
Table of Contents

Whispers of the Heart: Love Shows Up When You Least Expect It: In Second Chances, in Chance Encounters, and Quiet Whispers of the Heart (Finding Love, #3)

Second Chance Cafe

Love on the Airwaves

Borrowed Book, Stolen Heart

Snowed in at Sunset Lodge

Mailbox 14

Love Under Construction

The Last Dance

Keys to the Heart

The Proposal Pact

Love at First Flight

The Garden Gate

A Kiss for Keeps

The Wrong Number

Homecoming Heartbeat

Love on the Menu


Whispers of the Heart

& More Romantic Short Stories

Love shows up when you least expect it—

In second chances, in chance encounters, 

and in the quiet whispers of the heart.

Finding Love Series

Book3

Susie Clifft Smith

Whispers of the Heart:

And More Romantic Short Stories

Copyright © 2025 Susan Smith

All rights reserved. No reproduction, distribution, or transmission of this manuscript is permitted in any form without prior permission from the author, including but not limited to photocopying, electronic, or mechanical methods. Exceptions to the copyright law would be any brief quotations used in critical reviews or for other noncommercial uses.

For permission requests, contact the author:

SusieClifftSmith@gmail.com

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, events, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events is purely coincidental.

Cover design by SCS Books, LLC

​DEDICATION

For every dreamer who still believes in serendipity,

for every heart that dares to hope again,

and for every reader who finds a piece of their own love 

story in these pages—this collection is for you.

With Heartfelt Thanks,

Susie Clifft Smith

DEAR READER

Love has a funny way of surprising us. Sometimes it arrives quietly, like a note slipped into a mailbox. Sometimes it bursts in with laughter, a clash of personalities, or even a rivalry that softens into something sweet. This collection grew out of the belief that romance isn’t only found in grand gestures, but in the everyday moments—shared coffee, second chances, wrong numbers, and simple kindness that lingers long after the moment has passed.

Each story in Whispers of the Heart is a small window into that magic: how love can bloom in unexpected places, between unlikely people, and often when it’s least expected. My hope is that as you read, you’ll smile, maybe sigh a little, and be reminded that new beginnings are always possible.

Thank you for picking up this book and allowing me to share these tender, hopeful stories with you. May they bring warmth to your heart and perhaps a gentle whisper of your own.

With love and gratitude,

Susie Clifft Smith
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Second Chance Cafe
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The jingling bell above the door chimed softly as Emily pushed it open, her arms full of paint swatches and a clipboard with a single sheet of paper with a punch list: adjust the cabinet doors in kitchen, install new fixtures and hardware, repair cracked drywall, test appliances, lights, and faucets.

The café smelled faintly of cinnamon and fresh-ground coffee beans, though it had sat empty for years. She paused in the doorway, taking in the scuffed wooden floors, the wide front windows, and the corner booth where she once spent countless afternoons with a boy she used to know.

Her heart fluttered with equal parts nerves and excitement. This café had been her dream purchase, her chance to start over after too many years of corporate gray cubicles and long commutes. She had plans for chalkboard menus, shelves lined with books, and warm lighting that would make the place feel like home.

She didn’t expect the past to walk through the front door.

“Em?”

The sound of his voice froze her in place. Slowly, she turned.

Jake Carter stood there, a little older, a little broader in the shoulders, his dark hair ruffled by the spring wind. His hazel eyes wide with pleasure and recognition. They softened into something she couldn’t quite read.

“Jake.” Her voice came out softer than she intended.

He glanced around, a nostalgic smile tugging at his lips. “I heard someone bought the old café. Never imagined it would be you.”

Emily straightened, shifting the clipboard against her chest like a shield. “I guess surprises still happen. I’m renovating. Hoping to reopen by summer.”

Jake stepped further inside, the door closing behind him. “This place hasn’t changed much. Even smells the same.” He looked toward the corner booth. “We used to sit there for hours, remember? You and your hot chocolate, me trying to make you laugh so you’d snort marshmallows out your nose.”

Emily chuckled despite herself. “How could I forget?”

For a moment, silence stretched between them, filled only by memories neither dared to speak aloud.
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Over the next week, Jake showed up more than once. At first, Emily told herself it was coincidence—he just happened to be walking by, just happened to know a little something about fixing old windows, just happened to offer help. But as they painted walls, replaced lightbulbs, and cleaned years of dust off counters, she realized it wasn’t coincidence at all.

One afternoon, while balancing on a stepstool, Emily frowned at a stubborn light fixture. “Whoever installed this had no idea what they were doing.”

“Good thing you’ve got me,” Jake said, steadying the ladder with one hand. “Remember shop class? I was the one who built a lopsided birdhouse and still got an A.”

Emily rolled her eyes, but her smile betrayed her. “You mean the birdhouse that fell apart the moment a sparrow landed on it?”

“Details.” His grin was disarming, as always.

She climbed down, brushing paint flecks from her jeans. “Why are you really here, Jake? Because I don’t need charity.”

His expression sobered. “I’m here because I want to be. And because I regret letting this place—and us—slip away.”

Emily’s chest tightened. She’d built walls around her heart ever since the breakup, telling herself they’d grown too different, wanted too many different things. Yet standing there in the dusty glow of the café, she couldn’t deny the pull between them remained.
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The turning point came when Emily discovered a folded piece of paper tucked inside the old recipe book left behind by the café’s original owner. It was a note, written in Jake’s messy scrawl from years ago: “Someday, I’m going to marry you right here in this café.”

Her breath caught as Jake stopped the table saw and glanced over at Em. He wiped sawdust from his hands. She held up the note silently.

He froze. “What is that?”

“Your note. It was tucked inside this cookbook,” she whispered. “All this time.”

Jake stepped closer, eyes earnest as they scanned the note. “I meant every word back then. I was just too young, too stubborn to follow through.”

Emily swallowed hard, the paper trembling in her hand. “And now?”

“Now?” He smiled softly, taking her hand. “I’d settle for a fresh start. Maybe just...coffee together. See where it leads.”
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On opening day, the little café buzzed with chatter, the aroma of fresh coffee drifting out into the street. Emily stood behind the counter, beaming as neighbors filled the tables. In the corner booth, Jake waved her over, two steaming mugs waiting.

She hesitated, then slipped into the seat beside him.

“To second chances,” he said, raising his cup.

Emily’s smile warmed. “To second chances.”

Their cups clinked, and as laughter and conversation filled the café, Emily realized the future she’d dreamed of might hold more than just good coffee—it might hold love reborn, stronger the second time around.
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​​​​Love on the Airwaves
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The Morning Brew Show was supposed to be simple: upbeat music, local news, and the occasional birthday shout-out. But this Tuesday morning, DJ Claire Monroe made the kind of mistake small towns never forget.

She shuffled through the stack of announcements while a jazzy tune faded in the background. “And now,” she said brightly into the mic, “a special message we found in the station inbox...”

Her eyes skimmed the page, but her brain lagged a step behind her mouth.

To C,

I see you every morning and still can’t find the courage to speak. Your laugh fills the air like sunshine. One day, maybe I’ll tell you in person. Until then, I’ll just say—I think you’re extraordinary.

Claire froze mid-sentence. The red “ON AIR” light blinked mockingly.

“Oh,” she stammered, cheeks flaming. “That wasn’t...um...that was...” She cut herself off and fumbled for a song, pressing play on a country ballad before she melted straight into the soundboard.

When the track ended, the phone lines lit up like Christmas.

––––––––
[image: ]


By noon, the diner down the street was buzzing with chatter.

“Did you hear the letter?” Mrs. Hastings asked her bridge club.

“Of course,” replied the postman. “Who do you think it was for?”

Claire tried to make herself invisible at the lunch table, hiding her face behind her coffee cup, hoping not to draw attention. But in a town this small, little went unnoticed. By the time she returned to the station, a sticky note covered her desk: Mystery Man, call me! signed by three different ladies in town.

She groaned.
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That evening, as she shut down the studio, the door creaked open.

“Forget something?” she asked, not looking up thinking her co-worker had stepped back inside the station.

“Yeah. My letter.”

Claire’s head snapped up. Standing in the doorway was Daniel Reid—the town’s high school history teacher, with a kind smile and perpetually ink-stained fingers.

“You?” she blurted, stunned.

He rubbed the back of his neck, sheepish. “It was supposed to stay between me and...well, me. I never thought you’d accidentally read it on the air.”

Her heart thumped. “You wrote that...about me?”

Daniel nodded, eyes earnest. “I figured you’d never notice otherwise. You’ve got this whole world listening to you every morning. Why would you look twice at me?”

Claire laughed, a sound caught between relief and disbelief. “Daniel, I’ve been noticing you for years. I just didn’t think you—”

“—would ever notice you back?” he finished gently.
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The awkwardness melted into laughter.

The next morning, Claire slipped an intentional note into her script. After the weather report, she leaned into the mic.

“And to one very patient history teacher out there...yes, I’d love to grab coffee.”

The phone lines lit up again, but this time, she didn’t care. Somewhere in town, Daniel was smiling.

That evening, when she showed up at the café, Daniel was already seated with two cups sitting in front of him on the table. He slid one across the table to her, grinning. “So, Miss DJ, what’s today’s dedication?”

Claire raised her cup in a toast. “To love on the airwaves—and off.”

They clinked cups, laughter rising above the hum of conversation. For once, Claire didn’t mind being the center of small-town gossip. After all, some stories were meant to be heard.
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