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Summer 2026

Dear Friends,

Anyone who knows me accepts that I’m a hopeless romantic. My guilty pleasure is reading romance novels, which I have devoured from the time I could hold a book in my hands. Chasing the Clouds Away is a romance, pure and simple. A classic love story with characters I hope will resonate with you and capture your heart. My wish is that once you turn the last page, you’ll sigh with pleasure and have a dreamy look in your eye. Even better, I’d suggest an act of kindness for another—something my hero Chase sought to do after he met Maisy.

One thing I’ve learned from my “almost retirement” is that I’m happiest when I’m writing. I’ve slowed down considerably these days and taken up several hobbies, including ceramics and art. I’m part of three book clubs and multiple knitting groups. My husband claims I write books to support my yarn habit, and that isn’t so far from the truth. Life is good.

As always, it’s a joy to hear from my readers. You can catch up with me on a variety of social media platforms. Or write me at: P.O. Box 1458, Port Orchard, WA 98366.

As always,
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To Susan and Ed Kopecky,

for welcoming us to the neighborhood with brownies and friendship




Chapter One

Chase Furst shifted impatiently from one foot to the other. This day just seemed to get worse by the minute. All he wanted was to pay for The Wall Street Journal, get to his gate, and wait for his flight.

One would think purchasing a newspaper would be a simple thing. Only the woman standing in front of him was talking to the cashier at the checkout stand like she was a female Dr. Phil.

“Really, Laura, give yourself credit. You raised Bella, you gave her a good foundation with boundaries and love. Now trust she’ll make the right decisions,” the woman in front of him said. She placed a reassuring hand on the other woman’s forearm as if to lend her comfort.

Chase felt as though he’d walked into the middle of a soap opera.

“I wasn’t able to give Bella a decent father, and try as I might, I can’t be both parents to her. She’s so vulnerable. I wish I could afford to put her in a private school. The one she attends isn’t in the best neighborhood.”

“I know, and I understand your concerns.”

“In the last few weeks, she’s gotten much worse. She’s only fifteen, but she acts like she’s twenty. One look at her so-called boyfriend and all I see is trouble. She’s so quick to come to his defense. I don’t know what happened to my sweet girl.”

“Give her time,” the woman urged.

“It terrifies me that Bella will make the same mistakes I did and fall for the wrong man.”

It sounded as if the cashier was close to tears.

Chase rolled his eyes. Heaven save him from women and their emotional drama. He had enough to worry about in his own life. The pressure from his father to marry weighed on him. Worse, Simon had essentially made the choice for him, seeing that Chase had cycled through one meaningless relationship after another for the last several years. His father worried that Chase was incapable of choosing the right woman. This from a man with three marriages behind him, no less. Chase’s current girlfriend, Astrid, had been handpicked by his father and fulfilled every requirement for his son to one day take over the huge Furst financial empire. Chase liked Astrid well enough, but he wasn’t really feeling it.

“The things Bella says to me are shocking.”

“She doesn’t mean any of it. You know that,” the woman continued with her back to him, her voice soft and comforting.

“Bella’s temper is out of control.”

“She’s venting.”

The woman standing at the cash register sighed. “I don’t know how much more I can take, Maisy.”

Me, either, Chase silently mused.

“Have faith.”

“I wish it was that easy …”

“I’ll make more of an effort to stay in touch with her,” the woman named Maisy promised.

The relief in the cashier’s face was immediate. “Would you?”

“Of course. We both know how difficult the teen years can be.”

“Excuse me,” Chase said, with limited patience, interrupting the flow of the conversation.

The women pretended not to hear him. One thing Chase refused to tolerate was being ignored. His frustration had reached its limit. Stepping forward, he butted his way to the counter until he stood in front of the cashier. “What’s the name of your supervisor?” he demanded. Clearly this employee had no sense of customer service, nor did she care one bit about her job. Plus, she brought her problems to work with her to share with anyone willing to listen.

The cashier stared open-mouthed at him as if he’d spoken a foreign language.

“I beg your pardon.”

“I want the name of your supervisor.”

The other woman abruptly turned around to confront him. “Why?”

Chase was immediately taken with her clear green eyes, which were intense, steady, and intelligent. She wore her light auburn hair in a bob cut with bangs that needed a trim. As if reading his thoughts, she brushed the hair away from her face. She wasn’t strikingly attractive but had a pleasant look about her. He guessed most men would call her pretty. All of this went through his mind in a matter of a millisecond. What he noticed, what caught his rapt attention, was the expression on her face. She seemed to look straight through him like she knew his every thought. Her narrowed eyes telegraphed her annoyance. That she was able to read him so easily left Chase with an uncharacteristic feeling of unease. It was as if he stood naked before her. He stiffened and glared back, refusing to let her rile him.

“It’s all right, Maisy,” Laura said.

Maisy continued to stare at him. “Is something wrong?” She directed the question to him.

He immediately bristled and tightened his jaw. “You mean other than the fact that I’m trying to pay for this newspaper and my plane is about to board?” This behavior was unacceptable.

“It’s more than that,” Maisy said. “It’s something else.”

Again, she gave him the impression she saw straight through him. It was as if she intuitively understood how much he resented having to take this flight to Seattle.

Chase briefly closed his eyes. He knew next to nothing about this woman. In fact, he would be completely happy if he never saw her again. Flustered now, he reached inside his suit jacket and withdrew his wallet. He slapped a ten-dollar bill on the counter. “Keep the change,” he said, eager to remove himself from both women so he could get to his gate.

First class would be boarding within the next few minutes. The sooner he attended to the unpleasant task ahead of him, the sooner he could get back to his life and settle this matter with Astrid. Unfortunately, his father had the company plane this weekend, so he’d been forced to book a commercial flight. His mood wasn’t great in the first place, and the annoyance of dealing with inept personnel only increased his irritation. He wanted to make these arrangements as quickly as possible and catch the return flight to Chicago that same evening. By the time he got to bed it would be the wee hours of the morning. He had an important meeting first thing that he couldn’t put off.

“Do you still want the name of my supervisor?” Laura asked.

He hesitated, debating if contacting the delinquent employee’s manager was worth the hassle. “Yes,” he decided, if for no other reason than to let his displeasure be known. He might or might not escalate the issue, although it would have to be later. He hoped the threat of reporting her lack of attention to her job would be enough for her to change her behavior.

Laura wrote out the name on a piece of paper and handed it to him.

“Why would you do that?” Maisy asked in that same calming voice, as if genuinely curious.

He didn’t bother to answer. No need. He’d made his point. Tucking the newspaper under his arm, he left the newsstand and walked to his gate, eager to put the unfortunate exchange behind him.

When he reached his gate, he learned the flight had been delayed. Perfect. Just perfect. He found an empty seat in the crowded area. Normally he’d have the plane and avoid these complications that often arose when flying commercially. That said, he felt it imperative that he get to Seattle and back in one day. This was the only flight with first-class availability.

Now a flight delay would upset his entire schedule.

This day was getting worse by the minute.

Folding open the newspaper, he crossed his legs and did his best to find a comfortable position. Although he centered his attention on a news article about the possible rise in home mortgage rates, his mind was on anything but the printed words. If anyone were to ask him what he was reading, he wouldn’t have been able to say.

What troubled him, and multiple things did, was the necessity of this trip. It irked him to the point of distraction. He hated the fact that this unpleasant task was left to him to deal with.

Finding it useless to even try to read, he set the newspaper aside and noticed Maisy, the woman from the newsstand, heading toward the gate. She paused when she saw him before smiling as if she was amused to see him again.

He ignored her and looked away. There were only a few empty seats available in the area. One was directly across from him, and she hesitated as though considering heading in his direction.

He glared at her, signaling that she should look elsewhere. Chase knew his frown was intense and quelling. One of his stares was able to silence a boardroom filled with executives. He didn’t need to say a word to get his message across.

To his surprise, Maisy appeared not to be the least bit intimidated and claimed the chair. What was with this woman? He wanted nothing more to do with her.

His eyes narrowed, as if to will her away with his displeasure. Apparently, she was oblivious.

“Excuse me,” she said, as she leaned forward, focusing her attention on him.

He refused to acknowledge her.

“We met a few minutes ago,” she continued, even though it was impossible for him not to remember. “At the newsstand, where I was talking to my friend, Laura.”

He looked past her.

“You were upset because she was talking to me about her daughter.”

How obtuse could this woman be? He had no interest in anything she had to say.

“You should know Laura wasn’t purposely ignoring you; she was on her fifteen-minute break. She works two jobs to make ends meet so she can continue her schooling. One day she’s going to be a wonderful, caring nurse practitioner.”

Fine. Whatever. Even if that was the case, Laura should have directed him to a different cashier instead of pretending not to see him. Chase wasn’t a man people ignored.

“I hope you won’t follow through on your threat to report her to her supervisor.”

The people around them shot him a nasty look, as if he was an unreasonable jerk.

Chase could be all that and more—not that he cared what anyone thought of him.

“Maisy Gallagher.”

Her name was announced over the speaker by the agent at the gate.

“Oh.” Maisy gasped a small note of surprise as she left her small carry-on and immediately headed to the counter.

Trusting woman, that Maisy Gallagher. She should know better than to leave her luggage unattended.

Several minutes passed before Maisy returned. She smiled at him again, her eyes sparkling with delight. “I was upgraded to first class.”

He didn’t know why she assumed he would care. He pretended not to hear and glanced at his watch. Another announcement informed those waiting that the problem had been located and a maintenance crew was on the way. The plane should be ready to leave within the next hour … or two. He groaned inwardly and did his best to swallow his frustration.

“I’ve never flown first class before,” Maisy said, leaning toward him as if he was interested. He wasn’t. Why she felt she had to mention it was beyond him.

“The woman at the counter said they would serve a meal so I wouldn’t need to purchase anything to eat during the flight.”

She was as excited as a kid. She acted like she was headed to the waterpark on the hottest day of summer. If Maisy Gallagher knew the quality of the food served on flights, even in first class, she wouldn’t be nearly as impressed. For his part, he intended to skip the meal, order a glass of red wine, and try to get through this entire trip as easily as could be managed.

“I don’t fly much, so this is a nice surprise.” She settled back into her seat, reached inside her giant purse, and withdrew a book. Chase couldn’t help but glance at the title. The Trapper and the Widow. A romance. He should have known. She looked like the type of woman who believed in happily ever after. What a fool.

The two-plus-hour delay dragged, and Chase’s spirits along with it. He wanted nothing more than for this day to be over and to put all this unpleasantness behind him. He checked with the car service he’d hired to meet him at Sea-Tac and didn’t get a response, which frustrated him enough that he momentarily closed his eyes.

It felt like an eternity before the gate agent announced it was time to board the plane. When he stated that those in first class could proceed to their seats, Maisy all but leaped to her feet in her enthusiasm.

Chase waited until she had left the row before he stood and followed. He was the last one in line. Not until he entered the plane did it occur to him that Maisy might have been given the seat next to him. This was a Boeing 767 with a large first class situated at the front of the plane and separated from everyone else by the kitchen and restrooms. Those in first class turned left and the rest of the passengers went right. Chase checked his ticket.

Seat 7C, the aisle, just as he had requested.

Sure enough, Maisy had been assigned 7A, at the window. The seat next to him. Chase’s shoulders sank with dread. She was the last person on the planet he wanted sitting next to him.

Maisy was fiddling with the seatbelt when he took his seat. He would have asked to switch, but he could see that every seat in first class was already taken.

“Oh, hi,” Maisy said, as he reluctantly sat down. She acted like having him as a seat companion was exactly what she’d hoped for. Which told him she would like nothing better than to talk his ear off for the entire flight. She was determined to make his day more trying than it already was.

“I guess it’s my lucky day.” She sounded almost gleeful.

Not for him, that was for sure.

He needed to cut this off at the pass. “I understand you don’t generally fly first class.”

“No, but there’s a first time for everything.”

“There’s a certain etiquette that is expected from those seated in first class.”

“Oh, I didn’t know.”

Clearly, the woman was clueless. “People flying first class are generally businesspeople.”

“Okay.”

“They conduct business.”

“On a plane?”

“Yes. That means the polite thing to do is to leave them alone to conduct said business. In other words, no making conversation, no exchanging names, no personal details. Understand?” He couldn’t be any more direct than that.

“Are you a businessman?”

“Yes.”

“And you’re conducting business?”

“That’s not your concern. What I’m trying to explain in the most delicate way possible is that I would like to be left alone. Do you understand?”

Maisy used her index finger to figuratively zip her lips closed. “Got it.”

“Good.” And then, because he realized he’d come off as a jerk, he added, “Thank you.”

He closed his eyes and wondered, once again, if this day could possibly get any worse.




Chapter Two

Maisy concentrated on reading her novel and did her best to ignore Mr. Grump. Yet, no matter how hard she tried to concentrate, her mind wandered, her thoughts spun, as she reviewed their brief conversation. When she’d first noticed him, something she couldn’t precisely name struck her, something beyond his impatience and foul mood.

Whatever was happening in his life had clearly upset him. It was in the intensity in his eyes, as if he carried a heavy weight. It seemed as though he’d come to the end of his rope. From the way he spoke and moved, it was apparent this airport was the last place on earth he wanted to be.

He’d said he was a businessman. Yet he didn’t seem to be working, as he’d implied he would be. When she was confident he wouldn’t notice, she turned to study him. He appeared to find the seat uncomfortable and fidgeted, seemingly unable to find a position to his liking. Every few minutes or so, he scrolled through his phone and then exhaled in frustration. Irritation radiated off him like a bad sunburn. Likely it was some matter out of his control. Mr. Grump was clearly a man who needed to be in charge. Whatever it was that caused this unexpected interruption in his life had taken away his control.

An hour into the flight, the attendant came through with lunch. Mr. Grump waved it away without even asking what was being served. Instead, he ordered a glass of red wine and then complained when it arrived chilled.

“You should always serve red wine at room temperature,” he told the male attendant. “Take it back.”

The flight attendant accepted the wine and ignored the comment. “Miss,” he said to her. “Did you want lunch?”

“Yes, please.” Maisy fully intended to enjoy every aspect of her first-class experience.

“Set up your tray and I’ll return with your meal.”

“Thank you.” Only Maisy had trouble finding the tray. When she sat in coach, the tray was located on the back of the seat in front of her. That wasn’t the case in first class. Twisting and turning in an awkward search, she accidentally bumped arms with Mr. Grump.

“Sorry,” she said. “I can’t seem to find where they hid the tray.”

Without a word, Mr. Grump reached over and lifted the flap on the padded armrest between them to indicate where it was stored.

“Oh,” she said brightly. “Thanks. I’d never have guessed it was there.”

He closed his eyes and leaned his head back, shutting her out.

The flight attendant delivered her meal. Maisy looked over the plate, and her eyes rounded with delight. “This is amazing,” she said. The chicken-and-rice dish with stir-fried vegetables looked delicious. The dinner roll was warm enough to melt the butter, and the dessert was a peanut-butter cookie. The meal was far better than expected.

“Can I get you anything more?” he asked.

“Water, please,” Maisy told him as she spread the linen napkin across her lap. “And thank you.”

“And you, sir?”

Mr. Grump sighed. “If you have white wine, bring me that. Only make sure it’s chilled.”

“Coming right up,” the attendant returned pleasantly.

The Grump mumbled something that sounded like he needed to be saved from people who insisted on being cheerful.

Maisy glared back at him, her own frustration with him starting to mount again. The man was being a jerk to everyone. Telling him exactly what she thought of him and the way he spoke to others was on the tip of her tongue when she remembered something her beloved grandmother often repeated.

Be slow to speak and quick to listen.

Maisy had listened, and she didn’t like a single word the Grump had spoken. While she’d like nothing better than to give him a talking-to, she hesitated and mulled over their brief exchanges.

His wine was delivered, and he wasn’t happier with the chardonnay than he’d been with the first glass. “This isn’t fit to drink,” he said as he handed the glass back after a single sip.

Maisy had heard enough. She sighed, remembered her grandmother’s wisdom, and bit her tongue. “Excuse me,” she said, turning to face him.

“What now?” He groaned the question.

“You seem to be in something of a bad mood.”

“Not your concern.”

“True,” she answered agreeably. “But it’s my understanding that when someone is unpleasant or rude, there’s generally something else going on. Whatever it is in your case appears to have caused you to be mad at the world.”

His eyes narrowed as he glared at her.

Maisy continued. “I refuse to believe you’re the kind of person who goes through life lashing out at everyone within the range of your voice.”

He snickered, then closed his eyes and rested his head against the back of the seat.

Maisy had tried, and that was the best she could do. Refusing to allow him to ruin such an enjoyable meal, she finished eating and then thanked the patient attendant who collected her tray. She could only imagine how many unpleasant passengers he had to deal with on every flight.

“Can I get you anything else?” he asked.

Maisy removed the napkin from her lap and thanked him. “Thank you, but no. It was a wonderful lunch.”

“My pleasure,” he responded with a smile, and then frowned at her seatmate, who remained sitting with his eyes closed and his arms crossed, as if blocking out the world.

Sometime later, the pilot announced that everyone needed to buckle their seatbelts for rough weather ahead.

Mr. Grump sat up, tightened his seatbelt, and then glanced at Maisy. Sighing, he whispered, “My mother died.”

It took half a second for Maisy to understand that he was speaking to her. Instantly, her heart filled with sympathy. Reaching over, she placed a comforting hand on his. “I’m so sorry.”

He looked at her hand and then at her. “I’m not. She wasn’t much of a mother.”

His words shocked Maisy. “Still, she was your mother.”

He huffed and rolled his eyes. “She was a drunk. She never cared about me or anything else except how long it would be until her next drink. Yet I’m tasked with making her funeral arrangements and seeing that she’s properly buried.”

“This is why you’re flying to Seattle?”

“My only reason. I’ll meet with the funeral home this afternoon and fly out this evening. The sooner I’m done with this matter, the better.”

“How sad,” Maisy said, and realized she’d spoken the words aloud when she hadn’t meant to.

“Not that it’s any of your concern, but her death certificate stated she died from liver failure, which was inevitable. As far as I can figure, it took longer than it should have.”

“Did you have any contact with her toward the end?”

He laughed as if she’d joked. “No way. I haven’t spoken to her since I was in grade school.”

“Did she reach out to you?”

His smile spoke more of sadness than humor. “She tried, but I wasn’t interested. There wasn’t a single thing she had to say that I wanted to hear.”

“That is incredibly sad,” she said again. “Sad for her and even more so for you.”

“Whatever.”

He folded his hands in front of him and turned away from her. His body language said he was finished with their conversation. Likely, he regretted having spoken at all.

The plane descended, and before long they were on the tarmac at Sea-Tac Airport and easing toward their gate. Once the jetway was in place, Maisy collected her carry-on bag and prepared to disembark. Mr. Grump was one of the first to exit the plane and was out of sight. She didn’t see him again until she descended the escalator to baggage claim.

The way Mr. Grump paced back and forth, barking into his phone, told her something else had gone awry. He shoved his hands through his hair and stared up at the ceiling.

“What do you mean my car has been canceled,” he shouted impatiently.

The entire area could hear him. “Yes, I realize my plane was delayed. That is no excuse …”

Whomever he was speaking to must have hung up on him, because he growled and glanced anxiously at his watch. Maisy, like several others, stood transfixed, staring at him.

After a few moments, looking even more disgruntled, he approached her. “Would you happen to know where I can catch a taxi?” he asked.

“It’s downstairs and across the street. Your car service was canceled?”

“Yes,” he barked.

“Did you try Uber?”

“Of course,” he said, as if that was a ridiculous question. “There’s apparently a big conference in town, and the next available car won’t arrive for another forty minutes. I’m already behind schedule and late for my appointment with the funeral home. If I’m delayed any longer, I’ll miss my return flight this evening.”

From experience, Maisy knew the taxi line could take longer than forty minutes as well. “I’ll take you,” she said, hardly believing the words coming out of her mouth.

“You?” His eyes rounded as if he was sure he hadn’t heard her correctly. “Why would you do that?”

He should know the answer. “So you don’t miss your flight back to Chicago.”

“But …”

They didn’t have time to argue. “My car is in the lot across the street. Come with me and we’ll be on our way in less than fifteen minutes.”

“But the taxi …”

“The lines here are horrendous. I’m your best bet. Take it or leave it.”

He hesitated and then reluctantly nodded. “I’ll take it.”

Maisy collected her suitcase and then led the way out of the terminal. Reluctantly, Mr. Grump followed her. “Why should I trust you?” he asked, falling into step next to her.

“Do you want to make the return flight or not?”

He groaned as if unsure.

“Listen … What is your name, anyway?”

“Chase. Chase Furst.”

“Chase, listen. I promise I’ll get you where you need to go.”

He sighed. “Like you said, I don’t have much of a choice.”

“True.” She understood his hesitation.

His steps matched hers. “Why are you helping me?” he asked, as if he found it hard to believe she would willingly go out of her way for him.

Good question. Maisy wasn’t sure herself. “Because you lost your mother,” she answered. Before he could respond, she turned and headed out the door to the airport parking lot across the street. A friend of the family owned the lot and allowed her to leave her vehicle there for free. Her car was old, a gift from her grandmother, who no longer drove.

This was a man who was accustomed to luxury. First-class flights, car services, but he’d suffered an emotional loss. He might have discounted his mother’s death as good riddance, but her passing had to have deeply impacted him, no matter what he claimed.

When they reached her vehicle, Maisy waited for his reaction. He paused as if he couldn’t believe his eyes before taking hold of her suitcase and tossing it inside the 2011 Ford Fiesta. Maisy smiled, convinced he’d never ridden in anything less than a Mercedes.

“Where to?” she asked.

He opened his phone, and directions were forthcoming.

Maisy snaked her way out of the traffic crowding the area around the airport.

They continued to follow the directions from his phone. Chase said, “I’ll pay you for this.”

“No need,” she said, as the tinny voice from his phone directed her toward the freeway ramp. She felt Chase’s stare as he studied her, as if even now he wasn’t sure he could or should trust her.

His frown deepened. “Why are you so accommodating?” He seemed unable to believe or trust the kindness of strangers. “And don’t say it’s because my mother died. What’s your angle?”

She couldn’t stop the bark of laughter. “My angle?” she repeated.

“I don’t understand. I’ve been nothing but rude to you, your friend, and everyone else.”

“Yes, you have been. As for why I’m helping you, that’s what people do when someone is in a jam,” she answered, as if that was obvious.

“Not anyone I know. Are you saying you do this sort of thing often, helping strangers?”

“Not every day, but when I see a need, then yes, I help if I can. I take it you don’t make a habit of helping others?”

“No,” he returned flatly. “I’ve got a business to run. My life is busy.”

“That’s unfortunate.”

He snickered softly. “Let me tell you, I’m the last person anyone would think of as unfortunate.”

“I’m sure you’re very successful.” Everything about him said as much. His designer suit, his camel-hair coat, and his leather briefcase all shouted wealth.

He continued to study her as if seeking an answer. She briefly looked away from the road and said, “I’m convinced you’re everything you say you are, but unfortunately, you’re missing out.”

“Missing out,” he repeated, as though amused. “Exactly what am I missing?”

“The blessings that come from giving of yourself to others.”

He didn’t look convinced. “Blessings? You’ve got to be kidding me.”

She bristled at his disdain and complete lack of understanding. Why should she even bother to explain when it was obvious he was completely self-absorbed? She bet he rarely connected with anyone outside his sphere of influence. A huge investment portfolio was all that mattered to someone like Chase Furst.

“Help someone out sometime, and you’ll know what I mean.” That was the best advice she could give him.

He seemed to take in her words, chewing them over in his mind. “In other words, pay it forward?”

“Something like that,” she agreed.

“I’ll think about it,” he murmured, as if he couldn’t quite believe she was for real.

They arrived at the funeral home and Maisy eased into a parking spot in the front of the building. “I’ll wait for you here.”

His head swiveled to her. For a moment all he did was stare. “What do you mean you’ll wait?”

“Won’t you need a ride back to the airport?”

He narrowed his eyes as if she was speaking a foreign language. “No, the car service guaranteed there would be a car here within the hour to collect me.”

“Are you sure you can trust them, after they failed earlier?”

“If not, I’ll make other arrangements.”

“You’re sure? I don’t mind waiting.” Maisy wasn’t in any rush to get home. She didn’t have any plans for the evening other than checking in with her family. If time allowed later, she’d stop by and visit her grandmother before dinner.

“I’m good,” he assured her, and withdrew his wallet from his jacket. “I insist on paying you.”

“I’d be insulted if you did. Just pay it forward.” She didn’t give him time to argue. “Now go, you’re already late for your appointment.”

“If you say so,” he said, as he attempted to open the car door. It stuck, as it often did. With effort he managed to push it open with his shoulder. He climbed out and then leaned back in to say, “Maisy Gallagher, thank you. You’re quite a woman.”

She blushed. “You’re welcome. I hope you find closure when it comes to your mother. You might think she meant nothing to you, but she clearly did.”

His eyes held hers for the longest moment before he stepped away, and again, with effort, he slammed the door closed. As she eased forward, Maisy glanced in her rearview mirror to discover Chase Furst, standing in front of the funeral home, watching her drive away.




Chapter Three

After checking in with her mother, Maisy called Laura to let her know she’d landed safely and thank her again for a lovely time. Chicago was a great place to visit. This time away was exactly what Maisy had needed emotionally.

“You’ll never guess who I sat next to on the plane,” she said.

“Someone famous, I hope.”

“Someone infamous, for sure. Remember that grumpy guy who made such a fuss?”

Laura snorted. “I’ll likely lose my job because of him. He was rude, arrogant, and a total jerk. Lucky you. I can’t imagine it was a pleasant flight home.”

“It was a great flight. I got upgraded to first class.”

“What about the grump?”

“He mostly kept to himself, which was fine by me, but then later he mentioned that the reason he was heading to Seattle was to bury his mother.”

Laura was quiet for a moment. “That explains a lot, doesn’t it?”

“It does. I ended up giving him a ride to the funeral home when the car service canceled.”

“You didn’t!” Laura sounded shocked. “Never mind, I know you and your big heart. I hope he had the decency to pay you.”

Maisy smiled. “I told him to pay it forward. I hope he does, although I’ll likely never know.”

They spoke for a couple of minutes more before Maisy ended the call and headed off to visit her grandmother at the senior housing complex where she currently lived. Eileen Gallagher was the rock that held the family together after the death of Maisy’s father. She had always felt close to her Grams and often sought her advice.

It was as if her grandmother had been awaiting her arrival. When Maisy walked into the small apartment, the teapot was on the table along with a plate of shortbread cookies, Maisy’s favorite. After a gentle hug, her grandmother said, “You’re later than I expected.”

“Sorry … I helped someone who needed a ride.” She continued, relaying her experience of meeting Chase Furst and how she’d driven him to his appointment.

“You did well,” Grams said, sounding pleased with Maisy.

“I thought of him as a big grump, but then I remembered what you said about someone who is unreasonably angry.” Maisy was uncomfortable accepting praise when all she’d done was listen to the wisdom of her grandmother.

Grams sipped her tea and set the delicate cup back on its saucer. “You’re right about his response to the death of his mother. He’s refusing to own up to the fact that he has any feelings for the woman who abandoned him, when he clearly does.”

“He was awful, Grams, sniping out at everyone. He even threatened to report Laura to her supervisor. She could lose her job because of him.” It angered Maisy when she thought about the way Chase had spoken to Laura and the flight attendant, too.

Her grandmother nodded. “I’m sure once he has time to think about the way he behaved, he’ll regret his actions.”

Maisy wasn’t convinced that it was true, but she hoped so.

“My guess is your kindness completely upended his foul mood.”

It had. During the entire flight, Maisy had felt the frustration coming off Chase in waves. But that sense of hostility was gone once he was in the car with her.

“You know what the good book says,” her grandmother continued, although it wasn’t a question. “A gentle answer turns away wrath. You could have been rude back to him. Instead, you showed compassion and kindness.” She paused and smiled. “From what you said, I doubt Chase is accustomed to anyone doing him any kindness without expecting something in return. Your good deed probably shook him up plenty.”

Maisy reached for a cookie. She hadn’t intended to spend the visit telling her grandmother about Chase. She couldn’t erase the look on his face after she dropped him off at the funeral home. He hadn’t immediately gone inside the way she’d expected. Instead, he’d watched her leave, wearing the oddest expression. It was as if he couldn’t believe she was real. Grams was right. He’d expected to pay her and was shocked by her request that he pay it forward instead. Maisy hoped he would, although she’d have no way of knowing.

“Now tell me about your visit with Laura and Bella,” Grams said, changing the subject.

Maisy brightened, reliving the two-day visit. The airline ticket had been a birthday gift from her family, who used the miles saved from their credit cards. It was an extravagant gift, and one small way her mom had of thanking Maisy for giving up her dream of becoming a nurse. With the death of her father, Maisy had to drop out of her classes and start working at the family business, Gallagher Jewels. It was early in her enrollment, and she was taking the required courses before the more specialized ones she would need for a nursing degree. Still, it had been a major disappointment. Visiting Laura was her mother and grandmother’s way of thanking Maisy for delaying her education. Maisy met Laura at a nursing conference. They’d instantly bonded and stayed in touch when Laura had moved back to Chicago to be closer to her family.

“Patrick was disappointed that I wasn’t able to bring him much Chicago Cubs paraphernalia.” Her ten-year-old brother was crazy about baseball, and she’d hated to let him down. The Cubs were his favorite team, even above the Seattle Mariners. Unfortunately, Maisy couldn’t afford a jersey or anything more than a small pennant she picked up at the airport at an exorbitant price. Even though she knew he’d hoped for more, Patrick had been pleased with her gift.

“I rarely see Sean these days,” her grandmother commented about Maisy’s older brother.

Maisy hid a smile. “He has a girlfriend.” Sean had joined the apprenticeship program and was a second-year electrician. He lived at home, and what he brought in from the job and what little pay she collected at the jewelry store supplemented the family’s income, along with her mother’s wages as a substitute teacher. Because the requests for substitutes were infrequent, the family couldn’t rely on that.

“So, Sean is dating,” Grams said, with a twinkle in her eye. “I’ll be happy to see your brother settle down. I was worried about him for a long time.”

Grams wasn’t alone. When Sean had left home, he’d moved in with two roommates. For two years, he’d drifted aimlessly from job to job, frivolously spending his paycheck on bars and women. It was only after the death of their father that he’d returned home to help the family.

“What do you know about this girl of his?” Grams asked.

“Not much. We haven’t met her yet. I don’t know that they’re actually dating.” Her brother liked to keep his love life secret. “He’s casually dropping her into the conversation.” That was telling. His tone of voice alone told Maisy this woman meant more than her brother was saying.

“Tell him it’s time he stopped off and saw his Grams.”

“I’ll do that,” Maisy promised.

“And your mother?”

The smile left Maisy as she considered her mother. Two years after losing her soulmate, Sophie Gallagher had done her best to move forward, carefully looking after the family. The loss had left them all bereft and confused, but none more than her mom.

“Mom’s doing okay.”

“I know. I worry about her,” Grams admitted. “She’s carrying a heavy load. I’m grateful she has you, Sean, and Patrick. You give her purpose. I hope the time will come when she feels free to find love again. Your mother is much too young to live the rest of her life alone.”

Maisy doubted her mother would ever remarry, but then it would be hard to find a man as wonderful as her father had been.

“And you, Grams?” Maisy asked. “Are you keeping yourself busy?”

Her grandmother chuckled. “I’ve got my knitting group on Monday afternoons, I play bridge every Tuesday, work at the food bank on Wednesdays, attend Bible study on Thursday, and Friday I volunteer at the hospital gift shop. If I were any busier, I wouldn’t have any time to knit.”

For years, every Christmas that Maisy could remember, her grandmother had knit the entire family sweaters. “You wouldn’t want that,” she teased.

“No, I wouldn’t. Now, get home and help your mother with dinner. You have better things to do than spend your time with an old woman.”

“An old woman? You?” That was a joke if ever there was one. Her grandmother had more life in her than any woman half her age
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