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Prologue


Excerpt from Silver Lining
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“You wanted to see me, Grier?” Tommy Garrison walked through the door of his cousin’s study at Castle Garrison in Scotland. Wearing Levis, a plaid flannel shirt and hiking boots, his rugged appearance never surprised anyone. His archaeology tools, nestled in his work belt, hung loosely around his waist. His straight, sandy blond hair was parted to the side. The sea-green of his eyes, a Garrison family trait, stood out against a tanned complexion.

“Hey, Tommy, I’ve gotta surprise for ya. Let’s take a walk, shall we?” Grier led Tommy outside Castle Garrison. They stood on the terrace overlooking the sparsely landscaped lawn in front of the castle. Grier looked up at the sky and held his hand over his brow to block the noonday sun.

“What are we looking at?” Tommy asked, looking at his watch like he had somewhere else more important to be—digging in the ground somewhere.

“My helicopter, it’s due to arrive any moment now from Edinburgh.” Grier kept his gaze on the horizon. He moved his hand behind his ear and cocked his head to the side to listen for the loud noise of the rotating chopper blades.

“That’s nice, but what’s this got to do with me?” Tommy’s tone rang with his impatience, another Garrison family trait.

“Lilly is picking up one of her girlfriends from the airport. I’m surprised I can’t see the bird yet.”

Tommy shook his head, took a step back and held up his hands in reluctance. “Oh, no, please don’t tell me you’re setting me up with someone.” 

Grier turned and smiled devilishly. “Trust me on this one.”

Tommy threw his hands up in the air and retreated. “Uh, uh, no way, I’m outta here.”

Grier grabbed him and pulled him into a headlock. He treated Tommy like the little brother he never had growing up.

“Dude, let go, you piece of crap. I don’t have time for relationships. My work is my life. No woman can put up with me being gone for six months at a time. Believe me, I’ve tried.” Tommy sighed.

Grier released him. “She’s an archaeologist, too.”

Tommy’s eyes lit up.

“Oh, and she looks like Megan Fox.” Grier winked.

Tommy grabbed his chest over his heart like it just stopped beating.

“You had me at archaeologist.” Tommy smiled.

“Look, there she is.” He pointed towards the small spec on the horizon. “Come on, let’s go meet her.” 

“You don’t have to tell me twice.” Tommy followed Grier down a flight of stone steps off the terrace to the lawn. 

The helicopter grew bigger and bigger, and the noise from the chopper’s blades grew louder and louder. Tommy covered his ears. The wind from the blades blew through his hair, and the helicopter hovered over the lawn before setting down. When the blades finally slowed to a stop, two women, Lilly and Victoria, emerged from the helicopter.  

Both striking, the women were complete opposites. Lilly with her long, blonde hair, and Victoria with her long, brunette locks. Lilly wore a fitted suit, and Victoria dressed exactly like Tommy.

“I think I’m in love,” Tommy said. 
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Chapter One
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“Hi, mom, I’m home.” Victoria Ventures entered her parents’ tiny house in her hometown of Charleston, South Carolina and dropped her duffel bag on the terrazzo floor. 

“Oh, Vicky, you’re home early. I’ll be out in a minute, just putting my face on.” Victoria’s mother hollered from the guest bathroom, knowing full well that her daughter hated being called “Vicky” since she was a teenager.

“Fox News Update with Brit Hume.” The television blared from the corner of the living room. 

The bright light of the blaring television drew Victoria like a zombie to a human. Slowly stepping, she meandered through the maze of recliners and end tables to stand in front of her parents’ ancient, tiny television.

“Another sinkhole in Central Florida claims its next victim. No human casualties, but this two-story home in Kissimmee, Florida collapsed into the newest sinkhole.” Brit Hume’s face disappeared to reveal aerial footage of the brick home sucked into the earth in a giant hole. “This is the third sinkhole this month. The massive draught in the area lowered water levels to a record low. The absence of water in Florida’s underground caverns weakened the cave ceilings. Without the underground water to support it, the cave ceilings collapsed to create a sinkhole.”

“Isn’t it awful?” Anne, Victoria’s mother, walked out of the bathroom. Her long, black hair, pulled into a tight bun, stretched the pale skin back on her face, now caked with make-up. Her beautiful, ice-blue eyes, like Victoria’s, still stood out under layers of eyeshadow, eyeliner and mascara. A faded, floral print house dress, also known as a mumu, covered her petite frame.

“Hi, mom.” Victoria bent down to hug her. She’d inherited her six-foot height from her father, but her blue eyes and raven hair came from her mother. Releasing the hug, she turned to the television. “Isn’t is awful? At least no one was hurt.”

“Seems like there’s a new one every week. It ain’t rained down der in months.” Anne’s southern drawl made Victoria feel at home again.

“I hope Disney World doesn’t fall into the Earth.” Victoria always wanted to go back to the ‘Happiest place on Earth.’

“Is that another crack about us not taking you to Disney as a child?” Anne grabbed her pack of Pall Malls and a lighter. The skin between her eyebrows wrinkled as she lit her cigarette and drew in her first drag.

“No, mom. I know you and dad couldn’t afford it.” Victoria referred to her parents’ riches to rags story, thanks to the collapse of the real estate market in eighties. 

“At least I let you go down to Disney with Lilly for her and Luke’s tenth birthday party.” She stepped out onto the screened-in porch and blew her smoke out.

Victoria followed her mom outside and sat on the worn wicker loveseat. She’d given up getting her mom to quit smoking, but prayed she’d kick the habit on her own one day.  

“Speaking of Lilly, the wedding was beautiful. You should’ve come. I’d’ve paid for your plane ticket.” Victoria referred to her healthy, yet hard earned savings account. 

“I can’t take your money. I know how hard you work for it. Besides, I couldn’t go eight hours on a plane to Scotland without a smoke. I’d go nuts.”

“You could’ve met Tommy.” Victoria grinned just saying his name.

“Huh? Who’s Tommy?” Anne flicked her ashes into the overfilled ashtray.

“Tommy Garrison, he’s the Scottish cousin of Lilly’s husband, Grier Garrison.”

“You met someone? At the wedding? Tell me all about it.” Anne crushed her cigarette butt into the ashtray and leaned forward, obviously excited to hear news about Victoria’s new man.

“He’s dreamy.” Victoria closed her eyes, leaned back in the loveseat and sighed.

“You said he was Scottish? As in, he lives in Scotland?” Anne’s thin, drawn-on eyebrows arched inquisitively.

“Well, kinda sorta, but not really.”

“Huh?”

“His home is in Scotland, Castle Garrison actually, but he travels a lot.”

“Oh, then that’ll never work, not as much as you travel, too.”

“But not if we work in the same field.”

“You mean? He’s an...”

“An archaeologist, too.” Victoria finished her mother’s sentence.

“Well that’s convenient. Ya’ll can dig around in the dirt together. You didn’t sleep with him







d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
S THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH S

AN ELEMENTS OF MYSTERY-
UNDER THE MAGIC ADVENTURE

S S
TERRI TALLEY VENTERS






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





