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  Chapter 1

Henry


I’ve snorkeled in some of the most beautiful spots in the world. And the Bay of Palma counted as one of them. The warm waters were soothing as I swam along, looking at the sandy bottom. I watched the bream and wrasse drift along on the underwater current, in envy of their ability to float along with no care. 
In the beautiful waters off the coast of the island of Mallorca, on vacation, I was enjoying some time alone. The harbor, filled with superyachts, and the area were famous for its beaches and the busy summer tourist season. Since I was far away from the hotel and resort swimming area, I never expected to be bumped into from behind.
I shot to the surface, ready to curse out whoever had interrupted my swim. Breaking through the seawater at the same time as the other person, I faced auburn hair being swept away by an arm as a woman removed her snorkel from her mouth. I saw clear blue eyes and a shocked look behind the snorkel mask as the woman apologized immediately.
“I am so sorry! I wasn’t looking where I was going, and this was all my fault. Wait, do you speak English? I mean…Hablas inglés?” The woman questioned.
She reached behind her and smoothed her hair back more, feeling the back of her head. “Dang it, my hair tie broke. It’s all snarled in my hair. I give up,” she said as she took off her snorkel mask and continued to tread water.
I responded with surprise, “Si, hablo inglés. Yes, I speak English.”
“You're an American!” The woman said, filled with excitement and amazement. “This is going to make things much simpler. I can speak Spanish, but not well.” She laughed as she explained and then rubbed at her eyes where the saltwater had dribbled down from her hand. I swiped at my face, realizing it was dripping.
“My name’s Evy Braam.” She held out her hand as she tread water.
I shook her hand. Both were cold and wrinkled from swimming in the cool ocean water. “Henry. Nice to meet you; apology accepted. Are you from one of the other boats?” I wondered, looking in all directions.
“I'm staying at a resort close to here, and I'm quite a bit from the swimming area.” Evy answered sheepishly.
Chuckling, I asked, “Just a bit?”
“I assume you're from one of these boats?” Evy asked, clearly impressed.
Suddenly, I realized that with the snorkel, goggles, and swim cap on, Evy couldn’t tell who I was. I was used to everyone knowing who I was everywhere I went. Anonymity was something I hadn’t experienced in a very long time. If I wanted to go out in public and avoid the paparazzi, I wore a hat and sometimes sunglasses, but this was different. Perhaps I should…could try a regular life for a bit, even just briefly.
I gestured vaguely with my left hand towards the west. “That boat brought me here to snorkel. I’m also staying at a resort, but haven’t checked in yet. I did this first.”
“You just got here? Me too! I arrived today and came directly to the beach after I got here.” Evy grinned when she told me this. I realized when she smiled how her face lit up. She seemed so genuine and full of life, not artificial and full of herself like so many of the people I dealt with regularly.
Maybe I should take this chance. It’s been a while since I truly connected with anyone, let alone a woman. Evy was beautiful, and I was enjoying talking to her, even for this short time.
“As much as I’m enjoying this conversation, I’m tired of treading water.” I stated. “Perhaps our paths will cross; Magaluf isn't huge.”
Evy responded, “That would be wonderful! Maybe I’ll see you later!” Then she put on her snorkeling mask and took off toward the swimming area. As she did so, her fins lightly splashed me; the small droplets stung my eyes and flashed in the sunlight.
Placing my snorkel in my mouth, I swam back towards my yacht. I climbed onto it from the back and then glanced behind me, checking to make sure Evy didn’t see me get on it. I accepted the gray towel from my personal assistant, Erik, and dried off. As Erik turned away, I called him back.
“Erik, get me a pair of binoculars, quick,” I instructed.
Surprised, Erik glanced at me and then rushed inside the yacht to grab the binoculars from where they were in a cabinet. He brought them out and handed them over. “Here you go. But what exactly are you looking for?”
Ignoring the other man, I turned towards the beach and peered through the lenses. Spotting a mass of auburn hair exiting the water, I adjusted the clarity so I could make out if it was the woman, Evy, that I’d just been talking to. It was!
I continued observing as she walked to a towel, picked it up to dry herself off, and collected her other items on the beach. She then walked across the sand to a set of stairs that led to a road.
“Damn!” I exclaimed out loud, thinking I was going to lose sight of her.
“What is going on?” asked Erik.
Waving a hand at my assistant to be quiet, I never took my eyes from the binoculars. Evy had reached the top of the stairs, and I wanted to see which way she went. The idea of never seeing her again made my chest tighten. Instead of questioning the feeling, I watched as she didn’t turn but crossed the road, then entered the resort on the other side of the street from the stairs. I couldn’t see the name, but that didn’t matter. I now knew that I had the chance to see her again.
Taking the binoculars down, I held them in my hands and turned to my assistant. “I want you to find out the name of the resort that is across from those stairs,” I pointed toward the beach. “Then book me the best room at that resort for the next week.”
Erik looked at me in shock. “What? Why?”
“Just do it,” I interjected. I walked from the back of the yacht to the bar to grab a glass bottle of cold water. As I twisted off the top and took a gulp of the refreshingly cool liquid, I didn’t glance at Erik, knowing that there would be a questioning look on his face. Even though Erik was three years younger than I was, the man acted like my senior sometimes. Truthfully, more often than not.
“I have been with you for six years. This is a side of you I’ve never seen, Henry,” Erik’s grumbling was an obvious sign of my assistant’s feelings.
Setting the bottle down on the wooden bar, I circled back to Erik. “I’m telling you this in confidence. As my personal assistant and my friend. I just met a woman who didn’t know who I was and talked to me like a normal person. There was also a connection there that I’ve never had with any other woman. I’d just like to explore it like anyone else. You know how difficult and rare that is for me.”
Erik’s eyes widened at this. A smile slowly spread across his face, and the stony look he had before melted away. “I'll begin working on it right away. It may take me a few hours, though.”
“That sounds good because I have another favor. I need to keep my identity a secret. It shouldn’t be too hard since I usually wear those colored contacts for my role as Vigil Warden. If I cut my hair short, it’ll look different from the longer style I normally wear. How do you feel about helping me cut my hair?”
The assistant turned back to look at me with a raised eyebrow. “Okay? You’re going to trust me to cut your hair?”
Nodding, I looked directly into Erik's eyes in gratitude. “Thank you. For all your help. I simply want a chance to be me.”
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I looked in the mirror. The lightweight, flowy, navy blue sundress with a milkmaid neckline and corset back was more than I probably needed for dinner, but I’d felt like dressing up. I loved the way it brushed against my skin. A tingle went up my spine, then down again, as the fabric floated around my legs.
As a mother of two in my late twenties, I didn’t get the chance to dress up often. I rarely wore makeup or heels either. Running around after two young children usually meant I didn’t need to wear them. Today I wore both. My makeup was minimal but classy: blush on my cheeks, ‌shimmery multicolor eyeshadow, and lip stain with a gloss over it. The gloss had a slight pink tint and a strawberry flavor. It had been a splurge when I’d bought it. My other splurge had been a travel-size perfume, which I spritzed on my wrists and at the base of my throat.
I was in Mallorca, Spain, for the next week on vacation! It was like a dream come true. I’d read that this was one of Europe’s prime vacation spots. For me, it had been one of the cheaper places to go when I’d looked at booking a trip. Advertisements described the place as having some of the most beautiful beaches, historical sites to visit, and many local restaurants. Even though I was by myself rather than with someone, which would have been more fun, I’d still enjoy this trip.
Spinning to survey my resort room, I had to pinch myself. The resort and room could be mistaken for one in the US until you looked closer. My room had a balcony that looked out over the family pool, and I’d already seen one woman at it with her top off. That had been an initial shock to my American self, but I’d quickly pushed my prudishness aside. The major difference between this resort and American ones, as far as I could tell, was that air conditioning was only in the guest rooms. The public and dining areas were mostly ‌open to the outside. It had taken me a bit to figure out how to set the air conditioner to the right temperature in Celsius. I laughed, remembering how I’d had to use my phone to look up the conversion.
I took one last look in the mirror, tucked a strand of my shoulder-length auburn hair behind my ear as I’d left it in waves to frame my face tonight, and slipped my feet into a pair of wedge sandals. Swiveling, I grabbed my phone and left the room. The evening humidity immediately struck me, threatening to curl and frizz my hair. I tucked my key card into the wallet that was attached to the back of my phone, thankful I had it to carry that in as I headed to the elevator. It made it so that I didn’t have to carry a purse around the resort. I’d decided to eat in the à la carte restaurant area tonight.
The elevator opened on the main floor, and I followed the signs that pointed the way out of the lobby towards the food court. I took a step outside, listening to the automatic doors swoosh shut behind me. The setting sun momentarily blinded me, so I put my hand up to shield my eyes and then waited for them to acclimate as I took a couple of steps forward past the doors. As I took my hand from my eyes, I thought I heard my name, though I was sure I had to be mistaken.
“Evy, is that you?” A voice spoke near me.
Looking around, I saw a man in his mid-thirties getting up from a chair on the side of the promenade walkway, who must’ve been the one talking. He was a few inches over six feet tall, with a medium build, black hair that was cut short on top with a faded shave on the sides, and green eyes. It took me a second to place the voice.
"Um, Henry?" I inquired.
“Yes! What a coincidence! You’re also staying at this resort?” Henry asked as he moved beside me. The top of my head came to just over his shoulder.
I responded, “That's right. You too, I take it?”
“Of course. It looks like you’re heading to dinner. Please don't let me keep you from whoever you're with.”
I answered, “I'm traveling and eating solo. There is no one waiting for me.”
Henry responded, “Me too. Mind if I join you?”
“Sure! I was going to try the à la carte restaurants here at the resort.”
Henry replied, “I hadn't decided, so that sounds good.”
Henry held out his arm to me, and I took it. Together we walked the length of the promenade to the stairs that led to the next floor down, where the food court was located. 
Flowering plants and greenery lined the way to the stairs, which made the air smell of orchids and rosemary. I’d thought that Henry was handsome when we were out in the water, but seeing him now, I saw he was better looking than I’d originally thought. His bright green eyes were what I liked most. They reminded me of young spring tree buds just before they burst into leaves. And his gaze was direct and unwavering—a sure sign of confidence.
The two of us browsed the options available at the four different stations before deciding on our dinner choices, filling our plates, and then picking out seats. When Henry leaned close to point out options to me, I picked up on his cologne. It reminded me of a combination of the ocean and woods: sea salt and cypress.
At the table, Henry held the chair out for me. Once seated, a waiter came to take our drink orders.
“I’d like to try a locally made wine. What do you have in a white wine, preferably on the sweet side?” I requested. I didn’t drink wine very often, but wanted to try something new tonight.
The waiter replied. “Of course, senorita. I have a wine in mind just for you. For you, senor?” 
Henry responded, “Cerveza, por favor.”
“Cómo lo quieres?” asked the waiter.
Answering in fluent Spanish, Henry answered the waiter. “Frío, por favor. Y gracias.”
The waiter brought me a Spanish Màlaga. It ended up being one of the best wines I’d ever had, with notes of raisin and citrus. I noticed Henry had his beer cold, the American way.
The food also did not disappoint. I’d gone with the sobrasada with honey, a tagliatelle entrée, and tiramisu for dessert. I’d picked my choices by going with things I’d never had before or that I was craving. Meanwhile, Henry had chosen the pancetta penne with a side of bread and skipped dessert. I’d noticed that he seemed familiar with most of the food options.
I leaned forward and asked, “Okay, tell me where the name Henry came from. I have to admit I’ve been curious about it since you first told me about it. It’s pretty old-fashioned, though that’s the style for a baby now.” We were now sipping after-dinner drinks. I had chosen a port, and he had a glass of whiskey.
Laughing, Henry set down his drink and crossed his arms on the table. “My father and I share the same first name but have different middle names, so we’ve always been called by those. His middle name is John, and mine is Henry. I think it started when I was born, but I’ve been called Henry for as long as I can remember.”
I responded, “That’s actually interesting. Few people now share a name with a parent.”
“Now tell me something about yourself that’s just as interesting," he requested.
Tapping my cheek with one finger, I thought for a moment. “How about this? I’m Dutch on my father’s side and mostly Irish on my mom’s. She’s who I got my red hair from. My name means ‘life’ or ‘breathe’ and is Dutch.”
“That is quite an interesting combination. You’ve gotten me intrigued. Tell me more about yourself.” Henry placed his head on one hand, his elbow on the table. He was clearly ready to listen to my life story.
Sitting back in the seat with my port, I cupped the glass while I talked. “I was born and raised in a small town in western Michigan. My mom and aunt, who share a house, live next door to me. Since my mom is semi-retired and her sister is fully retired, they are watching my two children from a previous marriage. My best friend is also helping while I’m gone. I’m so lucky to have such support and help. My dad passed away when I was a teenager, so it was just my mom and me for quite a while.”
“And what do you do for a living?” Henry inquired.
“I’m a certified teacher. I teach preschoolers at a daycare,” I answered.
Henry whistled. “You have way more patience than I would.”
A smile crossed my face. “I love my job. In fact, I actually already miss my children and the kids at the daycare.” I paused and looked at him. “Now it’s your turn.”
Situating himself in his chair, Henry paused before talking, “I live in New York City, and I’m an actor. Though I grew up in North Dakota, where my parents and brother still live.”
“An actor? How did you become interested in acting?” I asked.
Henry blushed a little at that, “That was a middle school mistake. I stumbled upon drama by putting it down as an elective to fill a spot on the class sheet. It had not been a course I had meant to take, but ended up with it and fell in love with it. That teacher became one of my favorites and a mentor. From the second semester of seventh grade on, I took drama or was involved in any form of theater that I could.”
“How did your parents take the news that you loved acting? Some parents wouldn’t find that worthwhile.”
“I was fortunate that my parents supported my love of acting. Later, I moved to New York City to attend acting school and pursue my dream of being an actor. Obviously, that’s where I stayed after I graduated.”
We talked about our likes and dislikes, and I was stunned at how much we had in common. It turned out that we both enjoyed musicals and reading, and preferred to spend nights in over going to clubs or bars.
The night wore on as we revealed more details and learned about each other. It became so late that the waiter came to tell us that the food court was closed, but we could move to any of the bars. Amazed, we exchanged glances, not having marked the time nor the temperature difference as the evening had progressed. We reluctantly said goodnight instead of going to a bar.
As I entered my room, I thought about how much I had revealed to this virtual stranger. Henry had offered to walk me back to my room because of the late hour, and I’d accepted. I tossed a glance back out the door, then swung my head back around when I saw Henry had stopped at the stairway to look back at me. This connection I felt with him, I’d never come close to feeling with my ex-husband. And it scared me.






  
  Chapter 2

Henry


The next morning, the buzz of the phone woke me up. It was a text notification from Erik. He wanted to know if the room was to my satisfaction, since the resort wasn’t my ‘usual’ and if I wanted to come back to the yacht. I swiped to mute the notification and flipped over, grinning from ear to ear as I remembered the evening before. I couldn’t recall when I’d spent time in such a relaxing way, just talking with someone. No pretense, no preening, and not having to worry about ratings. 
I loved the sparkle in her blue eyes when she talked about the people in her life, and swore I could lose myself in their depths. When I’d left, I’d wondered, Would Evy want to see me again tomorrow? Had she enjoyed our time together as much as I had? How could I finagle that? Evy was down to earth and exactly what I expected. She was the woman I’d always hoped to find. Now, all I had to do was figure out how to keep her.
How could she fit into my world?
Of course, first I had to tell her who I really am. The smile fell away from my face with this thought. I wasn’t sure that I was ready to do that yet. She thought I was just a normal guy, not a world-famous movie star.
Hopping out of bed, I prepared to start the day and hoped I could spend more time with Evy. I wanted to believe that she would feel the same after our evening. I also wondered if she’d wear the perfume she’d on last night again. It smelled of black pepper, lavender, and patchouli. I’d never thought that I would like that combination, but on Evy it was intoxicating. 
Sprinting through my shower, I got dressed as quickly as I could. Putting on a pair of cargo shorts, a graphic t-shirt, and sandals, I grabbed a hat and was ready to leave the room before remembering a pair of sunglasses. Glimpsing my reflection in the mirror, I was amazed at how one little thing had changed my appearance so much. The haircut had changed my profile so that even I didn’t quite recognize myself.
I walked through the courtyard to the pathway that separated the building where my room was from the main one. Old cobblestones made up the pathway, and some of them were uneven. As I neared the family pool outside the building where Evy’s room was, I wondered if she was awake yet. The sun was just up in the sky, warming the new day and bringing in the humidity. I knew which room was Evy’s, as I’d walked her back last night with it having been so late.
As I walked into the family pool area, I glanced towards where I knew her room was, and saw her on her balcony, already dressed in white shorts and an abstract-patterned tank top. A ponytail held her hair up. Our eyes locked. She smiled at me, and I smiled back.
I called out to her, waving, “Have you eaten?”
Evy shook her head. “I'll meet you downstairs in the lobby.”
Giving her a thumbs-up, I headed into the building. Inside, I walked up to the lobby desk and asked where the closest local bakery was. I’d just finished getting the directions as Evy stepped out of the elevator. I walked up to meet her and, without thinking, leaned down to peck her on the cheek. Evy gasped and put a hand to the place on her face where my lips had been.
I stepped back, shocked at what I’d done, and apologized. "Evy, I'm sorry. I don't know what came over me."
I watched a blush spread across her cheeks as she hesitated and then stammered. “No, it's all right. I was just surprised.”
“I have directions to a local bakery; perhaps we could go there,” I said quickly to deflect, and glanced away to the door. “We can walk to it.”
Lifting a hand, she touched my face, gazed at me, and then stated, “That sounds lovely.”
Bringing her hand down, Evy reached out and took my hand in hers timidly. I responded by beaming at her and gripping her hand. Evy smiled back at me as we walked out of the resort. The walk to the bakery took about ten minutes, and we spent it quietly, enjoying the time together.
Around us, Malaga was busy with people walking at their own pace, cars driving by, and birds flying overhead. We had to let go of each other’s hands when we neared a bus stop full of people waiting for the TIB line. The public transportation system seemed to be a popular way to get around on the island of Mallorca. Once past, I reached for Evy’s hand so I could clasp it again. The feel of her hand in mine was calming.
The way the sunlight hit Evy’s auburn hair entranced me, changing it from a bronzed red to a deep mahogany. I wanted to run my hands through it. I could only imagine how soft it felt.
Arriving at the bakery, we took seats, ordered coffee and a couple of different ensaïmada, the spiral cakes that are local to Mallorca, which we shared. The cakes were buttery and melted in our mouths. Evy laughed when I reached across the table to brush crumbs and apricot from her cheek with a napkin.
 As we drank our coffee, I reached across the table and held Evy’s hand. Staring into her eyes, I figured I needed to confess and apologize. “Kissing you this morning felt like the most natural thing to do. I can't put it any other way; I know we just met yesterday, but it seems like I've known you forever. I want to see where this goes. What are your plans for today? Can we spend the rest of the day together?” I begged, placing my hand on her cheek.
Evy leaned slightly into my hand. “I would like that. If I were to describe fate, I would say that’s what this is. So, we should see it through. Last night we talked about what sights we would want to see. Should we do that?”
We finished the rest of the pastries and coffee as we planned out the day of sightseeing together. I pulled up a website with the main sights of the island that offered a tour. I kept one of her hands in mine, trying to swipe my phone with just one hand. There was a need in me not to lose connection with Evy.
“We can take this tour that has stops and audio to listen to. Each stop is optional, and it comes with tickets to get into two of the sights, specifically the castle and cathedral.” I read the description out loud to Evy.
“That sounds perfect! I definitely want to visit ‌both. The other area I want to go to is Old Town. Where did you want to visit?”
I looked at the list of stops on the phone again before answering. “I also wanted to see the castle and the cathedral. Old Town sounds interesting. I haven’t really done much looking into that. The palace near the cathedral also requires a separate ticket. I see the bus goes near a museum and an art gallery. Those would definitely be neat to go to if we have time.”
“Sounds like we kind of know what we want to do. Let’s just wing the rest.” Evy grinned and grabbed her purse from beside her as she stood up. She laughed when I refused to let go of her hand.
We headed back to the resort to gather what we wanted to take into town. After catching a taxi into Palma de Mallorca, we played tourist.
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My favorite places to visit were the castle and Old Town. Walking around a fourteenth-century castle had been a dream, but a rare round one was cooler than the typical castle.
Standing atop Castell de Bellver, I said to Henry, "Look at the carvings made by former prisoners." I traced one with my finger. It showed the date 1909. A shiver ran up my spine, and goosebumps appeared on my arms.
Henry ran his hand up and down one of my arms to chase away the bumps. “Makes you wonder what the person was doing up here on ‌top of the castle when it was a prison. Though the view up here is beautiful.”
I turned to him to agree but discovered that he wasn't looking at the harbor on one side or the mountain on the other; he was watching me. I felt heat spreading up my chest to my neck and cheeks. Hurrying, I turned around and headed back down the stairs. I wasn’t sure how to respond to his comment.
Our next stop was Old Town. Unique wooden doors filled the cobbled streets. I couldn’t stop from taking photos of them. Wandering where others had been for hundreds of years and wondering what stories had unraveled there had been the focus of Henry's and my conversation while we walked.
“What is this?” I asked wonderingly at a building that sat in the fork of two streets. It was round with window-like openings that were covered with grating. I read the small sign on one side. “Font del Sepulcre. What does that mean?” I asked Henry.
Henry explained. “It means Fountain of the Tomb. Let me see what I can find about this place. I'll look it up,” he said, waving his phone and then diving into his research.
“Wow, this is so interesting! They constructed the fountain in the 13th century over a cistern dating back to the 10th century. Behind the fountain is the rest of a church that was built over a mosque. The Christians wanted to change the entire area to Christian once they took it over from the Arabs.” The excitement on Henry’s face and in his voice was exactly how I felt. I continued to be amazed at how similar we were.
 We resumed walking through Old Town hand in hand, soon arriving at the Carrer del Palau Relel, a major street with lots of restaurants and shops. We stopped and sat by one of the many fountains. This one was a column split at the base with four turtles that I absolutely adored. But then I tried to take a photo of it and almost fell in while doing so. I hadn’t paid attention and walked too close to the edge, rather than using the camera zoom.
 As I yelped, Henry called out. “Evy, watch out!” 
I felt him grab me by the waist and quickly draw me back, which made me catch my breath both from the unexpectedness of it and the shock of being held against his body. I also dropped my phone, but was later glad I had put it on a wrist strap so it didn’t fall to the ground. Henry was slow to release me, and I felt his hands slide away instead of just letting go.
“Thank you,” I breathed as I brushed my hair away from my face, patting my clothes back into place, and then taking a step away. As I did, my stomach growled, and I made a face as Henry laughed at me.
“Let’s find a place to eat so your stomach stops talking.” 
I hit him on the arm, which caused him to laugh at me again.
We walked further down the street and ate at an outdoor cafe near the cathedral and the palace. Pub fare in Spain turned out to be very similar to the food served in the US.
The lack of tax and tips in Europe kept me surprised. It was so ingrained in Americans that I kept trying to include it when I paid, including the bill at the cafe.
“Let’s see. The total is 23.45 euros.” I read from the bill.
Henry handed me some money for his portion. I added my money to his and then set another bill to the side that he didn’t notice. When the server came over, she took the money, thanked us, and left. I got up to leave, and Henry picked up the other bill to hand back to me.
I frowned at Henry. “That is the server’s tip! Leave it on the table.”
Henry chuckled at me. “The server won’t take your money, or she will give it back to you. They don’t take tips here.”
“Ugh. I keep forgetting!” I admitted.
At the cathedral, we discovered we’d missed the time to tour it. There were apparently limited opening hours. Our tickets were valid for any day, though, so we could come back ‌another day. Instead, we walked along the outside, admiring the architecture and the promenade that overlooked the Parc de la Mar, which had a beautiful fountain in the middle.
“Can you imagine what this looks like at night?” I pondered as I leaned against the wall, looking out over the water next to the Catedral-Basílica de Santa María de Mallorca.
I glanced at Henry to find him watching me again. He had been doing this a lot during our day out.
“I imagine it looks absolutely stunning,” Henry replied. I blushed, realizing he wasn’t talking about the surrounding scenery.
The palace that Henry had mentioned was right across from the cathedral, so we bought tickets and toured that instead. The Royal Palace of La Almudaina, like many other historical sites, had been Arabic before its transition in the 12th century.‌
 As we walked through it, I was in awe of the palace. “I can’t believe the artistry of the building, the rugs, just everything. I could stay forever in the gardens alone.”
 Equally wonder-struck, Henry was filling his phone with photos. Later, I’d discover that he was not just capturing the sights of the palace, but also me and my reaction to everything we saw.

      [image: ]Henry

It endeared Evy to me even more to have seen her in such real-life situations. Whenever I’d been in Mallorca before, I’d kept to myself on the yacht. It had been too much work to hide my identity just to go into town and risk being seen.
I was actually a very laid-back person, and when I’d become a world-renowned celebrity, I hadn’t realized how much of my privacy I’d give up. However, I enjoyed spending time with Evy, and I believed the risk of recognition was worth it.
We arrived back at the resort late, so had dinner at a nearby restaurant inside another resort. It opened ‌onto the bay, and the breeze that blew in kept the humidity down and the temperature comfortable.
“I have to admit that I’ve fallen in love with Mallorca. It’s so peaceful here. In a way, it reminds me of the feeling when I sit by a lake in Michigan,” Evy confessed.
I peered at her over the hand I held up, since the sun was setting over the Mediterranean Sea and shining in my face. “Really? I’ve never been to Michigan. Tell me what that’s like. I’ve been to the Atlantic Ocean and the Pacific Ocean, but not a Great Lake. We didn’t have any lakes near us growing up in North Dakota, only rivers.”
“I usually go to the lake near town, not Lake Michigan. That’s just over an hour away. Big Pine Island Lake has a boat ramp, and I like to go sit at it just to stare out over the water. I’ve taken my children to Lake Michigan once. They’re still too young to swim there a lot yet. A great lake is a lot like an ocean or sea. It has current and large waves. They put out flags to show what the level is for swimming, just like they do here,” Evy answered him.
“We also have a major river that runs through town, the Flat River, and I’ll go sit by that too. It’s just as peaceful. There is a specific
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