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        “All the books in this series had me holding my breath with each turn of a page. Five stars!”

      

        

      
        Fans of Netflix’s Virgin River series and Sweet Magnolias will love this small-town, feel-good romance!

      

      

      

      Katie Terry loves her family, but she never wanted to return to Sapphire Bay. After the twelve-month clause in her grandmother’s will comes to an end, she’s moving back to Los Angeles to pursue her dream of becoming a bestselling author.

      

      Peter Bennett has made a fortune developing IT solutions that change people’s lives. His latest project, a 3D prosthetic limb, is creating world-wide interest. Leaving New York City behind, he travels to Sapphire Bay to evaluate the clinical trials and secure funding to commercially produce the state-of-the-art invention.

      

      When he meets Katie, he’s intrigued by her heartfelt desire to make the world a better place—one book at a time. As their lives become more entwined, he can’t help but wonder what it would be like to live with someone who sees sunshine in the darkest of days. But her big city dreams are pulling her away and he doesn’t know if what they have is strong enough to make her want to stay.

      

      CHRISTMAS AT LAKESIDE is the fourth book in the Return to Sapphire Bay series that follows the Terry sisters as they return to a community with big hearts and warm smiles. Romance, adventure, and intrigue are waiting for you in Sapphire Bay!

      

      If you would like to know when my next book is released, please visit leeannamorgan.com and sign up for my newsletter. Happy reading!
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        On November 19, 1863, President Abraham Lincoln delivered a speech in Gettysburg, Pennsylvania that would become one of the best-known speeches in American history.

      

        

      
        This book is dedicated to everyone who strives to create a world where all men are created equal.

      

      

      

      
        
        The Gettysburg Address

        The following speech is the Bliss copy of the Gettysburg Address and is in the public domain. The text is original to the 1863 speech, including any spelling and grammatical issues we would have changed in the twenty-first century :)

      

      

      

      Four score and seven years ago our fathers brought forth on this continent, a new nation, conceived in Liberty, and dedicated to the proposition that all men are created equal.

      

      Now we are engaged in a great civil war, testing whether that nation, or any nation so conceived and so dedicated, can long endure. We are met on a great battle-field of that war. We have come to dedicate a portion of that field, as a final resting place for those who here gave their lives that that nation might live. It is altogether fitting and proper that we should do this.

      

      But, in a larger sense, we can not dedicate—we can not consecrate—we can not hallow—this ground. The brave men, living and dead, who struggled here, have consecrated it, far above our poor power to add or detract. The world will little note, nor long remember what we say here, but it can never forget what they did here. It is for us the living, rather, to be dedicated here to the unfinished work which they who fought here have thus far so nobly advanced. It is rather for us to be here dedicated to the great task remaining before us—that from these honored dead we take increased devotion to that cause for which they gave the last full measure of devotion—that we here highly resolve that these dead shall not have died in vain—that this nation, under God, shall have a new birth of freedom—and that government of the people, by the people, for the people, shall not perish from the earth.

      

      
        
        Abraham Lincoln

        November 19, 1863.
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      Katie sat at the kitchen table in The Lakeside Inn, anxiously waiting for her sisters to join her. Each Monday evening, they met to discuss what was happening at their Bed and Breakfast over the following week.

      Apart from welcoming new guests, the next few weeks would be super-busy. With her sister Penny’s Thanksgiving Day wedding behind them, they had another sister’s wedding to look forward to.

      Diana was marrying Ethan on Christmas Eve in a fairy forest in the center of Sapphire Bay. With chocolate fountains, crystal chandeliers, and thousands of lights strung through the trees and flowers, it was the most romantic venue Katie could imagine.

      “Sorry I’m late. How long have you been waiting?” Barbara’s laptop banged against the table as she sat opposite Katie.

      “Only for a few minutes. Where’s Penny and Diana?”

      “They’ll be here soon. Penny texted me a few minutes ago to say they were about to leave Sweet Treats.”

      “They’ve probably sampled every cake flavor in the store.”

      “Probably.” Barbara smiled as Charlie, their lovable Golden Labrador, walked into the kitchen and flopped at her feet. “At least they didn’t take Charlie. His nose wouldn’t have stopped twitching at all the delicious scents.”

      Katie glanced at her cell phone.

      “Is everything okay?”

      “My agent’s emailing a publishing contract to me.”

      “That’s amazing! Why didn’t you tell me sooner?”

      Katie sighed. Her family had been incredibly supportive of her efforts to become a published children’s author, but there were only so many rejections anyone could handle. “I didn’t want everyone to get excited in case it amounts to nothing.”

      “It’s never nothing. Even though no one has offered you a contract until now, you’ve been given some valuable advice.”

      She didn’t say anything. Being told repeatedly that she was a talented author didn’t make up for not having any published books. If the editors really thought she was amazing, they would have snapped up her manuscripts by now.

      Charlie’s ears pricked up and he rushed toward the front door.

      “Penny and Diana must be home,” Katie said as she followed him into the hallway.

      Opening the front door, she stood on the veranda with her jacket wrapped firmly around her. As she watched her sisters walk toward the inn, she couldn’t help but remember what had brought them back to Sapphire Bay. Seven months ago, their beloved Grandma had died. In her will, she’d left her home to her four granddaughters with one condition. They had to live here for a year. Otherwise, the home would be given to the church for emergency housing.

      Out of all her sisters, she and Barbara were the least excited about living in Montana. It wasn’t that they didn’t love the small town, because they did. They were born and raised here, enjoying an idyllic childhood on the shore of Flathead Lake. But college and their careers had taken them to other parts of the States. She’d moved to Los Angeles and Barbara had made her home in San Diego. After their grandma died it had taken a lot of coercion but, eventually, they’d both agreed to stay.

      With no income and limited employment opportunities, Katie had remodeled their grandparents’ home with her sisters and opened a Bed and Breakfast. The additional income was a welcome relief and meeting their guests was better than anyone imagined.

      But all good things had to end. Even though she was enjoying her time with her family, in five months she would move back to Los Angeles. If she was ever going to be a published author, she needed to be close to her agent, and close to where the publishing houses had offices.

      Katie smiled as Charlie raced across the yard. “How were the wedding cake samples?” she asked her sisters.

      Diana lifted a large bag in the air. “You can taste them for yourself. Megan gave us some to bring home.”

      Charlie was already wagging his tail, following the movement of the bag as if he hadn’t eaten in days.

      “It’s okay, boy,” Diana said softly. “We stopped at Mom and Dad’s store and bought you some treats.”

      Penny took a brown paper bag out of her pocket. Without missing a beat, Charlie switched his allegiance and looked pleadingly at her.

      “How can I resist those big, brown doggy eyes?” Reaching into the bag, she handed him a chewy treat.

      “I wish you were that well-behaved on our walks,” Katie said as he climbed the steps with his treasure.

      As if knowing exactly what she’d said, Charlie looked at her with his eyes full of mischief. The only way he’d stop running into the lake was if she filled her pockets with yummy treats.

      Diana walked into the kitchen and sighed. “It’s a lot warmer in here.” Taking two small boxes out of the bag, she handed one to Katie. “This cake’s for you. It’s caramel deluxe.”

      “Yum.”

      “And for Barbara, we have vanilla cream and huckleberry swirl.”

      “That sounds divine.”

      “It’s Ethan’s favorite.” Diana took the last two boxes out of the bag. She handed one to Penny and left the other one on the counter.

      Penny made everyone a cup of coffee. “I’m glad it’s your turn to get married. It’s much less stressful being a bridesmaid than a bride.”

      Katie’s cell phone pinged.

      Barbara looked at her. “Is that your agent?”

      Penny and Diana looked at each other.

      “What does she want?” Penny asked.

      Katie’s heart sank at Penny’s hopeful expression. “Nalini’s emailing a contract for me to review.”

      Diana’s eyes widened. “And you didn’t tell us?”

      “It’s not one hundred percent guaranteed. The publishing house was still considering my manuscript when she last spoke to them.” Katie opened the email and wished she hadn’t.

      Barbara took one look at Katie and sighed. “Are you okay?”

      Taking a deep breath, she plastered a smile on her face. After too many rejections to count, there was no point getting upset. “I’m all right. The publishing house loved my manuscript, but it isn’t what they’re looking for.”

      “That’s crazy,” Diana spluttered. “You’re a wonderful writer.”

      “It’s okay. Let’s forget about the email and talk about the inn. What’s happening this week?”

      Barbara gave her a hug. “You’re fierce as well as courageous. Don’t let the email get you down.”

      “I won’t.” Regardless of what she’d said, a heavy weight settled on her shoulders. It didn’t matter how many times she told herself the rejection letters didn’t matter—they did. All she’d ever wanted to do was write stories for children. She’d spent three years studying creative writing, honing her skills until she was ready to submit her best manuscripts to agents. With more enthusiasm than was healthy, she’d naively thought the editors from every major publishing house would want to buy her books. But that hadn’t happened.

      Her parents and sisters had done so well in their chosen careers. But, here she was, still struggling to publish a book after years of trying. Even for someone who was usually positive, the constant stream of rejection letters made her feel like a failure.

      Diana sat at the table. “I have some news that will take your mind off the email. If everyone’s happy for Ethan to look after our guests, we can visit my friend in Kalispell on Wednesday.”

      Katie’s imagination leaped to her sister’s Christmas Eve wedding. Originally, Diana wanted a fairy theme, but that changed when Ethan saw what he’d be wearing.

      Instead, they chose a Christmas theme and, to add a touch of whimsy to the occasion, the bridal party was renting their dresses from a theatrical company.

      Barbara bit into her slice of cake. “Is your friend able to put some costumes aside for us? With all the Christmas parties happening, they might not have any dresses left by the time we get there.”

      “We discussed that this afternoon. She’ll hang a few of her nicest ones in a special storage area for us. Mom and Dad are coming, too.”

      While everyone was enjoying their cake and coffee, Barbara opened her laptop. “We’d better start our meeting. The first item on the agenda is our guests.”

      As they talked about the bookings and the specific requests each couple had made, Katie tried not to think about the email. She had a lot to be grateful for, and at the top of the list was her family.

      Another rejection letter wouldn’t make her any less determined to publish her stories—even if it took her until she was eighty years old.
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        * * *

      

      Peter leaned back in his office chair and stretched. The view of Flathead Lake from his friend Zac’s house was stunning. Even with a blanket of snow covering the surrounding mountains, everything looked fresh and crisp and almost too good to be true. It was a lot better than the concrete jungle he’d left behind in New York City.

      “How’s the report?”

      He turned around and smiled at Zac. They’d met at a conference many years ago when they were beginning their medical careers. Zac was a young doctor, full of enthusiasm and ideas for improving the life of veterans. Peter had started his own biomedical company, doing his part in providing cutting-edge, high-tech solutions to medical issues that plagued people from all walks of life.

      Even though they now lived hundreds of miles apart, they’d remained good friends. “I wish I could say the report’s nearly done, but I can’t. At least I’m closer to finishing it than I was last week.”

      “Did you get the results from the last two trial patients?”

      “They’ll be here this afternoon.” Three years ago, his company started developing a product called an Interactive Neurological Prosthetic. Made from an advanced composite gel, the prosthetic molded to each patient’s stump to create a perfect fit. But comfort was only a small part of the gel’s ground-breaking benefits. Acting as a neural-conductor, the gel sent information from the brain to the limb, helping the prosthetic to move like a normal part of the human body.

      The first steps in its development hadn’t been easy.

      After a huge amount of financial investment and rigorous clinical trials, Peter was finally at the stage where he was happy with the product they’d developed. But to take it farther, to bring the state-of-the-art prosthetic into a commercial market, would require even more money. Without the report, there would be no additional funding. The project would come to a standstill and thousands of amputees wouldn’t have access to the life-changing prosthetic.

      Peter handed Zac a copy of a chart he’d compiled.

      His friend’s eyebrows rose. “These results are better than you expected.”

      “I was worried we’d lose some of the responsiveness, especially after the last round of modifications.

      “What’s the worst that can happen with this design?”

      “The limbs will look slightly different, but they’ll cost half of what we initially thought.”

      “That sounds like the sort of trade-off most people can live with.”

      Peter frowned at the pile of folders stacked on the side of the desk. “I hope so. I had a call from Dave McCauley at NASA. They’ve heard about our project and want to look at ways we can work together.”

      Zac crossed his arms in front of his chest. “How much do they know?”

      “I’m not sure, but I’m keen to find out. All our trial recipients signed non-disclosure statements. No one except you, the amputees, and the research and development team should know about the project.”

      “There was always a risk someone would talk.”

      “I just wish they hadn’t said anything for a few more months. At least we patented the technology as soon as it looked promising. Anyone wanting to copy our design will have a fight on their hands.”

      “I hope for your sake it doesn’t come to that.” Zac glanced through the window. “It’s a great day. Do you want to go for a run? Willow and Tiffany are visiting some friends and it could be my last chance to get away.”

      Peter checked his watch. “Maybe next time. I have to go into town to collect some supplies. Can I get you anything?”

      “Not at the moment. We’ve got everything we need.”

      With one last look at the pile of work sitting on his desk, Peter stood and grabbed his jacket. “If I was looking for a Christmas cake for you and Willow, where would I go?”

      “You can’t beat Megan’s cakes at Sweet Treats, but you don’t have to buy anything. We’re enjoying having you here.”

      “We haven’t seen much of each other since I arrived.”

      “That’s because you’re busy. Once the report’s done, you can relax and enjoy the mountains and lake.”

      Peter grinned. “I can’t remember the last time I wasn’t thinking about work. How do you switch off your brain?”

      “You get away from the rat race and live somewhere like Sapphire Bay. I can guarantee by the middle of January, you won’t want to go back to New York.”

      Peter held out his hand. “That’s too easy. Twenty bucks says I’ll be ready to leave before then.”

      Zac shook his hand. “Done, but don’t say I didn’t warn you.”
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        * * *

      

      Katie ran her hands along a roll of tinsel and smiled. She’d always loved visiting her parents’ general store at Christmas. Her mom, Mabel, loved anything and everything to do with the festive season. As well as selling pretty decorations and gifts made by the residents of Sapphire Bay, there were colorful displays of power tools, building materials, and DIY necessities—all covered in tinsel and Christmas baubles. Even the Christmas music playing softly in the background gave the store a festive spirit.

      The workroom door opened and her dad walked through to the front of the store holding a large box.

      Mabel appeared from behind him. “Over here, Allan. It needs to go beside the power tools.”

      “But it’s a sewing machine. It should go with the ladies Christmas ideas.”

      “It has a motor. It goes with the power tools.”

      Katie smiled as her dad sighed. After forty years of marriage, he’d learned to pick his battles—and the placement of a sewing machine wasn’t worth the effort it took to disagree with his wife.

      Mabel looked across the store and saw Katie. With a wide smile, she beckoned her forward. “Come and have a look at this amazing sewing and quilting machine. A friend bought one last week and I had to have one in the store. Isn’t it a beauty?”

      Katie held the bottom of the box while her dad lifted the machine onto a table. “It’s big.”

      “But not too big,” Mabel assured her. “It has more than fourteen thousand five-star reviews on Amazon. If anyone in town wants a reasonably priced gift for a sewing enthusiast, this will do nicely.”

      Allan slid the empty box under the table and let the Christmas-themed tablecloth drop into place to hide it. “What brings you into town today, Katie? I thought you’d be writing.”

      She gave her mom and dad a hug. “Everyone liked how I decorated the inn for Thanksgiving, so I’ve been given the job of decorating it for Christmas. I found a lot of things in the garage, but I need more tinsel, a tree, and something special for our guests’ bedrooms.”

      The doorbell jingled as Mabel reached for Katie’s hand. “Come with me. Your dad added more tinsel to our display this morning.”

      A man in a blue ski jacket and black beanie walked into the store.

      Katie didn’t think she’d seen him around town. “I can wait if you want to serve the person who came into the store.”

      “Your dad will help him.”

      Allan smiled at his wife. “Anything for you, my love.” And with a wink, he walked across to the stranger.

      Katie followed her mom to the other side of the room. At least a dozen different shades of tinsel were hanging from the shelves. “These are lovely. I didn’t know you could get peach colored tinsel.”

      “Neither did I until I saw them in the catalog. What colors are you using to decorate the inn?”

      Tilting her head to the side, Katie considered her options. “Grandma used to decorate the house in gold and red, but I’d like a rainbow of colors. Can I buy three rolls of each color?”

      “Of course, you can.”

      Katie looked around for a basket. With that many rolls, she was bound to drop something on the floor.

      “Are you looking for one of these?” her dad asked.

      “I was. Thanks.” She took the basket and added as much tinsel as she could without leaving the stand bare. While she was hanging it on the inn’s walls, she’d have to be careful not to leave it dangling where Charlie, their goofy Golden Lab, could pull it down and eat it.

      Her dad reached around her shoulders and took two rolls of green tinsel off the display. “I’d better take these before they’re all gone. Have you met, Peter, Katie? He’s staying with Zac for a few weeks.”

      Katie automatically smiled at the visitor who was standing behind her dad. His blue eyes connected with hers and, for a few seconds, she forgot where she was. Her mom cleared her throat, jarring Katie out of her brain freeze.

      Standing taller, she held out her hand. “It’s nice to meet you.”

      Peter returned her smile. “Nice to meet you, too. You have a lot of tinsel in your basket.”

      Katie’s hand tightened on the handle. “I’ll probably need more before I’ve finished. I have a big house to decorate.”

      “Willow and Zac have already decorated their home, but I thought I’d add a little more Christmas cheer to the office where I’m working.”

      Katie looked at the tinsel her dad was holding. “You can’t go wrong with green tinsel.”

      “That’s what I thought.”

      Peter took off his beanie and Katie’s breath caught. With his short, dark hair and clear blue eyes, he was handsome in an understated way. The kind of way that could be dangerous to a woman who hadn’t dated anyone in more than a year.

      “I was just telling Peter about the store at the Christmas Tree Farm,” her dad said. “He’s looking for some ornaments he can take back to New York for his family.”

      Mabel added another couple of rolls of tinsel to Katie’s basket. “They have some lovely handmade crafts. It’s definitely worth visiting. Are you getting your tree from there, Katie?”

      She glanced at her mom. “I’m going there next. A friend went to the farm yesterday and said the trees are selling much faster than last year.”

      “If Peter wants some special ornaments, he could follow you in his vehicle,” Mabel said far too sweetly. “If the trees are selling like hotcakes, so will the ornaments.”

      While Katie couldn’t fault her mom’s logic, she was a little worried about her motivation. “Peter probably has other things he’d rather do.” She looked into his amused blue eyes. “I could draw a map showing you how to get there.”

      “A map won’t do,” Mabel said. “Peter could drive straight past the entrance.”

      Considering all the signage on the road, the likelihood of that happening was as remote as an iceberg suddenly appearing on Flathead Lake.

      Mabel smiled at Peter. “It’s always better when someone takes you to a new place, especially in Montana. Everything is so spread out compared to what you must be used to.”

      Peter’s eyes crinkled at the corners.

      Katie got the impression he knew exactly what her mom was up to. “If you’re leaving soon, I’m happy to follow you.”

      “That’s perfect,” Mabel said enthusiastically. “You won’t be disappointed.”

      His smile turned into a grin. “I’m sure I won’t.”

      With her dad hurrying away to serve another customer, Mabel took them both to the front counter. Katie hoped her mom wasn’t playing matchmaker. Just because her sisters had found their happy-ever-afters since they’d returned to Sapphire Bay, it didn’t mean she was looking for hers.
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      As soon as he drove under the red and gold sign welcoming visitors to The Christmas Tree Farm, Peter rolled down his window. The clean, fresh scent of pine filled his lungs and made him appreciate being away from the smog and pollution of New York City.

      Keeping a steady pace behind Katie’s truck, he eased his foot off the accelerator. With snow covering the trees on either side of the driveway, and a barn rising high into the sky, he was filled with a sense of rightness.

      When he’d told his team he was going to Sapphire Bay to assess the progress of one of the trial participants, they’d thought he was crazy. There were plenty of other people who could have flown here but, each time he returned, he felt more content than he had in a long time.

      Maybe that’s why meeting Katie had left him feeling so off-center. For the first time in years, he was intrigued by a woman. And not just any woman. Katie was a petite red-head with pretty blue eyes and a mouth that refused to do anything other than smile.

      When her mom suggested he follow her out to the farm, she’d silently pleaded with him not to listen, but he did need gifts for his family. Even if she wasn’t thrilled with her mom’s offer, he was grateful. Getting lost had become one of his most successful pastimes. Whether it was in a mall’s parking lot or on the main street of Sapphire Bay, he often forgot where he’d left his truck or how to get to his next destination. At least this way he hadn’t ended up in the middle of nowhere.

      As he followed the gravel driveway up to the red barn, his eyebrows rose. Katie wasn’t exaggerating when she’d said it would be busy. At least thirty trucks were vying for position in the large front yard. And, from the left-hand side of the property, a line of vehicles carrying Christmas trees slowly made its way toward the main road.

      He parked beside Katie and jumped out of his truck. When he opened her driver’s door, her startled face lifted to his.

      “You didn’t have to do that.”

      “Mom told me it isn’t polite to let a woman open a door if I can do it for her.”

      A soft blush swept across Katie’s cheeks. “Well, that’s very sweet. Thank you.” She stepped out of the truck and watched the people walking into the Christmas shop. “This is the best Christmas store I’ve ever seen. As well as selling award-winning Christmas trees, Ben and Kylie sell a lot of handcrafted ornaments. Most of them are made by the people who live around Flathead Lake. You won’t find anything this good anywhere in the United States.”

      “That’s high praise. I can’t wait to go inside.” And he truly couldn’t. Judging by the smiles on people’s faces as they returned to their vehicles, everyone seemed excited about what they’d seen.

      As they walked through the large barn doors, Peter’s surprise turned to amazement. It was hard to imagine a more impressive Christmas shop. The wall in front of him was painted bright red and covered in Christmas art. Fairy lights hung from the impossibly high rafters, cascading down the walls and twinkling from above the wooden shelves.

      Everywhere he looked, people were picking up the merchandise and adding it to their baskets. “You weren’t kidding when you said the shop’s popular.”

      Katie moved out of the way of a young girl racing after a little boy. “You should be here on a Saturday or a Sunday. It’s twice as hectic. Do you have any ideas about what you’d like to buy for your family?”

      “My sister collects ornamental birds and Mom likes anything sparkly. I have no idea what to buy Dad.”

      “I have the same problem. Finding gifts for my mom and sisters is easy, but Dad’s impossible. I saw some lovely ornaments on the far side of the store last week. Come with me.”

      Before Peter knew what she was doing, Katie grabbed his hand and pulled him down an aisle. Her hand was warm and small inside of his and made his heart beat a little faster. With that kind of reaction, he really needed to meet more people instead of spending so much time at work.

      “They’re over here, beside the quilts.”

      His gaze roamed over shelves full of colorful crafts and decorations. He could easily spend an hour here and still not see everything.

      Katie stopped and he nearly ran into her back.

      “What do you think?” She looked up at him and smiled. “If your mom likes bling, she’ll love these baubles.”

      Reluctantly, he pulled his gaze away from Katie and saw the bright red glass ball she was holding. Imbedded in the glass were hundreds of shiny beads, glittering like stars under the old-fashioned pendant lights hanging above them.

      “They’re fifteen dollars each, but you wouldn’t need to buy lots of them. They come in a nice box and the staff will gift-wrap what you buy. You even have the option of engraving a message on the glass.”

      He smiled and took the decoration out of Katie’s hands. “You should work here.”

      “That’s what Kylie, Ben’s wife, said. But between the inn and my writing, I’m too busy.”

      “The inn?”

      “The Lakeside Inn. My grandma died seven months ago and left her home to my sisters and me. The only condition was that we had to live in the house together for a year.” She moved out of the way of another shopper. “Moving from Los Angeles wasn’t an easy decision, but it’s worked out for the best.”

      Sapphire Bay was spectacular, but he couldn’t imagine living here if he hadn’t made the decision himself.

      Katie handed him a basket. “Use this. It’ll make shopping easier.” She looked over her shoulder and waved at a man walking toward her. “That’s Ben, the owner of The Christmas Tree Farm. Are you okay shopping on your own or do you want some help?”

      Peter was tempted to ask her to stay, but she’d already spent more time with him than she needed to. “It’s all right. I’m happy to look around on my own.”

      Katie’s dimpled grin made him sigh. “If you don’t find what you want, we have an amazing Christmas market in town in a couple of weeks.”

      “I’ll keep that in mind.”

      She held out her hand, and the same odd feeling of rightness snuck up on him. “Bye, Peter. I might see you around town some time.”

      As she joined the owner of the farm, he flexed his tingling fingers. If he’d had an ounce of common sense, he would have asked Katie if she wanted to meet for coffee. But he hadn’t and it was too late.

      It was just as well his friend Zac knew most of the people in town. He was bound to know where he could find The Lakeside Inn. And if he didn’t, there was always the Internet.
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        * * *

      

      Katie took a deep breath and felt the magical power of the Christmas tree plantation wash over her. This was her favorite time of the year, the time when wishes came true and most people found something to be happy about.

      When she was a little girl, her parents brought her sisters and grandparents to the farm to choose their Christmas trees. It was only open for a few months each year, so it was a treat to be here.

      Since Ben had bought the property, the farm had become a year-round tourist destination. When he wasn’t selling trees, his store supported local artists and crafts people by selling Christmas-themed decorations and art. She still couldn’t believe how popular the farm had become, especially after Ben told her how difficult the first few years had been.

      Today, Ben was helping her choose the perfect tree for the inn. Sitting on the back of his four-wheeler was so much easier than trudging through the snow.

      He pointed to the trees on their right-hand side. “The Scots Pine are about 14 feet tall. What do you think?”

      He brought the four-wheeler to a standstill and Katie jumped off the back. Standing beside the trees, she tried to imagine one of them in the inn’s living room. “They’re perfect. If they were any shorter, they’d be swallowed by the size of the room.”

      “They’re a good size and shape for what you’re looking for. Is there one you like better than the others?”

      This was the part she liked the
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