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            SOME RESIDENTS OF SWAN HARBOR

          

        

      

    

    
      Eric Simpson—He’s a deputy at Swan Harbor Sheriff’s Department. He’s the brother of Lee, Eric and Amy, and son of Patrick and Courtney. He’s the grandson of Chet and Cora.

      Brandy Olsen—She’s the Director at Swan Harbor Community Center. She is friends with Brianna and Amy.

      Hugh Simpson—He is the new football coach at Swan Harbor University. He is the cousin to Justin, Lee, Erica and Amy. Hugh is engaged to Brianna. Their story is told in Whispers from the Past.

      Brianna Cooper—She is the leader of an after school elementary group, and a hostess at Captain Jack’s Fine Dining.

      Shay O’Reilly—She’s the new oral and maxillofacial surgeon at Swan Harbor General. She is engaged to Justin. Their story is told in Whispers of Luck.

      Justin Simpson—He’s an orthopedic surgeon at Swan Harbor General and has a history with Shay – one of life and death. He’s the brother of Lee, Eric and Amy, and son of Patrick and Courtney. He’s the grandson of Chet and Cora. He is engaged to Shay. Their story is told in Whispers of Luck.

      Lee Simpson—He’s a Special Agent with The Agency, a shadowy government agency, and partners with Gabe. Lee is ‘going steady’ with the town librarian, Amanda, whose son is Ethan. Their story is told in The Lessons of Love.

      Amanda Kane—She’s the head librarian at the Swan Harbor library, the mother to eight-year-old Ethan, and two-month-old Jamie.

      Amy Simpson—She is the day clerk at the Swan Harbor Sheriff’s Department. Her story will be told in Whispers of Love coming in February 2026.

      Gabe Ricci—He is a Special Agent with The Agency, a shadowy government agency, and partners with Lee.

      Chet Simpson—He is an entrepreneur in Swan Harbor. Chet is married to Cora, father to Nathan and Patrick, and grandfather to Justin, Lee, Eric, and Amy.

      Cora Edwards Simpson—She is married to Chet and mother to Nathan and Patrick. Cora is the mother to Nathan and Patrick, and grandmother to Justin, Lee, Eric, Amy, Evan and Piper.

      Jenna Hall—She’s a nurse at Swan Harbor General, daughter of Josh and Laura, and sister to Devin, Leah, and Zoey.

      Devin Hall—He’s a physical therapist at Swan Harbor General and engaged to Sarah Jones. His parents are Josh and Laura, and The Heart of Love.

      Daria Moretti—She’s the assistant director at Swan Harbor Community Center. Daria is married to Luka and mother to Ciara and Rhys.

      Nancy Olsen—She is Brandy’s grandmother and lives at Sunset Cliffs Retirement Village. Her son Adam, and grandson Dustin, were killed in an explosion fifteen years prior.

      Rusty Langley—He is an investigator for the Swan Harbor Sheriff’s Department and partner of Killian Reade. He is married to Rene Langley and father to Roland and Lizzy. Their story is told in The Power of Love.

      Killian Reade—Investigator for the Swan Harbor Sheriff’s Department. He is married to Emma Foster.  Their story is told in Kittens, Puppies & Love.

      Dylan Prince—The Sheriff of Swan Harbor, married to Molly Barnes Prince, and father to twins, Geoffrey and Luke. He is the brother of Jessie. Their story is told in The Innocence of Love.
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      QUICK NOTE: If you enjoy listening to music while reading, Whispers of a Miracle has a playlist. it can be found on my website. Whispers of a Miracle Playlist
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Hugh’s Cottage

        May 1

        7:30 p.m.

      

      

      Hugh’s housewarming party was in full swing by the time Eric worked his way to the food. He filled his plate with a variety of appetizers and slid into a seat in the back corner of the yard. Shortly after, Gabe joined him, bringing a plate of food and a bottle of Tabasco sauce.

      “Not spicy enough for you?” he quipped when Gabe opened the bottle.

      Gabe laughed. “You northeasterners and your delicate tongues.” He nodded at Eric’s plate. “Come on, man, live a little. A few drops of heat might even put some hair on that bald chest of yours.”

      Eric reached for another chip. “Now, that’s just mean. You’re jealous because yours isn’t bald.”

      “No, it’s definitely not,” Gabe quipped. “Mine has just enough hair to be sexy.

      Eric snickered. “Keep telling yourself that.”

      He took a bite of the ale-bacon-cheddar dip with a crispy tortilla. The flavors spread across his tongue, reminding him of what an amazing cook Hugh’s sister Yvette was.

      “I might have a delicate tongue,” Eric returned. “But I bet my palate is more discerning than yours. Too much of that spice will stunt your taste buds.”

      “Not true,” Gabe denied. He scooped a generous bite of the dip and let it linger before nodding. “See, that’s maple-smoked bacon—not regular—and I bet Yvette cooked it in a cast iron skillet with a little bacon grease and olive oil to keep it crispy.” He took another taste. “Sharp white cheddar, probably Cabot, blended with a mild yellow. And that ale … King’s Amber, right? Three tablespoons, give or take.”

      Eric’s mouth fell open. “How …? I’ve eaten this dip a dozen times, and there’s no way in hell I could have called that. How did you know?”

      Gabe’s eyes twinkled. “Well, I could taste the maple and the cheddar blend,” he admitted. “But the bottle of King’s Amber, and the recipe for the dip were still on the counter.”

      “You’re such an ass.” Eric tossed a chip, which Gabe promptly caught, and scooped up another bite. “Had me going, though.”

      Gabe smirked. “Sometimes, you’re just too easy.”

      “That probably comes from having two older brothers and Hugh giving me a hard time throughout my youth.”

      “Big brothers can be jerks.”

      Eric studied the other man for a few minutes, waiting to see if he’d say more about his older brother. What he knew about Tino, he’d learned from Lee. Tino had been involved with a New York gang and had been violently killed four or five years ago. He’d been one of those individuals trouble found easily. His behavior seemingly the opposite of Gabe’s

      “Why are you sitting in the corner with me instead of with your groupies?” Gabe asked.

      “My groupies?” Eric lifted a brow. “That’s not me—at one time it was Hugh. Back at you, though. Why are you over here with me instead of sitting with one of the lovely ladies here tonight? I understand Tia’s free.”

      Gabe winced.

      “Oh? Is there a story I don’t know? Did you date Tia?”

      “A few times last year. It was nothing.”

      “Hmm.”

      “Really. I thought she was dating Hugh.”

      Eric shrugged. “Maybe once or twice. Now, though, he’s only interested in Brianna.”

      “Leaving us as the only single men in this group.” Gabe glanced around the backyard. “Although unless I want to encroach on one of your women, I’m out of luck.”

      “They’re not my women,” Eric tossed back.

      “And the other three,” Gabe continued. “Are they even legal?”

      “Family,” Eric murmured. “And yes, they’re legal … barely.”

      “What’s with you and Sam? You arrived with her, didn’t you?”

      “Sam’s okay. She’s been through a tough few months.”

      “Because of the fiancé?” Gabe guessed.

      “Yeah, but I think there’s more.”

      “Why would you say that?”

      “Amy said something the other night.” Eric shrugged. “She said Sam is treating her differently than before she moved back to town.”

      “That happens. People grow apart.”

      “Speaking from experience?”

      A corner of Gabe’s mouth curled up. “Maybe. If you had asked me fifteen years ago what I saw for myself, it would have been a whole other life.”

      “How so?”

      “I’d be married to pretty little Theresa with a kid or two, working on a LA task force.”

      Eric whistled. “And look at you now. You’re living just about as far from LA as you can, and still be in the States. No wife. No kids. Do you ever wish …?”

      “That I hadn’t joined The Agency?” Gabe glanced up, his attention on something only he could see, before once again meeting Eric’s gaze. “I’m exactly where I’m meant to be.”

      “You’re sounding more and more like a Swan Harborite,” Eric teased. “But your love of spice … now, that’s just wrong.”

      “You think so?”

      “Hell, yes. I’ll go for a medium-heat salsa, but anything beyond … no thank you.”

      “No scorpion or habanero peppers for you?”

      “Just hearing their names makes my tongue tingle.”

      Gabe laughed. “My abuela would say, it’s not dinner unless your tongue tingles a little.”

      “I’ll take your word for it,” Eric muttered. “I like my taste buds.”

      “Now that I’m settled in my house, and all my furniture has arrived from my DC apartment, I’ll cook for you sometime. You’ll see what I’m talking about—food is better with a little flavor.”

      Eric hummed. “If you say so.”

      “Diablo Shrimp, Chipotle Chicken, Spicy Italian Sausage and Peppers.” Gabe smacked his lips a few times as if he were tasting the food he’d just named. “I’m getting hungry just thinking of it.”

      “Sounds spicy.”

      “Oh, don’t worry. I’ll have plenty of milk on hand to cool your tongue if need be.”

      Eric laughed, but a movement to his right diverted his attention for a moment. Across the yard, Brandy had settled beside his cousin, Piper. He glanced back at his plate as if it held the answers.

      Gabe cleared his throat. “You okay?”

      “Fine, why?”

      “You know why.”

      A sliver of uneasiness raced through him, as he slowly lifted his head and met Gabe’s gaze. “What are you talking about?”

      “You heard me the other night,” Gabe hummed. “My observation skills are spot on.”

      When he calmly resumed eating, it gave Eric a few moments to ponder.

      Was his friend referring to what he thought he saw in me? Or was Gabe thinking of himself?

      She’s just a friend. Just a friend.
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        * * *

      

      Brandy nibbled on a chip and tried to get comfortable. She was nervous. That was the only excuse for all the food she’d eaten since she’d arrived. Although it could also be because the food was so good. Yvette Simpson knew her way around the kitchen.

      “Let me see your necklace.” Piper leaned closer and lifted the pendant she rarely took off. “It’s beautiful, Brandy.” She pointed to the ring on her right hand. “It’s similar in color to my May birthstone, but so much more unique. Those threads are just …”

      “Freaky?” Brandy grinned, sliding her finger down her chain to grab hold of the gold open heart with a light green stone in the center—moss agate.

      Piper laughed. “I was going to say unique. Have you had it a long time?”

      The tightness in her chest, followed by a lump that climbed into her throat, appeared as it always did when someone asked that question. She slowly blew out her breath, working to relax her muscles. The need to toss out another question was strong, but she refused to be rude.

      “I got it for my sixteenth birthday,” Brandy murmured huskily. “It was the last thing my father gave me before he …”

      “Oh, Brandy,” Piper exclaimed. “I didn’t mean …”

      “It’s okay.” Brandy swallowed forcefully. “It’s been almost fifteen years.”

      “But you still miss him.”

      “Of course. Tell me about your birthstone.” Brandy touched Piper’s ring. “I’ve never seen an emerald that color.”

      Piper glanced down at the ring and touched it almost reverently.

      “It was my grandmother’s.”

      “Cora?”

      “Oh, no, my Grandmother Montgomery gave it to me.” A smile flitted across her face. “I know there’s a story, but …” She shrugged.

      “Your grandmother never told you.”

      “No,” Piper sighed. “It was one of those things I pushed off because I was too busy.”

      Brandy squeezed the young woman’s hand, as she understood where she was coming from. “Maybe it’s like everything else in Swan Harbor.”

      “Oh, you mean, we’ll know when we’re meant to know.” Piper giggled. “My mother used to tell me I wasn’t quite as sassy as Swan Harbor.”

      Brandy laughed. “That sounds like something my granny would say. She reminds me of Captain Jack—always giving advice in a way that goes right over my head, but makes sense later.”

      Piper nodded. “That sounds like Captain Jack.”

      “Have you tasted this dip?” Brandy asked, moving the conversation in another direction. “I think I need the recipe.”

      “Once or twice,” Piper murmured. “It is good. In fact …” She looked around, ostensibly to make sure they were still alone. “I saw the recipe on the kitchen counter.”

      “Really?” Brandy glanced over her shoulder. “I’ll be right back then.”

      Piper laughed. “Go for it.”

      “Need anything?”

      “A cookie,” Piper decided. “One of those chocolate chip ones.”

      On her way inside, Brandy tossed her plate in the trash and stopped by the drink table. Almost unconsciously, she grabbed some napkins, wiped up the mess, and took the daiquiri mix with her.

      She found Yvette in the kitchen taking out a pan of fresh cookies.

      “Looks like I came in at the right time.”

      Yvette grinned. “If you like warm chocolate chip cookies.”

      “Who doesn’t?”

      “Is there something else you need?” Yvette pointed to the bottle she held. “Daiquiri syrup?”

      “Any chance Hugh has a blender? I thought maybe frozen …”

      A grin slowly spread across Yvette’s face. “What about strawberry daiquiris?”

      Brandy’s mouth watered. “My favorite. How can I help?”

      “Grab the frozen fruit out of the fridge, while I search for the blender. Do you want to add rum or let everyone add their own?”

      “They can add their own,” Brandy decided.

      “That works.”

      For the next few minutes, it was quiet while they went about their tasks. Then while Yvette was mixing everything together, Brandy searched the counters for the dip recipe.

      “Looking for something?” Yvette asked, one brow raised in question.

      Brandy laughed self-consciously. “Okay, you caught me. Piper told me the dip recipe was in here.”

      “You like my dip?” Yvette’s eyes flared.

      “I love your dip. Will you share?”

      Yvette’s dark eyes sparkled. “On one condition.”

      Brandy frowned. “Only one?”

      “Yes. Can you help me convince Brianna to sell me loaves of her bread for my catering business?”

      “Oh, I’m sure she’ll help with that,” Brandy laughed. “You should drop by her cabin on a Friday morning. The smell is heavenly.”

      “If Brianna agrees, I’ll owe you one,” Yvette said, dumping the frozen fruit in the pitcher.

      “Do you need ice?”

      Yvette tipped the pitcher in her direction. “Frozen strawberries mean we can skip the ice—trust me.”

      “You’re the Queen of the Kitchen.”

      “And don’t forget it,” Yvette teased. “No stealing recipes when I’ll gladly give them to you.”

      When she pushed the recipe closer, Brandy felt heat climbing into her cheeks.

      “Sorry,” she muttered, then quickly took a photo.

      Yvette chuckled and passed her the blender pitcher. “Let me know if you need more.”

      “Will do.”

      Brandy took the frozen daiquiri mix outside, poured several ounces into her cup, and added rum. When it splashed a little too generously, she hissed.

      “Damn.”

      A husky chuckle from behind her caused a chill to zip up her spine. Damn him. He still had the power to affect her.

      In a far more calm manner than she felt inside, Brandy set the rum bottle down, and used a straw to stir her drink.

      “You know what that drink does to you, don’t you?” Eric murmured, standing close enough behind her, she could feel his heat.

      “Does to me?” Brandy schooled her expression into a neutral one and slowly turned to face him. “What are you talking about? It’s just a strawberry daiquiri.”

      Eric took another step toward her, invading her space. And darned if it didn’t kick up her pulse even more.

      “With an extra dollop of rum,” he reminded her. “Are you driving?”

      “No,” she frowned. “Why?”

      He visibly relaxed and took a step backward. “Don’t make me have to arrest you.”

      She squinted. “You wouldn’t?”

      When Eric traced a finger down one cheek and along her jawline, her breath caught.

      “I don’t want anything to happen to you.”

      Then before she could respond, he sauntered toward the circle of people she’d been sitting with. It took several seconds to collect her thoughts and slip into the seat next to Piper.

      “Here’s your cookie.”

      Piper grabbed the cookie so quickly, you’d have thought someone was trying to steal it.

      “Thanks! What are you drinking?”

      “Strawberry daiquiri. If you hurry …”

      Her comment died when Piper jumped up and started toward the drink table. She’d just taken a sip when there was a rumble, and the ground erupted, water raining down on them, drenching her completely.
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        * * *

      

      A gasp to his right pulled Eric’s attention to Brandy. What he saw nearly caused his heart to stop.

      The sprinklers had drenched her hair, clothes, and drink. Which seemed to be her biggest concern.

      For him, it was an entirely different matter. She’d arrived wearing a butter-yellow T-shirt that fit her like a glove and gave her complexion a golden glow. Now, it clung to her thin frame, showcasing way too much for his peace of mind.

      It molded her firm breasts, showing twin hard peaks that made his mouth water. Before his thoughts traveled too far in directions they shouldn’t, his protective instinct kicked in, drowning out the rest.

      He yanked his shirt over his head and tossed it toward her.

      “Put that on,” he bit out.

      A flash of hurt zipped across her face, then quickly disappeared, making him wonder if he’d seen what he thought.

      “Please,” he added, although his tone was still grumpy.

      Eric heard Justin yell, “Hugh, the sprinklers are on. It’s Amy’s fault,” and turned his attention to how to shut them down.

      “Check the timer,” Hugh growled, coming from the house. “It’s on the wall next to the water spigot.”

      “I’ve got it.” Eric opened the case and flashed his phone light. “It’s not Amy’s fault.”

      “Well, I should hope not,” Amy retorted. “I didn’t touch it.”

      “What is it?” Hugh leaned in to see the dial. “Well, hell!”

      When Eric saw the problem, he snickered. “Are you sure you didn’t change the timer so it would come on at 10:00 p.m., instead of 10:00 a.m.?”

      “Why the hell would I do that?” Hugh grumbled.

      “Your subconscious wanted us to leave so you could be alone with Bri.”

      “She left,” Hugh sighed, his frustration clear. “Brandy was drenched. Was that your shirt?”

      “Yeah,” was all he offered.

      “Atta boy,” he thought Hugh said.

      In his head, the image of Brandy’s wet body lingered—heat, shock, and guilt tangled together. Maybe he shouldn’t have looked, but he was a man, and she was beautiful. He hated to admit it, but it was getting harder not to react every time he saw her, especially when he caught her talking to other men.

      It felt suspiciously like jealousy. Which couldn’t be. They were friends. Just friends.

      Except the image of her body behind the wet shirt was forever burned on his brain.

      While Hugh dealt with the levers, Eric helped clean up. It wasn’t long before Sam was standing nearby, bouncing from foot to foot.

      “You look pretty dry.”

      She pointed to her legs and feet. “Think again. But what about you? Where’s your shirt?”

      “I gave it to someone who was sitting almost on top of a sprinkler, “Eric offered, deciding not to give a name.

      “That’s nice. Can we go?”

      “Sure.”

      They said their goodbyes and started home.

      “Heater?”

      “Yes, please.”

      The drive was an easy one, and when he pulled into the parking lot at Camelot Arms Apartments, he couldn’t help but notice Brandy’s car wasn’t in its usual place. He powered down and side-eyed Sam.

      She hadn’t said much on the drive, and while he felt like he should ask her if everything was okay, he didn’t. His thoughts were too full of Brandy …

      Friends. Just friends.

      “Ready?” Sam asked.

      “Oh, sorry.” Eric climbed from the car and ran around to open Sam’s door.

      “You okay?” she asked as soon as they started up the stairs to her third floor apartment.

      “A little cool, but other than that …” He shrugged.

      When they reached Sam’s apartment, she stepped into his space and placed her hand flat in the center of his chest.

      “Would you like to come in and warm up?”

      Eric stopped breathing for a half-second, and then his reflexes kicked in. He grabbed both her hands and took a step backward. His thoughts traveled to his brother’s words.

      “Don’t lead her on,” Lee murmured. “You don’t want to be the rebound guy.”

      “What’s going on, Sam? When have I ever …?”

      “Given me the idea you wanted me?”

      “Well, yes.”

      She lifted one shoulder. “I don’t know. I just thought ...”

      “You thought wrong,” he hastily assured her. “We’re friends. Good friends, but you’ve always been⁠—”

      Sam placed her finger over his mouth. “Don’t say like your sister,” she snapped. “I’m not like Amy.”

      “I’m sorry, Sam. I want to be your friend.”

      “That’s all?”

      He tipped his chin. “Is that enough?”

      She pressed her lips together, and a shiver raced through her.

      “Sam, you’re freezing. You should go inside.” Eric plucked the key from her hand and unlocked her door. “Go take a hot shower.”

      “Is it Brandy?” she asked seemingly out of nowhere.

      “Why would you think that?”

      “There’s something between you two. It’s strong … almost palpable.”

      Eric forced out a laugh. “You have a vivid imagination. We’re friends.”

      Sam hummed and stepped completely inside. Just before the door shut, he heard her say, “It’s enough—for now.”

      He hesitated a second, thinking about her comment, and then continued to his car. Since it was still early, Eric returned to Hugh’s. The noise would keep his mind busy for a while longer.

      When he pulled up in front of Hugh’s cottage, only Gabe and Yvette’s cars remained.

      Eric knocked once and walked in to find Yvette packing away the leftovers.

      “Can just anyone get a to-go bag?” he teased.

      Yvette glanced up and, for a split-second, Eric recognized the look on her face. It was the same one he saw each morning … and evening. She was tired of being alone.

      “You’re just in time. I was packing up …”

      “You’re not giving him my leftovers, are you?” Gabe asked, coming in the back door. “I thought we had a deal.”

      Eric glanced from Yvette to Gabe, and then back. Were they flirting? That didn’t fit.

      “There’s plenty to go around,” she assured them. “Show me what you want.”

      Eric didn’t hold back. He grabbed a bag and started filling it. If he were lucky, he wouldn’t have to cook for a few days.
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        To Brandy’s Apartment

        May 1

        10:30 p.m.

      

      

      Since Brianna was driving, Brandy hadn’t paid attention to where they were until they’d almost reached her apartment.

      “Oh, no!” she exclaimed. “We left my car at the community center.”

      “That’s not a problem. We’re close.” Bri calmly made a U-turn and started back the way they’d come.

      “I’m sorry about this,” Brandy sighed. “Not only did I make you leave the party early, but now you have to drive me all over town.”

      Bri shrugged. “I told you there would be other nights, and there will be.”

      “You sound more sure than you did earlier in the day,” Brandy noted. “Did anything new happen while you were upstairs?”

      Brianna grinned. “Nothing to talk about except …”

      “You can’t stop there,” Brandy huffed. “Except what?”

      “We talked about Tia.”

      “Did Hugh assure you they were just friends?”

      “He did. It was quite sweet.”

      “Sweet?” Brandy snickered. “I’m not sure that’s a word I would ever use to describe Hugh Simpson.”

      “Well, he is.” Bri gave her a cheeky smile. “But I want to know more about Eric … and his grumpy behavior when he gave you his shirt.”

      “There’s not much to tell,” Brandy sighed. “I’d just taken a drink of my strawberry daiquiri, and the sprinklers ruined it.”

      “I don’t think that’s why Eric tossed you his shirt,” Bri murmured.

      “No?”

      “You weren’t the only one wet, were you?”

      Brandy frowned, trying to remember who’d been sitting around her.

      “I was the wettest,” she answered. “It happened so quickly. One second he looked at me, and the next he’d tossed me his shirt.”

      Bri hummed, but didn’t say anything right away. She pulled into the community center’s parking lot, stopping close enough to the building so the security lights came on. Once she’d turned off the car, she angled in the seat.

      “Where’s your wet shirt?”

      “Why?”

      “I’ll show you in a minute.”

      Brandy pulled the item from the bag Yvette had given her and handed it over.

      “What are you thinking?”

      Bri opened her door, so the light came on, and slipped her hand underneath the material.

      “See there?”

      “What?”

      Bri glanced around, finally coming up with an old A&P receipt. She laid it in her hand and draped the material over it.

      “Do you see what I see?”

      “$56.00 …” Brandy’s voice trailed off, and she laughed. “You’re trying to tell me that when Eric saw my wet T-shirt, he was so overcome, he insisted I cover up?”

      “Is that so far-fetched?”

      “Well, I guess it depends on what overcame him,” Brandy muttered. “It certainly wasn’t lust. We’re just friends, after all. I don’t know, maybe embarrassment. Not for him, but for me.”

      “Maybe he was being possessive,” Bri offered quietly.

      “Ha!” Brandy laughed. “I’ll believe that when pigs fly.” But the idea caused her heart to beat a little too fast.

      “You never know,” Bri murmured mysteriously. “For now, we’ll go with protective.”

      “I’m okay with that,” Brandy hummed. “He is very protective of his friends.”

      Bri beamed. “See, I knew we’d find the right word.”

      “You always see the silver lining,” Brandy whispered. “How do you do it? How do you stay so optimistic?”

      “What do they say in Swan Harbor?” Bri murmured. “Without hope, there would be no happy endings?”

      “Yes.”

      “Then, if you want that happy ending—whatever yours is meant to be—you can’t give up. You just keep telling yourself that each day holds a promise of a new beginning, and it’s up to you to make it all it can be.”

      Bri’s words brought a lump to Brandy’s throat. She took a breath and busied herself gathering her things and then opened the door.

      “That’s lovely, Bri,” she forced out.

      “Are you sure you’re okay?” Bri asked softly. “Really?”

      “I’ll be okay,” Brandy sighed. “I have some thinking to do.”

      “If you need to talk, call me.”

      “I will.”

      “And I’ll see you on Friday to make bread, right?”

      “You will.” Brandy pressed her lips together and then gave Bri a sheepish smile. “Oh, I might have invited Yvette to join us for bread-making on Friday. I hope that’s okay?”

      Bri frowned. “Really?”

      “She wants you to⁠—”

      “Sell her my bread,” Bri nodded. “That I know.”

      “Who knows, Bri?” Brandy went on. “It could give you an in with Hugh.”

      “I don’t need an in with Hugh,” Bri murmured. “I just need to stay patient.”

      “Good luck with that.” Brandy climbed from the car and just before she shut the door, Bri gave her a smile she couldn’t interpret.

      “I could say the same for you. We’ll talk later.”

      Brandy waved Brianna off and unlocked her car. She tossed her wet things onto the front seat and started toward her apartment.

      Home for her was a one-bedroom apartment on the second floor at Camelot Arms. It wasn’t far from the community center and close to the house her grandmother had lived in before she’d moved to Sunset Cliff Retirement Village on the other side of town.

      In hindsight, she wished she’d asked her grandmother about buying the house, but …

      “You snooze, you lose,” she muttered, pulling into her parking spot and starting up the stairs. A mistake that had plagued her for years. She overthought everything and, more times than she could count, ended up missing something special.

      It’s also why you haven’t completely given up on Eric.

      On her way inside, Brandy shoved her thoughts away. Those were pipe dreams.

      She tossed her wet clothes onto the washer and reached for Eric’s shirt, his scent immediately surrounding her.

      It smelled like comfort and trouble—lavender and sage laced with amber and a low hum of musk. A scent that lingered in her mind long after they parted ways.

      Which is so not what you should be thinking.

      Brandy wrenched the T-shirt over her head and left it on top of the washer while she jumped in and out of the shower. First, she’d get warm, and then, as much as she hated to admit it, she needed to do a little thinking. Things needed to change—whether or not she liked it.
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        * * *

      

      Eric left Hugh’s cottage and started home—the Harbor Towers Apartments, an older building converted into separate units on Summer Avenue. Except when he reached his corner, instead of turning left, he continued down Main Street.

      It had been a couple of hours since the sprinklers had gone off, yet Brandy’s image lingered. He’d reached the point where he didn’t just want to check on her—he needed to. Even if the rational side of his brain kept shouting in his ear.

      Remember, you’re just friends.

      A friend could admire another friend, couldn’t they? He had many friends he thought attractive.

      Yeah, except you’ve never seen them in a wet t-shirt that fits like a second-skin.

      That wasn’t necessarily the truth. He’d seen his friends in swimming suits—including Brandy.

      Yeah, but …

      For the second time that night, Eric pulled into the Camelot Arms Apartments parking lot. This time, almost angrily. Who was he angry at, though? Himself for looking. Brandy for turning him on? Or the circumstances?

      Pick one.

      Eric climbed from the car and glanced toward Sam’s apartment. There was a soft light behind the curtain, and not for the first time he wondered where her behavior had come from. Had he inadvertently given her the wrong idea? He didn’t think so, but she wasn’t the person he’d come to see.

      Brandy’s apartment was on the second floor, not far from the one Hugh had rented until recently. When he stopped outside her door, he could hear music—something soft and romantic.

      Was she alone? Should he have ignored his needs? Before he knocked, he looked over the railing to see if Brianna had stayed to talk. When he didn’t see her car, Eric knocked softly and waited for what felt like forever before Brandy opened the door.

      “Eric?” she exclaimed. “Is everything alright? Did you come for your shirt?”

      “I’m not here for the damn shirt,” Eric grumbled.

      Brandy’s brows rose. She took a step back, and pressed one hand against her stomach, the other against the towel wrapped around her head, almost unconsciously.

      “Then why are you here?” she whispered. “Did you just bring Sam home?”

      Eric gave a brief head shake, unsure if he’d be able to form words. She’d taken his breath earlier in her wet t-shirt. This time, she’d rendered him speechless.

      She’d changed into a pair of sleep shorts and a tank. The bottoms were cut high, showing off her firm, toned legs and feet with their pretty pink polish. Sexy, but that was nothing compared to the way her top fit. Slim straps and tight.

      “No,” he answered. “I brought Sam home a few hours ago.”

      “Oh? So, you’re just now leaving?”

      “No. I didn’t stay.”

      Brandy tilted her head to one side, and a little frown appeared between her brows. “I don’t understand.”

      “I, uh, I wanted to make sure you made it home safely.”

      “As you can see, I did.” Brandy wrapped her arms around her waist, her confusion evident. He should go … except he couldn’t make himself walk away. “Did you get the sprinklers fixed?”

      “It was the timers,” Eric laughed. “I accused Hugh of doing that on purpose so he could be alone with Bri.”

      “That wouldn’t have surprised me,” Brandy smiled. “But since I rode with Bri, it wouldn’t have worked.”

      “I would have brought you home,” Eric answered, without really thinking through how it sounded.

      “You?”

      Eric shrugged. “I had to bring Sam home.”

      “Oh, so you did.” Her voice lowered, and just when he thought she was going to say goodbye, she took a step backward, opening the door a little wider. “Would you like to come in?”

      He wanted to say yes, more than he’d ever wanted to do so before. But if he walked inside her apartment, feeling the way he did, he’d give her the wrong idea. It was only with that realization he’d smiled apologetically.

      “Not tonight. Maybe next time,” he replied. “I just wanted to make sure you were okay.”

      “As you can see, I’m fine,” she murmured. “Thanks for the use of your shirt. I’ll wash it and get it back to you.”

      “No rush. I have plenty of shirts. Be sure and lock up.”

      “I will.”

      Before she could say more, he waved and hurried to his car. She was off-limits.

      Eric drove away quickly, not allowing time for him to change his mind. It turned out to be a good thing as halfway home, lethargy unlike anything he’d felt before washed over him. By the time he walked into his apartment, his thoughts were sluggish. Without turning on the lights, he stuck his bag of leftovers in the refrigerator, went straight to his bedroom and fell back onto his bed, his gaze locked on a speck on the ceiling.

      Something inside had changed, and he didn’t have to think long to know when that was. What he didn’t quite understand was why.

      It had started the night at Blackbeard’s when he’d asked her to dance. He hadn’t planned to, but before he could call them back, the words had fallen from his mouth. Except that hadn’t been the end.

      He’d held her tighter than at any other time they’d danced, and the way her body fit against his had short-circuited his thoughts.

      Eric pinched the bridge of his nose, trying to ward off the headache he could feel creeping in. His eyes drifted closed, and with every second, his muscles relaxed a little more.

      As expected, image after image of Brandy flashed in his head. Her big brown eyes lit up every time she smiled, making his heart flutter. But hell, he was a man, and men’s hearts did not flutter.

      His body hardened, and once again, the image of her wet T-shirt rolled around inside.

      He’d seen her in a bikini, and while she was sexy, it hadn’t affected him as much as seeing her in a wet shirt. What was he going to do? Before the question completely formed, he already knew the answer. He was going to do the same thing he’d been doing for months. Pretend. Just pretend.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Brandy’s Apartment

        May 1

        11:30 p.m.

      

      

      

      Brandy tossed the lotion lid aside and poured some into her hand. She was spreading it on her leg when the song on her playlist changed. Even though she tried to fight it, the song pulled her back to that night at Blackbeard’s.

      It had been a memorable night for all her friends—just in very different ways. While Sam had gotten drunk, made a fool of herself, and gone home with her brother, Bri’s luck had been much better. She’d met Hugh, and his behavior toward her had surprised Amy. She, on the other hand, had walked away with a broken heart.

      
        
        Blackbeard’s

        March 12

      

      

      “You want to dance?” Eric murmured. “I like this song.”

      Brandy cocked her head, and when she realized what song was playing—The Search is Over—she smiled. Her father had loved Survivor.

      “Okay.”

      On the way to the dance floor, Eric took her hand, a move he hadn’t made in a while. They were friends, had been friends most of their lives. She’d always hoped that someday they would be more.

      But then … her father died—killed in a senseless accident at his lab. Her brother’s death had followed—his death blamed on injuries he’d sustained during the lab accident.

      For a time, she’d thought … hoped, Eric would be there for her. He hadn’t though, which she’d chalked up to his own grief over her brother’s death.

      But a year passed, five, ten, and there’d been moments when he’d looked at her differently. When he’d touched her more. Inevitably, things returned to the way they were, and he treated her like all other women.

      Eric slid his arms around her waist, pulling her against his firm body. It felt like heaven, and she could feel his heart rate increasing. Could feel his body reacting.

      One dance moved into another, and as the songs slowed even more, his arms tightened. Her head fit naturally on his chest, his chin resting against her temple.

      “You’re the perfect dance partner,” Eric whispered. “And damn, the way you fit into my arms is almost too good to be true.”

      But as soon as he made the comment, Eric stiffened slightly, and put a little distance between them. He cleared his throat, and she wanted to ask what had happened. Except she knew him. And this was one of those moments when he’d gotten too comfortable and would step back.

      She’d been right, too, she realized, returning to the present. As soon as the dance had ended, he’d excused himself and gone to talk to friends. Sadly, that was typical Eric—and probably always would be.

      
        
        Community Center

        April 1

        5:30 p.m.

      

      

      It was late, long after she usually left for the day. But she liked the sound of the old building shutting down for the night. Even imagined hearing the voices of others whispering. Not that she’d heard anyone, but the walls held secrets, and she knew someday …

      The outer door opened, and her heart rate kicked up a beat.

      “That’s what you get for forgetting to lock the door,” Brandy muttered just before a man she’d never seen before stepped inside.

      He stopped, glanced around, and somehow she knew he was remembering other times when he’d come to the community center. Perhaps when he was a child.

      “Can I help you?” she asked when he glanced up.

      Then he smiled, and she froze. She knew many good-looking guys, but this one walked as if he’d just stepped off the pages of a GQ magazine. He probably had the cocky air that went with looking so good too.

      “Logan Clark.” He held his hand out and waited until she slid hers between his fingers.

      “Brandy Olsen. I’m the director. Is there something I can help you with?”

      Logan smiled. It was practiced, sexy, and probably got him what he wanted … most of the time.

      “I’m interested in your programs for young children,” he explained. “Preferably later in the day.”

      “You’re in the right place.” Brandy spread out one of the center’s brochures. “How old are your children?”

      “Oh!” His eyes widened. “Sophia is four, and Asher is three, but they’re not my children. They belong to my sister. She’s away on business, and their father … well, let’s not go there.

      His response surprised her. Same with the way he watched her. It caused her heart to race, but also made her feel odd. Like—yes, he was gorgeous. Why was he watching her so carefully? She was average-looking, not someone who caused people to stop and stare.

      “As you can see, we offer afternoon classes at various times. The teachers’ names and numbers are here.” She pointed to the class information. “If you’re interested in one or two of the classes, you can fill out the forms online, and the instructors will reach out. That is for everything except reading and game time. I schedule those.”

      “Art, dancing, music,” Logan rattled off. “That sounds like quite a variety.”

      “I like to think so.”

      Logan flashed her another grin and folded the brochure in half. “Thank you for this,” he practically purred. “I’ll see you around.”

      Brandy smiled, but couldn’t get her tongue to work. He was halfway to the door when he turned back around.

      “Oh, and Brandy?”

      “Yes?”

      Logan tilted his head, that same sexy smile firmly in place. “If I asked you out, would you be interested?”

      Her breath caught, and she had to swallow forcibly. “I don’t know, Logan. You haven’t asked me.”

      He winked and sauntered out the door, whistling some tune under his breath. It was only when the door shut behind him she realized he hadn’t asked if she were married or otherwise involved.

      Returning to the present, Brandy thought back to the times she’d seen Logan since. He flirted a little more each time she saw him. But it felt generic … something he could have used on any female. For that reason, she’d held back.

      Was she hoping for something that would never be? Was it time for her to give up dreaming that Eric Simpson would someday choose her?

      When her heart didn’t feel like it was squeezing in two, she had her answer. It was time for her to stop waiting for a miracle and give someone else a chance to win her heart.
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        Sheriff Department

        May 21

        8:30 a.m.

      

      

      Eric wearily climbed from his cruiser, took the side door into the sheriff’s department and went straight to the coffeepot.

      “You look awful,” Amy quipped. “Who were you out carousing with last night?”

      “No one.”

      “Did you have a hot date?”

      “No hot date,” Eric grumbled. “But if I had, I wouldn’t share the news with my sister.”

      “You’d share with me, though, wouldn’t you?” Rusty reached over him to refill his cup.

      Eric side-eyed his mentor, Rusty Langley, not surprised to see him smiling, his green eyes twinkling.

      “If I remember correctly, it was your partner who told me I should never kiss and tell.”

      “Aye, I did say that.” Killian Reade joined them at the coffee station. “It’s worthwhile advice.”

      “What’s worthwhile advice?” Dylan Prince, the sheriff, held out his cup. “While you’re standing there, I wouldn’t mind.”

      Eric tipped the pot over Dylan’s cup, but only a trickle flowed out.

      “Sorry about that, Sheriff.” Eric glanced at Killian, then Rusty, before once again meeting Dylan’s gaze. “I’ll make another pot.”

      “Thanks, Eric.”

      “When you’re done, come on into our office,” Rusty told him. “Killian and I want to talk to you.”

      “Did I do something wrong?”

      Killian grinned. “I don’t know, did you?”

      “It’s Eric,” Amy retorted. “So, it’s a possibility.”

      Eric bit back what he was thinking, as it probably wouldn’t go over well at work.

      “Sisters,” he muttered with an eye roll.

      “I didn’t have a sister,” Rusty sighed. “But Lizzy’s already giving Ro a run for his money, and she’s not quite two.”

      “Tell Roland if he needs advice, I’m his man,” Eric grinned. “I know all about bratty sisters.”

      “I heard that,” Amy called from down the hall.

      “Children, children,” Dylan returned with a smile. “My coffee done?”

      Eric filled the Sheriff’s cup, and leaving him to add whatever, followed Rusty and Killian into their office.

      “Have a seat,” Rusty nodded toward a chair. “Are you working on anything heavy right now?”

      “I’m setting up the beach patrol rotations,” he explained. “As well as security for the high school graduation. Why?”

      “We might need you to take on a few cases while Killian and I are working with The Agency,” Rusty replied. “If it gets to be too much …”

      “No, no, that’s okay,” Eric assured them. “What do I have to do?”

      Killian’s brow arched, his blue eyes watchful. “Do you need dating advice?”

      Eric rolled his eyes. “No, I don’t need dating advice. I’m good.”

      “You’re sure?” Killian prodded.

      “Positive.” Eric grinned. “If I do, I’ll let you know.”

      “We’re here for you.” Rusty nodded toward the folder on the corner of his desk. “You’re going to love this one, Eric. It appears E.T. is setting up shop in our mountains. These came in late last night and early this morning.”

      The twinkle in Rusty’s eyes should have been his first clue that what he’d find would be pure Swan Harbor. Inside the folder were several scraps of paper, most of them with only one or two lines written on them.

      The first one, though, gave a little more detail.

      Mysterious Lights (0125) Mr. Flanagan of 227 Canyon Road called to report moving lights on the mountain near the lookout.

      Beneath that were four more.

      More lights (0200) Teens left a message that lights were dancing out by the lookout.

      Aliens? (0320) Mrs Thompson’s dog at 590 Candlelight Drive woke her up. When she looked outside to see why, she saw lights blinking off and on.

      And the last

      Landing Spot? (0730) Noah Singleton called to report they had found the beginnings of a burned area close to one of their survey sites.

      Eric looked up with a frown once he’d finished reading.

      “E.T., huh?” he quipped. “Think he still enjoys those peanut butter candies?”

      Killian laughed. “Well, if you see him, you can ask.”

      “I’ve lived in Swan Harbor my entire life,” Eric began. “Worked for the department for almost thirteen years. Yet, I’ve never worked one of these cases. Any suggestions?”

      Rusty shrugged. “You could always wait until it’s dark and follow the lights.”

      Killian laughed. “Rusty has a point. You probably should make sure you have Liam’s number just in case E.T. falls ill.”

      “Don’t listen to them,” Dylan replied from behind him. “I would start with a call to Noah.”

      “Thanks, Sheriff,” Eric grinned. “I’ll get right on that.”

      He took the file and ducked into the office he shared with others. Then looked at Noah’s note again. Before he could make the call, his phone buzzed.

      
        
          
            
              
        Chet: Did you hear from Noah about the burned areas on the mountain?

      

      

      

      

      

      Instead of texting, Eric hit dial.

      “What do you know?” Chet answered, without greeting.

      “Nothing yet, grandpa. What do you know?”

      Chet huffed. “Just that when Noah showed up at the site today, they found several burned areas. Are you heading up there?”

      “Soon.”

      “You’ll let me know what you find?”

      Eric laughed. “I will. Later.”

      He ended the call with his grandfather and dialed Noah Singleton.

      Noah and his partner Marcus Nelson owned Singleton and Nelson Consulting. One was an environmental engineer, and the other, a land surveyor. Suzie, Noah’s wife, was a geologist. If there was any new building in Swan Harbor, all three were usually involved.

      “Hello?” Noah answered somewhat breathlessly.

      “Noah, it’s Deputy Corporal Eric Simpson. I’m calling about the burned area.”

      Noah laughed. “It was definitely a new way to start our morning. Hopefully, we didn’t scare the aliens away.”

      “Think it’s one of those if you build the landing spot, they’ll come kind of things?” Eric chuckled.

      “I guess so.”

      “A few calls came in early this morning claiming they saw lights on the mountain,” Eric went on. “As soon as I speak to them, I’ll head in your direction. That okay?”

      “Perfect. Just take Canyon Road west. Then follow the orange tape to the pink flags. By that time, you should see our equipment.”

      “Sounds easy enough.”

      “We’ll see you when you get here.”

      Eric clicked off, and once again read through the other scraps of paper. Then he grabbed a map from his bottom drawer and pinpointed the addresses who’d reported seeing lights. He’d stop by the homes first, and then head up the mountain. Something told him it was going to be a long day.
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        To the Community Center

        May 21

        9:00 a.m.

      

      

      Brandy glanced at the clock and realized she was running later than she’d anticipated. She should have known that a quick trip to the library was impossible. It was too ripe for conversation—including gossip—and books had a way of stealing time.

      Back in the car, and on her way to work, her thoughts were never still. They centered on her schedule for the day—setting up summer camp, meeting with the pre-K class teachers, making plans for the end of school party, and …

      The sound of a powerful car engine sent a jolt of adrenaline racing up her spine. When she glanced in her rearview mirror, said car was rushing forward. It was only sheer will that kept her from stomping on the brake.

      Brandy turned sharply into the community center’s parking lot and stopped at an angle. When the powerful sports car followed, she was ready and spoiling for a fight.

      “What do you think you were doing?” she snapped. “That was insane. Your license should be⁠—”

      The sight of a sheriff’s department cruiser followed by the siren’s loud whoop halted her tirade. Somehow, it didn’t surprise her when Eric pulled into the lot, stopping just a breath away from the sports car.

      “Is there a problem here?” he asked, the tone of his voice no longer jovial Eric, but biting, a man who expected respect.

      “There’s no problem, Officer—” Logan began.

      “That’s Deputy Corporal,” Eric cut him off. “But my question wasn’t for you. It was for Brandy.”

      Her heart flipped at the difference in the tone of Eric’s voice when he said her name. It was huskier, familiar, very protective and gave her a little thrill, even though it shouldn’t have.

      “It’s okay, Eric,” she assured him. “I had it handled.”

      Eric’s brows arched, and he quickly glanced from her to Logan and then back. “You’re sure?”

      “Positive.”

      “And you.” He pinned a hard gaze on Logan, his vocal tone once again that of a no-nonsense man. “Next time I catch you tailgating like that, it’s a ticket.”

      “But I …”

      “Save it.” Eric started back toward his car, and just before he climbed in, his gaze caught hers. “Take care,” he murmured in the same husky voice as earlier. Then he tipped his hat, slid into the car and drove off, leaving her breathless.

      “A friend of yours?” Logan asked, a hint of what sounded suspiciously like jealousy in his voice.

      Brandy laughed. “That’s Eric Simpson.”

      “And just a friend?” he asked. “Or is there …?”

      Her breath caught. “Friends.”

      Logan smiled. “Oh that’s good. It still means I have a chance.”

      “I never said you didn’t, Logan,” she replied. “But right now, I have to go. We’ll talk later.”

      With that said, Brandy’s thoughts returned to work. She parked in her space, gathered the books and started inside. After leaving her lunch in the break room, she dropped her books and bag on her desk, and then followed the music. Her assistant, Daria Moretti, had taken over one of the meeting room tables.

      Daria glanced up with a grin. “You’re late. You didn’t happen to stop by Paula’s or bring some of Bri’s bread, did you?”

      “Sorry,” Brandy winced. “If I had thought about it …”

      “No, no,” Daria waved it away as if it were no big deal. “I don’t really need it, but …”

      “Once you get the idea in your head, it’s hard to get it out,” she offered.

      “Exactly.”

      Brandy glanced at the papers spread on the table. “Summer camp?”

      Daria pointed to five stacks, the three in the center thicker than the others, and went down the line. “Applications for

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
        
        
        
        
      

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/image-2-depositphotos-bgremover.jpg
Where Hearts Can Be Heard






OEBPS/images/add-a-heading-1-depositphotos-bgremover.jpg
Earth in relationships represents stability,
loyalty. and the quiet strength that endures
through time. It's grounded in trust and
patience, offering a safe foundation where
lovecan take root and grow-





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/swans-498-2.jpg
X









OEBPS/images/image-5-depositphotos-bgremover-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/swans-498.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-1-depositphotos-bgremover.jpg
Mystical Waters Canyon





OEBPS/images/whispers-of-a-miracle-book-3-mystical-waters-canyon-series-vellum-2k-x-3k.jpg
SOPHIE BARTOW

MYSTICAL WATERS CANYON
BOOK 3





OEBPS/images/image-5-depositphotos-bgremover.jpg





