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      The hot summer sun was shining in the cloudless sky as Molly McKendrick indicated right and turned her convertible Beetle into the magnificent driveway of the most exquisite hotel she’d ever set eyes on. She smiled to herself; this was home for the next few days and even though she was attending a work conference she was wholeheartedly looking forward to throwing herself into her time away from her busy daily routine.

      Driving around the car park she saw the hotel was busier than she’d imagined, and after finally noticing a parking space under a weeping willow tree at the side of the lake she pulled in and closed the roof of her racing-red car before cutting the engine. The day was glorious, and she had the next few hours free to herself before she attended an introductory meeting for the course ahead.

      Molly was a qualified vet with her own practice and animal hospital over in the town of Glensheil. For as long as she could remember, her career had been her life, striving to be the best in her field and working ridiculously long hours. But lately, after a number of misbehaved dogs had come through her surgery doors, she’d decided to add another string to her bow and offer a service that benefited herself and her clients: dog behavioural classes. That was why she was at the hotel today, to learn from some of the best in the field.

      Before climbing out of the car Molly took a quick look in the mirror. She pushed her sunglasses to the top of her head and dabbed on a little lipgloss. She looked different today; there were no green scrubs to be seen or white clogs on her feet. Her hair wasn’t scraped back off her face; instead, her glossy auburn curls fell loose past her shoulders. She’d applied a little make-up and her skin glowed and her eyes sparkled. With a quick squirt of perfume she declared herself ready and stepped out into the fresh air.

      As well as the new business venture, Molly had also begun to give a little more thought to her personal life. The majority of her friends were married with children and she had to admit she’d begun thinking about her own future more and more. It wasn’t as though she was unhappy with life; she had everything going for her – her own home, a car she loved, a successful business and just the best friends. But she couldn’t help feeling that she was missing that special someone in her life to curl up with on cold winter nights or amble along to the pub with in the summer, but she just never seemed to meet the right person.

      Tilting her face up to the sun, Molly murmured to herself, ‘This is the life.’ She couldn’t wait to get checked in and hopefully within the next twenty minutes she’d be enjoying a chilled glass of wine, sitting in the sunshine admiring the magnificent grounds of this spectacular hotel. Just as she was about to close the car door, she heard her phone ringing from inside her bag. It was her friend Isla, no doubt checking whether she’d arrived safely. She’d call back once she’d settled in, Molly thought as she stuffed the phone back in her bag and stepped backwards.

      ‘Woah! Steady!’

      Molly spun around and apologised profusely. ‘Oh my God, sorry! I wasn’t looking where I was going.’

      The man standing in front of her was looking down at the ground. Molly had knocked his holdall clean out of his hands. There, scattered on the ground from his open bag, was a pair of pristine white Calvin Klein boxer shorts. How bloody embarrassing for them both.

      Without thinking, Molly bent down to pick them up and so did he.

      Bang!

      Their heads bumped, and Molly made a noise like a punctured balloon. ‘Shit, sorry again,’ she said, instantly feeling the red blush in her cheeks. Standing up straight, she rubbed her head, feeling absolutely mortified. Then she met the dark eyes of the handsome stranger standing in front of her, the warmest of smiles lifting the corner of his mouth.

      ‘I never thought coming away for a few days would involve losing my pants and concussion before I’d even checked in,’ the guy said, with a spark of humour and a glint in his eye.

      Molly swallowed, then her mouth dropped open. She knew she was catching flies but couldn’t help it. She was too busy getting lost inside his deep hazel eyes that were staring back at her. There was only one word to describe the man standing in front of her: hot!

      Dear God, you have answered all my prayers. Molly was praying those words were just whirling around her head and hadn’t actually left her mouth. She blinked slowly. She wasn’t sure if she even believed in love at first sight … until now. Taken by surprise, she lost herself for a moment. His features were perfect: slim and muscular. Molly had already glimpsed his strong arms that fitted into his tight white shirt very nicely. His tousled brown hair was thick and lustrous and he had an almost perfectly symmetrical face that stopped you in your tracks. This encounter felt like a scene from a movie. Any minute now, Molly thought, he was going to sweep her off her feet and kiss her like she’d never been kissed.

      ‘Are you okay?’ he asked, staring straight at her. ‘You seem a little dazed.’

      ‘Lovestruck’ is what Molly wanted to reply, but thankfully her brain was working quicker than her lips. ‘Yes, why wouldn’t I be okay?’

      He pointed to her head. ‘We bumped heads.’

      She flapped her hand in front of her. ‘That was nothing.’

      He was grinning at her. ‘Glad to hear it.’

      Their eyes diverted back to the boxer shorts once again.

      He stretched out his hand. ‘I’ll get them this time. I wouldn’t want any more injuries on my account.’

      Molly watched as the handsome stranger bent down once more, quickly scooped up his possessions and stuffed them back in the top of his holdall. ‘That’ll teach me to fasten up my bag.’

      ‘And it will teach me to look where I’m going.’ Even though Molly was extremely glad she hadn’t been looking where she was going.

      ‘I hope there are no lasting effects …’ He nodded towards her head.

      Already knowing there were lasting effects, Molly realised she was going to think about this stranger for a long time. She bit down on her lip to try and suppress her smile and knew she was acting like a schoolgirl with a crush. What the hell was happening here?

      Taking the bull by the horns – ‘Maybe…’ She was about to say, ‘Maybe we could grab a drink together?’

      ‘Maybe,’ he interrupted, his dark eyes glistening and locked on hers.

      But she didn’t finish her sentence, and he turned and walked away, leaving a burst of adrenalin electrifying her heart, which was racing at a pace she hadn’t experienced in a long while. Shit, what was happening to her?

      For a split second, she closed her eyes and inhaled his woody masculine smell then breathed out, only to discover, when she opened her eyes, he was looking back over his shoulder smiling. Molly was mesmerised – surely he must have felt that too? The attraction between them was off the scale. The last time Molly had felt that instant connection was when she discovered David Beckham’s Instagram and she’d lost a whole night’s sleep scrolling through every image he’d ever posted. David was hot but of course she was never going to pull him in this lifetime or the next and it didn’t help that he was married to someone equally famous and beautiful.

      Molly knew she wanted to know more about the mystery man. In fact, she wanted to know everything about the man who had just disappeared inside the hotel.

      ‘Damn, I didn’t even get his name,’ she muttered under her breath.
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      Molly was still smiling, with an added spring in her step, as she ambled towards the hotel reception with her long floating summer dress bouncing just above her ankles. Talking to herself only confirmed one thing for her: the stranger in the car park had stirred up feelings in her and she was intrigued by him. Casting her mind back, she couldn’t remember the last time she’d been on a date.

      As she wheeled her suitcase through the revolving door she saw the hotel reception was busy. She waited patiently in line and looked around. The foyer was lavish, with a crystal chandelier hanging from the ceiling; the marble floor stretched towards a regally arching stairway, and an oak balcony circled the entrance hall. The place was dotted with people going about their day, including large groups of business-type people wandering through the lobby, chatting on their phones or lounging on the large chesterfields tapping away on their laptops. Molly noticed a cluster of guests sitting at the bar and drinking from champagne flutes, visible through the double doors, and an army of staff circulating with trays of hors d’oeuvres. There were three gigantic windows that ran floor to ceiling at the far end of the reception that looked out over freshly cut lawns and a fountain. That’s when she saw him again, the stranger from the car park. She couldn’t help but stare. His skinny blue jeans improved his strong thighs, and his tight white T-shirt complemented his tan.

      What I’d do to have those arms wrapped around me for one night only, thought Molly, as her mouth slipped back into a smile. The handsome stranger must have got the feeling he was being watched, because he glanced over his shoulder. Molly caught his eye and coyly lowered hers, then looked back up slowly. Biting her lip, she tried to hide her smile but that was proving difficult as inside it felt like hundreds of fireflies were fluttering around her stomach. With a glint in his eye, he gave her a look and held her gaze for a second longer before taking a sip of his drink. She was watching him, and he was watching her.

      ‘Can I help you?’ The receptionist’s voice was bright and cheery, causing Molly to jump. Whilst watching the handsome stranger she had been oblivious to the queue disappearing in front of her and now the receptionist was smiling up at her from behind the desk.

      ‘I’d like to check in, please,’ answered Molly, still looking in his direction. ‘Molly McKendrick.’

      The receptionist tapped away on the computer in front of her then pulled open a drawer at the side of her desk. ‘Have you stayed with us before?’

      Molly shook her head. ‘No, it’s my first time.’

      ‘And I can see you are booked in for a course whilst you are here. They are meeting this afternoon in the Swallowtail suite, which is just down that corridor on the right, at 2 p.m. for an introductory meeting.’ The receptionist resembled an airhostess as she used her hands to point in the right direction.

      ‘Thank you,’ replied Molly, taking a swift glance in that direction.

      ‘Your room is through those double doors on the ground floor, one of our best deluxe rooms overlooking the gardens,’ the receptionist continued. ‘We do hope you enjoy your stay with us.’

      ‘Thank you, I’m sure I will.’ Molly picked up the key and took one last look over her shoulder at the handsome stranger, who was in conversation with a group of people and had moved over towards the bar. She set off through a maze of corridors on the ground floor until she found herself hovering outside her room. For a second she struggled with the keycard but thankfully, after hearing a click and seeing the green light flicker, she pushed open the door and was finally inside.

      The room was breathtaking; olde worlde, with old-fashioned cottage lights and a huge four-poster bed dressed in crisp white ruffled linen. There was an open fire which would be perfect in the winter months and a leather armchair, a coffee table with a bottle of wine, two glasses, and a welcome pack. Molly poked her head into the bathroom, which was a good size, with cream and stone-coloured tiles and equipped with a large bath, power shower, and a basket of luxurious bath products. It had been a long time since Molly had stayed in a place like this. After taking in the aroma of the gorgeous handwash, she pushed opened the door to the balcony and discovered her own piece of heaven for the next few days. With a sunken hot tub, bistro table, and chairs, Molly decided she was going to enjoy her getaway starting right now. After pouring herself a drink and placing her book on the bed, she hung up her clothes and picked up her phone. With her legs swung over the arm of one of the wrought-iron chairs, Molly actually felt herself grinning as she rang Isla back.

      For the next five minutes, with a glass of wine in hand, Molly caught up on gossip with her friend.

      ‘Just a heads-up, in a couple of weeks Allie has got the weekend off and apparently Dr Taylor is having retirement drinks in the pub and the new doctor is arriving,’ Isla’s voice trilled out. ‘Make sure you’re free.’

      Molly was absolutely in. A night out with the girls was just what she needed after throwing herself into work for as long as she could remember. She’d decided it was about time she made more time for herself.

      ‘And what’s all this I hear from Rory? A new business venture in Primrose Park?’ prompted Isla. ‘It sounds like you are going to have your hands full.’

      Molly emanated a tranquillity all around and when Rory, the local vet in Heartcross, had suggested that she would be brilliant at training the out-of-hand rascals that came into both their surgeries, making them into the best dogs they could be, she’d started to think about the idea seriously. How difficult could it be to run dog behaviour classes? She had great patience, and usually dealing with the dog owners proved to be more difficult than the actual out-of-hand hounds.

      ‘That’s why I’m here, learning about the psychology of dogs and their owners for the next few days before starting dog behavioural classes in Primrose Park. There’s an introduction meeting this afternoon and after we hang up, I’m on the lookout for the gorgeous mystery man whose underpants I knocked clean out of his hands in the car park on arrival.’

      Isla was spluttering with laughter. ‘What have you been up to now?’

      ‘Isla, he was hot, and I mean hot. You know when you just know.’

      ‘Behave! How much have you had to drink?’

      ‘I’m being serious,’ replied Molly. ‘There was something there. The sparks were flying. I knew I was staring at him, but I couldn’t help it. He’s my happy-ever-after, but there’s only one problem with that: he just doesn’t know it yet.’ Molly chuckled, knowing that there was no way on this earth that the handsome stranger wasn’t already married or in a relationship.

      Peals of laughter were ringing down the phone, ‘It looks like you are in for an interesting few days. At least if you find a real man there’s no need for any more talk of this sperm-donor rubbish.’
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      Two months ago, on a night out and after copious amounts of gin in the Grouse and Haggis, Molly had shared with her friend that she was feeling a little broody. She was envious of her friends who were settled in families and she was beginning to think more and more about having children. There was just one problem with that: her body clock was ticking. Molly knew she’d make an excellent mother; she was a strong independent woman, financially secure in her own house and business with so much love to give, but as her friends pointed out there was only one thing missing: the man.

      ‘Who needs a man?’ Molly had blurted, and to her friend’s astonishment had shared the thought that it would be simple to cut out all the love and romance and just go straight to the source.

      ‘It’s simple, honestly, Isla, there’s internet sites …’

      ‘Stop right there,’ Isla had interrupted, sounding absolutely mortified, but Molly had carried on.

      ‘Two hundred pounds for the sample and turkey baster but for the grand total of two hundred and fifty pounds the man has sex with you – he basically does the deed and leaves straight after. Obviously I’d have to vet the person, check out their background, intelligence levels, looks as well …’

      ‘Isn’t that actually prostitution?’ Isla had thrown in, sounding outraged.

      ‘I think we could interview a few men; it would be fun.’

      ‘No! We can’t! You absolutely crease me up. We can’t go around interviewing men for their sperm – and don’t drag me into this. Drew would have a fit!’

      ‘Oh, you can! I’ll have to. I want good genes, professional doctor’s genes, good-looking genes … They have to be a decent height, same colour hair and eyes. It’s the way of the world. I’m a modern woman and these men make a proper living out of it. Could you imagine three samples a day, seven days a week? That’s a decent income.’ Molly had been enjoying winding Isla up but the more she thought about it, the more it was beginning to make sense. Why couldn’t she do this? She didn’t need to be in a long-term relationship to have a child, did she?
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      ‘This donor stuff isn’t rubbish,’ Molly objected, trying to sound hurt yet wearing a huge grin on her face.

      ‘You are bonkers, Molly McKendrick!’

      ‘It’s okay for you to say that, you have a beautiful family, gorgeous children. I can’t remember the last time I even fancied anyone,’ stated Molly, racking her brains.

      ‘Do you know what I think? I think it’s about time you let your hair down. All work and no play makes Molly a dull girl. Go and pour yourself a glass of wine…’

      ‘Already done,’ chuckled Molly, holding up her glass, but obviously Isla couldn’t see it.

      ‘I reckon you go and get your mystery man. Did you get his name?’

      ‘No, but I’m going to have a wander down to the bar in a minute and that is the first thing on my to-do list.’

      ‘Good, and no more talk of turkey basters. Things are not that bad … just yet, anyway.’

      Taking a sip of her wine, Molly gazed at the magnificent hundred acres of parkland, comprising formal gardens with ornamental ponds, a Victorian walled vegetable garden and a woodland trail. There was a group of guests playing croquet on the freshly mown striped lawns and Molly noticed a couple walking hand in hand before sharing a kiss at the side of the fountain. For a second, she had romantic notions of running across the lawn barefooted and diving straight into the arms of the mystery man next time she saw him. He’d sweep her off her feet and from that moment on they’d become inseparable. There would be no need to even think about turkey basters.

      Her thoughts were interrupted by the pinging of her phone – a text message from Isla.

      
        
        Stop surfing the internet and go and find your man!

        

      

      Sometimes it felt like Isla could actually read her mind.

      
        
        I will, in a minute!

        

      

      Molly replied before pulling out the course information pack and quickly scanning what the next few days would entail.

      Molly had left her surgery and boarding kennels in good hands. She had an army of staff who were reliable and she worked closely with Rory, who had his work cut out manning his brand-new practice up at Clover Cottage, which had been up and running for approximately six months. They had a good working relationship and after his father Stuart retired, Rory’d been hinting to Molly that they should join forces. She was tempted.

      In the last few months Molly had trialled a dog walking sideline from her practice, which had led to her employing two full-time staff. She’d never anticipated that within forty-eight hours of advertising the demand would be so great. But what was plain to see was that there was another gap in the market. Most of these dogs were naughty, the frazzled owners at their wits’ end, and when Rory bumped into her walking through Primrose Park and suggested she was the dog whisperer after a naughty cockapoo had slipped his lead and was running from the owner, the idea was born. But for Molly it was all or nothing; she wanted to be the best at everything she did and had visions of herself taking it to another level – being the best dog trainer at Crufts perhaps. Of course that might be pushing it a little but you had to believe in yourself and that’s what made her successful in everything she did.

      Her early childhood wasn’t one she’d wish on her worst enemy. Her biological mum and dad had married young, just turning seventeen. As much as they had tried to do the right thing to keep their family together, they hadn’t been ready to play happy families. They’d lived in a tiny, damp flat above a row of shops. Molly remembered she didn’t even have her own room, but slept on a mattress in a cramped space in the corner of the living room. Her father was hot-headed, drank way too much and was the kind of person you would dread meeting down a dark alley. From what Molly could remember her mum was timid, cried a lot, and spent many hours walking whilst pushing Molly in a pram. At the age of four Molly could vaguely remember a tall, slim woman with a kind smiling face taking her by her hand and her mum handing over a bag alongside her cherished cuddly toy. The tears were coming down her mum’s face and that was the last time she’d ever seen her.

      Molly had been adopted by Di and Doug and their family dog Willow, who was a little ball of energy. Her life had changed overnight. Those two people had brought so much love and happiness to her that she could never thank them enough for choosing her to be their daughter. And Primrose Park had been a special place to them, too. This was where Molly had enjoyed her time with her adoptive father walking their family dog, and one afternoon, after Willow had cut his paw on a piece of broken glass, Molly announced, at the age of eight, that she was going to become a vet as well as be the best mother in the world, just like Di.

      Primrose Park was a beautiful park situated just off the main high street which backed onto Starcross Manor, with Heartcross Mountain towering in the distance. Wrought-iron gates framed the entrance, and oak trees flanked the main gravel path leading towards the duck pond surrounded by its pea-green grass. The creation of Primrose Meadow was breathtaking, with a grand pergola alongside the fountain, and during the summer months it attracted hundreds of butterflies feeding off the wildflowers. In winter the trees and shrubs provided rich habitats for robins and squirrels. Over at the far end there was a small lake for fishing, and it provided a perfect feeding ground for bats, as well as an octagonal roofed bandstand. There was a fantastic calm and beauty about the place, and it was a favourite with dog walkers.

      Molly checked the time. She had a couple of hours before she needed to head to the introductory meeting and, as she pushed the course information to one side, visions of the mystery man began to seep through her mind again. She felt a little flutter in her stomach at the thought of seeing him again and leapt to her feet. There was no point sitting around her room when there was a whole hotel to enjoy and people to meet. Swigging back the rest of the wine in her glass, she grabbed her bag and headed towards the hotel bar.

      When she got there, the bar was extremely busy, and after ordering a gin and slimline tonic she found a table on the outside terrace, overlooking the gardens, and pulled her book from her bag. Everyone seemed to be in small groups or couples but soon Molly would be introduced to people on the course and hopefully would be able to share dinner with someone tonight. Taking a glance around, she couldn’t spot her mystery man or the people he was chatting to earlier. She felt a little disappointed but wasn’t going to let it dampen her spirits; she was sure she’d bump into him again at some point. Lowering her sunglasses, she opened her book and began to read. This was the life: the sunshine, a gin, and a few days away from her usual hectic lifestyle.

      ‘So you’re a romantic comedy kind of girl?’

      A dark shadow had crept over Molly and blocked out the sun. Immediately she lifted her head and found her mystery man looking down at her with the most kissable smile she’d ever laid eyes on.

      ‘I am. Are you?’

      He gave her a smile, ‘I’m not a girl, but I can be partial to the odd romcom.’

      Jesus Christ, her hormones were on fire. How did he do that? That look, that smile had such intensity.

      ‘Glad to see you are in touch with your feminine side.’ With his eyes still locked on her, her heart pounded – it was now or never. She wanted to know his name, who he was, where he lived, his occupation – everything! In a flirtatious act, she lifted her hair off her neck and twisted it into a bun, then let it cascade back over her shoulders.

      ‘We meet again.’ He gave her a lopsided grin.

      He was a vision of total gorgeousness and Molly had to remind herself to breathe in, out, in, out. The words were whirling in her mind. ‘We do, and this time your underpants aren’t on the floor.’

      A couple walking past the table picked up on the conversation and raised an eyebrow. Molly laughed and extended her hand towards him. ‘I’m Molly McKendrick, and you are?’

      ‘I’m Cam, pleased to meet you.’

      Even with just a slight touch of his hand, the skin on the back of her neck prickled. Molly’s heart was racing.

      ‘Do you fancy a walk?’ Cam nodded towards the fountain in the far distance.

      ‘Perfect,’ replied Molly, slipping her book back in her bag and standing up.

      They walked side by side, Cam’s arm lightly brushing her elbow, as Molly stepped down the grey stone steps towards the garden.

      ‘What brings you here, Molly?’ he asked, taking a sip of his drink but keeping his eyes well and truly on her.

      ‘Work. I’m here for the conference. I have my own vet practice over in Glensheil.’

      Cam narrowed his eyes? ‘Glensheil?’

      ‘A smallish town on the other side of the bridge that is linked to Heartcross? The village was in the news when its bridge collapsed leaving the residents stranded.’

      Cam nodded and didn’t hesitate. ‘Ah, and the supervet who was in the news report, Rory…’

      ‘Scott,’ Molly finished his sentence. ‘He’s a great friend of mine. And what do you do, Cam?’

      ‘Underwear model.’ Cam’s face was deadpan before it broke out into a smile.

      ‘You had me there for a moment.’ Molly laughed.

      ‘I’m a dentist,’ Cam replied.

      ‘Well, my dentist doesn’t look like you. Maybe I need to come to your practice.’ Molly knew she was flirting, and that her statement sounded so cringeworthy.

      ‘Maybe you do.’

      ‘You really do have a winning smile.’ As soon as the words left her mouth, she knew exactly how uncool she sounded and shook her head whilst rolling her eyes. ‘And you’re here because…’

      ‘It was written in the stars that I’d meet a girl called Molly from Glensheil…’ He was teasing her. ‘I’m having a night away, meeting up with my cousin, a game of golf and some old university mates… You know how it is.’

      ‘And how long are you around for?’ asked Molly, hoping the answer was for at least the next couple of days.

      ‘I’m going home tomorrow.’

      Disappointed, Molly felt a tiny slump in her mood, but watched in amusement as Cam raced ahead with a huge grin on his face. He looked back over his shoulder, ‘Come on!’ he said, with a sparkle in his eye.

      ‘What are you doing?’ she asked, puzzled, watching him kick off his loafers before sitting on the wall of the fountain and swinging his legs over the stone edge, his feet now dangling in the water.

      ‘You are crazy! Everyone is watching you!’ said Molly, admiring his carefree attitude.

      ‘Who cares? Let them watch! The sun is shining, I have a drink in my hand and a beautiful girl by my side. Come on!’

      Molly’s heart gave a flip at his words.

      ‘Come on,’ he urged again, balancing his drink on the edge of the fountain and holding his hand towards her.

      ‘Daredevil you!’ Molly laughed, enjoying the sunshine and feeling carefree as she reached for Cam’s hand.

      ‘Jump!’ he said, his strong hand pulling her upwards. Her fingertips tingled with adrenalin.

      Molly giggled as she sat on the edge of the fountain. At the shock of the cold water touching her feet, she quickly lifted them up, exclaiming, ‘It’s freezing!’

      ‘It isn’t!’ He grinned, lightly bumping shoulders with her.

      Molly watched as Cam slid off the edge of the fountain, cupped his hands in the water and playfully threw it in Molly’s direction, making her raise her legs to shield herself. ‘Stop!’ she giggled, secretly enjoying every second.

      Cam’s eyes were playful, and there was a sense of fun about him. Molly felt like she’d known him for years. She was so comfortable in his company.

      The sunlight glittered off the hundreds of water droplets as a frothy cascade of water fell into the circle of stone, water spraying as it hit the pool of multi-coloured pebbles splattered with coins.

      ‘Here, make a wish,’ Cam said, reaching inside his pocket and pulling out a coin. He handed it to Molly.

      She held the coin in her hand for a couple of seconds before closing her eyes and throwing it towards the centre of the fountain.

      ‘Well, what did you wish for?’ asked Cam, sitting back down, his fingers right next to hers on the edge of the fountain.

      ‘I can’t possibly say! Otherwise, my wish won’t come true!’ She held his gaze and widened her eyes, making them both laugh. ‘So, do you normally jump into fountains with girls you’ve only just met?’

      ‘It wasn’t on my to-do list today.’ He grinned. ‘Do you normally jump into fountains with men you’ve only just met?’

      Molly pretended to think. ‘It wasn’t on my to-do list either today!’

      ‘See, we’ve got something in common already!’ exclaimed Cam, taking a sip of his drink and not taking his eyes off her.

      ‘What else have we got in common, do you think?’ asked Molly, knowing she had a silly grin on her face that she couldn’t tame.

      ‘Tea or coffee?’ he asked.

      ‘Tea,’ replied Molly.

      ‘Good choice! Pizza or curry?’

      ‘Curry every day of the week!’

      ‘Again, good choice! Dogs or cats?’

      Molly let out a loud peal of laughter. ‘I’m a vet! I can’t choose.’

      ‘Fair point.’ He grinned. ‘A night at a nightclub or a romantic walk along the river eating fish and chips wrapped in newspaper followed by a bottle of wine and Netflix?’

      ‘The absolute latter, how about you?’ she asked, wondering if he was a party animal.

      ‘The latter too.’ He nudged her arm playfully, sending an electric shockwave through the whole of her body.

      ‘See, me and you, Molly McKendrick, veterinary surgeon from Glensheil, have so much in common.’

      Hearing Cam’s name being called from the stone steps near the bar they both swung around. A man was looking over in their direction and tapping his watch.

      ‘My cousin. Golf calls … unfortunately,’ said Cam, standing up, much to Molly’s disappointment. She really wished he could stay around for a little longer. He slipped his wet feet back inside his loafers and put out his hand to turn Molly round to face him.

      ‘One last question,’ he said.

      ‘Go on…’

      ‘Boyfriend? Husband?’ he asked, still holding her hand. The question took her completely by surprise.

      For a split second the question hung in the air.

      ‘Neither,’ replied Molly, and watched the smile grow on Cam’s face.

      He nodded. ‘Well, it was lovely meeting you, Molly McKendrick.’ He stared at the coins in the bottom of the fountain. ‘And I hope your wish comes true.’

      He held her gaze a second longer before he turned and walked away.

      ‘Just one more question,’ she shouted after him.

      He glanced back over his shoulder and stopped walking.

      ‘Will I see you again?’ Molly secretly had her fingers crossed behind her back.

      ‘I absolutely hope so,’ came the reply.

      Molly swung her legs back and forth like an excited child as he carried on walking towards the steps. She couldn’t take her eyes off him. Just as he was about to disappear through the door of the bar, he looked towards her and gave Molly one last smile, causing a flurry of goosebumps across her body.

      ‘Damn golf,’ she chuckled, slipping her feet back into her shoes and ignoring strange looks from a couple walking by. ‘I’ve never liked golf.’ What was the point of it, walking for miles whilst hitting a ball?

      Picking up her drink, she ambled back across the grass and thought about Cam’s answer. He wanted to see her again and Molly had everything crossed that it might happen tonight. All she could do was hang around the bar area looking her absolute best and hopefully bump into him again before he went home tomorrow. Yes, that’s what she would do. She pulled out her phone from her bag and pinged a text to Isla.

      
        
        My mystery man is called Cam!

        

      

      Almost immediately she received a reply.

      
        
        Very nice name, and where is Cam from?

        

      

      Molly looked at the text. Bugger, she’d forgotten to ask him that.

      
        
        Eek! I never asked, but I do know he’s a dentist who plays golf.

        

      

      She quickly typed back.

      
        
        Well, if push comes to shove there can’t be too many dentists in Scotland called Cam! Get googling! Is he the one?

        

      

      Molly laughed. In her mind she could see Isla already having them married off and their first baby on the way, but the funny thing was, so could Molly. Never on this earth had she ever had such an instant connection with anyone. She had every intention of finding out as much as she could about him.

      Sitting back down at a vacant table, Molly opened up Google and began to search the web but all that came up was several dentist practices called Cam Dentist Practice. There wasn’t a thing she could find out about him. Molly could have kicked herself. She hadn’t even asked him where home was.
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      Molly had been sitting in the introductory meeting for nearly an hour and for most of that time her mind had been elsewhere. Usually, she was on top of her game, always paying attention, making notes and listening intently, but on this occasion she had been well and truly distracted by her thoughts of Cam.

      Suddenly, she became aware the whole room had fallen silent. Everyone sitting around the large circular table in the Swallowtail Suite was looking in her direction. Molly felt the crimson blush rise up her neck, heading swiftly towards her cheeks. She wanted the ground to swallow her up as the woman sitting next to her – Sally, according to the large white sticker on her blouse – nudged her elbow. ‘It’s your turn,’ she whispered. ‘You need to introduce yourself and tell everyone why you are here, business or pleasure.’

      Molly was mortified. How had she let her mind wander that much that she had no clue what was going on in the room? Luckily the trainer came to her rescue. ‘Molly, isn’t it?’ she said, taking a quick look at her name sticker. ‘We were just talking about what brings you here for the next few days. Is it part of your business to understand the behaviour of dogs or are you here for personal reasons? Maybe you’ve got yourself a puppy or a rescue dog.’

      Still aware that all eyes were looking in her direction, Molly swallowed. ‘Hi, I’m Molly and I’m a vet. I’m here because I offered a dog walking service which took off immediately and I’m here to learn more about it.’

      Even though Molly knew she hadn’t been listening for most of the time since they arrived, the trainer looked very impressed.

      ‘I think there is a huge gap in the market for this type of service. Just think how many people welcome a new puppy into their home and never train it properly. There’s the saying “you can’t teach an old dog new tricks”, but I disagree.’ The trainer switched on the TV screen mounted on the wall. ‘This will give you food for thought for the first session tomorrow. Once it’s finished, you can sign out and I’ll look forward to seeing you all in the morning.’ The trainer turned towards the screen and pressed a button on the remote control, and everyone sat back in their seats and watched.

      ‘You can go back to sleep now,’ whispered Sally with a chuckle.

      ‘How embarrassing. I wanted the ground to swallow me up,’ Molly mumbled.

      ‘There’s a few of us who’ve already arranged to eat together tonight if you fancy joining us?’ shared Sally, taking a sideways glance at her.

      ‘Perfect,’ replied Molly, thinking at least she had some company for tonight even if she didn’t see Cam again.

      Twenty minutes later, after the video had finished, they filtered out into the lobby. Molly and Sally looked at each other and burst out laughing. Molly couldn’t believe she’d been caught out like a naughty schoolgirl not listening to her lecture.

      ‘You were off with the fairies,’ giggled Sally, walking towards the bar. ‘Do you fancy grabbing a quick drink? And then we can book the restaurant for this evening’s meal.’

      As they walked into the bar area, instantly Molly was looking around the room, but there was no sign of Cam. ‘How long does a game of golf normally take?’ Molly was thinking aloud.

      ‘Golf? I’ve no idea.’ Sally raised an eyebrow. ‘Where did that come from? Are you going to train your dogs to play golf?’

      Molly laughed as the bartender handed over their drinks and they grabbed a table outside on the veranda overlooking the beautiful fountain. Molly smiled at the earlier memory of Cam kicking off his shoes without a care in the world and splashing her with water.

      ‘Now there’s an idea… So what do you do?’ asked Molly, turning towards Sally, who was filing one of her long manicured nails like her life depended on it. Thinking about it, Sally didn’t look like an animal person at all. She looked more like a supermodel. Molly couldn’t at all imagine Sally walking dogs in the rain or looking bedraggled in any way. Even her heels looked expensive.

      ‘I’m actually a beauty therapist with my own salon,’ said Sally with a smile, ‘but my daughter has just opened up a dog training centre and has asked me to cover her reception one day a week until she finds a suitable employee. That’s why I’m here, so if anyone asks me any questions at least I can give an educated answer. And to be honest, a few days away in a luxury hotel is right up my street.’ Sally looked down at Molly’s nails and pointed. ‘Do you make much time for yourself?’

      Molly looked at her own not-so-manicured nails.

      ‘I think I need to – I don’t seem to have much spare time,’ she confessed.

      Sally looked at her watch. ‘There’s plenty of time before dinner – shall we go and see if they have any spare treatment slots over in the spa? I like to check out the competition.’

      Molly didn’t waver. ‘You know what, let’s do it!’ She couldn’t remember the last time she had been pampered; relaxing wasn’t something she did naturally. She had never in her life had her nails painted or had a massage, but she’d told herself she was going to make the most of these next three days and that’s exactly what she was going to do.

      Two hours later, Molly felt like a million dollars as she strolled back along the hallway towards her room, swinging her bag at her side. Her afternoon had consisted of one too many glasses of Prosecco, and a back massage, and she’d been plucked to within an inch of her life. Never in a million years could she have imagined a couple of beauty treatments would leave her feeling so stress-free.

      There was an hour until the evening meal was booked. Molly hovered outside her room and rummaged in her bag for the room key. ‘I really do need to stop carrying so much crap in my bag,’ she mumbled, and waved the keycard in front of the keypad on the door.

      ‘Why do you never work for me?’ Molly was still muttering under her breath. She quickly glanced up at the number on the door to check she was standing outside the right room. She tried again, her expression knotting with concentration.

      ‘Are you having trouble there?’ a voice filtered down the corridor.

      Molly spun round to see Cam strolling towards her with a huge beam on his face. Her heart gave a little leap.

      ‘I’m a little bit useless at trying to make this keycard thingy work.’ She waved it again in front of the keypad but still nothing.

      ‘Here, let me try.’ Cam took the keycard from her and as his fingers brushed against hers Molly felt that electrifying feeling again, shooting through her whole body.

      ‘You’re staring at me,’ he said, with a look of amusement on his face.

      Molly knew she was, but she couldn’t help it. ‘I’m not,’ she protested, thanking God that was all she’d said and no verbal vomit had slipped out of her mouth.

      He grinned. ‘I think you are and you’—he narrowed his eyes at her—‘kind of look different, glowing.’

      ‘I’ve just had a couple of hours of pampering and a few glasses of Prosecco.’

      ‘And you look good for it.’

      Molly was suitably flattered by his flirtatious smile. ‘How was the golf?’ she asked, watching Cam waggle the keycard in front of the keypad.

      ‘Between you and me, I’m rubbish at it, but it’s exercise and there is always a pint at the end of it.’

      Hearing a click and seeing the green light on the keypad, Cam pushed open the door. ‘You’re in. There’s a bit of a knack to it.’ He had an air of confidence and a twinkle in his eye. As she took the keycard from his hand, Molly knew the attraction between them was strong.

      ‘Thank you,’ she said, beaming. She stepped in front of him and paused in the doorway of her room. ‘Will you be around any time tonight?’

      ‘I’m sure I won’t be too far away.’ He took one sideways step and waggled another keycard in the air. Molly watched in astonishment as he held the keycard against the door of the room right next to hers. By the time she heard the door click, her jaw had fallen somewhere below her knees. Christ on a bike, he was in the room next door and there was no denying she was secretly pleased. After spending just a little while in his company she knew she wanted to know everything about him.

      They grinned foolishly at each other as he stepped inside his room and shut the door behind him. Molly did the same then turned and launched herself at the bed and belly-flopped on top of the covers before lying on her back, silently screaming and waggling her legs in the air. As she sat up and pushed her hair out of her face, she spotted something in front of her that she hadn’t noticed before – an adjoining door between the two bedrooms. ‘OMG,’ she mumbled, her heart pounding nineteen to the dozen. Quickly reaching for her phone, Molly punched a text to Isla.

      
        
        The vision of gorgeousness IS IN THE ROOM NEXT DOOR! Sorry for the shouty capitals but I’m a tad excited.

        

        No way! This was meant to be!

        

      

      Came Isla’s instant reply.

      Typing furiously:

      
        
        And there’s an adjoining door!

        

        You may not need a turkey baster after all!

        

      

      Molly threw her head back and laughed heartily before stamping her feet on the bed one last time, then sat up. She leant across to the bedside table and put her phone on charge. She knew time was ticking and she needed to get ready for tonight’s dinner, but how she wished she was going to dinner with Cam. ‘Slowly, slowly, catchy monkey,’ she murmured to herself, looking through the clothes she’d brought with her and suddenly feeling disappointed in her choices.

      Damn, there was nothing that looked drop-dead gorgeous; she hadn’t been anticipating that she might need to dress to impress. This was exactly the reason that Molly liked to wear her scrubs for work, because it was very rare that she had to think about what to wear. The last time she dressed up to the nines was at the Scotts’s Christmas party last year.

      She looked down at the underwear she’d brought with her too – Bridget Jones pants and her old favourite grey worn-out bra which had been white once upon a time… The sheer embarrassment of it! With everything laid out on the bed, Molly plumped for her skinny blue jeans and a tight white T-shirt, and it was going to have to be the black jacket on top. She looked at herself in the mirror. It really wasn’t screaming sexy at all but what choice did she have? The jacket was on and off umpteen times before she took it off one last time and sighed. When she’d packed the case she’d never given a thought to the possibility that she might bump into a gorgeous guy she didn’t know from Adam. Yet she wanted him to want her as much as she wanted him, and wasn’t sure this was the outfit to entice him for a nightcap. But there wasn’t anything she could do. She pulled the jacket on a final time and slipped her feet into her ballet pumps.

      Curiously – Molly didn’t know what possessed her – she quietly tiptoed over to the adjoining door, then placed her hand on the handle. Dare she twist it to see if it was unlocked? There was no denying she was tempted. She had the scenario all planned out in her head: the door would swing open and she would apologise that she thought it was a cupboard and hadn’t realised it was a door and he’d invite her in for a drink and they would spend the rest of night in each other’s company.

      ‘What are you doing, you absolute loon? You are throwing yourself at a complete stranger with no shame.’ Molly let go of the handle and took a step back then reached for it again and pressed her ear against the door. She was beginning to feel obsessed by the man behind it. She could hear the sound of the TV and then a phone ring. Molly heard Cam’s voice quite clearly answer the call but was unable to make out any of the conversation. What the hell was she doing listening in on conversations through closed doors? This really wasn’t a good look. She was about to walk away when she was sure she heard Cam’s voice rise in what was obviously a heated exchange of words. The only words she could make out clearly were, ‘I am not talking about this anymore. I’ve come away for a few days to get away from this. NO!’ Cam’s voice was now clear. He must have moved closer to the door. Molly stepped backwards, feeling a pang of guilt for listening in.

      ‘I am hanging up now. I don’t want to talk about this anymore.’

      Then there was silence, except for the background noise from the TV.

      Yikes, thought Molly, and wondered what that conversation had been about. Cam sounded rattled. She was still listening when she heard the TV go silent then a door slam. He must have left the room.

      Within seconds, there was a knock on Molly’s door and she froze. Was that Cam? She quickly checked her reflection in the mirror, puffed up her hair and gave herself a quick squirt of perfume, then she took a deep breath and opened the door – only to find Sally standing there tapping her watch.

      ‘You were meant to meet us in the lobby ten minutes ago.’

      Molly had lost all track of time. ‘So sorry, I’m just coming,’ she said, quickly grabbing her bag, her phone, and the keycard before joining Sally in the hallway.

      ‘Everyone else from the course is already in the restaurant. Did you know you’ve got a dishy neighbour staying in the room next door to you?’

      ‘Have I? I’ve not noticed.’ Molly smiled to herself.

      ‘He didn’t look like he was with anyone. Striding down the hallway he was leaving behind an attractive aroma.’ Sally inhaled. ‘I love a good aftershave, don’t you?’

      ‘Absolutely.’ The second she’d met Cam in the car park his scent had made Molly go weak at the knees.

      ‘I think we should hang around your hot tub later; we might get another glimpse of him!’

      Molly wasn’t sure whether that was a serious suggestion but there was no way anyone was gatecrashing her room later. She already had hopeful plans and they didn’t involve Sally.

      ‘That would be lovely but I’m thinking more of an early night for me.’

      ‘Really?’ Sally raised an eyebrow.

      ‘I want to be fresh as a daisy for the course tomorrow. I think I showed myself up enough today and that cannot happen twice.’

      ‘Fair point,’ replied Sally with a smile. ‘You were really funny.’

      ‘But maybe tomorrow night,’ she said, knowing full well Cam would have left the building by then and returned home.

      ‘Sounds like a plan to me,’ answered Sally, holding open the lobby door for her.

      As they walked towards the restaurant Molly heard her phone ping. It was Isla.

      
        
        Have a good night and don’t do anything I wouldn’t do!

        

      

      Molly grinned and quickly typed back:

      
        
        I’m having dinner with some of the course members and even if I get the chance there is no way on this earth I can scare anyone with the sight of my Bridget Jones big knickers!

        

      

      After receiving a handful of laughing emojis back from Isla, Molly followed Sally into the restaurant. She quickly scanned the area for Cam but he was nowhere to be seen. But Molly wasn’t worried, because she knew from the look on his face when he closed his bedroom door that she would be seeing him sometime tonight. It couldn’t come soon enough.
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      Molly had looked out for Cam and his cousin all night but, much to her disappointment, they never appeared. She’d strolled through to the bar countless times throughout the evening but still there was no sign of them. Just after 10.30 p.m., a little disappointed, she made her excuses and retired to her room.

      The room next door lay in complete silence as Molly poured herself a drink and wandered out onto the balcony. She sipped her wine and took in the view, thinking how much she’d enjoyed her night; the food had been delicious and it had been good getting to know the others on the course. But she had been distracted, with one eye always on the bar, waiting and watching to see if Cam would walk in.

      After a few moments, she sighed, turned around and walked back towards the door.

      ‘You took your time; why the huge sigh?’

      Molly jumped out of her skin and brought her hand up to her chest. There was Cam sitting outside on his decking with a glass of red in his hand. His eyes sparkled and his stubble glistened from the spotlights shining up from the floor of the decking.

      ‘Moon or stars?’ he said.

      Molly looked up to the sky. ‘Definitely the stars.’

      ‘Good choice. Would you like a glass?’ He waggled the bottle in the air.

      She held up her own glass. ‘I’ve just poured one.’

      They looked at each other for a second.

      ‘Are you coming here or am I coming over there?’ His tone was soft and inviting.

      Molly felt her heart race. She bit her lip then answered, ‘How about you come over here?’

      Cam didn’t need asking again but immediately stood up. Molly opened the adjoining door with a trembling hand. As he stepped inside her room he said, ‘We meet again,’ before dipping his head and placing a soft kiss on her cheek. Then he lingered, his lips centimetres from hers. Feeling brave, Molly leant up and placed a kiss on his lips. ‘Do you normally go around kissing complete strangers?’ she murmured.

      ‘Not usually, but there’s something about you, Molly McKendrick.’ He smiled at her then took the glass of wine from her hand and placed it on the dressing table.

      ‘And there’s something about you, Cam…’ Molly whispered, hoping he’d fill the gap between them and kiss her again.

      But Cam didn’t. Instead he whispered, ‘Dentist or doctor?’ still playing their game.

      ‘Absolutely dentist,’ Molly replied, not faltering from his gaze.

      ‘Dark or light?’ she asked, watching him narrowing his eyes as she leant across and switched off the light. Their eyes locked as shadows passed across the contours of their faces. He tilted Molly’s face towards his and placed his lips on hers again.

      Molly’s heart was thumping; never in her life had she been attracted to anyone in this way, and she forced herself to breathe calmly even though

      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
    

  
OEBPS/images/omc-logo-bw.png





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        Thank you for reading…
      


      		
        You will also love…
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by Christie Barlow
      


      		
        One More Chapter...
      


      		
        About the Publisher
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Christie Barlow


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/primrose-park-cover.jpg
[ — LOVE HEARy IIE
\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\ LANE






