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        For Margaret,

      

        

      
        May this story bring you hope, comfort, and inspiration

        the same way you have brought encouragement to me through your loyal readership.
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        “Keep me safe from the traps set by evildoers, from the snares they have laid for me. Let the wicked fall into their own nets, while I pass by in safety.”

      

      

      
        
        Psalm 141:9–10 (NIV)

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      The veil of fog rolled in off the ocean like a living thing, cloaking the coastal town in silence.

      It was the kind of night that made everything feel uncertain—when familiar streets turned strange, and even the moon hid behind a curtain of cloud. Somewhere in the hush, a car door clicked shut. Footsteps whispered across damp gravel. A shadow moved where no one should have been.

      She should have known better. Should have listened to the uneasy feeling tightening in her chest. But it was late, and lonely hearts had a way of silencing caution when hope came knocking.

      They always said truth brought freedom, that light exposed darkness. But in this town, darkness knew how to wear a mask—and truth didn’t always arrive in time.

      Later, they would comb through evidence and motives, trying to piece together why someone so ordinary had vanished without a trace. But in that moment—beneath the veil of night and the echo of secrets—the only thing that remained was the sound of the ocean, relentless and unbothered by the evil unfolding on its shores.

      Because evil didn’t always arrive with thunder.

      Sometimes, it smiled first.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      The alarm clock’s shrill cry pierced through Martha Porter’s dreams at four-thirty in the morning, just as it had every day for the past fifteen years. She slapped the snooze button with the practiced precision of a woman who had long since made peace with unruly hours, then lay still for exactly nine minutes, listening to the distant crash of waves against Weyport’s rocky coastline.

      Another day. Another wedding cake to finish before the afternoon pickup, two dozen cupcakes for the Becker baby shower, and enough fresh bread to supply the morning rush. Another eighteen hours on her feet in a flour-dusted apron, pretending that baking other people’s happily-ever-afters didn’t sting just a little.

      Martha rolled out of bed, her bare feet hitting the cold hardwood floor of her small apartment above Sweet Haven Bakery. The space was cramped but cozy, filled with mismatched furniture and the lingering scent of vanilla and cinnamon that seemed permanently absorbed into the walls. She pulled on yesterday’s jeans and grabbed a vintage T-shirt from the dresser—this one proclaimed, “Flour Power” in faded pink letters across the chest.

      In the bathroom mirror, she caught sight of her reflection and grimaced. Her shoulder-length auburn hair stuck up at odd angles, and the laugh lines around her hazel eyes seemed deeper this morning. Forty-eight wasn’t old, she reminded herself, but some days she felt ancient. Especially when she remembered that her ex-husband had left her for someone barely older than their daughter, Maggie.

      Twenty-seven years of marriage. Twenty-seven years of building a life together—only to have it crumble when Richard decided he needed someone younger to make him feel alive again. At twenty-three, his new girlfriend was closer in age to their children than to him, but apparently that didn’t matter during a midlife crisis.

      She pulled her hair back with a bright yellow bandana covered in dancing cupcakes—one of dozens in her collection. The cheerful pattern clashed with her mood, but that was the point. “Fake it till you make it,” as her grandmother used to say.

      Downstairs in the bakery’s gleaming kitchen, Martha flipped on the lights and surveyed her domain. Stainless steel surfaces stretched before her like a battlefield, waiting for the day’s conquest. She scanned the day’s tasks on the whiteboard in her office. Final touches to the wedding cake. Cupcakes for the baby shower. Bread rolls and pastries.The familiar routine should have been comforting, but lately, it felt more like a prison sentence.

      She surveyed the row of aprons hanging on hooks near the kitchen entrance—each one bearing a sarcastic saying she could match to her mood. Today felt like a “Whisk Taker” day. She pulled the flour-dusted apron from its hook and tied it around her waist, the bold black letters reflecting her dry sense of humor.

      Martha slipped her feet into her signature red Crocs—practical, comfortable, and guaranteed to make some people shake their heads. She’d stopped caring what they thought years ago.

      The coffee maker gurgled to life as Martha pulled the Henderson cake from the walk-in cooler. Three tiers of pristine ivory fondant, decorated with delicate hand-crafted sugar flowers that had taken her six hours. The bride had requested “something magical,” and Martha had delivered, as always. Too bad magic didn’t exist in real life.

      Her phone buzzed against the stainless steel counter, displaying a message that made her heart skip despite herself.

      
        
          
            
              
        Good morning, beautiful. Hope your day is as sweet as you are.

      

      

      

      

      

      Martha stared at the screen, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth before she could stop it. David had been messaging her for three weeks now. They’d met on a baking forum, of all places, where he’d complimented her photo of a particularly elaborate anniversary cake. The conversation moved to private messages, then to daily good morning texts that arrived like clockwork at five a.m.

      She knew better. Of course she knew better. Knocking on fifty, she wasn’t some naive girl who believed in fairy tales. She’d read the articles about online predators, watched the documentaries about romance scams. But David wasn’t asking for money or professing undying love after two conversations. He was just… nice. Attentive. He asked about her day and actually seemed to care about her answers.

      She typed back:

      
        
          
            
              
        Already elbow-deep in wedding cake drama. How’s the morning treating you?

      

      

      

      

      

      The response came quickly.

      
        
          
            
              
        Better now that I’ve heard from you. What kind of drama are we talking about?

      

      

      

      

      

      Martha smiled as she described the bride who’d changed her mind about the cake design three times in the past week. David’s replies were funny and sympathetic, making her feel heard in a way she hadn’t experienced in years. When Richard had listened to her work stories, it was always with one eye on his phone and the distracted air of someone waiting for the conversation to end.

      
        
          
            
              
        You’re incredibly talented. I wish I could see your work in person someday.

      

      

      

      

      

      The comment sent a flutter through her chest that she immediately tried to squash. This was exactly how these things started—innocent compliments that slowly built trust before the requests came. She wasn’t some desperate divorcée falling for sweet words from a stranger.

      But a tiny voice in the back of her mind whispered that maybe—just maybe—this was different. Maybe she deserved to feel appreciated again, even if it was only through messages on a screen.

      The bell above the bakery’s front door chimed, startling her from her thoughts. She glanced at the clock—six-fifteen. Too early for customers, which meant it was probably Jenny, her assistant, arriving for the morning prep.

      “Morning, sunshine,” Jenny called out, her voice carrying the forced cheerfulness of someone who hadn’t had nearly enough coffee. At twenty-four, Jenny possessed the kind of boundless energy that made Martha feel positively geriatric. But she was reliable and had a gift for decorating that had saved Martha’s sanity more than once.

      “Coffee’s fresh,” Martha called back, quickly sliding her phone into her apron pocket. No need to invite questions

      Jenny appeared in the kitchen doorway, already tying her apron strings. Her dark hair was pulled back in a neat ponytail, and her makeup was flawless despite the early hour. Youth is wasted on the young, Martha thought with a mixture of envy and affection. Jenny was the same age as Maggie, who lived across the country in Seattle and called maybe once a month—if Martha was lucky.

      “The Henderson cake is gorgeous,” Jenny said, admiring Martha’s handiwork. “Mrs. Henderson is going to cry happy tears when she sees it. Her daughter is going to love it.”

      “Let’s hope so. She’s already paid me, so crying is about the only thing left to do.” Martha’s dry humor earned a laugh from Jenny, who was used to her boss’s sarcastic commentary on the romance industry.

      They worked in comfortable silence for the next hour, the kitchen filling with the sounds of mixers whirring and oven timers chiming. Martha lost herself in the steady rhythm of measuring and mixing, her hands moving with the muscle memory of thousands of mornings just like this. This was her sanctuary—the one place where she felt completely in control.

      Her phone buzzed again, and despite her better judgment, she reached for it.

      
        
          
            
              
        I’ve been thinking about what you said yesterday, about feeling invisible sometimes. I want you to know that you’re not invisible to me. You brighten my whole day.

      

      

      

      

      

      The message hit harder than it should have. Invisible—that was exactly how she’d felt since Richard left. As if she’d simply faded into the background of her own life, watching everyone else move forward while she stood still, covered in flour and regret. Her twenty-six-year-old son, Ethan, called once a week from Boston, but their conversations were brief and stilted. Maggie was too busy climbing the corporate ladder to worry about her mother’s loneliness.

      Martha felt like she’d become irrelevant to the people who were supposed to matter most.

      “Earth to Martha,” Jenny’s voice cut through her thoughts. “You’re smiling at your phone like it just told you a really good joke. Are you going to share?” she teased.

      Heat flooded Martha’s cheeks. “Just checking the weather.”

      Jenny raised an eyebrow but didn’t press. She’d learned early on that Martha Porter didn’t appreciate personal questions, especially when it came to her personal life.

      The morning delivery truck arrived at seven-thirty, and Martha shifted her focus to loading boxes of fresh pastries and bread for the local coffee shop and diner. Physical work helped quiet the voice in her head that kept analyzing every word of David’s messages, searching for hidden meanings, veiled motives, or warning signs.

      By eight o’clock, the bakery was ready for its first customers. Martha unlocked the front door, flipped the sign from “Closed” to “Open,” and took her position behind the display counter, stocked with colorful cupcakes, flaky croissants, and her famous cinnamon rolls.

      The first customer was Tom Bradley, a local contractor who stopped by every morning for a maple bar before heading to his job sites.

      “Morning, Martha. The usual?”

      “Coming right up.” She wrapped the maple bar in bakery paper and handed it across the counter, grateful for the simplicity of the exchange. Tom never asked personal questions or offered unsolicited advice.. He paid, said thank you, and left. Perfect.

      As the morning wore on, Martha found herself checking her phone between customers, anticipating David’s messages with a mixture of excitement and anxiety. She knew she should be more careful. Should probably stop responding altogether. But the loneliness that had settled into her bones since the end of her twenty-seven-years marriage was finally easing, replaced by something she’d nearly forgotten existed—hope.

      During a brief lull, she allowed herself to reflect on the past three weeks. David had been nothing but kind and respectful. He’d shared stories about his work as a consultant, his love of cooking, his recently ended marriage. He understood what it felt like to start over at forty-eight, to wonder if the best years were already behind you.

      
        
          
            
              
        What’s your favorite thing about baking?

      

      

      

      

      

      came his latest message.

      Martha paused, considering her answer.

      
        
          
            
              
        The control, I think. In the kitchen, I know exactly what I’m doing. Measurements are precise. Recipes work the same way every time. No surprises.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Sounds like you’ve had enough surprises for one lifetime.

      

      

      

      

      

      The observation was painfully accurate. Richard’s affair had blindsided her.. Nearly three decades of marriage, and she hadn’t seen it coming. The humiliation had been worse than the heartbreak—knowing everyone else had figured it out before she did.

      
        
          
            
              
        Something like that

      

      

      

      

      

      she typed back.

      
        
          
            
              
        Well, I hope I can be a good surprise in your life. The kind you actually want.

      

      

      

      

      

      Martha stared at the message, her heart doing something complicated in her chest. This was dangerous territory—the kind of emotional intimacy that led to poor decisions and broken hearts. But she was nearing fifty, not some starry-eyed teenager. She could handle a little friendly conversation with a kind stranger.

      Couldn’t she?

      
        
          
            
              
        We’ll see

      

      

      

      

      

      she finally replied, then immediately tucked her phone into her apron pocket and threw herself into frosting cupcakes with more vigor than the task required.

      But even as she worked, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something was shifting in her carefully controlled world. For the first time in months, she was looking forward to something beyond the next day’s baking schedule. For the first time since Richard left, she felt like maybe—just maybe—she was worth someone’s attention.

      The thought terrified and thrilled her in equal measure.

      As she piped delicate roses onto a birthday cake, Martha caught herself humming softly under her breath. When was the last time she’d done that? When was the last time she’d felt anything approaching happiness that wasn’t tied to a perfectly risen soufflé or flawlessly smooth buttercream?

      Maybe it was time to stop being so afraid of living again. Maybe forty-eight wasn’t too late for new beginnings.

      Maybe David was exactly what he seemed to be—a kind man who saw something worth knowing in a small-town baker with flour in her hair and hope slowly awakening in her heart.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      The afternoon sun slanted through Sweet Haven Bakery’s front windows as Martha put the finishing touches on the Henderson wedding cake. Iridescent sparkle and lifelike edible pearls that would coordinate perfectly with the bride’s dress and veil. It was her masterpiece for the week, and she couldn’t help the surge of pride that rose as she stepped back to admire her work.

      “Wow,” Jenny breathed, appearing at her shoulder with a tray of fresh cupcakes. “That’s absolutely stunning. The wedding guests are going to lose their minds when they see it.”

      “In a good way, I hope.” Martha wiped her hands on her apron, grateful that today’s “Whisk Taker” motto had proven prophetic. She’d definitely taken some risks with the delicate sugar work, but they’d paid off beautifully.

      The afternoon rush had been steady but manageable. The Becker baby shower cupcakes—adorable little teddy bears with buttercream fur—had been picked up an hour ago, and most of the day’s bread had sold out to the usual crowd of locals and summer tourists. Now, with the dinner hour approaching, the bakery had settled into its familiar late-day quiet.

      Martha’s phone buzzed in her apron pocket, and she felt that now-familiar flutter of anticipation. Over the past three weeks, David’s messages had become the highlight of her day, arriving at unexpected moments like little gifts of attention.

      
        
          
            
              
        How’s the wedding cake coming along? I bet it’s a work of art, just like everything else you create.

      

      

      

      

      

      She smiled despite herself, glancing around to make sure Jenny was busy arranging tomorrow’s display before typing back.

      
        
          
            
              
        Just finished, actually. Three tiers of hopefully wedded bliss.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I’m sure it’s perfect. You seem like someone who doesn’t do anything halfway.

      

      

      

      

      

      The observation was surprisingly accurate. Martha had never been one for half-measures, whether it was fine-tuning a recipe or pouring everything she had into her twenty-seven-year marriage. Maybe that was part of the problem. She’d given everything to Richard, left nothing in reserve for herself, and when he’d decided he wanted something different, she’d been left completely empty.

      
        
          
            
              
        Perfectionist tendencies are both a blessing and a curse in this business.

      

      

      

      

      

      she replied.

      
        
          
            
              
        What about outside of business? Do you ever let yourself just … enjoy things without worrying about perfection?

      

      

      

      

      

      The question caught her off guard. When was the last time she’d done something purely for enjoyment? Her days had become a loop of routine and responsibility, each one blending into the next with the predictability of a well-tested recipe.

      “Martha?” Jenny’s voice pulled her from her thoughts. “I’m going to head out a little early if that’s okay. My roommate’s having some people over, and I promised I’d bring dessert.”

      “Of course.” Martha looked up from her phone, noting the hopeful expression on her assistant’s face. “Take some of those leftover lemon bars. They’ll be a hit.”

      “You’re the best!” Jenny untied her apron and hung it on its designated hook. “Are you sure you don’t want to come? It’s just a casual thing—maybe some grilling on the deck, a few drinks …”

      The invitation was kind, but the thought of spending an evening with Jenny’s twenty-something friends made Martha feel ancient. What would she talk about with people who were closer in age to her children than to her?

      “Thanks, but I’ve got some bookkeeping to catch up on,” she lied smoothly. “You have fun.”

      After Jenny left, Martha found herself alone with the familiar hush of the empty bakery. She should close up, head upstairs to her apartment, maybe call Ethan or Maggie. Her son usually answered on weeknights, though their conversations rarely lasted more than ten minutes. Her daughter was harder to reach, always between meetings or social events that seemed infinitely more important than checking in with her mother.

      Instead, she settled onto the stool behind the counter, phone in hand.

      
        
          
            
              
        You asked about enjoying things without worrying about perfection. Honestly, I can’t remember the last time I did that. My whole life has been about taking care of other people—my kids, my husband, my customers. Now that it’s just me, I’m not sure I remember how to just … be.

      

      

      

      

      

      The reply came quickly, as if he’d been waiting for her message.

      
        
          
            
              
        That makes me sad. A woman like you should be spoiled, not always doing the spoiling. What would you do, if you could do anything right now without worrying about anyone else’s needs?

      

      

      

      

      

      The question, made her throat tighten unexpectedly. What would she do? The honest answer was embarrassingly simple. She wanted someone to cook dinner for her, to ask about her day and actually listen to the answer. She wanted to feel like she mattered to someone, like her presence in the world made a difference beyond the wedding cakes and birthday cookies.

      Instead she typed:

      
        
          
            
              
        I’d probably take a long bath and read a book. Exciting stuff, right?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Sounds perfect to me. Simple pleasures are underrated. What kind of books do you like?

      

      

      

      

      

      The conversation flowed from there, meandering through favorite authors and guilty pleasure reads. David admitted to loving mystery novels, especially ones set in small towns like hers. Martha found herself laughing out loud when he described his habit of trying to guess the killer and being wrong every time.

      
        
          
            
              
        I bet Weyport has its share of secrets.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Small towns always do.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        More than you’d think. We’ve had our share of excitement over the years. Missing persons, a few serious crimes. Not as sleepy as people assume.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Really? That’s surprising for such a picturesque place.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I guess trouble can find you anywhere. Though things have been quieter lately, thank goodness.

      

      

      

      

      

      The conversation continued as Martha moved through her closing routine, wiping down counters and checking that the ovens were properly shut off. For the first time in months, she wasn’t dreading the evening ahead. David’s messages made her feel connected to something beyond the bakery’s four walls.

      
        
          
            
              
        I should let you get to that bath and book.

      

      

      

      

      

      he wrote as she locked the cash register.

      
        
          
            
              
        But I have to say, talking to you is the best part of my day. You’re funny and smart and incredibly talented. I hope you know that.

      

      

      

      

      

      Martha stared at the message, warmth spreading through her chest. When was the last time Richard had complimented her on anything beyond her baking? When was the last time anyone had called her funny or smart?

      
        
          
            
              
        Thank you. You always know exactly what to say.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I just tell the truth. Sweet dreams, beautiful.

      

      

      

      

      

      As she climbed the stairs to her apartment, Martha felt lighter than she had in months. David saw her—really saw her—in a way that no one had in a very long time. Maybe she was being foolish, getting attached to someone she’d never met. But after twenty-seven years of feeling invisible in her own marriage, his attention felt like sunlight after a long winter.

      Her apartment greeted her with its usual quiet stillness. The space was comfortable, but it bore the marks of a woman living alone—mismatched furniture, books stacked on every available surface, and the kind of clutter that accumulated when no one else was around to judge. She kicked off her red Crocs and padded into the kitchen on bare feet.

      The refrigerator held the usual collection of leftovers and odd ingredients for ad hoc cooking. She could make herself a proper dinner, maybe open the bottle of wine that had sat unopened since Christmas. But the effort seemed overwhelming after the long day.

      Instead, she warmed a bowl of leftover soup and scrolled through her phone, reading David’s messages from the past few weeks. He’d been so patient, never pressing for more than she was comfortable sharing. He knew she was divorced but hadn’t pried for details. He knew she had grown children but didn’t ask why they rarely visited.

      Maybe that was what made talking to him so easy—he accepted what she shared without demanding explanations for what she kept to herself.

      Her phone rang, startling her from her thoughts. Ethan’s name appeared on the screen, and she felt the familiar blend of joy and anxiety that always accompanied her son’s calls.

      “Hi, honey,” she answered, settling onto her small couch with her soup.

      “Hey, Mom. How’s everything going?”

      “Good, good. Just finished a big wedding cake today. Three tiers, handmade sugar flowers. Turned out really well.”

      “That’s great.” Ethan’s voice held the distracted quality she’d come to expect—present, but not fully engaged. “I’m actually calling because I probably won’t be able to make it home for the Fourth of July barbecue next month. There’s a project at work that’s really heating up, and …”

      The excuse continued, but she stopped listening after the first few words. Another holiday alone. Another family gathering that would consist of her, the television, and maybe takeout from the Chinese restaurant that stayed open on holidays.

      “Mom? Did you hear me?”

      “Sorry, yes. Work is important. I understand.”

      “Maybe Thanksgiving,” Ethan added quickly, though they both knew he’d find an excuse for that too. Boston wasn’t far, but it might as well have been on another continent for how often he visited.

      After they hung up, Martha sat in the growing darkness of her apartment, not bothering to turn on the lights. This was her life now—quiet evenings alone, holidays spent watching other people celebrate, phone calls with her children that felt more like obligations than connections.

      Her phone buzzed again.

      
        
          
            
              
        Hope you’re enjoying that bath and book. Thinking of you.

      

      

      

      

      

      The simple message brought tears to her eyes. Someone was thinking of her. Someone cared whether she was happy or sad, whether she was taking care of herself or just going through the motions.

      Maybe it wasn’t traditional romance, this connection with a man she’d never met. Maybe it wasn’t what she’d dreamed of when she was young and believed in fairy tales. But it was something—and something was infinitely better than the nothing she’d been living with since Richard left.

      
        
          
            
              
        Just finished talking to my son. He can’t make it home for Fourth of July. Work stuff.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I’m sorry. That must be disappointing.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        It’s okay. I’m used to it.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        You shouldn’t have. No one should get used to being alone during the holidays. Family should make time for the people who matter.

      

      

      

      

      

      The kindness in his response made her throat tight again. This was dangerous territory—letting someone she barely knew become so important to her emotional well-being. But the alternative was the crushing loneliness that had been her constant companion, shadowing her every day since her marriage ended.

      She found herself typing:

      
        
          
            
              
        Maybe someday I’ll have something better to look forward to during the holidays.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I hope so. You deserve to be surrounded by people who appreciate you.

      

      

      

      

      

      Later, as she finally drew that long-promised bath, David’s words echoed in her mind. She did deserve better than hollow phone calls and cancelled visits. She deserved someone who saw her value, who made time for her, who believed she was worth the effort.

      Maybe that someone was David. Maybe this strange online connection was the start of something real.

      Or maybe she was setting herself up for another kind of heartbreak.

      But for tonight, sitting in her bathtub with her phone nearby in case he sent another message, Martha allowed herself to hope.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      Martha stared at her phone screen for the third time in ten minutes, a smile playing at the corners of her mouth as she reread David’s latest message. The morning rush had been unusually chaotic—she’d burned a batch of scones, mixed up two cake orders, and nearly forgotten to set the timer on the dinner rolls—but none of it seemed to matter when his words filled her screen.

      
        
          
            
              
        I’ve been thinking about you all night. About how sad you sounded yesterday when your son canceled. You deserve so much better than being an afterthought in people’s lives.

      

      

      

      

      

      The message had arrived at dawn, followed by another that made her heart race in ways she’d forgotten were possible.

      
        
          
            
              
        I know this might sound crazy, but I can’t stop thinking about meeting you. Really meeting you. I feel like I know your heart already—maybe it’s time I got to know your beautiful smile in person.

      

      

      

      

      

      “Martha?” Jenny’s voice cut through her daydream. “I think that frosting might be ready. You’ve been stirring it for a while now.

      Heat rushed to Martha’s cheeks as she looked down at the overwhipped buttercream. “Sorry, I was just … going over tomorrow’s schedule in my head.”

      Jenny raised an eyebrow, clearly not buying the excuse. In the three years she’d worked at Sweet Haven, she’d never seen her meticulously organized boss so distracted. Martha Porter was the kind of woman who

      
      
      
        
          
            
              
        
      

      

      

      

      

      
      
        
          
            
              
        
      

      

      

      

      

      
      
        
          
            
              
        
      

      

      

      

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
        
      

      

      
      
      
      
        
        
      

      

      
      
      
        
        
      

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            
              
        
      

      

      

      

      

      
      
      
        
          
            
              
        
      

      

      

      

      

      
      
        
          
            
              
        
      

      

      

      

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            
              
        
      

      

      

      

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/image-2025--angus-reid-5-books.jpg
Faith Meets Mystery.
Darkness Meets
Redemption.

Binge the best-selling Christian
mystery series loved by thousands.

Shop.Urcelia.com





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Disclaimer & Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Previous books in the series
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Inspired by
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Support My Mission
      


      		
        Message from Urcelia
      


      		
        More books by Urcelia Teixeira
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Support My Mission


      		About the Author


    


  


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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OEBPS/images/title-page-print.jpg
MARTHA'’S
VEIL

A MISSING-PERSON CASE CHRISTIAN
THRILLER

ANGUS REID MYSTERIES - BOOK VI

URCELIA TE[XE[RA

NG AUTHOR





OEBPS/images/bookplate--dragonflies--paperback-insert-55-x-85.jpg
\_URCELIA TEIXEIRA

HHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH





OEBPS/images/mv-20.jpg
AWARD WINNING AUTHORY .

URCELLA TEIXEIRAE

‘ A ANGUS REID MYSTERIES - BBOK 6






OEBPS/images/copyright-page.jpg
MARTHA'S VEIL
A MISSING-PERSON CASE CHRISTIAN THRILLER
ANGUS REID MYSTERIES BOOK VI
URCELIA TEIXEIRA

Copyright © 2025 by Urcelia Teixeira
Allrights reserved.

Martha's Veil is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, incidents, events,
and dialogue found within are of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously
and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events or persons,
cither living or deceased, is purely coincidental and beyond the intent of either
the author or publisher.
No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any
clectronic or mechanical means, including photocopying, recording, or by any
information storage and retrieval system, without the written permission of the
author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review where permitted by
law.
Bible scriptures were quoted from both the King James Version and/or the New
International Version of the Bible. (Copyrighted worldwide as public domain)
Copyrighted material
E-book © ISBN: 978-1-06-872044-4
Paperback © ISBN: 978-1-0687204-5-1
Published by Purpose Bound Press
Written by Urcelia Teixeira
Edited by Perfect Pages Editor
First edition
Urcelia Teixeira
Wiltshire, UK

https://www.urcelia.com

( /P B





