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      Grace smiled as she saw the Welcome to Glasgow sign on her way to the car rental counter. This trip was just what she needed after her sisters’ weddings.

      She was signing her name on the credit card receipt when she was struck from behind and shoved forcefully into the counter. Holding her midsection, she groaned just as a woman wrenched the garment bag from her hand and took off at a dead run.

      “STOP! HELP! THIEF!” Grace grabbed her tote bag and ran after her. But high-heeled sandals and the slim skirt made it hard for her to stop the thief. The gap between Grace and her luggage was widening.

      A man raced past her as Grace kept her eyes on the bouncing garment bag until the thief ducked behind a cement pillar in the parking garage. Her heart felt like a lead weight in her chest. How could she have let this happen? She slowed to a walk and stopped, her tote bag dragging on the ground as she turned to make her way back to the rental counter.

      To her shock, the man who had run past was walking toward her with her garment bag slung over his shoulder.

      With heaving breath, her eyes widened. Those eyes, that face, that man. She had seen him before. Mr. Green Eyes from the plane on her trip to Scotland last fall with her sisters. She hadn’t realized how tall and heart-stoppingly handsome he was, with streaks of gold running through his dark brown hair, a chiseled jaw, a sensuous mouth and those beautiful green eyes. She would never forget those eyes.

      “Miss?” His voice was deep and smooth, with a rich Scottish brogue. “Does this belong to you?”

      Grace nodded, stunned. Her words came out in a rush. “Oh, yes. It’s my wedding dress. I don’t know what I would have done.”

      With a short bow, he handed her the dress. “He’s a lucky man.”

      Before Grace could clarify her comment, he strode away. She called after him, “I didn’t catch your name.”

      He flashed a smile that caused Grace’s heart to race.

      “Logan Campbell.” And with that he turned.

      Clutching the bag to her chest, Grace watched Logan walk out of the airport and out of her life.
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      The landscape changed from city and concrete to lush rolling hills. Clouds hung heavy in the sky with the threat of rain. Grace didn’t care. She was right where she belonged. Replaying the scene in the airport, she realized she never said thank you to Mr. Logan Campbell. Her hand smacked the steering wheel. He must think I’m a boorish American. Not bothering to offer him so much as a cup of coffee, let alone a heart-felt thank you. Nothing I can do about it now. I’ll never see him again…well, except maybe on a plane.

      She slowed as she entered the village of Stirling. Up ahead was her first destination: MacMeekin’s Bakery. After easing into a parking space, she strolled over the cobblestones, swinging her handbag, and down the quiet street. It was midday, most of the locals were working, and tourists were likely off catching the sights.

      The old bell above the bakery door jingled as she entered. “Well, hello, Grace, what a lovely surprise.” Mrs. MacMeekin came through the swinging kitchen doors, wiping flour-covered hands on her apron. “Are your sisters behind you, dear?” She crossed to the door and looked down the street.

      A stab of sadness hit Grace hard. She had never been in the bakery without her sisters or Gran.

      “It’s just me today.” Grace’s smile was half-hearted. “A vacation for one.”

      The older woman opened her arms. “Welcome home, Grace.”

      Mrs. M holding her tight almost felt like Gran had wrapped her arms around both of them. A lump lodged in Grace’s throat.

      With a kiss on her forehead, Mrs. M said, “So what brings you to Scotland?”

      Grace cleared her throat and blinked away the tears that hovered on her lashes. “I wanted to get away for a couple of weeks. Enjoy some of your baked goods and wander the Highlands.” She felt it best to not mention Gran’s letter. At least not yet.

      “Well, that certainly does sound lovely.” Mrs. M chuckled. “I received a letter from your mother. She said Kenzie married a few weeks ago. Is he a good man?”

      Grace grinned. “He’s the perfect guy for Kenzie. They’ve been best friends since they were babies. And let me tell you, Robbie Burns has the patience of a saint.”

      Mrs. M pulled out a chair from one of the round tables near the windows and sat down. “And Jamie and her husband Caleb, are they doing well?”

      Grace settled in the opposite chair. “They moved into their new home, and I’m betting we’ll be hearing the sound of little feet within the year.”

      Not one to sit still long, Mrs. M hopped up. “Tea and scones?”

      Grace nodded. “Let me help you.”

      With a broad smile, Mrs. M said, “Nonsense. You sit and tell me why you really came back. Something tells me there is a bit more to the story than just needing to visit with your gran’s old friend and eating cream buns.” She bustled about making a pot of tea and plating teacakes and scones from the glass case. Grace got up and carried the cups and plates to the table while Mrs. M took a small tray and put the teapot, creamer and sugar bowl on it.

      Grace waited until Mrs. M had sat down and poured them each a cup of tea. “Do you know how Gran met my grandfather?”

      A gleam shone in the older woman’s eye. “I do.”

      “So, you know about the wedding dress and the story that goes with it?”

      “Aye.” Mrs. M nodded and looked at Grace “Is this the reason for your trip?”

      “Partly.” Grace took a sip of tea and broke apart a scone. She nibbled on a small piece. Her eyes rolled back. “Just like always, Mrs. M, pure heaven.”

      Her gaze roamed the small but tidy bakery. She spied a picture of Gran and Mrs. M on the wall, and smiled. “Do you know the wedding dress is enchanted?”

      “Yes, Arabel told me the story many years ago.” Solemnly, Mrs. M added, “We were friends for most of our lives.”

      “After Gran died, Dad sent the wedding dress, the MacLellan plaid and a brooch to us. There was a letter from our Great-grandmother. We didn’t know about the family legend that if an unmarried MacLellan woman tried the dress on she would find her future. Heck, we didn’t even know about the dress.” Grace paused to sip her tea before continuing. “As you can guess from recent events, Jamie tried it on and married Caleb. Afterward Kenzie tried it on and realized she had been in love with Robbie forever, and they married. The dress was then handed down to me.” She held up her hands. “And here I am.”

      “Did you try the dress on, dear?” Mrs. M leaned forward in her chair, her voice slightly breathless.

      With a shake of her head, Grace said, “Each of us had one last letter from Gran tucked into our luggage. Jamie found hers right before our last trip here, Kenzie found hers before she went on the fateful hike, and I found mine the day after Kenzie’s wedding. Gran told me to bring the dress back to Scotland without putting it on.”

      Mrs. M held up a finger, hopped up from the chair and hurried toward the kitchen. Her face was unreadable.

      “Mrs. M?” Grace called after her. “Is everything all right?”

      Over her shoulder, Mrs. M said, “Just one moment, dear.”

      Grace was confused. Maybe she had forgotten something in the oven? She strained to hear if there was a timer going off, but all was quiet. At a loss, she picked up the last bite of scone and popped it in her mouth, and then washed it down with tea.

      Mrs. M walked into the room carrying a creamy white, medium-sized envelope. She handed it to Grace. “Your grandmother asked me to keep this for you. She said when you came in, without your sisters, I was to instruct you to read it after you try the dress on.”

      “But…I don’t understand. Gran specifically said to not wear the dress.”

      Mrs. M sat down and patted her hand. “I remember her words exactly, as she had me repeat them back to her often. She said, ‘Tell Grace she needs to go to the Blue Belle Woods within the week. But before she does, she’s to put the dress on and look into the mirror. She will find the future she seeks.’”

      Grace’s hand flew to her mouth. “Did Gran know how everything would unfold for me and my sisters?”

      The older woman’s smile was all-knowing. “Your grandmother knew the sequence of events, nothing specific, but she felt it was imperative for you to come back to Scotland and put the dress on, here, where it all began.”

      Grace’s shoulders slumped, stunned while she let this new information sink in. Wait until she called Jamie and Kenzie. They wouldn’t believe it—well, no, they’d believe almost anything related to Gran.

      The doorbell jingled and Mrs. M greeted her customer. “Grace, have another cup of tea and then I’ll pack a box of goodies for you to take to the farm.”

      With a trembling hand Grace poured tea into her cup, to the point where it began to overflow into the saucer and on the table. Muttering to herself, she grabbed a stack of napkins to sop it up.

      What does this all mean? Did Gran want the dress here so it could recharge or something? Maybe there isn’t enough magic left for it to help me. Stop it, you’re being foolish. Dress or not, if I’m going to fall in love, I will.

      Pushing all rambling thoughts aside, Grace added cream to her tea. Mrs. M joined her after the customer left the shop carrying a huge box of pastries. She picked up her teacup. “I hope you’ll come to dinner while you’re here. Maybe you could bring some pictures of your sisters’ weddings. I’d love to see them.”

      Grace smiled. “You could come out to the farm too. I’m a pretty good cook. After all I had one of the best teachers.”

      Mrs. M’s eyes grew misty. “Aye, your gran was a wonderful cook, and I’d love to come to the farm. I haven’t been there since she passed away.”

      Grace grinned. “Then it’s a date.” She held up her teacup and said, “Let’s toast to Gran.”

      Mrs. M’s look softened. “You are so like her, but”—she winked—“we can’t toast to her with tea. I have something more appropriate.”

      Grace exclaimed, “Mrs. M!”

      She batted her twinkling blue eyes. “’Tis only right.” She hurried behind the counter and came back with a silver flask and two small glasses. “A gift from Arabel.” She poured a splash of Scottish whiskey in each glass. Grace picked one up and held it aloft.

      Mrs. M said in a clear voice, “To Arabel MacLellan, a dear friend and a special grandmother. We miss you.”

      Grace said, “To Gran.” They clinked glasses and sipped the smooth, amber liquid. Each woman was lost in her own memories as they finished the smooth whiskey.

      Mrs. M set her glass on the table and leaned forward. “What do you have planned while you’re here? Other than Blue Belle Woods and having dinner with an old woman.”

      Grace toyed with her glass. “I’m not sure. Wander through the hills and I’ll probably go fishing at least once. Being here alone is going to be an interesting adventure.”

      Mrs. M patted her hand. “If you get lonely, my door is always open.”

      Grace squeezed her hand. “Spending time with you is a little like being with Gran again.”

      With a catch in her voice Mrs. M said, “Dear, that is the nicest compliment anyone has ever given me.” Giving Grace’s hand one last tug she said, “Now, let me pack up that box for you. I’m sure you’re anxious to get to the farm.”

      Grace’s eyes swiveled to the street. “It has been a long trip and sitting on Gran’s patio is just what I need.”
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      Grace dragged her heavy suitcases through the door into her grandmother’s kitchen and kicked it closed with her foot. The silence was deafening. Maybe this wasn’t such a great idea, coming to Scotland alone, surrounded by memories.

      She opened the refrigerator and was happy to see a covered dish with a note on it and other staples waiting for her. They were from the caretaker’s wife, Susan, with instructions for reheating the casserole.

      She laid the note aside and took her suitcases upstairs, slowing as she walked past her grandmother’s room. She pushed the door open wide and walked in. Taking a deep breath, she could almost smell lilacs, Gran’s favorite fragrance.

      She gave herself a hug and said, “I’m here, Gran,” then left the room, closing the door behind her. For a moment she thought she heard her grandmother’s voice answer her.

      Her room was at the end of the hall. She remembered when Gran had it decorated with muted colors of purple and greens and the fluffiest pillows imaginable. It was hard to believe that was already fifteen years ago. Jamie and Kenzie had their own bedrooms at Gran’s, decorated with their favorite colors too.

      She pulled the soft floral drapes back and opened the window to let the cool, crisp air of late summer fill the room. She kicked off her sandals and wiggled her toes in the plush carpet before heading back to the kitchen. She could unpack later. It was almost eight o’clock at night in the States, so it was time for a glass of wine on the patio and a Skype call to her sisters.

      Settling into a comfy chair, she set a glass of wine down and then fired up her laptop. Boom bloop. Jamie’s face popped up on Grace’s computer, and seconds later Kenzie appeared too.

      “Hi there!” Her sisters smiled and started to talk at the same time. Grace laughed, “I can’t understand if you’re both talking.”

      Jamie raised her hand. “I’m the oldest, I go first.”

      Kenzie frowned at her. “Yeah, yeah, yeah. You know, that gets really old.”

      Jamie chuckled. “You’re punny.”

      Grace giggled. “And that gets old too, Jamie.” She sipped her wine. “Cheers!”

      Jamie and Kenzie grinned and sipped their own wine. “It’s just like we’re all together,” Jamie said.

      Kenzie leaned forward. “So how is it there? Are you doing okay?”

      Grace looked away from the screen and then back. “I’m not going to lie—it was tough walking into the house alone. It’s really quiet here. But I’m fine.”

      “How was the flight?” Kenzie continued.

      Grace’s eyes widened. “Good, but you’ll never guess what happened at the airport. At the rental car counter, someone tried to steal the dress. I chased after the thief.” She paused. “Remember the guy with the amazing green eyes from the plane last year? He ran right past me and snagged the garment bag before it was gone for good.”

      “What?” Jamie asked. The look on her face was full of shock. “Did they arrest the person who tried to steal it?”

      Shaking her head, Grace said, “No, she got away. I’m just happy I got the dress back and it’s safely in this house.”

      Kenzie said, “I’m dying to know, did you try the dress on before you left?”

      “Nope. I found my letter right after you got married and before you gave it to me. Gran asked that I bring it back here without wearing it.” She shrugged. “So that’s what I did.”

      Jamie’s face fell. “So that means that Green Eyes isn’t your guy, right?”

      “Yeah, I guess so.” Grace couldn’t hide the disappointment in her voice. “But you’ll never guess what else happened.”

      Kenzie arched a brow. “How could we, you’re there and we’re here.”

      She waved off her sister’s impatience and told them how she stopped at Mrs. MacMeekin’s bakery. “Gran left me another letter. She wrote I’m to try on the dress and then go to Blue Belle Woods.

      Kenzie gave a big sigh. “Guess Gran still has her hands in things.”

      “I’m not sure why Gran wants me to go to Fairy Glen, but I can sit by the falls and look for a fairy or two. Heck, who knows what will happen?”

      Finally rejoining the conversation, Jamie said, “Gracie, how would Gran know when you’d get the letter? It could have been winter for all she knew.”

      “I guess, but we’ve always loved going there and we haven’t been back for a few years now, so it’ll be nice.”

      Jamie looked concerned. “Be careful.”

      Grace smiled at her sister. “You’re trying to mother me from across an ocean. Do us all a favor and try not to worry too much. But first things first, I have a dress to put on.”

      Kenzie let out a low whistle. “I’m looking forward to what you have to say after you do. It’s going to fit you like a glove.” She gave Jamie a playful nudge. “And you won’t even have to tell us, we’ll know.”

      Jamie nodded. “I knew when Kenzie put it on and we’ll know when you do too.”

      “What happened, did you get an image of Kenzie in it or how did that work?”

      Jamie waited half a second and smiled at Kenzie. “I saw her walking down an aisle wearing the dress. However,”—she winked at Grace—“she was wearing my veil.”

      Kenzie’s mouth dropped open in mock shock. She protested, “It didn’t work with my more understated look.”

      “You didn’t wear the shoes either. You know, the pumps with the MacLellan tartan bows?”

      “I have no idea how you ever walked in those. I wasn’t about to break another ankle.”

      Grace chuckled as her sisters bantered about Kenzie’s wedding ensemble. “I have to agree with Kenz. After breaking her ankle hiking, wearing three-inch heels wasn’t a smart idea.”

      Kenzie pointed to the screen and grinned. “See, I was being smart to not wear them. Besides, high heels are a form of fashion torture.”

      Jamie attempted to keep a straight face and then laughed. “Out of the three of us, only Kenzie would equate heels with torture.”

      Grace took a sip of her wine. “It’s amazing that Gran was able to guide you to such wonderful lives.”

      Jamie said, “How do you think she did it?”

      Grace looked away from her computer to watch the sheep graze in the fields. “You mean did she have a touch of magic or is it in the dress from our Great-grandmother?”

      Kenzie said, “It has to be all wrapped up with the dress. After all, Anne Mackenzie made it with the special thread.”

      “Maybe any time Gran thought about the dress, ideas just drifted to her. Our sweet Gran, she loved us and she’s still pointing us in new directions from beyond.”

      Jamie agreed, “Kenzie is right. It has to be the dress. Which is why when I tried it on I could see a groom.”

      Kenzie nodded. “And I could see Robbie.”

      Grace concluded, “So who knows, maybe I will see a man when I try it on.” She yawned. “I’m going to sign off for now. I’m exhausted. I need to go to bed.”

      Kenzie blew her a kiss. “Sleep well, squirt.”

      Jamie did the same. “Call if you get lonely.”

      Grace smiled. “I’m actually enjoying the quiet. Miss you guys.”

      She didn’t want to tell them the truth. She felt lost at the family farm. For the first time in her life, she was completely alone.
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      Grace nestled deeper in the cozy, soft bed. Through the window she watched the deep purple sky change right before her eyes, going from dark to lighter as the sun’s rays spilled over the horizon. She wished Jamie and Kenzie were here. They loved a Scottish sunrise as much as she did.

      The wedding dress was hanging over the outside of the closet door. The brightening sunrise cast a golden glow over the gown.

      She sat up crossed legged on the bed. “Gran, do you think I should try the dress on this morning or wait until later?”

      With the exception of the birds chirping outside the window as if saying good morning to the sun, there was only silence. Grace slid out of bed and held the dress in front of her. She looked in the mirror. Her chestnut curls tumbled over her shoulders as she moved from side to side, swishing the skirt and clutching the dress to her waist. She had a sensation of a flock of butterflies in her stomach. “I’m not ready to try it on.”

      What if there isn’t anyone in the reflection?

      She hung the dress back on the door and ran her hand down the length of the dress. “It’s hard to believe four women wore this dress and it looked amazing on each one. Will I be the fifth?”

      Feeling out of sorts, she grabbed comfy clothes. She had no definitive plans. But wasn’t that what she was looking for, to do nothing unless the mood struck?

      Grace was making breakfast when a knock on the kitchen door broke the silence. Wiping her hands on a towel, she recognized Simon standing on the back step. He was one of her Gran’s closest friends and the retired farm manager.

      She opened the door. A smile creased his face. “Good morning, Grace.”

      She held the door wide. “Simon, please come in. Would you join me for coffee or tea?”

      “That’s very kind of you. I don’t mind if I do—coffee, please.” With more pep than one might expect of a man in his eighties, he entered the tidy kitchen and pulled his cap from his head. “I still miss your gran. She was one in a million.”

      Grace laid a hand on his arm. “Yes, she was.”

      “Rumor has it you’re here alone this visit.” His pale blue eyes were mostly concealed by his bushy steel-gray eyebrows.

      “Yes. It’s just me.” Grace took another mug from the cabinet and filled it with steaming coffee. “Please, sit,” she said setting the cup on the table. “It’s good to see you again.”

      The chair slid over the highly polished wooden floor, and the elderly man sat and watched as Grace took a plate from the cabinet and filled it with scones and cream biscuits. She joined Simon with a smile. “Dad says you’re enjoying retirement, yes?”

      “Aye, but it’s strange. I’ve been coming here every day of my adult life to oversee the farm. Now my son Patrick has taken my place.” His eyes dropped to his large, calloused hands. “Most days I stop by just in case I can help out.”

      Grace laid her hand on his. “Mom told me about Patrick. You did a wonderful job and I know Gran couldn’t have kept it running all these years without your support after Granddad Rory passed away.”

      Simon blushed as Grace talked. “Ah, Grace, you are too kind.”

      “And all true.” She held out the plate, and Simon selected a scone and took a bite.

      “There’s nothing like a scone from Mrs. M’s kitchen.” He wiped the crumbs from the corner of his mouth and grinned.

      Holding her coffee mug with both hands, she leaned forward. “Tell me, how’s the rest of your family?”

      His eyes lit up. “Patrick’s oldest son, Tait, is starting to help out around here. He’s done with university, and has his degree in veterinary medicine. He wants to take over for the local vet when he retires, but until then Tait works in both places.” He winked. “He’s quite handsome and unattached.”

      With a playful laugh she said, “Simon. There’ll be no matchmaking.”

      He shrugged. “Nothing wrong with getting reacquainted with an old childhood friend.”

      Taking a sip of her cooling coffee, she said, “I’m sure we’ll cross paths at some point.”
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      She was thrilled Mrs. M would be joining her for dinner. She discovered the farmers’ market wasn’t open until Saturday morning and she hoped this market would be the next best thing. Charmed as she entered the shop, it reminded her of a Whole Foods back in the States. Picking up a basket she wandered, selecting fresh produce, then salmon. Putting it in her basket, Grace turned, without looking and bumped into a customer.

      “Excuse me.” Grace looked into deep green eyes and stammered, “Oh, hello Mr. Campbell.”

      Dressed in jeans and a casual button-down shirt, he said, “We meet again.” His voice was deep and smooth with the wonderful Scottish brogue adding to the thrill that raced through her. “Please call me Logan. And you are?”

      Shocked into a momentary silence, she forgot to speak. Logan looked at her with an amused expression on his face. Recovering her poise, she extended her hand. “Grace. Grace MacLellan.”

      She couldn’t help but notice their hands fit together like two puzzle pieces.

      “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Grace. I trust you’re enjoying your stay in Scotland.”

      She drank in his face, committing the sharp angles and the cleft in the center of his chin to memory. His long, aristocratic nose was slightly off center, and those eyes, they seemed to hypnotize her.

      With a shake of her head, she said, “Yes. But this isn’t my first time here. My family owns a sheep farm about a half hour away. My sisters and I have been coming here every summer since we were born.”

      “You do look vaguely familiar. Would we have met before?”

      She glanced at the floor and then back up, strangely disappointed he didn’t remember her when she clearly hadn’t forgotten him. “We saw each other last fall when my sisters and I were getting off the plane in Glasgow. You graciously let us off in front of you.”

      “Ah, I do remember three lovely American girls.” His smile warmed his eyes. “Will your sisters be joining you?”

      Grace shifted the basket from one hand to the other. “No, not this time. Both of my sisters recently got married. They’re busy settling into married life.”

      “How nice for them.” He stared intently as she talked.

      Feeling a little flustered, she babbled on, “So it’s just one MacLellan sister roaming the Highlands this trip.”

      “Well, I hope you enjoy your stay.”

      Disappointed she couldn’t think of a way to continue the conversation, she said, “Goodbye, Logan.”

      “Goodbye, Grace.” He nodded toward her basket. “Enjoy your dinner.”

      Grace watched Logan Campbell walk away, again.
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      Grace welcomed Mrs. MacMeekin into Gran’s kitchen. She had set a table on the patio with wine glasses and candles.

      “Dear, everything looks lovely.” Mrs. M stepped through the side door and picked up a plate. “I recognize this china. It was your gran’s favorite set.”

      Grinning, Grace said, “I thought we should enjoy some of the pretty things Gran tucked away for special occasions.”

      “And how is this a special occasion?”

      Grace slipped her arm through Mrs. M’s and they stepped into the garden, strolling in the cool evening air. The sun was slowly sinking towards the horizon. “After losing Gran, I realized every day is special. Why do we keep china and linens tucked away? We should seize every day and treasure it.”

      Mrs. M patted her hand and smiled. “Your gran would definitely approve of your outlook.”

      They stopped to look at the wild rose hedge growing along the wooden fence. Grace drank in the light fragrant scent. “I never told Gran how much I loved her garden.”

      “My dear, we don’t need to tell the people we love how much every subtle nuance of life means to us, sometimes they just know.”

      Grace steered them back toward the house and asked, “Are you hungry?”

      “I can’t wait to see what you’ve fixed for dinner.” Mrs. M’s eyes twinkled. “I’m sure everything will be delicious.”

      “Did I tell you Simon stopped by today?” As the pair approached the house, Grace heard her cell phone ringing. “I’ll be right back.” She raced up the last of the path and flung open the door. Breathless she picked up the phone and said, “Hello?”

      “Hi, Grace, this is Tait. Simon’s grandson.”

      Grace pictured a short, sandy haired, freckle-face kid who hadn’t quite filled out the last time she had seen him. “It’s nice to hear from you, Tait. Your grandfather and I were just talking about you today.”

      “Gran-da said you were staying at the farm. I thought you might like to get out and about?”

      Grace smiled into the phone. Simon, matchmaking already? “I don’t have any plans at the moment, except maybe you’d like to go for a hike tomorrow?”

      “Sure, I’ll swing by. Say around ten?”

      “That sounds perfect.” The line was silent. Grace thought maybe they got disconnected. “Are you still there?”

      She could hear him clear his throat. “Yes, well, all right then. See you tomorrow.”

      “Thanks for calling.” Grace set the phone on the counter and took the cedar plank from the sink and the filet of salmon from the fridge. Time to grill. Mrs. MacMeekin was settled at the table, looking very relaxed.

      “I’m sorry about the interruption. That was Tait Dennie. It seems Simon mentioned I was here, and now I have a hiking partner for tomorrow.” She clicked the starter and the gas flame whooshed to life.

      Mrs. M chuckled. “That Simon. It certainly didn’t take him long to meddle in your love life, now did it?”

      With a shake of her head, Grace said, “I’m not looking for a holiday romance. I just need to spend some time relaxing.” An image of Logan popped into her head. She sighed.

      “Well, dear, did you tell Simon that you were looking to rejuvenate your spirit without any complications?

      Setting the fish on the side table next to the grill, Grace slid the plank and filet on the grate and closed the cover. “To be honest I didn’t realize I had to say anything at all. I have a life in Vermont.” She poured each of them a glass of wine. “Here you are, Mrs. M.”

      “Grace, would you please call me Flora? After all, you’re an adult now.”

      “I’d be honored.”

      Flora said, “Maybe it’s time for a new beginning.”

      Grace took a sip of her wine. “I get the feeling I am on the cusp of something, I’m just not sure what it is.”
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      Grace tucked an extra water bottle, a bag of oatcakes, cheese wedges and some sliced fruit in her backpack. Looking around for her hat, she heard a car door slam. She glanced out the window and saw a tall, slender, well-built guy crossing the driveway. Is that Tait Dennie? A sharp knock on the front door had Grace rushing to it.

      Pulling the door open, she smiled. “Hello.”

      “Hello, Grace, it’s nice to see you again.” The boy she knew had grown into a good-looking man. With his pale blue eyes and sandy brown hair curled at the collar of his jacket, and he still had freckles.

      “Tait.” She held the door wider. “Please come in. I’m almost ready.”

      He had to duck under the low doorway as he came inside. Glancing around the comfortable room, he said quietly, “It’s been a while but everything looks the same as the last time I was here.”

      Grace cocked her head. “How long has it been?”

      Tait followed her into the kitchen. Leaning against the doorjamb, not looking directly at her he said, “You were still in braids and braces.”

      Surprised he remembered that little detail, she picked up her bag. “Wow, that’s been years. Seems to me we have a lot of catching up to do.”

      I wonder if he’s shy, the way he looks everywhere but at me. Fitting her hat on her head, she asked, “Any place special you want to go?”

      “I thought perhaps Fairy Glenn at Rosemarkie?”

      Tripping midstride, she righted herself. She thought fast. She couldn’t go with Tait to the falls. That was a place she wanted—no, needed—to go by herself. “I was thinking we could just go out the back door and hike MacLellan land. It’s been a long time since I’ve had the luxury of soaking up the scenery here.” She looked up at Tait. “Would you mind terribly?”

      “I’m happy to follow where you lead.” He held open the back door and Grace stepped through it. Dark clouds lingered in the distance. “I checked the weather and we should stay dry.”

      Grace slipped her pack on her back. “Did you bring a backpack?”

      He nodded and said, “I left it in the car. I’ll be right back.

      Minutes later, he came around the side of the house. “I locked the front door for you.”

      Grace touched her pack, confirming her house keys were securely attached. “Thanks. Are you ready?”

      With a curt nod, the pair set off across the barnyard, hopping over the wooden fence that surrounded the farm and into the sheep shorn grass. Walking in companionable silence, Grace decided to break the ice. “Simon tells me you’ve become a veterinarian.”

      “After much studying I have become Dr. Dennie. It still sounds weird to have doctor in front of my name, but I get to do something I’ve always wanted—help animals large and small.” He looked at Grace out of the corner of his eye. “And you?”

      “I’m a physician’s assistant in general practice, and I love it. I have patients who I see regularly.”

      “Why didn’t you become a doctor?”

      Quick to answer, Grace said, “I have all the benefits of being in the medical field without much of the stress that comes from being a physician. And I work with a couple of doctors at the medical center where I have my practice.” She grinned. “Kenzie calls me a junior doctor.”

      They climbed another fence and stepped into an upper pasture where the grass was longer. “How are Kenzie and Jamie?”

      Grace beamed. “They’re well. Kenzie recently got married. She and her husband Robbie, just returned from their honeymoon. Jamie and her husband, Caleb, moved into their new home.”

      Quietly, Tait asked, “And is there anyone special in your life, Grace?”

      Surprised at the question—she heard an underlying hope—she said, “Not at the moment. I’m not looking for a relationship. I just bought Jamie’s cottage and I’m happy.”

      Eyes downcast, he said, “Congratulations.” But Grace didn’t think he was thrilled with her answer.

      “And you? Is there a special someone in your life?”

      Tait climbed over a large rock and held out a hand as Grace followed him. “I dated a bit at university, but there wasn’t a lot of spare time to get serious when classes were all-consuming.”

      Grace was going to give him a reassuring pat on the arm but thought better of it. She didn’t want to encourage him. “Now that you’re home, I’m sure you’ll have more time to meet someone.”

      After a few more steps, Grace and Tait reached the highest peak. The valley stretched out before them like a deep green rolling carpet dotted with flowers. The sun played hide-and-seek between the dark clouds, and it was keeping the temperature cool.

      “I miss this view.” With arms open wide, Grace tilted her head back and turned in a circle. “Gran used to bring us up here at least once a summer, and it never fails to give me the awestruck feeling.”

      She could feel Tait watching her and not looking at the view. “I tagged along a few times with you and your sisters. Do you remember?”

      She nodded and smiled. “You came around from time to time, but you were a short, skinny kid.”

      He laughed. “I grew up eventually. It took until I was almost nineteen to gain my height. I thought I’d be short forever.”

      “And now look at you.” She waved a hand from the ground to the top of his head. “You have to be, what, six-four?”

      “Close to that.” He looked down at her. “Are you ready to have a bit of lunch?” He pointed to a couple of rocks with one that seemed to have a flatter surface. “How about over there?”

      Grace adjusted her pack and sauntered over. She settled on a rock and began to unpack her food, laying out fruit, cheese and oatcakes. “Feel free to help yourself.”

      Tait hesitated before unpacking his lunch. He sheepishly pulled a measly-looking sandwich from his bag. “Your lunch looks like a small feast.”

      Grace squinted as the elusive sun popped out from behind a cloud. “Seriously, help yourself.”

      Conversation fell away as they ate. Grace looked at the darkening sky and frowned. “I think our trip back will be wet.” She rummaged in her pack and looked up, annoyed with herself. “Did you bring a poncho?”

      “I did.” He pulled one from his pack and handed it to her. “Here you go.”

      With a shake of her head, she said, “I can’t take it.” As soon as the words left her lips fat drops of cool rain landed on Grace’s upturned face.

      “No worries, I packed two.” He pulled another from the bag and slipped it over his head. Grace did the same and they packed up and set off at a quick and steady pace. Tait matched his stride to hers. They laughed and reminisced of summers past as the rain picked up.

      Grace pointed to the family farm, which appeared in the distance. “I didn’t realize how far we had hiked.” She took a deep breath and laughed as the rain continued to fall. She said, “I haven’t felt this at peace in ages.”

      A crease appeared across Tait

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

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





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        An Author’s Note
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        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
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Breathe, Book 1
      


      		
        Chapter One
      


      		
        Reviews & Newsletter
      


      		
        Continue Reading Romance
      


      		
        Cozy Mystery Books
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Social Media
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		Cozy Mystery Books


      		About the Author


    


  



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/blue_amazon_1600x2560.jpg
AWARD WINNING AND BEST SELLING AUTHOR

| the Maclellan Sisters

trilogy
BOOK 3





