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Everyone deserves a chance of happiness - right? All NEW from bestselling author Lisa
HobmanGlentorrin bakery owner, and lone parent, Caitlin Fraser, is single and finally ready to
mingle.With her daughter, Grace, about to become a teenager, and her friends all settling down,
Caitlin decides she deserves a shot at happiness too.Resisting the pull of dating apps, Caitlin
embarks upon a series of disastrous singles events where she bumps into fellow villager, and
astronomy buff, Archie Sutherland, who is nursing his own past secrets.When Grace’s best
friend’s father, handsome Lyle Budge, asks Caitlin to dinner, things progress quickly and she
has a taste of what their future as a family could be, much to both their daughters delight! But
when Archie makes a shocking discovery, and he turns to Caitlin for help, she soon discovers
Lyle isn’t the sharing type, meaning prickly ultimatums loom for everyone.Will wishing upon the
stars over Glentorrin help Caitlin to figure out her way forward? Or is her hunt for romance like a
once in a lifetime comet, easily missed in the blink of an eye?Praise for Lisa Hobman:'Involving
and intriguing!'Sue Moorcroft     'Ruby’s dreams come true in this heart-warming and
sometimes heart-wrenching journey of discovery'Heidi Swain     'I love it! - escape to the
beautiful Isle of Skye with this feel-good, uplifting story of lost love and second chances...'Holly
Martin'Simply gorgeous. An uplifting story of two broken individuals trying to find the courage to
take a chance on love again’Jessica Redland'A really uplifting, feel-good read about hope, love
and second chances, that really did warm my heart.'Kim Nash'A gorgeous, heart-warming
romantic journey, reminds us to never give up on love...' Lucy Coleman'You will fall in love with
this story of fresh starts and mending broken hearts' Mandy Baggot'A heart-breakingly beautiful
story of love and loss set in the stunning village of Glentorrin. Be prepared to fall in love over and
over again.'Nancy Barone'What a beautiful read this was. I was rooting for Juliette from the first
page. Lisa handled some tough subjects with a delicate and deft touch. I'm ready to escape to
Skye!' Sarah Bennett

“Being a new mom is overwhelming, especially when having to feed your child. As a mom of 3, I
know how challenging it can be to make healthy foods that my kids will actually eat. The struggle
is real. From first foods to finger foods, Nicole shows us how to make quick, easy, meals that are
not only delicious but also nutritious. Making happy mamas and happy kids one meal at a time.”
—Melissa Gosser, RDN“I've never been more excited to recommend a resource to parents new
and old. As a registered dietitian, I am always asked when people should feed their babies,
toddlers, kids what foods and how to get them to eat it. Now I can just point them to The
Superfood Baby Food Cookbook, a must-have for anyone trying to raise kids with diversified
palates without losing their minds.” —Vanessa Rissetto MS, RD, CD, CEO and cofounder of
Culina Health“This superpowered baby cookbook is a must-have for every parent who is new to



cooking for a toddler, wanting to heal their child through food, or even seasoned chefs looking
for delicious and nutritious recipes for their little ones. It is filled with easy-to-make, healing
recipes. I would recommend this be included with every baby shower gift.” —Nelli Gluzman, DO,
holistic pediatrician, and founder of Blossom Pediatrics PC--This text refers to the paperback
edition.About the AuthorNICOLE JURICK’s best memories growing up were the eves of holidays
when her family gathered their recipes, competed for counter space, and spent the evening
chopping and chatting. Since founding her family-focused cooking school, Peasful Kitchen,
Nicole has taught hundreds of parents how to cook the healthiest food for their children.--This
text refers to the paperback edition.
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Wishing Under A Starlit SkyeLisa HobmanFor my two Claires.The best friends a girl could wish
for. You keep me sane and I’m eternally grateful to have you both in my
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Boldwood BooksPrologueThirteen years agoCaitlin Fraser sat, spine straight, shoulders back.
Defiant. She would not back down. This was her wish, and no one would stop her from making it
come true. She could only hope that her mother would accept her decision and still love her.She
glanced around the living room of the beautiful double-fronted house on Viewfield Road,
Portree, on the picturesque Isle of Skye. She had grown up in the house and stayed there right
up until she’d gone to catering college and got a flat on the mainland and nothing much had
changed. The familiar scent of vanilla pot pourri made her overly sensitive stomach roil. She’d
hoped she was out of the stage of pregnancy where smells affected her so negatively, but the
sweet sickliness of the fragrance was just too much. She made a conscious effort to breathe
through her mouth.Her high-school portrait still took pride of place on the sideboard that stood in
front of the pink and cream striped wallpaper. So eighties, she thought with a small smile. Her
mother, Maggie, was stuck in the past with her fashion sense too. She’d never got the memo
about shoulder pads and bouffant hairdos being out, judging by the two-piece outfit and string of
pearls she was wearing and the amount of hairspray keeping her hair in place. But then again,
the past was where all Maggie’s happy memories lived, although not quite so far back as the
eighties.Caitlin’s father, Malcolm, who had helped his wife to run their home as a successful
guest house, had passed away when she was sixteen and had left his only child a chunk of
money in trust for when she turned twenty-one. It was supposed to set her up for her adult life
and she was about to put it to good use at the sensible age of twenty-eight, which is why she
was here now and waiting for her mum to say something.Her mother shook her head. ‘I just think
you should reconsider, Caitlin. It’s not the way things are done. It’s like… forgive me, but it’s like
playing God. And for goodness’ sake, what will people say?’ Her voice was strained and filled
with anguish. Caitlin knew she had her best interests at heart, but there was also some major
consideration for her own interests in there too.Caitlin replied, ‘And this is why I didn’t tell you
before. I knew you’d react this way.’ More than anything, she wished she’d been wrong in her
presumptions and that her mother would be happy for her, accept the decision she’d made. She
was an adult after all.Her mother scoffed. ‘So, you waited until you were four months pregnant
with some unknown man’s child before you told me? Is that how much you think of me? Is that
what I mean to you?’Caitlin sighed, the weight of the situation pushing heavy on her shoulders.
‘You know I love you, Mum. I’ve always been there for you. Especially since Dad passed
away…’Her mother stood and paced. ‘And yet you decided to take this route to parenthood
without even consulting me, your own mother. I can’t tell you how disappointed I am, Caitlin; and



how disappointed your dad would be.’Ouch, Caitlin thought, even though she knew it wasn’t true.
She’d always been a daddy’s girl. She could do no wrong in his eyes, but it still hurt that her
mother used those words.Maggie sighed deeply. ‘I mean, this man, this donor could be a
psychopath. A lunatic. He could have all manner of diseases that will be passed to you and
your… your foetus.’Caitlin clenched her jaw until it ached and closed her eyes, her hand rested
defensively over her as yet non-existent bump. ‘They do all sorts of tests and health screening,
Mum. And they ask lots of questions. So, me and my baby will be fine.’Her mother dabbed at her
eyes with a pristine white handkerchief. ‘But you’re so young. Why couldn’t you wait until you’d
met someone? A real man. What on earth are you going to tell it about its father? That you went
to a sperm bank?’ The expression on her face told of the bitter taste the words left in her mouth,
and she shivered. ‘A sterile, loveless room where some… some poor excuse for a man did who
knows what to… you know what into a cup? Oh my god, Caitlin, what have you done?’ The
woman flopped dramatically into the chintzy, floral armchair beside the Adam style fireplace and
bit her knuckle.Caitlin fought an inappropriate giggle. Her mother’s histrionics were something
she had dealt with for years; she seemed to thrive on drama. But this was something Caitlin
wanted for herself. She was ready and the time was right, meaning she wasn’t prepared to wait
around for the perfect man to procreate with.‘Mum, you know I’ve had boyfriends before, but not
a single one has been someone I would settle down with and I certainly wasn’t about to have a
one-night stand with someone for the sole purpose of getting pregnant. I’m not that kind of
person. And yes, I realise I’m young, but It’s not like I am going to be a teenage mother. I don’t
want to put my life on hold hoping that the right man will come along. I want this now. It’s
important to me and anyway, it’s done now, okay? You’re going to be a grandma. Don’t you think
that’s wonderful, regardless of how it came about? Can’t you just be happy?’Her mother gasped.
‘It’s wonderful, is it? My twenty-eight-year-old daughter is pregnant with a stranger’s child. A
perverted stranger who looked at rude magazines and deposited his…’ she made bizarre hand
gestures, ‘into a plastic cup.’‘Mum! That’s a horrible thing to say!’ Caitlin scowled at her choice of
words. ‘These men aren’t perverts. They’re simply men who want to help other people to have
children.’‘And I’m supposed to be happy about that, am I? Well, I’m not. And that won’t change. I
can’t just be happy,’ she snapped.Caitlin’s lungs deflated as exasperation and sadness set in.
‘You could choose to be happy, Mum.’Her mother ignored her and patted her perfectly set, dyed
blonde hair. ‘What on earth am I going to tell the ladies at my bridge club?’ She gasped and
closed her eyes. ‘And Cynthia Goulding? Oh, my word, what on earth will Reverend Goulding
think? Hmm? Answer me that, Caitlin!’ Her voice rose in both volume and pitch. ‘I’ll be
excommunicated!’Caitlin’s eyes stung and her lower lip trembled. She’d known her mother would
react badly, but this was beyond the pale. ‘It shouldn’t matter to you what your bridge friends, or
the vicar and his wife think. I’m your daughter.’ It was true her mother was seen as a pillar of the
community, regularly involved in everything, from church fetes to coffee mornings and all manner
of things in between, as well as being a close friend of the vicar’s wife, but that didn’t justify such
a reaction.Her mother scoffed. ‘Well act like it then. Be a normal person and get married before



you have children. Or at least have the wherewithal to have children with someone you’ve
actually met!’Caitlin wiped at the moisture around her eyes. ‘So, should I not set a place for you
at the baby shower then?’ She smiled without feeling the humour.Her mother sneered. ‘What do
you think?’Caitlin nodded and rose from her seat. ‘That’s a real shame, Mum. I hoped you’d be
happy for me. And that you’d want to be a part of my baby’s life. Your grandchild’s life.’ Her voice
wavered as she spoke.Her mother smiled almost pleadingly. ‘Well, perhaps if you used some of
your inheritance to… sort the matter out, sweetheart, you could wait and have a proper baby
when you meet a real man to have a relationship with.’Caitlin gasped and clamped her jaw shut
at the thought of the unmentioned procedure her mother was hinting at. The hypocrisy wasn’t
lost on Caitlin. She wanted to scream at her, ‘So your bridge club and the vicar are okay about
abortion but not having a child by a sperm donor? Is that it? Or would you just brush it under the
carpet and pretend it never happened?’ But of course, she didn’t. She and her mother had never
really been close, and this was just another way she was disappointing the woman who had
wanted a son but couldn’t have any further children after Caitlin was born.Once again horrified at
her mother’s words, Caitlin spoke through clenched teeth as her eyes blurred with tears. ‘This is
a proper baby, Mum. How dare you suggest otherwise! And Dad wanted me to use that money
to make myself happy. So that’s what I’m going to do. I’m going to buy a little bakery that I’ve had
my eye on down in Glentorrin and look after my child.’ She turned to face the door. ‘Maybe
someday you’ll realise you’ve made a mistake. I hope so because I want nothing more than to
have you in our lives.’Her mother stood and straightened her skirt. ‘I’m sorry, Caitlin. But you have
to make a choice here.’ She pointed in the general direction of Caitlin’s belly. ‘That
abomination… or me.’Caitlin’s heart lurched and her stomach roiled on hearing her mother’s vile
choice of words. She inhaled a deep breath, smoothed her hand over her tummy, shook her
head and closed her eyes for a moment. Her heart ached at the posed ultimatum, but she knew,
in reality, there was no choice to be made.Her chin trembled and sadness washed over her like a
tsunami. ‘Mum, honestly, that’s a decision I really don’t want to make. But I’m sorry, if you’re
forcing my hand, I’m afraid I have another life to protect now.’ Her voice broke and she paused,
hoping that her mother would see sense and open her arms out to her.The prospect of being a
single parent was daunting, starting a new business at the same time was terrifying, but she
knew in her heart she could and would do it. If nothing else, she had determination. But she
could’ve really done with a hug from her mum. When none came, she swiped hot tears from her
cheeks and cleared her throat.‘I really do love you, please remember that.’Her mother looked on
in shock, so she waited a split second more, but when her mother didn’t move, Caitlin nodded in
defeat.‘Bye, Mum.’And with those final words, she turned and left her family home with the
melancholic feeling inside that she may be leaving it for the very last time.1The early-evening
June sun was still high in the sky over the pretty coastal village of Glentorrin, and it warmed the
garden at the back of the bakery, as Caitlin Fraser handed out the filled wine glasses to her
friends: Lifeboat House Museum guardian Jules Fairhurst, village shop owner Morag McDougal,
and the newest resident, ex-Hollywood actress, Ruby Locke.It was Friday evening and wonderful



to be outside enjoying the clement weather, Caitlin thought, and the planting and weeding she
had done in her little cottage garden was paying dividends. Birds were still chirping overhead
and feasting on the feeding station she had made with her twelve – soon-to-be thirteen –year-old
daughter Grace, and the buzz of bees could be heard as the little insects worked hard around
the newly dug flowerbeds. The variety of colours were so cheerful and uplifting and she was
happy that Grace’s plan to plant a rainbow had come to fruition.‘So, I have news,’ Caitlin told her
friends with a sly smile.The women shared an intrigued glance.‘Sounds ominous. What’s going
on?’ Jules asked.Caitlin took a large swig of the crisp, fruity wine for Dutch courage and placed
her glass down again. ‘Well, ladies, at the ripe old age of forty, I’ve decided I’m going to start
dating.’Morag chuckled. ‘It’s about bloody time if you ask me, hen. I thought we were waiting for
hell to freeze over or something.’‘Thanks, Morag,’ Caitlin replied with a roll of her eyes and a
good-humoured smile. ‘I’ve spent so many years putting Grace and the bakery first, but I think
maybe the time’s right. And I figure that now my parents’ bed and breakfast up at Portree is sold,
I have the space to include a man in my life.’‘I’m surprised it took so long to sell. It’s been quite
stressful for you, hasn’t it?’ Jules said with a sad smile as she tucked her blonde waves behind
her ears.Caitlin nodded. ‘Aye, it has. Two and a half years since Mum passed away, and two
years since I put the place on the market. Thank goodness it’s done now though.’‘You did such a
lot of work to the place. It was stunning when you put it up for sale,’ Ruby said wistfully.‘Well,
someone needed to drag it kicking and screaming out of the nineteen eighties. I’ve never seen
so much chintz.’ Caitlin laughed as she remembered the task of stripping the flowery, pink and
blue, lounge wallpaper from the top of the walls, and the pink candy-striped paper from the
bottom. Of course, the intricately decorated, oh-so-eighties border covering the join of the two
had gone too. Thankfully, she had managed to find a team of painters and decorators to take
over when she found the task too much on top of her day job.Caitlin’s Cakes and Bakes had
gone from strength to strength and Caitlin was proud of all she had achieved as a single parent
and businesswoman. And although it hadn’t always been a piece of cake, Grace was a lovely,
well-adjusted girl, despite her less than ordinary origins. Grace was fully aware of where she
came from and although neither were ashamed about it, it wasn’t something they talked about
with others. Caitlin had discovered that, whilst not everyone was of the same opinion as her own
mother, not many people understood her choices.‘Didn’t you ever fancy moving up there to run
the place yourself after all that hard work?’ Morag asked. The woman, who was in her sixties, not
only ran the village shop with her husband but a successful bed and breakfast too. Caitlin often
wondered where she got her energy from.Caitlin smiled and shook her head. ‘No. Too many
memories.’ She shrugged. ‘Mostly good but… Well, some that I’d rather not be reminded of.’ She
took a sip of her drink as she remembered the beautiful old house she had grown up in with its
sweeping driveway and pretty, private garden. ‘And I love my little bakery here in Glentorrin, so it
wasn’t a difficult decision to make.’She was grateful she had made peace with her mother
several years prior to her death, and that Grace had met her Granny Maggie. Once, when
delivering a birthday cake to a customer, she had bumped into her mum in Portree when Grace



was around seven. The woman had sobbed and apologised over and over when she had laid
eyes on the beautiful, sweet-natured young girl for the first time. She had taken them back to her
home and served tea and scones whilst showing her granddaughter old photos of her mum as a
child. It was how things should have been all along, but at least Maggie had acknowledged that
fact, even if it had been a little too late.As if sensing a slump in the jovial atmosphere, Ruby
chimed in, ‘So, how are you going to go about this finding a man lark? Because let me tell you,
it’s not blooming easy.’Caitlin laughed. ‘Says the beautiful, red-haired ex-movie actress who
bagged a sexy property tycoon.’ Good grief, if Ruby, a thirty-year-old stunner, thinks it’s difficult,
there’s no hope for me!Ruby held up a finger and giggled. ‘Ah, we’re not allowed to call Mitch a
tycoon any more. He says it sounds too braggy. And you know what he’s like about being the
centre of attention.’‘Oh, we certainly do,’ Caitlin replied with a knowing smile. Caitlin remembered
the first time Hollywood actress Ruby Locke had walked into her bakery, and she had tried her
best not to be too starstruck. Glentorrin resident Mitch Adair had been roped into helping the
star, by a mutual acquaintance, to stay out of the public eye by staying at a couple of his
properties. This all followed a horrible incident where Ruby’s social media accounts had been
hacked, and some horrid imposter had put out vile posts pretending to be her. Mitch was just the
kind of healing Ruby had needed and now the pair were head over heels in love.Caitlin’s
thoughts returned to the poster she’d seen on the noticeboard at the village hall. ‘So, for starters,
there’s a singles night up in Broadford, at the Crown Hotel, tomorrow night. I thought I’d give that
a go.’‘Oooh, a singles night. That could work,’ Jules said, giving her a nudge. ‘But… won’t you be
lonely going by yourself?’Caitlin laughed. ‘Probably, I’ll see if I can get a date to go with me.’
They all laughed.‘Seriously though, I’ll worry about you,’ Jules said once the laughter had died
down. ‘You never know who might be at these things. And being a woman on your own…’Caitlin
rolled her eyes. ‘Well, it’s not like I can ask any of you to go, is it? You’re all blissfully, sickeningly
happy with your perfect men.’Ruby reached and squeezed her hand. ‘Aww, hon, it’ll happen for
you too. I just know it.’Morag scoffed as she patted her neat grey bob. ‘And who was it saying that
Kenneth was perfect? I’d like to talk to them and tell them a few home truths.’ The girls laughed
again.Caitlin said, ‘Aye, well, maybe not perfect then, but I want what you lot have got. I want
someone to shout at for leaving his clothes on the bedroom floor. And someone who can reach
me stuff from high shelves in the bakery,’ she joked.‘And someone to warm your feet on at night,
eh?’ Morag said with a wink.‘Aye, that too.’‘I get into trouble every night from Reid for that very
thing,’ Jules laughed. ‘Even in the summer.’ She took a sip of her wine and pursed her lips as if
racking her brains. ‘I wish I had someone to set you up with,’ she said thoughtfully with a tap to
her chin. ‘But the only single man I know is my brother.’Caitlin smiled. ‘And as much as I adore
Dex, he’s just such a good friend; I couldn’t see him any other way. He’s a drinking buddy and a
good laugh, but—’Jules laughed. ‘Hey, you don’t need to explain to me. I grew up in the same
house as him, remember?’Thinking of her friend, Caitlin asked, ‘Have you heard from him this
week? He messaged me last week to say he was enjoying his tour of the North Coast 500.’‘He
texted yesterday to say he was camping somewhere where there was a battle re-enactment



going on, so he somehow got roped in. Typical Dexter.’Caitlin could imagine the huge hulk of a
man dressed in a kilt with mud on his face, brandishing a Sgian Dubh. The image brought a
smile to her face.‘It’s a shame there are no single men in the village who you’re attracted to, right
enough,’ Morag said with a shake of her head. ‘And there’s no point trying to fix you up with one
of Kenneth’s friends from golf. They wouldnae be able to keep up with you.’Caitlin giggled along
with Morag and her friends. ‘Thanks, ladies, you’re all a fat lot of use.’ She huffed. ‘Singles night it
is, then. I think it said on the poster that it was for over thirty-fives. But I hope it’s not full of over
seventy-fives.’Ruby almost choked on her wine. ‘Ooh, you could get yourself a sugar
daddy!’‘Erm… no thanks. I’d like someone more my own age. Does Mitch have any single
friends?’ Caitlin asked with a wink.Ruby gave her a look of incredulity. ‘His friends are Reid, Dex
and Kenneth.’Caitlin rolled her eyes and giggled. ‘Like I said… fat lot of use.’ Caitlin topped up
their glasses and handed around the snacks she had prepared. ‘Seriously though, I’ve wanted to
get back out there for a while, but I’ve been too chicken. I mean, whoever I date has to accept
Grace and me as a package deal. She’s always been my priority. But I’d just like someone to
cosy up to when Grace is in bed. Someone who’s not a Yorkie Poo. Don’t get me wrong, Cleo
gives great cuddles, but her breath leaves a lot to be desired.’ Laughter rang out around the
garden again.‘What does Grace think about you looking for a boyfriend?’ Jules asked with a tilt
of her head.Caitlin cringed. ‘Well… I haven’t exactly mentioned it to her yet. But she’s always
saying I should go out more and have fun.’ She shrugged. ‘I’m taking that as an encouraging
sign.’‘I reckon she’d be great about it. Evin was wonderful with you, Jules, wasn’t he?’ Morag
asked.Jules beamed as she always did when talking about her soon-to-be stepson. ‘Oh, he’s
just brilliant. Such a kind-hearted and thoughtful boy.’ Jules had visited Glentorrin after the death
of her husband. She had wanted to escape the piteous gazes and well-meaning friends who had
wrapped her in cotton wool for fear she would break. After nursing her terminally ill husband, her
visit to Glentorrin had been a way of finding her real self once more. She had ended up running
the Lifeboat House Museum and falling in love with local artist, Reid MacKinnon, who had his
own emotional baggage following the breakdown of his marriage. Along with Reid’s son Evin and
dog Chewie, the two had helped to mend each other’s broken heart, and were now planning
their Christmas wedding.‘I can definitely see Grace being like that. She just wants her mum to be
happy,’ Ruby said.Caitlin raised her eyebrows. ‘Let’s hope you’re all right, eh?’ She stood from
the table and went to the kitchen to collect a plate of shortbread from the worktop.Grace walked
into the kitchen, her red hair in a messy topknot that made her look older than her almost
thirteen years. She was closely followed by Cleo, the little black Yorkie Poo, and she pinched a
biscuit from the plate, breaking a chunk off for her canine companion. ‘Mum, Cora wants to know
if I can go for a sleepover tomorrow night with it being Saturday. I said I’d check with you and call
her back.’Perfect timing, Caitlin thought. ‘Aye, love. That’s fine with me. Shall I make you some
tray bake to take with you? I know how much Cora likes my Mars crispy cakes.’Grace grinned.
‘Ooh yes, please. Although, there’s no wonder she keeps inviting me over. I think I’m the only
friend whose mum sends baking every time I go.’Caitlin smiled. ‘Ah you’re so lucky to have me,’



she said with a peck to Grace’s cheek.Grace flung her arms around her neck and hugged her. ‘I
already know that. Now go get back to your friends.’Caitlin rolled her eyes. ‘Yes, Mum.’Grace
giggled and skipped back towards the stairs, once again followed by her little black ball of fluff,
the little dog’s nails tip-tapping on the wooden floor.As the sun ducked behind the houses, the
friends moved inside to Caitlin’s living room, and she made teas and coffees to take the chill
away.‘So, Caitlin, what would your ideal man be like?’ Morag asked as she sipped her steaming
brew.Caitlin thought for a moment. ‘Well, for starters, he’ll have to have a sense of humour.’ She
paused a while. ‘And he’ll need to be kind and thoughtful.’‘What about looks?’ Ruby asked.Jules
nudged her best friend. ‘Go on, Caitlin, describe that hunky caber tosser from the Highland
Games last year.’Caitlin felt her cheeks warming. ‘Ooh yes, he was lovely. Although I’m looking
for more caber and less tosser if you know what I mean.’ She winked and her friends howled with
laughter. When they had all calmed down, she continued, ‘But… to be honest, I’ve no real
preference. Dark hair, fair hair, no hair. It doesn’t matter. I think when you get to my age, your
priorities change. I’m not really looking for the thunderbolt to hit. I just want someone who’s a
decent person. Someone I can trust, you know?’Morag nodded and smiled. ‘Aye, lassie, that’s
the important stuff. Looks fade. Although my Kenneth just gets sexier and sexier.’‘Morag!’ Jules
whacked her arm playfully. ‘Down girl.’Morag laughed heartily. ‘Hey, I’m just telling it like it is,
ladies.’Jules turned her attention to Caitlin. ‘Don’t go settling though, eh? It worries me when you
say you’re not looking for the thunderbolt. You deserve the bloomin’ thunderbolt. I want to see
you swept off your feet, head over heels in love. Not just settling for someone because they’re
nice.’Caitlin shrugged. ‘I’m just trying to be realistic.’‘Hey, have you thought about online dating?’
Ruby asked. ‘It’s quite common these days for people to find the love of their lives online, or on
an app.’Caitlin scrunched her nose. ‘Nah, I’ve read too many horror stories. Catfishing, I think it’s
called. So, I think I’d prefer to meet someone face to face right off. No point messing around
chatting online to someone whose profile picture looks like Gerard Butler, only to find out that in
real life, he looks more like Gerard Depardieu!’Jules’ cheeks turned pink. ‘I actually think he was
quite sexy in Green Card.’Ruby rolled her eyes. ‘I’ve met them both.’All eyes suddenly focused on
Ruby. ‘And?’ the three women asked in unison.Ruby drew her fingers across her lips in a zipping
motion. ‘I couldn’t possibly comment.’They all sighed in exasperation.‘For a former A-list celeb,
you’re no good at spreading gossip!’ Morag laughed.Once her friends had gone home, it was
close to midnight, so Caitlin blew out the scented candles and switched off the lamps in the
living room before heading upstairs to her bedroom.She stood for a moment looking out over the
inlet, where the moonlight was dancing on the surface of the water. From her vantage point, she
could see the Coxswain pub where she had spent many a raucous night dancing to ceilidh
music, Morag’s shop that she frequented regularly, and the whitewashed houses that joined onto
it, and then, right at the end of the old slipway, the Lifeboat House Museum with its historical
items and stories of the old lifeboat that brought the village’s past to life. All the buildings had
colourful summer bunting draped across them in true Glentorrin style. No, she thought, I couldn’t
leave this place. Glentorrin is my home.‘Mum?’ Grace said with a yawn as she stepped into



Caitlin’s room.‘Hi, sweetheart. Did I wake you?’Grace shook her head. ‘No, it’s okay. I just wanted
to talk to you.’Caitlin walked over and sat on her bed and Grace sat beside her. ‘What’s wrong,
hen?’ she asked, tucking her daughter’s natural waves behind her ear.Grace smiled. ‘Nothing. I
just wanted you to know that… I mean… I heard you talking earlier… I wasn’t mooching. I just
overheard when I came to get a drink.’Caitlin narrowed her eyes, thinking back on some of the
racy topics of conversation that had taken place. ‘Heard what, exactly?’Grace chewed her lip for
a moment. ‘What you said about getting a boyfriend.’Caitlin quailed. ‘Ah. Right.’Grace took her
mum’s hand. ‘I just wanted you to know that it’s fine with me. I know you’ve not really dated since
I was born, and that’s a long time, Mum. I’m almost thirteen. I think you deserve someone who
will bring you flowers and take you to the cinema. Or someone who will go dancing with you or
cook nice meals for you. And I don’t mean because you need someone. Because I know you
don’t. You’re very… erm… independent. But I think it would be good if you had a nice man to go
out with. So, I just wanted to tell you that, because I know you’ll be wondering if I’m okay with it.
And now you know I am.’ She shrugged.Caitlin’s eyes stung a little and she put her arms around
her daughter and pulled her close. ‘Thank you, sweetheart. That means such a lot.’Grace kissed
her on the cheek. ‘So long as they’re a dog person. That’s my only rule. Oh, and… maybe
someone who doesn’t smoke.’Caitlin giggled. ‘Is that all?’Grace pondered for a moment, her lips
pursed, and her eyes scrunched. ‘I’ll get back to you if I think of anything else.’ She stood up and
headed back to her own room.Caitlin smiled and shook her head. ‘Okay, love. Sweet
dreams.’2Caitlin awoke early on Saturday morning, as she always did. There were things to
prepare for the bakery, bread to put into the industrial oven that had already proved, shortbread
to bake fresh and a delivery at 8 a.m. to accept. She showered, dressed and opened her
curtains, smiling as she looked onto the waking village below. One of the village’s elderly
residents, Hamish Gair, was just walking back from the shop with his newspaper, whistling and
smiling at passers-by. He was such a sweet old man. Evin was out with his huge, Hungarian
Vizsla Chewie, followed by his dad, a half-asleep-looking Reid.At around seven-thirty, Caitlin
jogged upstairs and popped her head around Grace’s door to find her fast asleep with Cleo
curled up beside her. Caitlin patted her leg and Cleo jumped off the bed to follow her downstairs
and into the back garden. Once she was finished with her morning ritual, Cleo ran back through
the house and up the stairs, no doubt to get comfy for another hour or so with Grace. It was clear
Caitlin wasn’t going to be getting any help this morning.The world was almost fully awake when
her delivery of supplies arrived at eight and she waved over to Jules, who was leaving Morag’s
shop with a bottle of milk. She approached the bakery with a wide smile.‘I don’t suppose you’ve
any bread yet, have you? Evin used the last of ours for toast at suppertime and forgot to mention
it.’ She rolled her eyes. ‘I could’ve bought a shop loaf, but yours is so much better.’‘Sure! Come
on in. It’s still warm.’The delivery driver handed her a clipboard for her to sign the delivery note
and she gave him a couple of pieces of shortbread in a paper bag.He tucked straight in. ‘And
they wonder why I won’t change my route,’ he told her with a wink.‘He seems nice,’ Jules said
with a knowing smile when he’d left.Caitlin shook her head. ‘Don’t even think about it. He’s



married with three kids.’Jules curled her lip. ‘Dammit.’‘Here you go, one white bloomer.’Jules
lifted the wrapped loaf to her nose and inhaled. ‘Mm… yum.’ She handed over the money and
Caitlin rang the first sale of the day through the cash register. ‘Thanks, honey. See you later!’
Jules said as she turned to walk to the door but stopped. ‘Ooh, are you all ready for your big
night?’ she asked.Caitlin huffed. ‘Hmm. Not really sure I should bother now. The more I think
about it, the more I think I’m probably wasting my time. I mean, how many single men can there
be on Skye who are my age and looking for romance, that I’ll actually want to spend time
with?’Jules scowled. ‘Don’t back out now! You never know who you’ll meet.’Caitlin nodded. ‘Aye,
maybe that’s the issue. Maybe you were right about weirdos and such.’Jules narrowed her eyes.
‘Erm… I don’t remember saying anything about weirdos. I remember saying I was worried about
you going alone.’Caitlin rolled her eyes. ‘Okay, okay, I’ll go. I just don’t feel as excited about it
today. I think it was the wine talking last night.’Jules tilted her head. ‘Did you talk to Grace or was
it too late when we’d all gone?’Caitlin smiled as she reflected upon Grace’s kind words the night
before. ‘She came to see me before I went to bed to say she’d heard us talking and that it was
fine with her if I got a man in my life.’Jules grinned. ‘There you go then! No excuses now!’Caitlin
widened her eyes. ‘It doesn’t appear so, does it?’‘Look, let me know if you need any help getting
ready or picking out an outfit. You’ve helped me out plenty of times.’‘Thanks, Jules. I’ll probably
just stick my jeans on to be honest. I don’t want to look too desperate.’Jules smiled and shook
her head. ‘Well, you’ll look lovely no matter what. I must get going or the men in my life will be
moaning at me. Speak later.’Caitlin raised a hand. ‘Bye, Jules.’When the bakery was closed for
the day, Caitlin returned through to the house to find Grace in the garden playing fetch with Cleo.
The two-year-old Yorkie Poo had been Grace’s shadow ever since they took her in as a
pup.‘Hey, love. I’ve made you the tray bake to take to Cora’s. It’s here all wrapped up for
you.’‘Thanks, Mum. You’re a star,’ Grace said with a wide smile. ‘Are you going to the pub tonight
with Jules?’Caitlin began riffling through the cupboards to find something for dinner. ‘No, not
tonight… I have other plans,’ she said, feeling heat rising in her cheeks.Grace appeared beside
her. ‘Don’t bother making anything for me. Cora’s dad is ordering pizza. What plans have you got
then?’Caitlin gave up the search and straightened up to face her daughter. ‘Well… there’s a
singles night up in Broadford. I thought I might give that a go.’Grace scrunched her brow. ‘Singles
night? That’s so last year, Mum. You need to get find-a-mate. It’s an app. You get to see a wee
video message from people who fit your criteria and if you like them, you can arrange a
date.’Caitlin flinched and pursed her lips. ‘Oh, I don’t know about that, love. I think maybe that’s
for young folk. I think I’m more of a find-a-mate-in-the-old-fashioned-way type of gal.’Grace
shook her head. ‘No, lots of old people use it, too.’Caitlin grinned and rolled her eyes. ‘Thanks for
that, hen.’Grace covered her eyes with her free hand for a second and groaned. ‘I didn’t mean it
to come out like that. It’s just that Mhairi at school said so. Her aunty uses it and she’s like forty-
two or something.’‘Wow, that old?’Grace gritted her teeth and narrowed her eyes. ‘Yes, and
Mhairi has a mobile phone. That’s how she knows this stuff.’Caitlin held in a sigh. ‘I’ve said you
can have one when you’re fourteen.’Grace huffed. ‘I’ll be practically an old maid by then. Anyway,



go to your singles night, but make sure you don’t let anyone buy you a drink unless the barman
hands it right to you. There’s people that try to drug you these days, you know.’Caitlin widened
her eyes, surprised and a little horrified at how much her daughter seemed to know. ‘I’ll bear that
in mind. But… how—?’‘Autumn, in my class, watched a true crime programme with her older
sister about a woman that was drugged and abducted. It really scared me. I don’t think I’m ever
going to go to pubs or drink alcohol. I think I’ll probably just marry Evin. That way I don’t have to
do dating.’ She shrugged like it was the most natural conclusion to come to.Caitlin stifled a
giggle. ‘Aye, that sounds like a grand plan. So long as Evin’s up for that.’Grace smiled. ‘He is.
We’ve already talked about it. I mean, he’s not my boyfriend now, but I might let him be when
we’re seventeen.’Impressed with her daughter’s decision to hold off on boys for five years, Caitlin
planted a kiss on her cheek, even though she knew once the hormones kicked in, it would no
doubt change. ‘You’d better go get your stuff together if I’m to drop you off at six.’Grace skipped
through towards the lounge and stopped when she reached the hallway door. ‘Cora’s dad is
single, you know.’ She shrugged. ‘I could say something to—’Caitlin gasped. ‘Don’t you dare!’
She laughed, shaking her head. ‘I think I’ll manage sorting my own love life out thanks.’ His
relationship status was an intriguing surprise, although come to think of it, she hadn’t seen his
wife Fenella on her travels, out jogging, for a while.‘Suit yourself. But if you change your mind…’
Grace sang as she jogged up the stairs.After Caitlin had showered and changed out of her flour-
covered work clothes, they arrived at 6 p.m. sharp on the doorstep of Cora Budge’s one-storey,
whitewashed house in Breakish and knocked.Cora’s dad, Lyle, came to the door, drying his
hands on a grey and white striped towel, and Caitlin found herself blushing bright pink at the
sight of him, thanks to what Grace had said earlier.‘Oh, hi, Caitlin. You’re looking very nice. Are
you going out?’ Lyle asked with a smile.Caitlin touched her hair. ‘Oh, thank you. I—’‘She’s going
to a singles night,’ Grace blurted.Caitlin’s face turned from a slight blush to the point of near
spontaneous human combustion, and she glared at her daughter.Lyle nodded. ‘Oh, the one at
Broadford? Aye, I thought about going to that mysel’, but then Cora invited Grace, so it’s a pizza
night instead.’Caitlin widened her eyes. ‘Oh gosh, I hope we haven’t inconvenienced you. I can
always take the girls—’‘Och, no, don’t be daft. There’ll be others. You’ll have to let me know if it’s
good craic, eh?’ Lyle grinned. ‘Anyway, come away in, Grace. Cora is just on the phone to her
mum.’Grace kissed Caitlin’s cheek. ‘Bye, Mum. See you tomorrow. And remember what I said
about drinks,’ she said with a stern gaze and a pointed finger.Too shocked to chastise her
daughter, Caitlin simply nodded and said, ‘Bye, love.’Once Grace had disappeared inside the
house with her overnight bag and platter of tray bakes, Lyle turned to her. ‘Dinnae worry about
that, lass. Kids will be kids, eh? No filter. Cora is just the same.’ He shook his head and smiled
warmly. ‘And I don’t know about you, but I’m not into the dating app things. My guess is someone
on there will look like Cindy Crawford on their profile, but end up looking like Michael Crawford
from Phantom of the Opera in real life.’Caitlin burst out laughing, probably down to the nerves.
‘Aye! I said the same.’‘Great minds, eh?’She nodded. ‘Indeed. Well, have a lovely evening with
the pre-teen monsters. I hope they don’t completely beat you into submission.’Lyle rolled his



eyes. ‘Already done, I’m afraid. They’re going to watch some soppy movie on the big screen, and
I’m demoted to the little TV in ma room to watch the footy.’‘Well, make sure you at least get a
piece of tray bake,’ she told him.‘Oh, don’t you worry. I always make sure I get some of your
amazing baking. Anyway, have a nice evening. And… erm… good luck.’Caitlin smiled. ‘Thanks.
You too.’ She grinned.He laughed lightly. ‘Aye, I might need it more than you.’ And with that he
closed the door.Caitlin couldn’t help the smile that stayed on her face as she climbed back into
the car.Despite Grace’s obvious excitement about the singles event, it didn’t start until seven.
She’d had every intention of calling in to see Jules for another pep talk, seeing as she had talked
herself into knots over the idea of going. Instead, she headed home and was greeted by Cleo,
skipping around at her feet, her whole body wagging in excitement.She crouched to fuss the
dog. ‘What should I do, Cleo? Should I risk it and go? Or should I stay here with you and watch
Outlander instead?’Cleo gave a yip that sounded distinctly like ‘Go!’Caitlin stood again and
flopped onto a kitchen chair. ‘You’re trying to get rid of me too, are you?’Cleo tilted her head and
continued to wag.‘A fat lot of use you are, eh? Come on then, come and help me decide what to
wear. I’ll go for an hour, but that’s all. I wish I’d never bloomin’ mentioned it to be honest. It was
definitely the wine. I’m sure of it.’3Caitlin stood at the doorway of the Crown Hotel, a white-
painted, old coaching inn in the pretty village of Broadford that faced the blue waters of
Broadford Bay. She had been there for a few minutes, trying to pluck up the courage to enter.A
few women arrived as a group, all heavily made up, and as they pushed through the door ahead
of her, she fought the cough that almost erupted when a fog of myriad different perfumes
assaulted her nasal passages. She momentarily wished she had convinced her friends to come
along for moral support. Although if she had, who would have paid any attention to her, when
one of her best friends, Ruby Locke, was a former Hollywood movie star?At almost ten past
seven, Caitlin smoothed down her pale blue, layered, Lagenlook top, that she had paired with
summery, white linen trousers and sandals and took a deep breath. With her fingers wrapped
around the handle, she was just about to push through the door, when it was yanked open from
the inside. Unable to let go in time, she lurched forwards and landed, on all fours, in the middle
of the well-trodden welcome mat. A collective gasp travelled the bar, and she closed her eyes,
willing the floor to open up and suck her in. Alas, it didn’t happen, and she slowly raised her chin
to find many piteous gazes fixed on her.‘Oh my god! I’m so sorry! Here let me help you up!’ A
hand reached out and grabbed her wrist, tugging her to a standing position. ‘Oh, Caitlin! It’s you.
Are you all right? God, I’m so bloody sorry.’Caitlin knew her face could have replaced the
lighthouse at Neist Point, seeing as it was no doubt glowing with the embarrassment she felt.
She glared up into the guilt-filled, brown eyes of the outdoor-wear shop owner – a friend of hers,
from Glentorrin. ‘Bloody hell, Archie Sutherland! You should be more careful!’ she snapped.He
swallowed hard and frowned. ‘Aye, I’m really sorry. I was just heading to my car to get a pen.’
Caitlin realised he too was here for the singles event. He was quite a shy man really, kind of
sweet though, around the same age as her, tall and broad-shouldered, a head full of shaggy,
dark brown curls with a wee smattering of grey, and a constant five o’clock shadow. He was the



type of rugged man that other women fawned over. He’d had a few girlfriends over the years, so
seeing him here was indeed a surprise.‘Well, don’t let me stop you.’ Caitlin immediately felt guilty
for her terse response. It had been an accident after all. ‘Look, I’m sorry. My pride’s bruised that’s
all.’‘Aye and your lovely outfit is all dirty now,’ he said, pointing to her knees with a wince. ‘I really
am sorry.’She glanced down at the mucky patches of grey on her otherwise pristine trousers and
gave a deep sigh. ‘I think I’ll just go home,’ she said as she made to turn around.‘No! Don’t do
that. Let me get you a drink, eh? It’s the least I can do.’ Archie’s gaze was filled with apology, and
she crumbled.‘Okay, thanks. Just a J2O though. I’m driving,’ she told him.‘Okay, go grab a table
and I’ll bring it over. Do you need ice for your knees?’She gave a light laugh. ‘No, thank you, I’m
good.’ Although a cold compress for my ego wouldn’t hurt.‘Aye, right. Back in a sec.’ Archie
turned and narrowly avoided a collision with a huge, rugby player type who could’ve launched
him like a hammer, and Caitlin held her breath, hoping that a fight didn’t break out. When it
didn’t, she heaved a relieved sigh and watched Archie hold up his hands in another apology,
then make a quick detour to chat to a woman at a table across the room. The blonde was waving
a pen around and he took it and scribbled something – probably his phone number – on a scrap
of paper before he headed to the bar. He’s a fast worker, she mused.Caitlin glanced down and
groaned. She rubbed at the dirt on her knees, but it was an exercise in futility. There was nothing
else for it, she would simply need to remain seated for the rest of the night – and when she
thought about the rest of the night, she intended that it would end, for her at least, at around
seven-forty-five. This was a huge mistake.Archie returned and placed a glass of orange-
coloured juice before her. ‘Passion fruit and mango, is that okay?’She nodded and took a sip.
‘Perfect, thanks.’He frowned at her. ‘You do know it’s singles night tonight, don’t you?’She
refrained from making a snide comment, even though one was biting at the tip of her tongue.
‘Yes, of course.’ She laughed and shook her head. Why else would she have walked into a pub
she didn’t really know, all alone? In spite of her outward show of confidence, she wasn’t the type
to do that. Popping into the Coxswain in Glentorrin was an entirely different thing of course. She
virtually knew everyone who frequented the place.Archie nodded. ‘Oh, right, right. That’s good
then. I just wasn’t sure this night would be… you know… specific enough for you.’Confused as to
his meaning, she pursed her lips for a moment and frowned. ‘Specific?’Archie nodded. ‘Aye, with
you having… how do I put it? Singular tastes.’Caitlin laughed. ‘Singular tastes? Is that what
they’re calling overly picky these days?’Archie glanced around and then leaned in to whisper,
‘No, I mean with you being into… you know… women.’Caitlin raised her eyebrows and gasped.
‘Sorry?’Archie whispered again, conspiratorially this time. ‘With you being a lesbian.’ He almost
mouthed the word, rather than saying it out loud.Caitlin scowled. ‘You think I’m gay?’ she said
rather too loudly, causing many eyes to turn in her direction for the second time that evening.A
look of confusion washed over Archie’s face and his cheeks flushed. ‘Wait… Are you not gay
then?’Caitlin rolled her eyes. ‘No! I’m not!’ she hissed. ‘Why did you think I was gay? Not that
there’s anything wrong with being gay. Not in the slightest. But again, what made you think that
about me?’Archie cleared his throat and shrugged. ‘I suppose I just… I assumed.’Caitlin shook



her head. ‘Why on earth would assume that I’m gay? I have a daughter.’He rolled his eyes. ‘Gay
people do have kids, you know; these are the twenty twenties not the eighteen twenties.’ He
seemed quite perturbed. ‘And… it’s just that… I’ve known you for years, but you’ve never had a
man in your life that I’ve seen. You’re not married, or divorced, that I know of. And so… I just
guessed…’Caitlin folded her arms across her chest. ‘Well, you guessed wrong.’‘Aye. I know that
now. I’m sorry.’She glanced around, but everyone was back to their own conversations. ‘Don’t
apologise. I’m not offended. Just a wee bit shocked, that’s all.’He shrugged. ‘I’ve got lots of gay
friends, you know. I don’t judge,’ Archie informed her.She gritted her teeth. ‘Again, Archie, I’m not
a lesbian. I’m a heterosexual woman. I like men. With men’s bodies and beards and… men.’He
held up his hands. ‘Aye, I know now, I was just saying.’‘Well, don’t!’Archie gave a sad smile.
‘Look, I’ll go. I get the feeling I might be cramping your style. I didn’t exactly help get your evening
off to the best start, did I?’Feeling a little deflated, Caitlin told him, ‘It’s fine. I think I’m going to go
home anyway. I… I shouldn’t have come.’‘No! Don’t do that. Not because of me. I’ll feel crappy if
you go. Mingle a bit. You never know, your dream man might be in this very room.’ He gestured
around dramatically before leaving her alone.Caitlin glanced over his shoulder at the other
attendees who were all deep in conversation and sighed. ‘I sincerely doubt it.’Perhaps her dream
man was currently serving pizza to her daughter instead. She thought back to Lyle’s smile and
compliment when she dropped Grace off. He was quite attractive, she’d always thought so, but
had pushed that thought to the back of her mind, seeing as he was a married man… although
now he was single. He was around forty-five, tall, stocky and had grey hair and a neatly trimmed
beard. In fact, there was a look of that TV chef, Paul Hollywood, about him. Not that he had
shown any interest in her, but after Archie’s revelation, she wondered if he thought she was gay
too. Then again Grace had just announced to all and sundry that she was desperate. Not that
she had used those exact words, but she may as well have. How to put a man off in one easy
step.She finished her drink and gazed around the room. Lots of people had already paired off
and were chatting merrily, some were even getting quite cosy. Archie had moved on from the first
woman he’d been talking to and was now heavily ensconced in conversation with another. She
had seen him with several women over the years, no one had ever really stuck around. It wasn’t
that he was repulsive, he certainly wasn’t, but he had always seemed quite set in his ways.
Although she didn’t exactly know him well – they were more acquaintances than friends really –
but his businesses, the outdoor shop, the campsite and his IT work, all seemed to take
precedence over his love life, something she was all too familiar with, but evidently, he was trying
to change that, just like she was.‘All right? Can I get you another?’ a rather handsome man
asked, nodding towards her glass. He was a fair bit younger than her and had an attractive face
and smiling eyes. His T-shirt was tight and showed the outline of his muscular chest and arms.
Down, girl!She sat up a little straighter. ‘Oh, that would be lovely, thank you.’ She smiled warmly
and was on the verge of deciding that perhaps the evening was about to improve. ‘Just a J
—’‘Aye, it’s okay, I served your friend with the first round, I remember.’ He winked, collected her
empty glass, and walked across the room and behind the bar.‘Ugh… seriously. Talk about too



good to be true,’ she chuntered to herself, feeling a little foolish for thinking he had been flirting
with her. Sod it, I’m definitely going home now.She stood and began to walk towards the
door.‘Hey, you’re not heading home, are you?’ Archie asked, appearing with the stealth of a ninja
and making her jump.She huffed. ‘Yes, Archie. I don’t think this is the type of event for me. You
seem to be doing okay though.’Archie crumpled his brow. ‘I do?’She laughed and whacked his
arm playfully. ‘Come on, Mr Smooth. I’ve seen you handing your number to a couple of women
this evening.’Archie grinned and his cheeks coloured. ‘Oh, that. Nah, it was all work stuff. One
was asking about camping in the area for her friends from down south in England, and the other
was needing a virus clearing from her computer.’ He shrugged. ‘I think I must project a kind of
oracle-cum-handyman aura, rather than a come-hither one.’ He laughed. ‘No nibbles at the
worm for me tonight.’‘Archie! That’s so rude!’ Caitlin was shocked by his turn of phrase, and what
man would refer to his todger as a worm? Eeuw!Archie’s eyes widened and he appeared
horrified. ‘Oh no, you misunderstood! I meant… you know, like fishing?’ He mimicked casting an
invisible rod. ‘Plenty of fish in the sea and all that? That I’m here fishing, not trying to get a
woman to nibble my—’Caitlin held up a hand to stop him. ‘Right, I get you. My apologies.’He
rubbed his chin and hesitantly said, ‘Look, there’s a singles event across on the mainland next
weekend. A kind of speed dating thing. It’s at a hotel in Kyle of Lochalsh. Do you fancy car
sharing? Maybe there’s strength in numbers, eh?’Caitlin wasn’t convinced. ‘Speed dating? That
sounds like a comedy sketch waiting to happen.’ She remembered the episode of Vicar of Dibley
where Geraldine was subjected to date after date with people from her own congregation, with
hilarious consequences.‘Aye, it does, but you never know. Might be some good craic. What do
you say? We can be each other’s moral support.’She thought about it for a moment and then
decided she had nothing to lose. And that surely the next event had to start off better than this
one? If she actually attended with Archie, she could keep an eye on him and make sure he didn’t
leg her up, or slam a door in her face, or something equally as bad as this evening. ‘Oh aye. Why
not, eh?’Archie smiled. ‘Grand. I’ll pop in to the bakery in the week and let you know the
details.’‘Great. Thanks. Right, I’m heading home. See you later. Thanks for the drink.’ She exited
the door just as the handsome bartender deposited another J20 on the table with a look of
confusion.4The following morning, Jules rang to invite Caitlin for tea and cake as the boys, and
Chewie, were apparently heading off to the beach to go rock pooling. Caitlin accepted and
grabbed a few pieces of shortbread to take with her and wondered if the other ladies would be
there too. She clipped on Cleo’s lead and the two of them headed across the village.The sun
was high in the sky over Glentorrin, and a gentle breeze played on the surface of the water in the
inlet. Gus, the fisherman, was scrubbing the deck of his boat and raised his hand in a wave as
she passed.Summer Sundays in Glentorrin were usually a lazy affair; people walked their dogs
or visited friends. There was the church service every other week now that Father McAllen was
incumbent of two churches within the parish, and today was his day to be away. The new team of
bell-ringers were making the most of the empty church and practising; the chimes rang out
across the village, bringing a smile to Caitlin’s face. At this time of year, there were plenty of



tourists taking in the scenery of the village, too, and that fact made Caitlin proud to call the
picturesque and friendly place her home.Caitlin spotted Morag through the propped-open door
of the shop. She was behind the counter chatting to Hamish, who had called in for his Sunday
newspaper.When Caitlin arrived at Jules’ house, it was just the three of them: herself, Jules, and
Ruby – four if you counted her canine companion, Cleo. Once they were all seated around the
table with their plates of sweet treats and mugs of tea, all eyes settled on Caitlin, expectantly.
She knew very well what they were after and she took great joy in ignoring their questioning
gazes, choosing instead to tickle Cleo behind her ears as the dog waited for crumbs to fall from
the table.‘What?’ she asked her friends, eventually, with a smirk.‘Oh, come on, woman! You
know exactly what!’ Jules insisted with a huff.‘Yes, spill it, madam! How did it go last night?’ Ruby
asked eagerly. ‘Did you meet your Prince Charming?’Caitlin rolled her eyes. ‘Nope. It was
disastrous from start to finish. Hence my reason for staying schtum.’Both her friends eyed her
with pity and disappointment. ‘Really? How come?’‘Surely it wasn’t that bad?’‘Oh, believe me, I
couldn’t have made it up!’She informed them about the debacle at the start of the night and how
Archie, of all people, had caused it. How she thought some handsome, younger man was flirting
with her and offering to buy her a drink, only to discover he was the bartender and simply doing
his job; and to top it all off, how it had come to light that Archie thought she was gay.‘Good grief. I
see what you mean,’ Jules laughed. ‘I know it’s too early for wine, but that story made me feel
like I should open a bottle. It’s a shame you have to drive to collect Grace this afternoon.’ She
pondered a moment. ‘Archie is such a wally.’ She shook her head. ‘I wonder why he was there
anyway. He doesn’t seem to be short on female companionship. Although none of the women he
dates seem to stick around, so maybe he’s looking for something more meaningful…’Precisely
what Caitlin had thought.Ruby leaned across and squeezed her arm. ‘Don’t let it put you off
though, will you? They won’t all be like that.’Caitlin shook her head. ‘I don’t know that I want to
risk another night like that, to be honest. I mean, how many things can go wrong in one
evening?’Ruby shook her head, second-hand embarrassment causing her cheeks to flush. ‘I
can’t believe you fell on the floor in front of everyone. You poor love.’Caitlin huffed. ‘Yes, to say I
felt ridiculous would be an understatement. But Archie did his best to help, bless him.’‘After he
caused the fiasco!’ Jules replied with a laugh. ‘It was the least he could do.’‘I think Archie’s quite
good-looking really,’ Ruby said, completely out of the blue.Caitlin tilted her head. ‘Really?’ She
had never really thought of him in that way. He was a nice guy, admittedly, and he didn’t repulse
her. She simply had never really considered Archie romantically.Jules sat up straight as if she’d
had a light-bulb moment. ‘Don’t you think he looks a bit like… ooh, what’s his name?’ She
clicked her fingers as if doing so would conjure up the answer. ‘Erm… ugh!’ She sighed in
frustration. ‘What’s his name? You know… the Incredible Hulk?’Caitlin scrunched her brow and
chuckled. ‘Eh? What are you on about? Archie’s not green.’Ruby gasped and waved an excited
hand. ‘Yes! That’s who he reminds me of! You’re absolutely right! Do you know I’ve been trying to
figure it out for ages!’
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Avid Reader, “   The perfect family, however it's created: gem of a heartwarming story . Author
Lisa Hobman has a winning combination here! The heartwarming mother-daughter closeness,
the search for romance, the supporting small town community of friends and the lovely setting
on the Isle of Skye all come together in a great, sweet story. Much more than in some of her
recent novels set on Skye, Hobman has included the unique sights and dramatic landscapes of
Skye as an active backdrop and I loved all of the references to the Quirang, the Black Cuillins,
the Fairy Pools, Dunvegan Castle, the Portree waterfront, the clear and starry skies, etc. Made
me want to go back for another, longer visit for more exploring!Caitlin, the strong female lead,
decided in her late twenties that she wanted to be a mother and made it happen. Now her
adoring daughter Grace is on the verge of her teen years and Caitlin has decided she can think
about finding romance after focusing for so long on her daughter and her business. Her venture
into dating brings some suitors and some surprises but it also brings her closer to Archie, a kind,
generous bachelor neighbor who she starts seeing in a different light. When Archie is knocked
sideways by his past catching him unawares, Caitlin and Grace find themselves stretching out
their hands to help the man who never hesitates to aid others.I loved the storyline, the pace and
Hobman's easy writing style. Such a lovely tale of small community life and the challenges of
putting oneself out there in the search for love. I can't get enough of this series and hope
Hobman keeps returning to little Glentorrin and its convivial residents.Thanks to Boldwood
Books and NetGalley for sharing a complimentary advance copy of the book; loved it so I had to
buy a copy for my library!  This is my voluntary and honest opinion.”

Gloria R. Knight, “The Brave Baker?. Caitlin is a gentle, warm baker, good friend and an intense
mom with the courage of a lioness. She braved her mother and society's disapproval to have the
child she desired by then unconventional means. Caitlin is a magnificent mother to her daughter
and nurtured to children who become part of the storyline. This is a warm uplifting visit to the
Island of Skye.   Lisa, thanks for the beauty!”

PJ Ausdenmore, “Heartwarming Contemporary on the Isle of Skye. Lisa Hobman's village of
Glentorrin on the Isle of Skye has become one of my favorite fictional places to visit. With each
new book set there I feel like I'm catching up with old friends, meeting a few new ones, and
welcomed back with warm hugs. It was fun catching up with couples from the first two books and
meeting new villagers with future story potential.I've been looking forward to Caitlin's story and it
did not disappoint. I loved the development of the characters in this book as well as the evolution
of Caitlin's relationships. Her forays into dating at 40 were frequently humorous, sometimes
awkward, and very relatable. I enjoyed the twists and turns her journey took. Of course, nothing
you do in Glentorrin is done in a vacuum which means everyone feels they have a stake in the
outcome of Caitlin's new adventures, including her friends and her 13-year-old daughter, Grace.



All of it comes from a place of love though and they all have Caitlin's best interests at heart.If you
enjoy close-knit communities, mature characters, plenty of humor and heart, some surprising
twists, and well-deserved happy endings, check out Wishing Under a Starlit Skye. It can be
enjoyed as a standalone but I also recommend Dreaming Under an Island Skye and Under an
Italian Skye. Characters from both of the earlier books figure prominently in this one.*Advanced
copy received for fair and unbiased review”

JanLPN, “Finding the right partner, under your nose. I've certainly enjoyed the Skye novels, the
cast of characters who must find their one true love through adversity, mistakes, &
misunderstandings.Makes the reader want to move to Skye, pronto!”

grace power, “Written in the Stars. Loved the beautiful setting and characters in this story.Caitlin
and her daughter Grace are used to being on their own, but Caitlin is approaching 40 and
decides it’s time for her to date again and goes to a singles night where she meets Lyle and
starts seeing him, at the same time she becomes aware of Archie a local shop owner and feels
an attraction to him. Caitlin has to decide who is right for her and Grace, the course of true love
never runs smoothly or does it. I couldn’t put this book down till the end and even then I didn’t
want it to finish.”

Elizabeth, “Brilliant! I can’t get enough of this author. Another fantastic book from Lisa Hobman
which I couldn’t put down. Hey books always leave me feeling happy. Highly recommended!”

Mrs. B.Liverpool, “Heartwarming. A heartwarming story about a single mum with thirteen year
old daughter and single man who inherits a five year old daughter he knew nothing about. Both
looking for love on the beautiful Isle of Skye but not realising it's closer than they know.”

carla strange, “Wishing under a starlit Skye. Absolutely loved this book from start to finish,what a
lovely story just loved Caitlin and Archie on how their story unfolded xxx”

SHARON JOAN CLOETE, “ROMANTIC. Realistic romance & intrigue”

The book by Lisa Hobman has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 513 people have provided feedback.
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