at the age of
seven.

A shadow passed and Rose jerked as
another rumble shook the ground so violently, she was jostled onto
her side. She planted her hands on the ground and sat up, nearly
losing her breath at the sight in front of her.

Green claws with talons at least a
foot long stretched before her. As her gaze followed up the scaly
appendages, she saw they connected to legs as thick as telephone
poles, which attached to the darker green body of a beast larger
than anything she’d ever seen in her life. Finally, she leaned so
far back in order to follow the long neck that she once again fell
over. She stared right into the amethyst eyes of a dragon bending
that neck and bringing its head within inches of her
face.

Rose felt the puff of its
breath as it came closer. She swore she could feel the heat from
its nose as it snorted, obviously not familiar with Rose’s scent.
Or maybe it just didn’t like
her scent.

She bent her neck to sniff her armpits
and came away with nothing unpleasant. Her movement caused the
dragon to shift closer, nudging Rose’s body. Although the sight of
this massive creature should have scared her, Rose couldn’t help
but play along, knowing this had to be a dream.

But would a dream allow you the
sensation of touching the cool skin along the dragon’s neck? She
watched as the dragon stilled, its eyes unblinking, as if studying
this strange creature in front of it.

“Yer skin feels so cool,”
Rose said softly. She continued to run her hands along the dragon,
threading her fingers through the silky tendrils fanning out from
beside its nostrils. With this touch, the dragon snorted again and
shook its head, causing Rose to giggle.

“Tickle ye, did I?” She
was surprised at the slight Scottish brogue escaping her mouth.
Rose dropped her hand and looked at the surroundings, struck by the
breathtaking beauty.

She sat atop a hill covered in the
greenest grass she’d ever seen. Off to her left was a flower-filled
meadow, and Rose swore she could smell the sweet scent carried up
on the breeze that continued to muss her hair. Beyond that was a
lake of crystal-clear water reflecting the brilliant blue from the
sky above. To her right, the hilltop rose up to become a mountain,
much of it covered in sparkling snow and haloed by billowy
clouds.

Rose saw two more shapes circling
above, thinking they were birds. But as they quickly drew closer,
it was apparent they were dragons also. One a deep purple, the
other the darkest of reds. The green dragon lifted its head and
bellowed, to which the other two answered.

Green lowered its head again, looking
into Rose’s eyes before nudging her. She didn’t know why, but Rose
took this to mean she should stand. So she did. Brushing off her
skirt, she took in the full view of the splendidly rich dress
adorning her body. Tiny pearl buttons dotted the forearms of the
velvety material, with the sleeves and décolletage trimmed in a
delicate lace. As she felt the back of the dress, searching for its
opening, more buttons passed beneath her fingers and she knew this
was no ordinary maiden’s dress.

“Crikey!” She slapped a
hand across her mouth, almost laughing at the use of that word.
“What on earth?” As she wondered about her circumstances, she
watched the other two dragons land on either side of
Green.

Purple—for lack of a better
name—watched her through hazel eyes, only these eyes seemed to have
eyelashes. A female, perhaps? Red’s eyes were golden, minus the
lashes, and just as inquisitive.

“Am I the one under
question, then?” She chuckled. Rose reached out again to stroke the
side of Green, who seemed to hum at her touch. “Yer a magnificent
creature. All of ye are. And why is it I’m no’ afraid?” Green
leaned into her touch, and Rose had the urge to wrap her arms
around his neck and hug him. If only her reach was that big. The
best she could do was rest her arms against him and press her cheek
against his skin. At this, Green seemed to purr louder, his side
warming.

When Rose drew back, the other dragons
lifted their heads to sniff the air. Suddenly, Rose found herself
being lifted by Purple, who had deftly snagged the back of her
dress and deposited her atop Green in the gentlest of moves. Before
Rose even had time to protest, one by one, the dragons took the
air, leaving Rose with no choice but to hang on for dear
life.

The dragons soared and began chortling
at one another as if communicating. They banked toward the mountain
top, allowing Rose a sweeping view of the panorama below. As they
circled, she caught sight of a man on horseback, racing across the
meadow.

Where had he come
from?

A colorful tartan wrapped around his
waist, a black shirt covered his upper body, and he wielded a
sword—nay, a claymore—in his right hand. Dark-brown hair flowed
behind him, and even from her height atop Green, Rose was struck by
the sight of his intense blue eyes meeting her gaze. Something
inside her stirred. Something Rose couldn’t altogether
identify.

Before she gave the highlander another
thought, Green took a sharp turn and shot up into the clouds.
Disappearing into them, she thought for sure they’d smack into hard
rock. Only they didn’t. In fact, the dragons guided themselves into
an opening in the mountain that spread out into an enormous
cavern.

Landing smoothly, Green lowered
himself to the slate floor, allowing Rose to slide from his
back.

Her breaths came in a rush of
excitement. “That was brilliant!” She smiled up at Green before
looking to Purple and Red as well. And she could’ve sworn they
smiled back.
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