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I am ever grateful for all my “sisters” whose guidance and support keep my creative efforts strong with female voices.

“Don’t look for someone who will solve all your problems, 

look for someone who won’t let you face them alone.” (tinybuddha.com)
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When we were last with Viviana and Kathleen, Kathleen had just returned from Ireland with a renewed energy to be a clothing designer, and Viviana was ready to pursue being a published fiction writer. 

Together they went forward, believing it was their time to move from dreaming to more than just making ends meet. With the support of Kathleen’s sisters, her twin, Catherine, and her older sister Eileen, the blouse company was formed. Kathleen created unique tunics with triangle patches of overlapping material. Eileen crocheted collars and cuffs that completed the distinctive and feminine blouses. Viviana reached out to her former connections in the wedding dress industry, and Kathleen’s dry-cleaning store employer agreed to display a blouse in the store window with the newly created business sign, “The Tunic Shop: Unique Women’s Blouses.” With a new purpose, Kathleen and Viviana found energy and hope as they totally embraced what they referred to as the shop, working long hours around their other jobs. 

Meanwhile, Kathleen’s sister, Catherine, accepted two of Viviana’s stories for an anthology of short stories with Turn Stone Publishing. Then she worked with Viviana to do a query for Radcliff Publishing. And to Viviana’s surprise she quickly found support with the new publisher, Karen, the daughter of Edward Radcliff, who was willing to review Viviana’s writings and embrace her talent.

Both women worked their magic and when we meet them now, six years later, their lives have taken on the new directions of their dreams. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 1

[image: ]


Wednesday
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VIVIANA TAPPED ON Kathleen’s bedroom door. “Are you up? Shall I start some tea for you?”

Kathleen called out, “Yes, please. I’ll be right out. Do I need a sweater?”

“Another damp and rainy day in Ford, Washington. Are you going into the shop this morning?” Viviana asked as she set the kettle to boil.

“I thought I’d go later. I also have to do shopping and pick up some items before Catherine and Eileen arrive.”

“Are you excited that they’ll be visiting? Did you let Kim and Mei know we’ll meet with them tomorrow at noon to go over everything? I’ll be leaving in the evening.”

“I’ll tell them today. How do you feel about having them come here for a working lunch, so we don’t get interrupted at the shop.”

“That’s perfect. I’ll order lunch and have it delivered.”

“Shadow, get down. My sister Eileen won’t like that Shadow is allowed on the counters,” Kathleen said as she joined Viviana in the kitchen.

“You are worried about their visit, aren’t you? They are going to love our home, and how wonderful the shop runs. We really lucked out when we hired Kim and Mei Lin. Another set of great twins.”

“I hope so. I never thought they’d come, especially Eileen. She barely leaves Mum’s side.”

“Well, I’m going to do some work in my office.” Viviana took her cup of coffee and began to leave the kitchen. “We’ll get it all set tomorrow. They don’t come until Sunday evening. And I promise I’ll be back early on Sunday.” Viviana looked at Kathleen for acknowledgement. “You remember that Milo and I are going away, tomorrow evening, for the weekend?”

“Yes, yes. There’s just so much to do before they come.”

“Kathleen, it’s all in place. I’ve contacted our cleaning lady to come on Friday, and she’ll walk Tippy and then come back on Saturday and walk him again. You don’t have to be concerned about walking the dog with your knee acting up. Milo and I will be back early on Sunday, and we will get your sisters at the airport later that evening.”

“This is a big weekend for you, isn’t it?” Kathleen mused.

“Well, Karen, the publisher, wants me to be at the writers’ conference on Friday, and then there will be a special meet and greet at the bookstore that evening for invited customers only. Saturday morning I’ll be at the bookstore again for something called book-tabling. Did I tell you Cora Tory, your favorite author, and a new author with Radcliff Publishing, Jay Potent, will be with us? She writes detective mysteries with a male protagonist.”

“So, Karen is going to be there also?”

“Karen will be at the conference, but she’s leaving Friday evening. Her dad is not doing well, his dementia has become very bad. And her brother, Eddie, is still a mess. They thought he had stopped gambling, but it seems that both gambling and his kleptomania are still raging. Thank God their dad agreed to let Karen take over the publishing business, and legally remove Eddie’s name from the company completely.”

“So sad about Eddie and Mr. Radcliff. That’s a lot on Karen. But that’s not what I meant about a big weekend—you and Milo.”

“Milo will be skiing on Friday and Saturday at Stevens Pass and of course he made reservations for us at the Skykomish Spa Resort. He loves going up there, and it’s not that far to drive, just a few hours or so. It’s a beautiful setting. That Milo. He just loves to be pampered.” She smiled at Kathleen who was sitting with arms crossed glaring at her. “I know it is a year that we’ve been dating, if that’s what you’re referring to. We’ll have a nice dinner on Saturday evening.”

“I think, for sure, he’s going to have a special gift for you.”

“Kathleen, stop. We aren’t teenagers, we’re not even young adults, we’re officially mid-aged and heading over the hill.”

They laughed as they finished their tea and coffee. They’d been living together for six years, the last two in this amazing house. That’s how Viviana originally met Milo. It was his Realty Agency that found them this unique home. Milo is a successful real estate investor. Viviana was impressed with his gentlemanly appearance from the first time they met. He knew Edward Radcliff and Fred Lipinski, who both sang Viviana’s praises—cleaning lady turned novelist. Milo was always attentive at any gathering they both attended, but at the same time stand-offish, Viviana thought. Why would this lady’s man be interested in her? Kathleen had pinned them as a couple from the first meeting. Now, they were an exclusive couple and truly seemed to be enjoying their time together. 

Viviana felt grateful to Kathleen for pushing her to go out with him. It had been so long since her husband died, and time and circumstances hadn’t encouraged her to try dating. But there was something about this charming man that reminded Viviana of a gentleman from a different time. He certainly made every visit together a special event. 

She had never spoken about how much she missed her husband and a man’s company. How could she explain it to Kathleen, a woman who was so injured by a man before she ever had any experiences with intimacy? What could she know of how the shared expression from the caring and delight of being with another person warms your heart? Viviana knew her own resistance to Milo was the fear of loss—her mother, her husband, and her little girl—such strong love torn away from her. Was it her destiny or a curse that she would never overcome? Besides this conversation in her head were also the ones with Kathleen, who somehow intuitively did know, that love won’t ever blossom if you don’t open your arms to it.

“You are the perfect couple. You look like royalty. He stands so tall, has those broad shoulders, and is always dressed so stylishly. You both have dark black hair and startling eyes. His so blue against his tanned skin, and your eyes’ amber hues on your naturally golden skin. What a couple you make.”

“Kathleen, you’ve been reading too many of Cora Tory’s romance stories.” Viviana laughed, but some memory was sparking from a long time ago.

She was picking up Sophie from pre-school. As always back then, running late, feeling rushed. Sophie was holding a hand-drawn picture and said she was bringing it home to put on the “cold box.” Viviana had responded, “That’s nice.” Later that evening when she was cleaning up the kitchen, she saw that Sophie had attached the picture to the refrigerator and that it was signed in large capital letters by PATRICK. Viviana went to Sophie and asked, “Why do you have a drawing from Patrick?”

“He gave it to me. He loves me.”

Resisting a smirk, Viviana asked, “Did you give him the picture you drew? Do you love him?”

“I didn’t do a drawing today. But, Momma, how will I know if I love him if I don’t take his picture?” 

What a smart
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