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  This book is for a very special woman who reads all my books, sometimes repeatedly. Only a mother would do that!  
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  A Word From The Management

 Miss Marple & Fletch


A Word From The Management… 
Before you begin this story, there are a couple of points we would like to make…
This is fiction. The characters, businesses, settings and events are part of our friend's vivid imagination. Yes, it takes place in the great state of Florida. That part is non-fiction. But the rest? Nope, it's all from her mind. So if you think the characters, settings or events remind you of the real thing, then that is purely coincidental. 
Mistakes happen, no matter how hard we try, or how many beta readers or rounds of editing happen, something always sneaks by. If you find an error, please email us at sunsandstories@gmail.com and we will make the corrections.
We hope you will enjoy the story, and when you're finished, please tell a friend about it and post a review.
On behalf of our boss,
Miss Marple and Fletch
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  Prologue


Dear Reader, 
Thank you for choosing this special book bundle! I’m delighted to welcome you into the charming world of cozy mystery, where small-town charm meets just the right touch of suspense—with plenty of heartwarming moments in between.
By selecting this bundle, you’ve given yourself the perfect opportunity to dive into multiple adventures without interruption. That’s right—no waiting to find out what happens next! Whether you’re curling up with a cup of tea or relaxing on a sunny afternoon, these stories are here to whisk you away to a world brimming with quirky characters, intriguing twists, and, of course, a little mischief.
Don’t miss out on the fun! Stick around until the very end for a special surprise: a Free Book just for you. Grab your favorite cozy spot, maybe with a furry friend or two! I hope you enjoy the journey as much as I loved writing it. So, settle in, turn the page, and prepare to lose yourself in the delightful mysteries ahead. Let’s unravel this magical mystery together!
Happy reading—and happy sleuthing!
Victoria LK Williams
***
Nature holds its own mysteries, and Mackenzie Aldkin is about to uncover one that will change her life forever. When a bolt of lightning leaves her with an unusual scar and an even more unusual power, Mac isn’t sure what to make of it—or if she even wants it. But when a killer strikes, Mac knows it’s up to her to use this gift to uncover the truth.
With a sweet kitten named Shaylee by her side, the love of her friends and family, and the guidance of a tiny but wise fairy, Mac’s journey into mystery and magic is just beginning.
And don’t forget—there’s a special treat waiting for you at the end: a Free Book to keep the adventure going! So settle in, hold on tight, and let’s follow Mac into a world of secrets, sleuthing, and a touch of magic.
***
They say you can tell when a storm is coming, but only if you pay attention. Growing up along the Florida shoreline, I should have known this. When you grow up here, the signs are easy to see. It's second nature to watch for them. 
When a storm is near, there are subtle changes. There may be a shift in the wind that brings the salty smell of the sea onshore, the temperature can fluctuate from ever so slight to drastic, and the seabirds’ flight pattern could take a sudden turn. If you watch the clouds as they cover the horizon, you can see the storm approaching from miles away. The sky gets darker, the wind picks up, and the temperature drops. There's static to the air, even though there's no thunder or lightning. You can feel the change starting around you.
But only if you're paying attention. That day, I let my guard down, and I wasn't paying attention. The storm come up on me without warning, and I paid the price. 
That was the day everything changed, and my life suddenly went in directions I have never conceived. 
The day I heard the first storm voice.






  
  Chapter 1


It was hot. Hot as only August in Florida can be. But it wasn’t only the weather that was hot, so was the topic of conversation. The one I was having with the hot guy sitting next to me on the beach. I’d been in love with him since high school, but he didn’t know it; I settled for being his best friend. I suffered through the current conversation while he bemoaned the rockiness of his newest love affair. 
But being the best friend that I am, I commiserated with him, trying to help him out as best as I could. He didn’t have a clue about how I felt, and I would have been mortified if he ever found out. Somehow, I’m sure that little tidbit of news would ruin the most important friendship I had. 
Peter and I have known each other most of our lives, but not until our high school years did we became fast friends. Our friendship began when I beat him in a cross-country race. After that, we started training and competing together, and through the sweat and tears, we formed a bond that lasted through the years. I’m always “Mac” to him. Not Mackenzie, my real name, which I think is much more regal and noteworthy, but just Mac. I don’t know if he even noticed I’ve grown into an attractive woman since I was just his buddy, and that was enough for both of us. Until I left home to go away to college, that is. Only then did I realize how important he was to me. They say that absence makes the heart grow fonder, but my heart about broke with the emptiness of his absence. Oh, I tried dating. I even made some good friends, but none compared to Peter. I was thankful and relieved when, after six long years, I graduated and came back home to take my place in the family business. 
But Peter had moved on, and he was dating a string of girls that made my head spin. I told myself that if he kept changing dates; it meant he wasn’t getting serious about them, and I still stood a chance. Someday, I reasoned, by some miracle, he would wake up and see me for the woman I had become. Of course, it would take a miracle, because the fear of rocking the boat kept me from taking a stand and proclaiming my love for him.
So today we sat on the beach, in our favorite spot, and I listened to him complain about the failure of yet another date.
“I don’t get it, Mac. I mean, this girl is gorgeous, smart, and looking for a long-term relationship. All the things a guy would want, but there was just no spark. It was like we were going through the motions. I took her to a movie, and we went to a nice restaurant, yet I knew halfway through the meal it wasn’t going anywhere.”
“Well, what movie did you go to? A nice romantic—“
“Of course not. We watched the newest Avenger movie. You would have loved it, Mac.”
I laughed out loud. Sometimes Peter didn’t have a clue. I mean, what girl wants to go to an action movie on their first date? Most girls would want a little romance, a little wooing. Myself included.
“Peter, you can’t treat the girls you’re dating like one of the guys. They want and deserve to feel special.”
I tossed the sand I had been sifting through my fingers in his direction and he had the grace to look embarrassed. Shrugging his shoulders, Peter admitted that I was right. Putting his hands behind his head, he stretched out on the warm sand and sighed, closing his eyes. I think he knew he had blown it with this girl. I mentally gave a cheer. Deciding that he needed a little time to think, I got to my feet. Grabbing my straw hat, I turned and started walking down the beach, searching the sand for the elusive blues and greens of the sea-glass.
I passed two old fishermen, heading to the boardwalk and the beach’s exit. We knew each other from years of sharing the same beach and exchanged a friendly hello. Now, it seemed I had the beach to myself. I guess no one else wanted to swelter in the ninety-degree heat, not when they could be cooling off inside, where there’s air conditioning. The heat didn’t bother me; I was used to it. A gentle breeze blew enough to dry the sweat off, and if it got too bad, I figured I could always jump into the ocean waves to cool myself off. The beach to myself, the sun and breeze and crashing waves of the Atlantic, was my idea of paradise.
I must have walked farther than I realized, because when I looked around me next, I couldn’t even see Peter. The wind had picked up, and I put both hands on my head to keep my hat from blowing away. 
I wasn’t nervous about walking the sands on my own, but something made the hairs on the back of my neck stand at attention. There was still no one else at the strip of beach with me, but the air had changed. There was a static to it that tried to warn me, but I didn’t notice the warning until it was too late. The static became supercharged and a flash of light like I’d never seen before in my life blinded me. Everything suddenly went black. 






  
  Chapter 2


“Mac, oh Jesus, Mac, be okay.” 
I heard the pleading in Peter’s voice, and I tried to reassure him I was fine, but the words wouldn’t form. He said more, but the words were too far off to understand. Everything faded again.
The next thing I remember is opening my eyes and seeing the blurry vision of an angel. But I don’t think that was right, because that would mean I was dead. I didn’t feel dead. I had heard that when you die, you feel no more pain. That’s what made me sure I wasn’t dead; the pain in my head was excruciating. A moan escaped me, and the angel moved closer, but my vision blurred and faded to dark. When she spoke, her words were faint, as if from a far distance. She told me I would be okay.
Time passed before I woke again, but I lost track of how much. This time my eyesight was clear, but my head still hurt. Making the mistake of trying to move to look around, the pain inside my head was fast and sharp. The pain started at the base of my neck and darted forward over the top of my head to settle over my eyebrows. It made any migraine I had ever suffered before pale in comparison. I moaned, and, in an instant, Peter stood at my side.
With a gentle stroke, he pushed the hair away from my face, and I saw tears in his eyes. I guess my hurt must have been deeper than I realized to upset him so much, and I tried to smile and reassure him.
“Jeez, Mac, you scared me to death. It’s good to see you awake. Just stay with me. I need to get the doctor. He’ll want to see you now that you’re awake.” As he spoke, Peter leaned over and gave me a kiss on the forehead. It was a brotherly kiss, but that didn’t matter because the kiss made my heart beat a little faster. Thank goodness he was on his way out the door when the heart monitor hooked up my arm, increased its tempo, and threatened to give away my secret.
By the time he returned with the doctor and a nurse trailing behind, I had myself back under control, and my heart was beating at its normal pace. The doctor gave me a thorough exam, concentrating on my vision and responses. As he moved towards my lower extremities, he asked his nurse for a swab, and I looked into the face of the nurse as she responded.
My angel. I recognized her voice. Not only did I know her voice, but there was a deeper recognition, almost a recognition of souls. I didn’t understand what was happening, but I had a premonition that somehow this woman would be important in my future.
The doctor touched my leg, and I drew my breath in with pain. I hadn’t realized that my leg hurt, but he sure made me aware of it. Peter heard my deep inhale, and he moved to my side, holding my hand for comfort. I turned my head slightly toward him and asked what I needed to be answered.
“What happened, and why am I in the hospital?”
My question hung in the air, and there was a moment of silence. The doctor broke the silence and started a rhetoric of long, unpronounceable words as he tried to describe my symptoms and the cause. He lost me after the first sentence. I tried to follow his conversation, but my mind seemed to be fuzzy and concentration was impossible. Or maybe it was hard to concentrate because Peter continued to hold my hand.
With a satisfied smile, the doctor finished his diagnosis and looked at me as if I was an obedient child and had listened well. I almost expected a lollypop for good behavior. He put his pen back into his front pocket, put my chart back on the hook at the end of the bed, said a meaningless goodbye, and left me in the care of my angel.
She smiled and patted my free hand with reassurance.
“Well, Mackenzie, I can tell from your expression that, as usual, the doctor talked too fast and too technical for anyone to understand. I apologize for him, he’s always in such a hurry. He means well, but he forgets to take the time to talk to his patients. Let me explain in terms you might follow easier.”
As she spoke, she reached behind me to fluff the pillow to support my neck and make me more comfortable and then handed me a cup of ice water. I sucked the water through the straw to ease my parched throat.
“Mackenzie, a bolt of lightning struck you. Not directly, but in a flash-over. What that means is lightning struck the ground close to you, and the charge jumped from the ground to your leg. That’s why your leg hurts so bad. There are burns on your leg. They will heal, and you may even have a scar, but that too will fade. You’re a very lucky girl, six inches closer, and the bolt of lightning would have struck you directly.” She watched me for a moment, as if making sure I understood her words, and continued. 
“Now, you will have headaches for a while, and you may find that your hearing may give you a bit of trouble, but this will all fade away. And in no time, you’ll be back to normal.”
I looked at her in astonishment, and then over to Peter for confirmation. With a nod of his head, he agreed with the nurse. I looked back at her in disbelief. I couldn’t believe it; I had been struck by lightning. It didn’t matter if it was a flash-over or a direct hit—I had let the one thing I’d been warned against my entire life happen. 
Florida is notorious for lightning strikes. The storms come up so quickly, and people are often caught unaware. I couldn’t believe I’d missed the signs that I have been taught to watch for all my life. The tears welled up and my remorse change to embarrassment.
“Now, don’t go sitting there feeling sorry for yourself or reprimanding yourself. There was nothing you could have done to prevent it. It’s just something that happened. Right now, we need to concentrate on getting you healthy and back to your normal routine. And the first step is to get some rest.”
I looked up at the woman standing next to me, startled. It was almost as if she had read my mind. But that couldn’t be. Of course not. It was something much more mundane. Like the fact she was a wonderful nurse, had been through this situation before, and could anticipate what her patients were up against. She gave me a smile of understanding, and as she moved to pull the covers up closer to my chin, I noticed her name tag. Moira, an unusual name. Possibly Scottish? I wasn’t sure, but it seemed to fit her. She reached for my arm to take my pulse, and it was like a second bolt of electricity shot through me. I looked at her, wondering if she felt it, too. When she gave a slight smile, I knew she had experienced the same thing. There was a strong connection between the two of us, one I didn’t understand and one I’m sure that went beyond modern medicine.
Peter had been standing on the other side, unaware of the exchange between Moira and me. He kept looking at me as if to make sure I was okay. Finally, I returned his look and gave him a smile of reassurance.
“Peter, go home. I’m sure you have plenty of things to do without standing here at my bedside. I’m fine. The doctors and staff will take good care of me. I’ll be home before you have a chance to miss me.”
Moira nodded her head in agreement. “She’s right, you know. All she’ll do for a while is sleep. I’m sure if you’re here, Mackenzie will worry about you. You can come back at visiting hours later. By then, Mackenzie should feel more like herself.”
Peter looked at us. “Understood,” he said as he bowed to us. Despite my pain, I chuckled. “I’ll swing by your house, Mac, and pick up some clothes for you to wear home tomorrow.”
As the door closed behind him, I sighed with relief. That was odd because I was always comfortable, almost complete when I was with Peter. But today, it was all too much for me, and I wanted to be left alone. Without even realizing it, my eyes closed, and as I began drifting off again, I sensed a change in the atmosphere. A static in the air almost like earlier in the day. I tensed in fear. The comforting touch of Moira, as she patted my hand, eased my tension, and I drifted off peacefully.






  
  Chapter 3



I don't know what the doctor gave me, but it was strong. The next time I opened my eyes, the room was in darkness, and I was alone. I didn't bother to try to lift my head; I could vividly recall the pain from last time. Instead, I took in a visual summary of what I could see directly in front of me. The TV was on low, set to music. Funny, it wasn't music I usually would listen to, but it was soothing, and I enjoyed it. I could hear the beeping of the monitors as they recorded my every heartbeat. At least I knew I was still alive. I closed my eyes for a moment, and I swear that my senses were tingling in heightened awareness. I could smell things that I usually wouldn’t have noticed, and I was more aware of the noises outside of the room than what should be possible with the music from the TV on. 
I was also more aware of my body, feeling each finger and toe acutely, and I swear I could feel the blood making its journey through them. It seemed odd to be so aware of myself.
I still had a headache, but it wasn't as bad as it had been. The pain in my ankle was now more of an irritant and I longed to reach down to rub it. This was a clear sign the medicine dripping into my IV was doing its job. Before I could contemplate the dilemma any further, the door cracked open and Peter stuck his head in.
"Hey Mac, are you awake?" His whisper wasn't exactly soft, but he meant well.
"Yeah, come in, Peter." My voice cracked, and I realize my throat was dry. Peter must've heard the hoarseness in my voice because he reached over and poured me a glass of water and brought it to me as he walked into the room. He held the straw for me so that I could get a good swallow, and then he set the cup back down after I assured him I had plenty for now.
"You have no idea how glad I am that you’re okay, Mac. You gave me the biggest scare of my life. I really thought I'd lost you."
I could hear the sincerity of his emotions, and I tried to blink back the tears. Peter must've seen them, because he reached over and gently wiped the corner of my eyes. Before either of us could say anything, the tender moment disappeared as a nurse came in. It wasn't Moira, and I felt disappointed. The woman quickly went about her business, taking my temperature, blood pressure, and then adjusted the bed so that I could sit up more comfortably. I was amazed that the headache from earlier had gone from a pounding to a dull ache. When she left, I pointed to the end of the bed.
"Peter, can you pull the blanket off? They said I would have a scar, and I'd like to see how bad the burn is."
"I'm not taking the bandages off, so I don't know what you think you're going to see.”
Before we could go any further, the door opened again, and this time, it was Moira. She took in the situation in a glance, realized what Peter was doing with the blanket. Shaking her head, she chastised me for my impatience.
"This will not heal properly if you take the dressing off before it’s ready. And you, sir, did you sterilize your hands before touching her?"
Peter dropped the blanket like a hot potato and blushed. I could see the smile lurking in the corners of Moira’s mouth as she turned to me.
"You're not going to be at ease until you see this, are you? All right, I’ll take the dressing off, and you can take a peek. And that’s it—I’m going to get that wound covered right back up, so the medicine can do its job. Then maybe you can stop worrying."
She worked with gentle hands that were skillful and efficient. I didn't even feel the pull of the dressing as she lifted it off, inch by inch. She then helped me to a more upright position and held me sturdy as I leaned over to look at my ankle. She was right, there was a scar there. It wasn't a cool scar like the one JK Rowling had given her character, Harry Potter, but it was interesting. It had the faint resemblance of a feather etched into my skin, and it seemed to circle my ankle, wandering a bit up my calf. If I'd been into tattoos, I probably would've wanted it to stay. But I had always taken pride in my legs; they were probably my best feature, and I was disappointed that they were now marred.
I hadn't realized that Peter was looking over my shoulder as well, and his voice made me jump. He grinned and gave me a thumb-up.
"On anybody else, that would be a scar. But on you, Mac, it’s a beauty mark."
His words made me feel better, and I couldn't help but smile as I blushed. Any compliment from Peter was a gift. He just didn't give them out often, to me anyway. Satisfied that I had seen enough of my ankle, my caretaker eased me back onto my pillows and then deftly re-bandaged my injury. She then turned to both of us with a serious look on her face.
"Mackenzie, they will not allow you to stay here for long; beds are needed for other patients, as I'm sure you know. But you're going to need some care when you get home. That ankle is going to be sore to walk on, and your headaches are going to be intense for a while. We still need to monitor your hearing. You will need somebody to stay with you for the first couple of days, and then a therapist from the hospital will come daily to check on you. Do you have someone to stay with you?"
I knew I could call one of my girlfriends, and they would be there in a second to help me. But they would also hover and try to take over—I dreaded the thought. Before I could decide who would be the easiest to get along with for a couple of days, Peter chimed in.
“I’ll stay with her,” he stated in a somewhat bossy manner, clearly still concerned. 
I was astonished. I knew we were best friends, but this was a lot for somebody to do.
"Peter, you don't have to do this. I have plenty of girlfriends nearby, and they can do this. Besides, you have a job to go to."
"You know as well as I do that I can work from home—it’s one perk of working in my father’s business; I can make my own hours. Besides, my parents would agree, taking care of the people you love always comes before work. Come on, Mac, you would do this for me."
He was right on all points, and I was thrilled that he had offered. Having my best friend with me when I needed him would be the best therapy I could get. I gave a nod to him and then turned to Moira.
"Okay, I guess I have a roommate for a couple of days."
"Well, that's just perfect. Peter, I'll get you a list of supplies that she will need and directions for her care. The doctor told me she’ll be released tomorrow afternoon, so you’ll have time to get yourself set up." She looked pleased that everything was working out so well and then looked back at me, ready to give me my instructions as well.
"Right now, I would like you to get some more rest. In the morning, you’ll have some testing done on your eyesight and hearing. You'll also need to be fitted for a crutch. Your friend can stay for fifteen minutes, and then I want you lying back down healing."
I gave her a thumbs-up, and Peter indicated that he understood her instructions as well. As soon as the door closed behind her, Peter sat on the edge of the bed and held my hand as we talked. Those fifteen minutes went by fast and before I knew it, Peter was saying goodnight, promising to be there tomorrow for my release. I made him promise not to come in the morning, worried that he would fall behind in his work. 
Before he left, he gave me a light kiss on the forehead and then dimmed the lights as he walked out the door.
I laid back and close my eyes, content, and tired, and I snuggled into a more comfortable position. Just as I was about to doze off when I heard someone on the right of my bed. I felt too tired to open my eyes, assuming it was just another nurse. She didn't ask me any questions, but instead, I heard the woman's voice say the oddest thing.
"This is the one. There is immense potential here, powers waiting for instruction. But she will need guidance and wisdom to get her to accept them."






  
  Chapter 4


When the orderly came to get me for all my testing the next morning, I still felt half asleep. It wasn't until Moira shone the light in my eyes to check my vision that I remember the voice I had heard the night before. I pushed her hand away and asked what powers she had found last night when she was in my room. 
Moira looked at me with questioning eyes and then told me nobody had been in my room. She sounded positive, saying she checked herself to make sure I was undisturbed.
"Well, I know I heard somebody standing right next to me. And it wasn't just the words, the tone of her voice sounded pleased, almost in awe about something."
"I'm not sure who, or what you heard, but let's get to these tests right now and concentrate on one thing at a time."
I knew the tone of her voice; I had remembered it from all those times my mother had spoken in the same tone. It meant the conversation was over. Nothing I said would get her to finish answering my questions. And maybe Moira had a point. With all I had been through, it was probably my imagination working overtime.
She finished checking my eyes and then moved on to my hearing. I must admit, I was relieved when she told me the tests were normal. The last thing I needed was to have problems with my hearing. Then it was down to physical therapy to get my crutch and be shown how to use it properly. By the time my therapy finished, I was ready to hit somebody with the crutch, but I kept my patience and allowed the orderly to wheel me back to my room, where I hoped to get some peace. But more nurses were waiting for me, and this time they wanted to change the dressings on my burn. Talk about painful. By the time they finished, I was ready to cry. I was sore, tired and wanted to go home. 
Thankfully, that's when Peter walked in the door. The smile on his face lifted my spirits a little, but not as much as the doctor who walked in behind him with my release papers. I almost jumped out of my bed with excitement. The care I received had been excellent, but there was nothing like being in your own home and in your own bed. Plus, I had the bonus of Peter staying with me to look forward to.
The doctor ran through his instructions quickly. I shook my head, not even bothering to pay attention. Peter took diligent notes, taking his role of nursemaid seriously. After the doctor shook my hand and left the room with instructions for my follow-up visits, I felt as if a weight was off my shoulders. Moira came to the door after the doctor left, and with her came a sense of calmness and serenity, which put me at ease. She went over the doctor's instructions a bit slower, and in terms I understood, making sure I knew exactly what I could and couldn't do. She surprised me by giving me a hug before I left, and it seemed like I was leaving a family member behind.
Peter insisted on pushing the mandatory wheelchair down to his car, with the orderly following behind, warning him to slow down and be careful. But Peter was like a little kid, wanting to see how far he could go before being reprimanded. This was a side of him I hadn’t seen in a long time. By the time we reached the car, my head was spinning. He must've seen the exhaustion on my face and he quickly apologized, taking great care to make sure my seatbelt was buckled up and that I was comfortable. His hands lingered on the door before he closed it as he looked down at me, and I wondered what he was thinking.
The ride home passed in a blur. I must've slept part of the way because, before I knew it, Peter gently shook my shoulder. He was on my side of the car, the door open, ready to help me into the house. I reached for the crutch, but he would have none of it and swept me in his arms and carried me to the front door. Any other time I would have felt like a princess, but I was just too tired, too sore, and too eager to get in bed and sleep.
Peter settled me comfortably in bed, tucking a blanket around me and putting a glass of water on the nightstand where I could easily reach it. 
“Yell if you need anything, Mac,” he said, before walking out of the door and closing it behind him. Closing the door, he walked out. 
Before I knew it, it was morning. I guess I dozed on and off most of the night, never in a deep sleep, but getting the rest my body needed. I woke to hear the shower in the guest room running, and I thought longingly of being able to take one for myself. But I had to wait for the physical therapist to show up, to properly tape up my leg to be sure no water got on the wound or the dressings. Stretching my arms over to the nightstand, I grabbed my brush, deciding I would at least look presentable before I saw anyone. 
I had just put my brush back when Peter knocked and popped his head into the room, his easy-going grin back in place. I had seen little of it yesterday, which told me how worried he had been. 
“Good morning, Mac. Are you ready for some breakfast? Your home care nurse will be here in about half an hour. Need any help to get up and about?”
I waved off his offer of help. I could get to the bathroom on my own, thank God. Leaning against the sink for support, I brushed my teeth and washed my face. This would have to be good enough for now. Hopping my way to my closet, I grabbed a sun-dress, picking one of my short ones. Somehow, I was sure material touching my burn, no matter how soft, might be painful. By the time I zipped up the side of the dress, my breath was short from the excursion. 
The knock at my bedroom door put an end to that wishful thought, and Peter stood there ready to help me out to the other room. He glanced around and shook his head when he noticed the crutch, still leaning against the wall where he had placed it the night before.
“Why didn’t you use your crutch to get around? I heard you hopping around in here. To be honest, I was sure I would have to come in here and pick you up after you fell on your backside. You never do things the easy way, do you, Mac?”
I grunted a reply, not willing to tell him I hadn’t even thought of using the crutch. Peter was right; I was stubborn, but not stupid. Sticking my tongue out as I took the crutch from him and started towards the living room.
The person sitting on my sofa could not have been more unexpected. Not that I knew what to expect, but it certainly hadn’t been Moira. I broke into a huge smile. Although I had been eager to leave the hospital yesterday, I had also been sad to say goodbye to my Angel. Now she was here, and her presence filled the room with calm and peacefulness.
“Good morning, Mackenzie. You seem surprised I’m here. Didn’t I promise we would see each other again?”
“Yes, you did. But I figured you were simply being polite, making small talk. I’m glad it’s you, Moira. Welcome to my home, such as it is.”
“Well, I do outpatient work too, and I was ready for a new client. We seemed to have clicked, don’t you think? That’s so important for your recovery that you have a connection with your therapist. Now, first things first. Sit down and elevate your leg so it doesn’t swell. I’ll check the dressing and get new cream on the burn, then we’ll talk. Peter, would you mind giving us some time alone?”
When I nodded okay, he walked over to the front door.
“If you two will be okay without me, I’d like to run over to my place and take care of a few things. Would an hour be enough time?”
“A perfect solution. Oh, would you mind bringing in the basket I left by the door, Peter? Be gentle with it.” Moira gave him a smile as she made her request. 
She was silent for a moment, and then with a delicate touch, she looked after my burn. “Your little jolt from mother nature has left you with an unusual mark. I’m afraid it will probably scar, but it is rather beautiful in its way. The feathering pattern winds around your ankle like a bracelet, and it’s very intricate. Almost more like a painting rather than a scar.”
I looked at Moira, wondering if she was serious. I could tell from the way she looked over the burn mark she was. Great. This wouldn’t be a problem if I lived somewhere cold and wore heavy socks and boots. But I lived in Florida, and I lived in flip-flops. How could I hide a scar circling my entire ankle?
Moira seemed to read my thoughts, and she gave a slight shake of her head. “Why would you want to hide this, Mackenzie? Let me tell you a tale my grandmother told me about the fairies of the green, back in her home country.”
I made a face and thought if you must, as she continued. I didn’t want to listen to an old story about a country I’d never seen or planned to. But as she talked, my interest caught. I leaned forward, listening to her every word.






  
  Chapter 5


“My family has always held dear the stories that were passed on through the generations of those who lived in Scotland and those who came to America. As the years have passed, many have forgotten the stories or have dismissed them as untrue, just a poor man’s way of passing the time. But my grandmother and her mother firmly believed the stories of the fairies and their mighty queen, Shaylee. They were both in awe and afraid of them. So, listen closely as I tell you what was told to me when I was a young girl. You can dismiss what I say as a fairytale, or you can listen to your heart and come to your own conclusion.” 
As she spoke, Moira gently put the medication on my burn, and the coolness eased the pain.
“I have always been told that fairies stay clear of humans. Yet, occasionally there will come a human who will grab their interest. The queen fairy, Shaylee, seems to be the one with the most interest in humans. For good or bad, she will decide if a human deserves her attention, and they will take their actions. Once the fairy has decided that you are worthy of their attention, they will put their fairy mark on you. We humans call this a scar.”
I looked down at my ankle, wondering if a fairy indeed decided I was worth noticing. I wasn’t sure if that was a good thing or a bad thing, but something told me Moira’s story would help me decide. I continued to listen to her, noticing that the more she spoke, the more pronounced her Scottish accent became.
“Now sometimes you might be but a babe, and the scar will appear during your birth. It is said the scar is for some good deed that your parents did before the birth. A small little scar or birthmark was like a fairy blessing, and there’s nothing we can do about a baby’s fairy mark.” Moira paused in her story, and her voice lowered as if she was deep in thought. “Maybe someday I will tell you about the types of scars and birthmarks I’ve seen on the many newborns I’ve cared for over the years.”
“My grandmother used to tell me that when you got a scar in your later years, it was often because you did something foolish and the fairies protected you. Your scar was a fairy kiss. Your special fairy left the scar there to remind you of your mistake, so you wouldn’t repeat it. The scar like yours, Mackenzie, a scar that was by accident, has a special meaning. Your scar looks like a piece of artwork, so it is a true fairy kiss. Because of the circumstances and the size of your scar, my grandmother would say the fairies have touched you for a special purpose.”
I looked at Moira like she had lost her mind. Even if I believed in fairies, why would they select me as someone special? There are no heroic acts in my past. I’ve never rescued somebody or done something clever and thought-provoking to change the way things went on in the world around me. No, I was just me. I get along with people; I care about people, and I stand up for people’s rights when I suspected they were being trampled on by a bully. But so did most of my friends. It wasn’t anything special.
“Ah, I see you doubt my story. Time will tell, Mackenzie, if you will believe me or not. Often, a fairy kiss brings with it unusual abilities you didn’t have before. It might be something as simple as being more in tune with the surrounding people, being more aware of their feelings or needs. Then again, it might be something else. It might even take a while for you to find out what it is. When you do, we’ll discuss more of this tale and whether your new abilities are real or not.”
Moira’s storytelling ability kept me so engrossed in listening to her tale that I never noticed she had finished with my ankle. Giving me a pat on the knee, she told me to sit still for a few minutes and then she would have me get up and walk. I closed my eyes for a moment, picturing the queen fairy, Shaylee, fluttering in the room, giving anybody in sight a fairy kiss. With my eyes closed, I didn’t notice Moira get up and walk away, but a few seconds later I heard her singing in the kitchen and the running of tap-water reached me. I snuggled into the soft cushions of the couch, enjoying my few moments alone with my silly thoughts.
“He’s mine—you can’t have him.”
I sat upright at the words and looked around me. I knew I heard the words, but I saw no one. I couldn’t even see Moira from this position. Rubbing my ears vigorously, wondering if I was hearing things. But in my heart, I didn’t think so. The voice was clear and sounded so full of passion and anger. But how could I explain it to someone else? Deciding to keep it to myself, I waited for Moira to return from the kitchen. No, I would definitely not be telling anybody I was hearing voices. Hopefully, it was just an after-effect from the lightning strike and it would go away. Maybe it was a remnant of a dream that wouldn’t leave my mind. 
The front door opened as Peter returned. He was whistling with an easy smile for Moira as she walked out of the kitchen. All seemed right in his world, and I knew that smile. He had connected with a girl again, and I wondered if it was the same one from his botched date.
When Moira saw him, she took him by the arm and led him into the living room to sit with me.
“Good, I’m glad you’re back, Peter. I have a few simple instructions for the two of you. My job is done for now, and I will be back tomorrow again at about the same time.”
Moira stopped me before I could speak, back in full nurse duty, the storyteller persona put away for the time being. She gave us strict instructions about me walking around a bit and then elevating my leg. Peter assured her he would take diligent care of me. I was surprised at the passion in his voice.
“Oh, Peter, can you hand me my bag?”
Peter picked up the bag and almost dropped it in the same motion. His eyebrows rose when the bag shifted in his hands under its own power. Walking over to Moira, he gingerly held the bag out to her. She smiled at his reaction, pulled the bag open, and reached inside to pull out a small gray kitten with the bluest eyes I’ve ever seen.
“I took it upon myself to bring this poor little lost kitten to you. She was found it last night. I knocked on a few doors to see if anybody had lost it, but the poor baby is unclaimed and alone. Can you find it in your heart, Mackenzie, to look after this poor little thing? She’s sure to be good company for you. I even stopped and got everything she would need, and she’d already shown me she knows how to use a litter box. What do you say; can you take this poor little thing under your wing?”
The kitten gazed at me with her big blue eyes. How could I possibly say no? The kitten just oozed cuteness, and when I reached out for it, she snuggled comfortably in my arms.
“Well, Moira, there’s your answer,” laughed Peter.
In three seconds that little kitten endeared itself to me and as I scratched behind her ears, hearing her purr, nothing could convince me to give her back. Moira gave a nod of satisfaction. She had found a place for the orphan and had given me something to concentrate on other than myself. It was a perfect solution.
Peter smiled as he reached out to scratch her chin. “What are you going to call her, Mac?”
I didn’t even hesitate. “Shaylee,” I said as I gave Moira a teasing grin.






  
  Chapter 6


After Moira left, I had a quiet evening playing with the kitten and talking to Peter. It felt like old times, the two of us spending a friendly evening together, catching up on the day’s news. I didn’t last very long, and it was another early night for me. 
I woke the next morning to find Peter taking on his role of being responsible for my wellbeing, as he insisted I settle down while he fixed breakfast. Granted, it wasn't much of a breakfast; overly toasted piece of bread with peanut butter slapped on it, but he meant well. 
“I hope this is good enough for you, Mac. You know I’m not very good at the cooking department. But at least your tea is strong,” smiling ruefully, he placed it in front of me. 
When I was done, Shaylee jumped up on my lap, circled three times and settled down as if to say ‘nap-time.’ I found myself exhausted by the effort of sitting up to eat, so I agreed with her sentiment. Curling up next to Shaylee, I fell fast asleep. I didn’t even wake up when Peter came in and placed a blanket over me.
The next thing I knew, I woke up to find the kitten had moved from my lap to my shoulder and was curled up against my neck, purring softly. I saw Peter sitting across from me, working on his laptop. Sensing I was awake, he closed his laptop and came over and gently brushed the hair out of my eyes.
"Hey, Mac. Feeling any better? Your color’s back, and you look more like your old self."
I gave Peter a smile, and he helped me back up to a sitting position. I enjoyed being pampered by Peter. He had always treated me as an equal, or even like one of the guys, and I secretly hoped that my unexpected weakness would make him think of me differently. It would be nice if he noticed me as a woman rather than his best friend, I thought for the umpteenth time.
"How about if we put the kitten down for a bit, and you take your first walk? Anyplace in particular you want to go?"
I didn't need to even think about an answer; my body told me exactly where I needed to go, and I pointed towards the bathroom. Peter grinned, and true to his promise to Moira, he kept his hand on my back, supporting me to make sure I didn't fall to and from the bathroom. 
“Peter, you don't have to babysit me,” I said after I got settled back on the couch. “Honest. If there's something else that you need to do, go ahead and do it.”
Peter chuckled and pulled something out of his back pocket. "I believe I owe you some money. How about giving me a chance to win it back? You think you’re up for a game of poker?"
I laughed out loud and grabbed the pack of playing cards from his hands. He never learned, and although I never collected on the money he owed me, I never let him win the game either. Peter's downfall was he never mastered the skill of bluffing. Or maybe it was because I knew him so well, and I could read the subtle changes in his expressions. 
"You're on, Peter."
We played until Moira arrived, with Peter losing miserably as usual. She dismissed Peter as she had the day before and settled down to change my dressings. With her business completed, Moira told me more stories from her ancestral home in Scotland. At times, I thought for sure she was teasing me, and at other times, she peered at me with a curious expression. I found her to be a fascinating woman, and it surprised me that we had so much in common.
The rest of the week passed in much the same way. The only difference was that Moira stayed longer, spending time with me as a friend, rather than a nurse. As I regained the strength in my leg, Peter returned to his normal routine. He still insisted on staying with me at night, and I didn’t fight him. By the end of the week, I had the feeling that he had started seeing someone, just by his demeanor and his beaming face. 
"Are you giving that poor girl you took to the movies a second chance?"
"No, you're right, I blew that one. Someone I dated a long time ago is back in town and wanted to get together. I'm not sure if you ever met her or not. Isabella?"
"That name sounds familiar, so maybe you introduced us, or you talked a lot about her. Are you getting serious?" I asked, holding my breath, afraid to hear his answer.
"I can’t tell. She's fun to be with, and I think she wants to get serious, but there's something missing. We'll see what time brings."
I let out a discrete sigh of relief. If he was holding back on this relationship, then I figured it wouldn’t work out. Peter is an all-or-nothing type of guy. 
Since I work from home, I decided on Saturday morning that I could hobble to my home office. I worked as a charity coordinator for a few of the local charities; my pay a pittance. That didn't matter, at least not to me. I came from a wealthy family and the funds were at my disposal to use as I wished. Peter was aware of my situation, having grown up with me, but even he wasn’t aware of how well off I was. When my parents died, they left me a wealthy orphan. So, it became my responsibility, and my lawyers, to disperse the money my family left behind to make sure it went to beneficial use. I’m not a frivolous person, and I didn't need much for myself. I think the most I ever indulged in were ball gowns for the charity events I was obligated to attend. Even those purchases were from my favorite consignment shop.
My lawyer is also my godfather, my father's best friend. Uncle Charlie had always been there to look out for me. He approved of my decision to work for the charity organization and agreed keeping quiet about my wealth seemed the smartest thing I could do. Uncle Charlie had already visited me a few times since my injury and, once he was assured I was getting the best care possible, and he met Moira, he seemed relieved. The two of them hit it off, just as Moira and I had. 
"She's a smart one, that Moira. Smart and she seems to have your goodwill at heart. Friends like that are scarce, Mac. So, treasure this one."
I acknowledged his words as true; I realized just how lucky I was that Moira had come into my life.
On Monday evening, I convinced Peter and Moira to stay and taste a new recipe I found on the Internet. The three of us finished dinner, and they deemed it a success, eating more than their fair share. Myself included. Moira volunteered to do the dinner dishes, and Peter made his way to my office to work on a computer problem I had developed that day. That left me with Shaylee, purring with contentment while curled up on my lap, to catch the evening news. 
About five minutes into the evening newscast, Peter’s cell phone rang. Glancing around, I realized he had left it sitting on the coffee table in front of me. He heard it from my office and told me to answer it for him. Picking it up, I saw it was the phone he only used for communicating with his family since his grandmother had been so ill over the last year. Thinking there might be an emergency, I hurriedly answered. My voice seemed to startle whoever was on the other line, and silence greeted me for a moment—then the person spoke. I knew the voice, I knew the tone, I knew the anger, and I knew what words were coming before the words even came, sending chills up and down my spine.
"He's mine—you can't have him."
I dropped the phone like a hot potato. How could it be? How could the killer have Peter’s private number? I knew he never gave it to anyone. Yet it was the same female voice, saying the same words I’d heard a few days ago. Whoever was on that line knew me and was making her claim on Peter. I looked down at the screen only to find there was no number for a callback.
The burning sensation in my ankle brought me back to reality. I looked down at my ankle in astonishment. There had been no pain in a couple of days, but the pain scorched as if fresh, and I reached down to rub it. Shaylee snapped to attention, and when my hand moved closer to my ankle, she reached out and slapped it. I looked at her, astonished, and with her blue eyes wide, she gave one little shake of her head as if telling me no. 
"Hey Mac, who was on the phone?" Peter yelled out. 
Looking down at the phone on the floor made me wonder if I'd lost my mind. I must be overly tired, and my imagination was working overtime. “It was only a wrong number,” I responded, trying to convince myself. I glanced over to Shaylee as if she might have an answer for me, and I noticed her gazing off towards the kitchen. I turned my head to find Moira standing at the kitchen counter, watching me. 






  
  Chapter 7


It wasn’t long after the three of us had settled down in the living room, me with my leg elevated again, that we were ready to play a game of poker. Peter was determined to win, and Moira had asked to be taught the game. I had a feeling that once she mastered it, she would be a ferocious opponent, and Peter would be sorry. What I really wanted to do was to speak to Moira alone, but she had received a call and had to leave for the hospital. I sensed she wanted to talk to me too, but Peter was underfoot all night. Not that I minded, of course. But somehow, I felt that my new friend held answers for me, and when the time was right, she would explain things. I’m not sure I wanted any explanations from her; I feared her tales of Fairies would weave through them. I wasn’t sure how seriously she took the stories she told; was she entertaining me, or did they have a hold on her?  
Once Peter and I were alone, we were no longer in the mood to play a card game. 
"How's the ankle feeling, Mac? Do you think you'll be up and moving around like normal soon?"
"It’s doing much better. I can tell when I've overdone it, and I get random twitches and shots of pain, but mostly it’s just a matter of keeping the swelling down. Moira’s positive I'll be up and moving around by the end of the week on my own. I hope the scar fades, because, as you know, I'm not one for wearing shoes and socks and I'm not going to start merely to hide it."
Peter reached over and traced the scar with his fingertip, sending all kinds of wonderful feelings racing through my body. When Shaylee jumped up and slapped his hand away, the look of astonishment on his face made me burst out laughing.
"What's with her? Anyway, why would you want to hide it? It's like a war wound, only on you it looks pretty."
I ignored the compliment as I picked up the cat and looked at her straight in the eyes, scolding her for slapping at Peter.
"I don't know what's with Shaylee. She slapped me today too when I touched my ankle. You may think the scar is pretty, but it is a scar, and as vain as it sounds, I'm not at all happy about having one."
The cat butted her head against mine, almost as if she was rebuking me. I scratched her behind the ears and put her back down on the floor, where she walked away with her tail in the air.
"I wouldn't worry about the scar, Mac. You've always had the best set of legs in the group."
"Gee, thanks. Considering the group you're talking about consists mostly of guys, I would call that a pretty backhanded compliment," I laughed.
Peter blushed. “I’m sorry.” 
"No worries, Peter. I knew what you meant. Anyway, that movie you wanted to watch is on tonight, so are we on?"
Peter answered by plopping down on the chair next to me and grabbing the remote, turning on the TV. When Peter’s phone rang, the hairs on my neck stood up as he looked at the screen. He took me by surprise when he let out a moan of frustration and rejected the call. He saw my inquiring look and shrugged. 
“Nothing important. I made tentative plans to meet someone over at Ollie’s to listen to a new band, but I’d rather be here.”
“Peter, if the guys are waiting for you, then go. We can do this another time.”
He tugged on his ear, a habit he had when he felt embarrassed or uncomfortable. “Actually, it’s not the guys. It’s someone I used to date. I can’t get through to her that I’m not interested in a relationship right now that goes beyond friendship. She’s nice and all that, but we don’t mesh all that well.” 
As he reached over to grab the bowl of popcorn, he gave me a brotherly hug as he teased. “Not the way you and I mesh, Mac.”
I grinned back at him, thankful for the compliment. I was perfectly aware that he meant that in a friendship way, not romantically, but I’d take what I could get. 
His phone buzzed again. This time the hairs on my neck did more than stand up, they tingled. I protested when he turned his phone off, not wanting him to miss going out on my account.
“Peter, have you told her how you feel?”
“Yeah, a couple of times. But it’s not getting through to her. So, I guess I must be more direct and stop ignoring her. Come on, stop worrying-the movie’s back on.”
Within seconds, his attention was drawn back into the action on the screen, but I had a tough time dismissing the calls so easily. The movie was almost finished when a loud clap of thunder rattled the windowpanes, and lightning flashed across the sky. 
“I won’t be ignored, Peter. You’ll notice me and forget all about her!”
The words were as clear as the thunder, and my ankle burned sharply. The anger and hate in the voice were apparent, and I looked over at Peter in a panic. But it was clear he hadn’t heard a thing, and I wondered if I was losing my sanity. 
As if sensing my distress, Shaylee jumped up on my lap and bumped her head against my chest. As I petted her, my tension slowly eased. But not the memory of that voice.






  
  Chapter 8


As the credits for the movie played, the meaning of the words of the voice sank in, and I stifled my gasp. I think somebody made a threat to Peter, and that deserved my full attention. 
I decided that to find out what was going on, I needed to do two things: talk to Moira, and get information from Peter about this woman. 
"Hey Peter, that girl you’re talking about, have I met her?"
"I'm not sure if you have or not, Mac,” he said, his eyes furrowed. “But, I wouldn't mind hearing what your opinion is of her, maybe you’d want to meet her? If we can get Moira to clear it, why don't we plan on going to Ollie’s in the next couple of nights, and I'll set it up?"
Now I was in for it. I committed myself by showing my curiosity. But I felt it was necessary, for my own sanity, to prove I really had heard that voice. I was growing concerned about Peter's safety. He's a tall, somewhat muscular guy, but so was the lead character in Fatal Attraction.
"That’s a great idea. I need to get out of the house, and Ollie’s a wonderful place for my first time out. I'll talk to Moira about it in the morning."
"You two hit it off so well—why don't you ask her to join us? I think she’d enjoy the group playing this week."
Stretching his arms high
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