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NOTE: THE FOLLOWING is an excerpt from King Roan (Book 1). If you are familiar with this story, please feel free to skip to Chapter One. If you are new to the series, here is a brief history of The Eternal Knot Necklace.

... A long time ago once a year, nine holy men, each from different religious sects, gathered to worship with one another and confirm their friendships. During these visits, they noticed a great need to help others find true love or a soulmate. They decided to bless nine unique rocks, with the power to find a true and unselfish love for the person who possessed it. When the sacred rock was in the presence of the holder's soulmate, the stone would vibrate and emit a low hum that only the couple would notice.

They were cautious about using this new power. However, they saw great possibilities with these stones. As holy men, they provided them for use carefully and sparingly, they were concerned about how they could affect the lives of others. And didn’t want to use the stones to remove the opportunity to choose for those involved.

At another one of these gatherings, they noticed everyone used the same knot as a symbol of their devotion, the Eternal Knot. They all believed this knot held a potent power for good and being continual in its design with no beginning and no end; it represented eternity, wisdom, compassion, and the spiritual path that flowed through life. In other words, all things we should strive for in this life. Over the next year, they each fashioned a metal knot, in the same design, this would be another way to solidify their friendships.

At the next gathering, they laid their stones on the table next to the Eternal Knots. One of the holy men noticed the stones emitted more power when they were placed in the center of the Eternal Knot. So, they attached the stones to the eternal knot necklaces; this also provided an easier way to carry the sacred stones.

They were standing in a circle admiring each other's necklaces when the last holy man placed his necklace around his neck; there was a brilliant purple flash of light and an almost deafening boom. The combined forces of the stones and knots, exploded when joined together. This force was so powerful it transported all of them to the location of their Creator, unharmed, of course. They were warned at that time to separate the stones from the Eternal Knots because mankind was not ready for this type of power. But they thought they could control it.

Unable to control their power they separated the stones from the knot and buried them.

There was a legend told, prophesied by holy men of long ago; ‘One day in the future, nine women, who all value love and life will be given a chance to change not only their lives but the lives of all whom they will come in contact with. These friends will unknowingly combine the Eternal Knots and the sacred stones again, unleashing an unheard-of power that will transport them to the destination of their soulmate or true love. They will be tested, for this is an eternal love. They must be willing to go anywhere and give up everything for this love; it must be a selfless love. These women will change the world in a time not of their own and through their love, and diligence lives will be saved from greed and pain.’

One cool spring day in the 1960’s an archaeologist unearthed a site in Ireland, where nine beautiful Eternal Knots were found. No one had any idea as to why they were buried or when only that they were in perfect condition. The archaeologist could not find anyone interested in his findings, so he sold them cheap to an antique store in San Antonio, Texas where they stayed for the next fifty or so years.

Now, is the time for the Prophecy to be fulfilled! Nine women. Nine Stones. Nine Eternal Knots. Eighteen lives are about to change dramatically.

Join Raven, Samantha, Mackenzie, Gabriella, Camellia, Roseanna, Jessica, Lillian, and Aurora, for their adventures through time in search of true love.
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Chapter One
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“WHAT DO YOU MEAN? YOU want a bigger house located in a better part of the city?” Samantha sighed.

“Just what I said. I want a bigger house in a nicer area?” her client huffed.

“Ma'am, the houses we looked at earlier are in one of the nicest parts of San Antonio. Maybe a different part of the city would be more to your liking? There are several other areas, but some of them are outside of San Antonio city limits. I’ll name several areas, and you let me know if you might be interested in looking for a home in any of these areas. There is Stone Oak, The Dominion, Alamo Heights, Hill Country Village, Monte Vista, Olmos Park, Terrell Hills, China Grove, Garden Ridge, Cibolo, Universal City, Hollywood Park, Fair Oaks Ranch, Helotes, and Shavano Park.” Samantha finished trying not to sound impatient.

Today was the fourth time this week that this client decided something was seriously wrong with a neighborhood. The first one was too close to downtown, the next was too close to the freeway, and the last time it was too close to one of the Amusement parks. “Ma'am, what is wrong with this neighborhood, so I will be able to narrow down the search area?”

“I don’t know if I could live in a gated community? I’m sure it would be awkward to enter and exit through security gates every time I wanted to go anywhere. I am sure that if they need the gates, they are not in a good area,” the client said with an increasingly annoyed sound in her voice.

Samantha slowly inhaled and took a deep breath to calm herself, while she tried not to curse at the woman. Security gates ensured the safety of the neighborhood. All upscale areas in San Antonio had them. Times like this she really hated her job. “Are you interested in any of those areas I named?”

“I’m just not sure. I don’t want to be driving for hours to get to a mall or to go grocery shopping. I know I told you, I don’t want to live in the country. I want to live in the city, with a good clean neighborhood and no crime. I have children that I don’t want to be exposed to drugs or dangerous people, and they need good schools. I am sure that there are areas like that on the list of places you named,” the client said in a tone that made Samantha cringe.

“I need a few days to compile a new list of homes for you to look at. I will give you a call on Thursday after I email you the new list. Perhaps we can find the perfect house for you then. Would that work for you?” Samantha said, hoping to end this call soon.

“I guess it will. This is taking a lot longer than I anticipated it would. Are you sure you are trying to find me a house? I know you come highly recommended, but I am beginning to question that. Why is it taking you a long time to find a suitable house for me? We have been looking for a week already. How much longer do you think it will take to find a house?” she whined.

“Ma'am, I am sorry that you feel a week is taking so long. However, the perfect home isn’t always available right at the start of your hunt. It takes time to find the perfect house, and I promise we will find it for you.” Samantha bit her tongue as she thought, ‘If you weren’t so picky, we would have found it already.’

The client muttered, “Alright, just try to have the list ready by Wednesday so that I have time to look over it before the weekend.”

“Ma'am, I said it would take me until Thursday because today is Tuesday. I don’t have enough time to search and compile a list for you by tomorrow.”

“I don’t see why it would take that long to look for homes on your computer. You could do it tonight couldn’t you?”

“I am sorry Ma'am, there is no way I can get it done tonight. I have plans for this evening, and it is already 6 pm. I need time to search for homes that would interest you, I will have a list of potential properties for you on Thursday. Good evening, Ma'am.” Samantha didn’t give her a chance to say anything else before she hung up.

Letting out a huge sigh, Samantha thought, ‘This client is the worst one ever, she is going to kill me with her demands.’ Samantha still needed to drive home and change clothing before her date arrived at 7:30 pm. She was cutting it close, it was rush hour in San Antonio, and traffic was unpredictable at best.
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SAMANTHA PULLED INTO the parking spot next to her apartment building, breathing a sigh of relief. Traffic had been horrible, and she barely escaped an enormous accident caused by someone talking on their phone. Why don’t people follow the hand free law, when they are driving? If she rushed, she might have enough time to freshen up and change clothes before her date arrived.

She had just finished shimmying into her little black dress, as someone knocked on her door. Slipping her shoes on Samantha answered the door.

“Hi Tom, I am almost ready, I just need to grab my purse. Would you like to come in?” she said as her eyes traveled up Tom’s body.

Stunned, she stared at him for a moment. Tom stood there in a ratty t-shirt, gym shorts, flip-flops, holding a case of beer under one arm.

Confused, Samantha furrows her bows and shakes her head slightly, “I am sorry; I thought we had plans to go out for dinner and dancing tonight?”

“We did, but I forgot there’s a college basketball game on tonight and I can’t miss a game. I hope you don’t mind, I brought along some of my friends, they wanted to meet you.” Tom said as he pushed past a shocked Samantha. He yelled out the door, “Hey guys, come on in!”

Samantha shook her head again, this time in denial, this really couldn’t be happening.

“Hey babe, where is your remote for the TV? I need you to call and order three large meat pizzas, this is after you find me the remote!” Tom said as he plopped down on her new sofa, and kicked his feet up to rest them on her antique coffee table.

Samantha glanced around the room, four men were reclining in her living room. Three of the men had their feet resting on the coffee table, and the other one had his leg hanging over the arm of the chair. Opened cans of beer were placed in precarious positions, and it was apparent they didn’t care if they spilled on any of her furniture.

“Excuse me, gentlemen, would you please remove your feet from my antique coffee table,” she politely asked.

“We aren’t hurting anything, its old so our feet won’t hurt anything,” one of the men responded, as he wiggled into a more comfortable position on her couch.

“Sam, where is that remote? And why haven’t you called for the pizza yet? While you’re at it, why don’t you get out of that dress and put on some regular clothes. Oh, and bring us some chips, I want something to snack on while I wait for the pizza.” Tom demanded.

That was it! The proverbial straw that broke the camel’s back. “No. I will not! I am not your slave, and we had plans to go out tonight. I was not planning on having company,” Samantha stated.

“This will be much better than going out to some dance place with loud music and overpriced food. Nothing is better than a good basketball game and pizza. Sit down and chill out. That is after you order the pizza, I’m hungry,” Tom stated annoyed that she hadn’t done anything he told her to do.

“NO! You don’t understand. I do not want strangers in my apartment. Gentlemen, you all need to leave. There will be no game watched here.”

“What! Tom promised us a game and pizza. I’m not going anywhere,” the man in the chair said, glaring at Samantha.

“This is not Tom’s place, and you are not welcome here! Get... Out... Now!” Samantha’s voice increased in volume.

“Chill babe! I’ll make it up to you later after they leave,” Tom said laughing crudely.

“NO! Leave now, everyone or I will call the police. Tom, we are done! Leave and don’t ever call me again!” Samantha was so angry, she was shaking. She picked up her phone with shaking hands, ready to call the police if they didn’t leave.

“Come on! Why are you acting this way, Sam? If it means that much to you we can go out tomorrow night,” Tom tried a softer approach.

“What part of, ‘Get Out!’ did you not understand? I can tell right now that this will not work out between us. If you think it is okay to do this on a second date, I can only imagine what you would do a few months down the road,” Samantha tried to explain.

“Hey man, you told us she would be cool with us coming over. I can’t believe that you would do this on a second date. Man, that was an idiotic move,” stated the silent man in the room. He then turned to Samantha, “Sam, I am sorry; we were under the impression you two were a couple, and he had let you know we were coming over. I don’t want any trouble, so I'm out of here.” Calling over his shoulder on the way to the door, “Guy’s, let's hit the road and find somewhere else to hang out tonight. It looks to me, like Sam here, has had a bad day.”

The three men quickly left the apartment, leaving Tom and Samantha behind.

“Tom, would you please leave?” Samantha hated to end things this way; however, she knew she would never be able to survive this type of relationship if she didn’t stop it now.

“But Sam, I don’t understand why you’re so upset? We can always go out another night, this game is only on tonight. My Friends should not have been forced to leave, they didn’t do anything wrong. I’ll make it up to you?” Tom stammered.

“Tom, there is nothing you can do. It is over, there is no us and never will be. I want different things out of life than what you do. I don’t like watching any sports on the TV. I like to dress up, and you like t-shirts and shorts. We are too different, let’s just stop here and remain friends.” Samantha pleaded.

Tom lowered his head, “I’m sorry, Sam. I didn’t think you would get so mad. I’ll go tonight and give you a call next week, then we can talk when you're not so upset. Good night,” Tom leaned forward to give Samantha a kiss; unwilling to lead him on, she pulled away before he could make contact.

“Good night, Tom,” Samantha sighed as she walked toward the door trying to speed up his departure.

After Tom finally departed, Samantha walked into her bedroom removing her favorite dress as she went. ‘What a day!’ she thought, undressing. Rummaging through her drawer, Samantha pulled on a comfy pair of sweatpants and realized she was hungry.
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SAMANTHA WALKED INTO the kitchen as her cell rang, she knew that ringtone it was one of her best friends. “Hi Gabby,” she answered with a smile.

“Hey Sam, how are you doing?” Gabriella answered excitedly.

“It has been one of those days. Maybe I should have just stayed in bed this morning. I had to deal with a crappy, witch of a client, and a date that wasn’t what I expected. Let’s just say, I won’t be going out with Tom again. Well, that summarizes my less than wonderful day. How was yours? Better I hope?” Samantha really did hope Gabriella had a better day, she was due for one, they all were.

“I am so glad you asked. But first, I want you to know that I am sorry you had such a bad day. I know you were hoping that Tom would be better, than the last jerk you dated. However, what I am going to tell you will make all of that seem unimportant. You know how you’re always teasing me about the money spent at the casino? That I could invest it and earn more money. Well, I haven’t found investments that would pay me what I acquired today. Are you ready? I won! I actually won the progressive jackpot! Sam, did you hear me?” Gabby rambled into the silence.

Silence.

“Sam!”

Startling Samantha out of her thoughts, “I am sorry; you said that you won the jackpot, Gabby. How much did you spend before you won the jackpot? That will reveal the true profit for you.”

Gabriella never understood that if you spend $1,000 and you win $1,100 you only really won $100. Samantha tried to find some happiness for her friend, but it was hard when she could use the money in so many better ways. Oh, well she would soon learn that no one ever gets rich at casinos.

“You don’t understand Sam. I won big this time. The progressive jackpot of $500,000! So, what are you thinking now? If I do some figuring like you taught me. I only spent $200 this time, and overall, I have spent $3000 at the casino, and even I could do the math on this one. I made a good profit this time. What do you think?” Gabriella bubbled.

“What! You won how much!”

“500,000 dollars. I already know what I want to do with the money and don’t tell me to invest it. I will after I go on a tour of England. You know London, Stonehenge, and Derbyshire...” said Gabriella trailing off.

“I am jealous of you, I would love to do that. You know that I plan on going to see Stonehenge someday and I want to go see Norway and all the other country around there.”

“Guess what the best part is?”

“I’m sorry Gabby, I have had a crappy day and I really don’t want to guess anymore.”

“Okay, I won’t make you guess. I am going to take everyone to Europe with me. All nine of us are going on a dream vacation. So, Sam, are you still having a crappy day?”

“Are you serious? You are going to pay for all nine of us to go on the trip?” Samantha stammered.

“Of course, girlfriend. I wouldn’t think of taking the trip without my best friends. I do have two requests though. You need to tell me which days will work the best for you, and soon as I figure out what dates are best for everyone else, I will let you know.

I will coordinate everything; airfare, hotels, transportation, and food. Next, Ari gave me an idea, I want us to make a trip to San Antonio together. They have some cute antique shops there, and I was hoping that we could find something to make matching necklaces out of for our trip. I want it to be a kind of a sister-bonding thing. What do you think?”

“Was Ari the first one you called? And what day, for the trip to the antique shops?”

“How about Saturday for the shops? And of course, her name is at the top of my contact list. Her name does begin with A!” Gabriella laughed.

“Smart aleck! Thank you so much. I think that would be great to go together and look for something. I will make sure that I don’t plan anything for Saturday, text me a time and a place to meet. My stomach is growling, and I need to find some food since my date didn’t take me out to eat like we had planned. I will tell you about it another time. Take care, and I am very happy for you! Not just because you are taking us on the trip with you either,” Samantha volunteered.

“Yeah, yeah you say that now that you are going on the trip. No, seriously, I am grateful you want to go. It won’t be the same if someone is missing. I need to call everyone else. Love ya, and I hope your night continues to improve.” Gabriella said as she disconnected the call.

“Night,” is all Samantha has time to tell her before the call ended.

‘Well, my day just did a one-eighty, time to find some food.’ Samantha thought.
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Chapter Two

[image: ]




[image: image]

SAMANTHA WORKED HARD the next day trying to locate properties that might interest her client. She really wanted to please this picky client. If the client could find the house, she dreamed of, then her referrals would boost Samantha's clientele immensely. One disappointed client could cause significant damage to her business, especially one who was very vocal about her opinions.

By the time Thursday morning arrived, Samantha had located a dozen good prospects for her client to look at. She had found a house that was exactly as the client specified; however, there was a small deterrent, the higher than expected price. She would still include it on the list, just not list the price and she would show it to her last. Samantha emailed the list to her client, ate a quick lunch and then dialed her client. She might as well get it over with.

The client answered on the third ring, “Well, it took you long enough to call.”

“Good Afternoon, I wanted to give you a chance to look at the list I sent you without rushing you. Are there any on the list that you would be interested in seeing? I am available the rest of today and all of tomorrow,” Samantha said with confidence.

“Oh, I guess there are a few on here that we could look at. I noticed a couple of them didn’t have a price included with the information. Is there a reason or did you just forget to put it on the list?” She said annoyed.

Trying to stay in a positive mood, Samantha ignored the tone her client was using and focused on the positive. “I didn’t want the price to persuade you to either look at it or not. I want one of them to be the last home we look at, so when are you available to go?”

“Well, I guess I could get my neighbor to watch the kids when they get home from school. Let me call her and see if she can. I’ll call you right back,” she said as she hung up on Samantha.

Well, it appears as if we will be looking at homes today. Samantha collected the items she would need from her office and shut down her desktop computer. She knew she would not be back in today, so she told everyone goodbye for the day and got in her car. She might as well head toward the client's house, she knew she would need to drive her around to see the houses. This would save some time, since it was a 30-minute drive to the client's current residence, from her office.

About halfway there her cell rang, Samantha was glad she had a new car because it was blue tooth compatible.

“Hello, this is Samantha Taylor, how may I help you?”

“Samantha, I was able to get the neighbor to watch the kids. How long do you expect it to take before you arrive? I don’t have a lot of free time, so it needs to be soon.”

“I am on my way, and I believe I should be there within 15 minutes. Is that too soon for you? Or shall I drive around the block a few times?” Samantha said, trying not to sound sarcastic.

“Oh, no, you will not need to drive around the block. I’ll be ready and waiting for you. Goodbye,” she hung up without waiting for a response from Samantha.

‘I really hope we find her a house today. I’m not sure how much more of her I can handle without losing my temper.’ Samantha thought to herself.

Traffic was on her side for a change, and she arrived at the client's house 5 minutes early. This made the client happy, and she was in a better mood to look at the houses.

They had looked at 6 out of the 12 houses on the list. This was the longest 2 hours of Samantha’s day.

“Let me look at that list again,” the client said.

“Here you go. I have two houses that I would like you to look at. The first one is a little smaller than the other houses, but it has everything you asked for. We will talk about the second one after you have seen this one. Depending on what you think of the first one will determine if we take the time to look at the second,” Samantha said, hoping that they would be the last ones they needed to look at.

“How long will it take to get there. I don’t want to leave the kids for too long. They are staying with a neighbor, and I don’t want to inconvenience her.”

“We should be there in less than 20 minutes, 10 if traffic is on our side today.”

As they drove to the house, Samantha noticed her client watching the scenery and neighborhoods closely. Soon they arrived at the 7th home of the day. It was smaller than many of the others, but it was in a quiet area, without gates and the school district was one of the best in San Antonio. Samantha parked the car and proceeded to get out. They walked up to the door and knocked. A quiet older woman answered the door.

“Good afternoon, I am Samantha. I called earlier about showing your house.”

“Yes, please come in. I will be in the backyard if you have any questions,” she said after inviting them in and closing the door after them.

“Let's look around. As you can see the home is well cared for, and it has everything you asked for.”

They toured the home and then went out back to see the huge yard. Her client hardly said a word the whole time.

“Well, what do you think?” Samantha asked.

“How much?”

“It is $175,000 and as you can see it meets all of your requests.”

“Yes, except it is smaller than I was hoping for. But it is nice. I will think about it. Can we see the other one, then we will call it a day and look at the others tomorrow?” she calmly asked.

The tone of her voice has Samantha concerned. Was she giving up and changing her mind about buying a house? She really hoped that wasn’t the case she had spent a lot of hours on this client already, and she needed this sale.

They quietly walked to the car, after Samantha started it, her client asked, “So, how long to the next house?”

“We will be there in 10 minutes. Did you like everything about the last house except for the size?”

“Yes, that seemed like a high price for such a little house. But you are right, it did have everything else I asked for.”

“We will be there shortly. This house went on the market this morning. We are probably the first to look at it. I only know what the paperwork says, but it should have everything you asked for.”

They drove the few minutes it took to get there in silence with the client staring out the window. As they approached the home, her client sat up in her seat. She looked around intensely and paid very close attention to everything. When they stopped in front of the house, her client lets out a sigh and quickly got out of the car.

Samantha knew this was the house the client had been looking for. Now, if she could afford it and was willing to spend the extra for it.

They toured the house, and her client was getting excited. She defiantly wanted the house. The current owners took the time to explain all the little luxuries they had installed. It had an alarm system that was easy to use, and it had a trampoline in the backyard, they would be willing to leave behind since their children were grown and they were downsizing.

Before they left the current owners pulled Samantha aside to mention that they deliberately set the price high. They wanted to pick who they would sell it to. They wanted someone who would love their house like they did, and they were sure her client would. This brought a smile to Samantha's face.

After leaving the house, they sat in Samantha’s car for a few minutes.

“So, what do you think of the house?”

“I love it, so there must be a problem. There are always complications when I want something. Tell me how far it is out of my price range,” she said sounding depressed.

“It is listed at $275,000,” Her client gasped. “But, I know that they will accept a lower bid than that. Why don’t you look at your finances, decide what price you are willing and able to pay? Then we can offer them a bid at that price, who knows they might take it if it is a fair price,” Samantha tried to stay positive.

“I already know the most I can afford. I just didn’t want to spend that much on the house. But as you showed me this week, houses aren’t cheap, especially if you want certain things or locations.”

“How much do you want to offer?”

“The max I can afford is $250,000. I really don’t think they will accept that low of a bid. Not when there are others who will pay that price easily,” she said with a huge sigh.

“Let’s offer them $230,000 and see what they do. If the seller’s say no, they will offer us a counter bid, and we can see what price they are willing to come down to. How about you let me work this out with the seller’s, and I will call you later and tell you If they accepted and what price? Are you willing to pay the $250,000 if that is as low as they will go?”

The client sat there silent for a few minutes thinking. “Yes, I want the house. I know the school district, and there is no gate, yet it is quiet. The house is perfect, and so is the neighborhood. You were right to save this one for last. You helped me realize what I was looking for. Oh, by the way, I am sort of lost. How do I get home from here?”

“That isn’t something to worry about. It is not that hard, and it is 15 minutes from what will be your old house.” Samantha explained each turn she took and soon the client knew exactly where she was. True to her word it took them 15 minutes to return. “I’ll call you as soon as I have things worked out. Do you have financing all worked out or will we need to do that as well?”

“I have that all under control. Thank you, and I am sorry for being so mean at times to you. I know I am difficult or at least everyone tells me I am. I just don’t handle stress very well. Thank you again, and I will talk to you later,” she said as she got out of the car.

‘Perhaps, she isn’t as much of a witch as I thought. Everyone handles stress differently. I hope someone would give me another chance if I acted that way.’ Samantha thought to herself as she drove home. She had everything she would need to make the offer with her, so there was no reason to return to the office, so she headed home.

Samantha wasn’t surprised when they didn’t accept the first bid of $230,000 she had deliberately bid it low. However, they countered with a bid of $240,000, and she agreed to it. Now she needed to call her client, she had a new house, and Samantha would have an excellent commission, along with the weekend off.

The call to her client went as expected. She hoped, hollered and was ecstatic, she couldn’t believe she was able to get it for that price. They agreed to do paperwork the next day at Samantha’s office.

Samantha knew it would take several days for all the paperwork to get done, but she was surprised at how fast her client had the financing. This sale would close faster than any of hers in the past.

Now, she could look forward to a weekend of shopping at antique dealers with her girlfriends. Her month was looking up already. With her commission from this sale, she could take time off for the trip and not worry about making enough for that month's rent. Working as a Realtor you don’t get paid vacations like her friends did, but they don’t get $8,000 commission checks like hers either.

After getting something to eat for dinner, Samantha decided to go home and get some much-needed sleep tonight.
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Chapter Three
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SATURDAY MORNING CAME bright and early, Samantha was glad she had got the extra rest last night. After getting ready, she drove to meet her friends at Camellia’s house since it was the halfway point for everyone. She also had enough parking for everyone to leave their cars.

Camellia, MacKenzie, and Jessica were the three chosen to drive. All the women climbed into their cars and drove the 20 minutes to the first antique store they planned on visiting.

All nine women walked into the first store and split up. They were looking for anything they could use as necklaces.

Samantha held up a jewelry piece that was unique, but no one liked the design. Everyone continued looking around; nothing in this store came close to what interested all of them. The problem was no one knew exactly what they were looking for.

Their search continued while they searched four other stores, and came up empty-handed.

Gabriella was trying to cheer up everyone, “Come on ladies, I know there is something out there that will work. I can feel it. I have one other place in mind, if we still have no luck, I can continue the search during the week in the neighboring towns. I am planning a trip to the coast next week; I can also check all those little shops while I am there. Smile, this was supposed to be fun,” however, not everyone was feeling that same amount of cheer at the moment.

[image: image]

THEY ARRIVED AT THE last store they planned on visiting today, and soon settled into their routine of searching for something useful. Samantha wasn’t far from where Raven was looking at a cabinet in the far back corner of the store. After searching for a couple of minutes, an older gentleman approached Raven. Samantha paused and listened to the exchange.

“Good morning, Ma'am. Is there something special you are looking for? I am the owner, Martin, and I know every item in my store. What are you looking for and I will help you find it?” Martin said in a soft, gentle voice.

“Good Morning, Martin. We would like to make nine necklaces; however, we haven’t found anything that would work, yet. We would like them to be unique, but similar so that we can match each other. I hope that makes sense,” Raven responded.
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