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  Dogwood Grove

Reading Order



Chocolates in January (A Year in Dogwood Grove series)
Hearts in February (AYIDG)
A day in Dogwood Grove: The Parade (AYIDG)
Flowers in March (AYIDG)
Paddles in April (AYIDG)
Picnics in May (AYIDG)
Discerning Blake (Wilson Brothers series)
Dances in June (AYIDG)
Paintings in July (AYIDG)
Games in August (AYIDG)
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  Chapter One


Greg
“Greg!” my younger sister, Leslie, yells through the door. “You need to move faster. People are waiting.” 
I tie the apron behind my back, and slip my work shoes on before opening the door.
“Come on, move, move, move!”
Have you ever looked up the word hussle in the dictionary? Leslie’s picture takes up the entire page. She acts like the world will end if she doesn’t work fast enough. She holds two other jobs on top of helping out with the family restaurant. And worst of all, no amount of arguing with her will convince her that some of us have lives that don’t revolve around work. And are happy that way.
“I just got here. Can I change in peace?”
“The restaurant is packed. We had to send people without reservations away. The faster we go the more people we’ll be able to sit.”
“And what’s so wrong about turning people away?”
“They may never come back.”
“Or they’ll see how busy we are as a sign that we’re worth the effort of making a reservation next time.”
She groans. “I’m not in the mood for one of your arguments. Just move it.”
“And I’m not in the mood for your bossy condescension, but I have to deal with it anyway.”
That does it. She puts her hands on her hips, her need to hurry forgotten. “Paleeeease! I’m condescending? You’re the one talking down to me like I’m an incomprehensible idiot just because I want you to do your job.”
“I am doing my job.” I keep my voice calm and collected. ‘I’m just not doing it exactly the way you want.”
“That’s not true!” Her face gets redder the louder she yells. “I just wanted you to get to work. You were in there forever.”
I smile sweetly at her. “Just the time it takes me to change clothes.”
“That’s the problem. Everything you do takes—”
Andrea, my brother Seth’s wife, opens the door to the kitchen carrying two trays. “Are you two done yelling in here? We have a restaurant full of people.”
“Yeah, Leslie,” I say with mock outrage. “Are you done arguing? We have work to do.”
Leslie glares at me. If she were a cartoon character, smoke would be coming out of her ears. “I hate you.” She moves around Andrea and practically runs through the kitchen door.
“Are you messing with her again?” Andrea scowls at me. 
She and Seth have been together since high school, so she knows us siblings as well as if we were her own.
I shrug. “She makes it so easy.”
“Exactly. Pick on someone your own size.”
I raise my hands out. “She started it by telling me to hurry. Don’t I have the right to respond?”
“Oh no. You’re not dragging me into one of your arguments. I got too much work. I don’t care who did what. Just get out there. Brent just sat down at table ten, if you want to take it.”
“Sure.”
I follow Andrea out into the dinning area. The restaurant is as packed as Leslie implied. Every table is taken, and even though all the windows are wide open to let in a breeze of fresh mountain air, the cacophony of voices, all trying to be heard over each other, assaults my ears.
I walk out onto the terrace to table ten. Inarguably our best table, at least during the warmer months when it’s not too cold to eat outside. It’s a table for six, right on the edge of the terrace, with a 180-degree view of the mountains. Brent reserved it over a month ago, for his mother’s birthday.
Brent sees me and waves. We’ve been best friends since kindergarten. I smile, all casual on the outside, but on the inside, my heart races. Sitting next to Brent, is his sister, Megan, and she’s all I can see, even as I force myself to keep my eyes on Brent and not her.
Brent stands, and we greet each other with our standard bro hug. Then I turn to his mom.
“Happy birthday, Mrs. Cook.”
She stands too. And I hug her as well.
I let my eyes roam over the rest of them and smile in greeting. Mr. Cook, Derek (Brent’s twin brother), Dana (Megan’s best friend), and lastly Megan. I leave Megan for last, so I can linger a bit.
My throat goes dry as all the blood in my body rushes south. She’s a completely different person from the last time I saw her, in tears and her spirit broken. Now she’s glowing brighter than the sun in a yellow summer dress that pushes up her generous breasts, exposing two soft and swollen mounds. My mouth waters, but I force myself to look up. Her hair is tied on top of her head, leaving her neck and shoulders naked and on display. Her lips are full with just the barest hint of gloss. And her eyes twinkle with joy and excitement that just wasn’t there last month when she was breaking up with her fiancé.
I hope this doesn’t mean that she’s back with him. He’s certainly not sitting at the table.
Maybe, it just means that she’s over him. 
Maybe she’s ready to date someone else.
My belly clenches with desire so painful, it takes me a few seconds to find my voice.
“Hi,” I say like a lovestruck dumb ass.
“Hey,” she answers with a wide grin.
“We’re ready to order,” Brent says, bringing my attention back to him.
Shit, I hope he didn’t catch me leering at his sister.
That’s right, Megan is my best friend’s little sister. She’s off limits.
I keep a smile pinned on my face as I take their orders, but inside I feel hollow.
There are plenty of other women out there, I don’t need to be pinning over my best friend’s sister. At least, that’s what I’ve been telling myself for the last ten years. And where has that gotten me?

      [image: ]Megan
Greg takes our orders and leaves, not looking back at me once. And the disappointment feels like a punch to the chest. It was dumb of me to think I could attract his attention. It’s not like I’m some great beauty who can put on a dress and a little makeup and bring men to their knees. 
Still, it stings. 
It’s silly, but after he comforted me when I broke up with Chris, I thought—maybe—he might be interested.
I haven’t seen him since then, but when Brent said he reserved a table at the Mountain View Grill for Mom’s birthday, I started to hope.
It was stupid.
“Thanks for inviting me,” Dana says to Mom.
“You know you’re always welcome in our family, Dana.”
“Yeah. You’re like the annoying younger sister we never asked for.” Brent grins showing his teeth, and I slap him on the arm.
He’s not entirely wrong though. Not about the annoying part, but the little sister part. Dana spent more time at our house than hers when we were teenagers. Her parents were always fighting, and she needed a place to hang out.
She always said that she loved our house, that it was warm and cozy. I thought it was loud and messy.
“By the way, Megan, I’m really sorry but I have some bad news.” Dana winces. 
I know that face, and I brace myself for something painful.
“I can’t go with you to the wedding on Saturday.”
“No, no, you have to. You promised! I can’t go by myself, Chris will be there.”
Tim and Chris are childhood friends. And during the ten years that Chris and I dated, I became very close to Tim’s girlfriend Hannah. Tim and Hannah were the only people that Chris could actually stand to spend time with. When Hannah found out that she was pregnant three months ago, they decided to get married and invited us to the wedding. Not just as guests, but as members of the wedding party. 
I talked to Hannah on the phone after Chris and I broke up, but since Tim and Chris are such good friends, I didn’t tell her the whole truth about the break-up. I might have implied that Chris and I stayed friends.
She begged me to still come to the wedding. She said I could even bring a guest, and I just couldn’t say no.
It’s too late to back out. But I can’t go by myself.
“I’m so sorry,” Dana says. “But the team-building group that was supposed to come in two weeks rescheduled. I promised Amelia I would help. I just started this job, I can’t cancel now.”
Dana just started working at the Dogwood Tourist Agency. She makes big eyes at me, batting her long eyelashes and pouting.
Argh!
I know she doesn’t want to go to the wedding. She barely knows Hannah, and she can’t stand Chris. Plus, I also know that this new job is very important to her. Not that I think Amelia would fire her over this, especially if she explained that it’s all already planned. But Dana likes to go above and beyond at work. She takes pride in being a good employee. It’s more important to her than a stranger’s wedding.
“Fine,” I mumble with frustration. “But what am I supposed to do?”
“Don’t go!” All the sadness is gone from her face now. “She’s not your friend.”  
This is what Dana said two weeks ago when I asked her to go with me. I don’t know. Hannah is a friend, was a friend, but I doubt I will see her much after she marries Chris’s best friend. We might talk on the phone for a while, but eventually, we’ll grow apart. So what’s the point of going?
I already said yes. And I’m one of the bridesmaids. It would be mortifying to back out now.
“One of your brothers can take you,” Mom says.
I hear a collective groan as Derek and Brent share panicked looks. My brothers, while very different people, are both introverts. They would rather see who can keep their hand in an oven the longest (one of the dumb games they actually used to play as kids) then go to a stranger’s wedding. 
Greg comes back to the table with a tray full of drinks.
“Come on,” Mom says. “One of you be a good brother and go with your sister.”
Mom knows just how anxious I am about the wedding. I told her how nervous I am to see Chris again. But I don’t think even she has the power to force my brothers to volunteer for this.
“Greg can take her,” Brent blurts out.
“Brent!” Mom and I both exclaim at the same time, flabbergasted by his shamelessness.
“What?” Greg asks, putting a beer mug down in front of Derek, who lets out a breath of relief.
“You’re free on Saturday, right?” Brent asks.
“Yeah.” Greg stretches the word out and his voice lifts up at the end like he doesn’t trust what Brent is about to ask of him.
“You can take Megan to a wedding Saturday.”
“Umm…” Greg’s eyebrows bunch together as he looks at me confused.
I drop my face between my hands in shame, shaking my head. 
I’m about to tell him to ignore Brent, but Dana speaks up first.
“She’s a bridesmaid at a wedding that Chris will be attending, so she needs a date,” she explains like it
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