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  Prologue


Kevin Armstrong drove into downtown Hope Lake feeling a settling come into his bones. The first snow still lay in patches on the valley floor, existing in shady spots under trees near the lake and in clumps from where the plow had removed it from the road. Mountains in the distance gleamed white and sparkling as if ice giants looked out over the town. 
He had missed this place.
Glancing at the glove compartment where he had locked his gun and badge, he sighed. Only a year into the FBI and he already had to take a paid leave of absence. The latest kidnapping case had hit too close to home, and he poured himself into it so much he stepped over too many lines.
He had saved the girl, though. Didn't that count for something?
The cost didn't matter to him. That girl was now home with her family, playing with toy horses in her pink, frilly room rather than chained to a heater vent in a bathroom.
His hands clenched the steering wheel until the ache in his forearms had him releasing his grip. The locals walking along the street stopped to peer into his windows and then waved with recognition. 
A small chuckle escaped him. The entire town would know he was back by dinnertime.
He had thought about going home to his parents' ranch, but when he called Derrick to let him know what was going on, his old boss had urged him to come back to Hope Lake. Besides, he didn't really want to tell his dad that he was on paid leave…pending an investigation.
He pulled up in front of the Sheriff's Office, and a pang of longing filled him. Why had he thought being a big, bad FBI agent would be better than this?
As he parked, a familiar car pulled past him, and he swore he had seen that same car multiple times on his drive to Hope Lake. He shook his head. His time in the FBI had made him paranoid.
“Armstrong!” Derrick greeted him from the entrance of the station.
Kevin released the crazy thoughts in his head and smiled at his old boss, a man he had come to see as a friend. “Hey, boss,” he said, meeting him at the steps and giving him a slapping man-hug. “Looks like fatherhood is treating you well.”
“It's the best, but my wife is amazing and gets up with the baby to let me sleep.”
“Well, you won out with Chasity.”
“I agree.” Derrick laughed. “Come inside. Everyone will be excited to see you.”
Kevin greeted Bertie and Tony, having a few minutes of small talk before Derrick invited him into his office. “You haven't told them?”
“Of course not. That's your business, man. You tell the people you want or don't tell anyone.”
Kevin sat in the chair on the other side of the desk, placing his cowboy hat on his knee. “So, uh, no other excitement after I came to pick up those perps who caught Jordan's gal?”
“Back to the same old boring Hope Lake: only mountain lion calls and complaints about out-of-towners.”
“Ah, the good ol' life.” Kevin chuckled.
“How're you holding up?” Derrick asked quietly.
Kevin shrugged. “It's tough on the ego, you know, but what I did saved that girl. I wouldn't change it.”
“Sounds like the right call to me.” Derrick pushed back in his chair and studied him for a moment. “If you ever decide that the big city life of the FBI wasn't what you thought it would be, you'll always have a place on my force. Even if I have to make a position.”
Kevin smiled with embarrassed appreciation. “Thanks, boss.”
“Call me Derrick, please.”
“Whatever you say, boss.” 
Derrick shook his head. “How're your parents and the ranch?”
“They're good.” His leg shook, bouncing his hat. “I haven't told them.”
“Why worry them until you know what the decision will be?” Derrick shrugged.
“I hadn't thought of it that way.” 
“Hang out here. Tyler and Megan's house on the lake is open right now, and they said they'd be happy to have you stay there. Free of charge.”
“Oh, I can pay.”
“It's their way of saying thank you,” he said. “And tonight you're coming to Jordan's renewal of vows celebration.” 
Kevin rose as Derrick stood up. “I am?”
“Yep. There's an open invite to all locals of Hope Lake. Our town really stuck together to save Caitlin, and Jordan wants to honor them.”
“That's very hospitable of him.”
“It will be fun, plus Mrs. Manning's niece will be there.” Derrick elbowed him. “She came in last month, and it looks like she might be here for a while.”
“Oh, uh, that's nice.” Kevin pulled at his collar, doing his best to let the heat that traveled up his neck escape. 
He pictured the sweet face of the woman he had met several times while dealing with her nosy but well-meaning aunt. Angelica.
A funny quivering feeling started within him as he thought of seeing her again…and at a wedding of sorts on top of it. 
“Hey, everything happens for a reason, man.” Derrick slapped his back as they walked out onto Main Street. “You remember where Megan's house is, right? It's where Chasity was staying, you know, when all that stuff went down.”
“How could I forget?”
Derrick handed him a set of keys. “Make yourself at home. Get all gussied up, and be at Jordan's by four.”
“Really? Are they sure? I was planning on getting a room.” He waved toward the hotel across the street.
“Just be there at four. You can thank them yourself then. The whole town will be there.”
Kevin held onto the cool keys, stunned at the hospitality of the small town he had fled…and for what? To save that girl. He squeezed the keys, letting them dig into his palm, then glanced back at Derrick once more. “I'll be there.”
“Good. You won't regret it.” Derrick waved and stepped back into the warmth of the office.
Kevin sat in his car, staring at the keys to the little house on the lake that had started it all. Maybe it wouldn't be so bad to come back to this town.
It took him less than two minutes to pull into the driveway where Chasity, Derrick's wife, had stayed until they married. Then he thought about the perps they picked up here, both the one after Chasity and the one after Megan. A shiver went through him, wondering if this place had bad karma.
He stepped out of the car and waved a greeting to Mrs. Fields who peered at him from her porch swing.
“Is that you, Officer Armstrong? Well, welcome back to town.”
“Thanks, ma'am. Looks like I'll be your neighbor for a bit.”
“Then I imagine I won't have to call Sheriff Davis to come tell you to be quiet, will I?”
“No, ma'am. You'll hardly know I'm here.” He tipped his cowboy hat to her, then went inside, liking the way the sun came through the slider at the end of the house and lit it with a warm welcome.
A little card on the table drew his attention. It held a brief welcome and thank you from Tyler and Megan.
He set down his duffel and relaxed into the recliner, letting his gaze fall on the sun-sparkled lake and glistening mountains. Life could get a lot worse than this.






  
  ONE


Space between past and present does not exist during flashbacks. They come when they want and rip you from the reality in front of you, leaving you breathless in fear once again. 
Fear whipped around Angelica Payne as tight as the restraints on her wrists, pulling tighter every time she struggled. The musty air in the dark basement choked her almost as much as the dirty rag stuffed in her mouth.
The monster had taken her best friend into the side room yesterday, and during the night, her screams turned to exhausted moans of torment, but now there was nothing. Angelica gulped, knowing what the silence meant.
Tears stung her eyes, blurring the already darkened vision. Her best friend was gone, and she was next.
Panic wasn't a strong enough word to describe the crazy sensations filling her mind and body, numbing her against the pain in her hands and wrists as she pulled and squeezed, trying to release her binds.
Escape.
That was the only word that existed. She couldn't think of anything else, couldn't let herself think of Brittany…or the monster coming back at any moment. She could only focus on the one thing…escape.
“Angelica,” Aunt Martha pleaded, sounding far away, pulling Angelica out from the snares of the flashback.
The strangest things set them off. A sound, a voice, a sensation against her skin. What was it this time?
She sneezed. That's it, the musty air in her aunt's attic. The dusty room came back to her, so much different from the horror of that monster's basement. 
“Angelica?” Aunt Martha called again, stuck in the bedroom below, needing a walker to get around. The independent woman didn't like not knowing how Angelica's hunt for her fancy dress was going.
“I'm okay, Aunty,” she said, sneezing again. “I think I got it.” She tugged on the dress bag until she could reach the zipper. Peeking inside, she saw the snippet of beige lace and breathed out in relief. Soon she'd be breathing clean air again.
She pulled the bag back to the ladder that she had climbed to get into the attic. Hefting the dress bag over her shoulder, she eased down the rungs, feeling tendrils of anxiety and shoving them away before another flashback could grasp her.
“Oh, there you are,” Aunt Martha said, breathless and standing next to the ladder. “I was worried you had another one of those flashback things up there.”
“I'm okay, Aunty.” Angelica pushed forth what she hoped looked like a reassuring smile, holding the dress bag in front of her so her aunt couldn't detect the falsity of her expression. “Look what I found.”
“Oh, good. I hoped I had kept it.” Aunt Martha grasped the dress bag, unzipping it with a sigh of delight. “It's been a while since someone invited me to a wedding.”
“It's not really a wedding, Aunty,” Angelica said, brushing back her bright blonde hair and slapping the dust off her clothes. 
“Close enough. I know, a restatement of vows and all that, but everyone knows Caitlin broke things off four years ago, even if they don't say it.” She laid the dress on the bed. “Either way, I'm glad she's back, and that she and their cute little girl are safe.”
“Yes, we're all glad she's safe,” Angelica said as a shiver went through her. “Thank goodness you were there to help.”
Aunt Martha waved it away. “I only did what anyone else would have if given the chance. The entire town pulled together; that's what did it.” She turned to Angelica and rested a knobby hand on her face. “That's why you need to be here, my darling. Nothing like what happened to you would happen here.”
Angelica blinked back the tears. “Well, I'll need a shower after going into that attic. We have an hour, right?”
“Yes, but you know how I like to be early.” Aunt Martha's hands caressed the dress again. “I can manage getting into this myself. You go on and get your shower.”
“Thank you,” Angelica said, stepping into the hallway as the phone rang.
“I'll get that. Enjoy your shower.” Aunt Martha used the walker as she shuffled as quickly as she could manage to the phone, muttering, “I wonder who this is. Maybe someone's come into town.”
Angelica smiled to herself as she left her aunt to the business of town gossip. Aunt Martha had always been her favorite aunt. Her family complained about her constant need to gossip and collect information, but with everything that Aunty knew, it sure made her a wonderful storyteller, and Angelica loved stories.
While showering, she scrutinized the rings of healing scars around her wrists, grateful that the weather was cool enough to wear long sleeves to Jordan and Caitlin's restatement of vows. 
She hadn't gone to school with them, but she visited often enough in the summer since she was a kid that she knew who they were, even if her aunt hadn't told her stories about them. They belonged together, as Aunt Martha believed. Anyone could have seen that ever since they were in high school. She sighed as she thought of Jordan's faithfulness that had held out, ready to welcome Caitlin back when she finally came to her senses.
Their little girl was the surprise, but who knew what went on behind the closed doors of their neighbors? She didn't have a right to judge.
Once she dried off, she wrapped a towel around herself and went back to the room her aunty had turned into a bedroom just for her. She sat on the soft bed adorned with a flowery quilt that Aunt Martha had made, running her hand along the hand-worked pieces.
When Aunt Martha had called to say she needed help after her hip replacement, Angelica took it as a sign and readily jumped at the escape from the city and all the memories that filled her. Her fear had increased to where leaving the house had become a massive, anxiety-producing ordeal. 
From their exasperated sighs, she knew her parents had grown tired of her inability to continue on with a normal life. Though they tried, they didn't know how to help her, and they agreed that spending some time in Hope Lake to heal would be a good thing.
So she came, happily. Though the flashbacks still plagued her, Hope Lake gave her a sense of safety. One she greatly needed.
Angelica slipped into a flowy, long-sleeved blouse and an ankle-length skirt. After braiding the sides of her long hair, she tied them together behind her head and held up a hand mirror to see how it looked from the back.
She shrugged, then turned to poke at the puffs under her tired eyes. The dreams were the worst and kept her from wanting to sleep. Some color had come back into her cheeks since coming to Aunt Martha's, but she still looked pretty pale.
A touch of makeup could fool most people, and no one at this party knew her well. She kind of felt silly for going. If it wasn't for her aunt needing help, she would have stayed behind. Her hands shook as she reached for the doorknob, wishing that she had a choice.
This would be her first social event since…since… She blew out a breath and straightened her shoulders. This afternoon and evening was about her aunt, not her. If she focused on Aunt Martha's needs, she could get through this.
“Great timing, my darling. Oh, look at you. Very elegant.” Aunt Martha primped Angelica's clothing here and there. “I think that will do fine.”
“Ready?” Angelica asked. “Should I bring your pills in case you want to stay late?” 
Aunt Martha waved her comment away. “The late hours are for the youngsters like you. It will be a good excuse to leave when the time comes.”
Angelica smiled at the foresight of her aunty as she helped her out of the house and down the porch steps. A neighbor slowed down to wave as they reached their car, and Aunt Martha waved back.
“That's the Smiths. They'll be late if they are just getting home.” She grunted as she bent to get into her seat. “Well, the doctor said twelve weeks, and I think I'm doing pretty well for six.”
“You kidding?” Angelica said as she folded the walker and put it in the backseat. “I don't think anything could stop you.”
“Well, one day that something will come, but I still have several good years left. I'll simply have to get a few parts changed out so my body can keep up with me.” She laughed, ending with a sigh as Angelica eased into the driver's seat. “I sure am grateful to have you here, Angie. You're a God-send.”
“Sometimes, I feel like you're the one helping me heal,” she said, giving a soft smile. 
“Well, that's the way it should be, dear. Now come on. There's a surprise waiting for you at the party tonight.”
Angelica's stomach flip-flopped so strongly she almost slammed on the brake instead of easing on the gas as they pulled out onto the road. “Wh-what do you mean?”
“Oh, only an old friend of yours has come back to town.” She tried to shrug it off, but that twinkle in her eyes when she was up to her matchmaking sparkled like it was the Fourth of July.
Angelica's heart raced as she focused on driving. She knew exactly who her aunt was talking about. It wasn't too long ago that she would have reveled in a visit with the handsome deputy that Aunt Martha kept throwing at her. Now…now things were different. She was different.
It had been at least a year since she had seen Kevin. Long enough that she should have been able to get him out of her mind. Yet, his image came instantly into her memory, those flashing hazel eyes, his gentle touch from hands so large they didn't seem like they could be gentle, and his smell…spicy and earthy, just like a cowboy should smell.
She sighed without thinking, noticing Aunt Martha's pleased expression. “Turn right up here, dear. There you go. That long driveway right here.”
Angelica's heart hammered, and she gripped the steering wheel tightly as she wove up the long, winding driveway to the front of Jordan's large estate. 
They were one of the first ones here, but she didn't have to guess where to park. She stopped the car behind the one in front of her, leaving enough room to pull out if they needed an early escape. Some lessons are ones you can't forget.
Always leave an escape route. Always.
A shiver coursed through her, but she shook it off and focused on her aunt.
“You'll do fine,” Aunt Martha said, patting her arm before Angelica left the car to retrieve the walker. “I really wish I could leave that behind.” She scrunched up her face as Angelica set up the walker in front of her.
“You heard the doctor. Not yet. At least another few weeks. When we go to your appointment, he'll reassess.”
“Reassess…” she muttered, using the walker to help her stand. “I think I know my own body.”
“You're too stubborn to admit it if your body wasn't ready, Aunty. Listen to the doctor so you can heal right the first time.”
“Always the voice of reason.” She rolled her eyes but gave Angelica a smile. “Come on. I want to get a good seat, so I can see all the action, being as I'll be stuck in one place most of the night.”
The remnants of their first snow sat in drifts under the trees and in shady areas, but the late afternoon sun had warmed the air and melted the rest. Guided by the signs, they followed the deck around the back of the house.
They had transformed the backyard into a magical wonderland with twinkling fairy lights strung among the trees, creating a cozy and romantic ambiance. A delightful scent of hot apple cider teased Angelica as Aunt Martha led them to a table where a kerosene heater was lit, radiating warmth.
“Ahh, this will do nicely.” Aunt Martha looked at the few people milling about. “I can see whoever comes and goes, as well as the ceremony and the dance floor. And here's the blushing bride now.”
“Oh, Mrs. Manning,” Caitlin said, rushing over to them. “I'm so glad you found your table.” She drew Aunt Martha into her arms with a warm squeeze. 
“I'm glad we got it right. I hadn't thought to look for placements,” Angelica said.
“Oh, we don't have arranged seating, only one particular table for a very special woman.” Caitlin winked.
“You know me too well, Caity, dear.” Her smile warmed. 
Caitlin took Angelica's hands in her own. “It's good to see you, Angelica. I'm so glad you were available to come help your aunt after her surgery.”
“It's my pleasure,” Angelica said, surprised at the warmth of Caitlin's hands.
Caitlin reached up to adjust the outdoor patio heater. “There, I've turned it on max. Right now, it's not too bad, but after the sun goes behind those trees…” She shivered as she glanced at the sun just above the tall evergreens surrounding her house. “I want you two to stay warm.”
“Thank you, dear. Now, I know you have more important things to do than fiddle around with us. So go on…and Caitlin, you look stunning.”
Caitlin beamed before pulling up her poofy skirts and rushing back to where Jordan and Derrick were setting up lights near the dance floor.
“Looks like it will be a delightful party,” Aunt Martha said. “See, there's a DJ setting up now. Oh, is that little Ronnie Piper? It is. He went off to the big city last year to try out his fortune. I wonder if he made it.”
Angelica watched the young man as he set up the expensive-looking gear with efficiency. “Well, we can wish the best for him.”
“That's right, my darling,” Aunt Martha said, patting her hand. “Now, there's one particular cowboy we're keeping an eye out for.” 
Angelica's cheeks heated. She distracted herself by fingering the winter-themed centerpieces of pinecones, holly, and candles. The breeze brought the scent of apple cider to them once again.
“How about you get us some of that cider? I see you draw in a deep breath every time the wind shifts towards us.” Aunt Martha waved her toward the table where cider was warming in crock pots and cups waited to be filled.
As Angelica poured out the second cup, people streamed around the house as if the floodgates had opened, washing the entire town of Hope Lake into the Myers' backyard. The wave of people started towards her, the sound of their voices a cacophony that threatened to send her into a flashback. 
She focused on the warmth of the cups in her hands, watching the hot liquid ripple with each step. Closing off all other senses, she maneuvered through the growing crowd to where her aunt waited, no longer people-watching, but eyes intent on her.
Angelica glanced up at Aunt Martha, doing her best to give her a confident smile to show she was alright. Her aunt's eyes widened, but the warning expression didn't come soon enough. A cowboy stepped back into her, jostling the hot cider onto her hands and wrists.
Angelica gasped, then sucked in her lips against the pain that lanced her hands. It's only hot cider. I'm okay. I'm okay.
“Oh, geez, miss, I'm sorry,” the older cowboy said, dipping his hat.
She tried to give a nod, but the sounds of laughter, conversation, music, and cups clinking came rushing in at once and black spots danced before her eyes. Through the dimming light, she saw Aunt Martha through the crowd, leaning on the table as she reached for her walker.
Angelica took a step toward her, all of her senses feeling muted in the odd way that happened as she struggled against flashbacks. She tensed as a warm hand touched her lower back, and a slow, deep voice spoke soothingly.
“Here,” he said, taking the cups from her hands and wrapping cloth napkins on her scalded skin. “Is it bad?”
The scent of earth and spice enveloped her, teasing her back from the edge of the past that wanted to consume her. He came around her then, bending low to look into her eyes. His flashing hazel eyes met hers, only to darken in concern.
He pulled his gaze from hers, scanning the crowd until it rested on her aunt. “Come on. Let's get you seated.”
“The…the drinks…” she squeaked out.
“I'll come back for them,” he said. He reached for her hand, but stopped before he touched the red flesh, wrapping an arm around her waist instead. Guiding her through the crowd, or more like bulldozing a way through, he helped her reach her seat without further incident.
“Oh, dear. Angie, are you hurt?” Aunt Martha fiddled with the napkins on Angelica's hands. 
“Let's see how bad the damage is, huh?” Kevin said, gently turning her hands this way and that way in the fading light. He grasped the edge of her sleeve, pulling it up.
Angelica tugged it back down and hid her hands in her lap. “They'll be fine. Thank you. Just a little scalded.” She couldn't meet his eyes. The way he had frozen as he pulled up her sleeve, she knew she hadn't been fast enough. He had seen the raw marks on her wrists.
“I…I'll go get those drinks,” Kevin said, glancing at her, but she kept her gaze on the hands in her lap.
“Dear, maybe you should tell him,” Aunt Martha wrung her hands before reaching for hers again. “Are you sure you aren't hurt?”
“The burns aren't bad, Aunty,” she said, looking at her red skin, but the sting was already fading and no blisters were rising. “It wasn't that hot. It was the shock.”
Angelica glanced up then, following the tight Wranglers through the crowd. As if he could feel her stare, he turned back toward her, his look of concern fading into a soft smile as he met her eyes.
“Maybe he could help you heal,” Aunt Martha whispered in her ear.
“I'm different now, Aunty…I'm not the same person I was the last time he saw me.” She kept her eyes on Kevin as he mingled his way back toward them.
“You are, my darling; you simply have more layers now.” Aunt Martha gave her a squeeze. The show of love and understanding made Angelica's eyes sting, and she blinked back the tears as Kevin slowly closed in on their table once again.

      [image: ]Kevin smiled politely, answering questions as briefly as he could without being impolite. All he wanted to do was get back to the table where Angelica sat, looking like the angel she was…although something had happened to the lady who had filled his dreams for the past year.
The horror that he had seen in her eyes hadn't come from the hot cider spilt on her hands. It went deeper. He had seen the look before…in the eyes of the girl he had rescued. Then the mark on her wrist that he glimpsed right before she pulled her hands away.
He gulped, a sensation like liquid fire slipping down into his stomach. It seemed like everyone and their cousin wanted to welcome him back to town, but all he cared about was finding out who had hurt his girl and getting his hands on him.
“Armstrong!” Jordan slapped his back, pulling him from his dark thoughts. “Glad you could make it.”
“Congratulations, man,” Kevin said, forcing his focus on the man of the hour. “Love how you dressed the place up.”
“Yeah.” He glanced around the now very full backyard. “That part was all Caitlin. She has an eye for dressing things up.”
“She does,” Kevin said, nodding toward Jordan's sleek suit and dark, felt cowboy hat.
Jordan laughed. “You think that's good, wait until you see our little gal,” he said, glancing through the throng of people. “She's probably charming some poor soul right now. She could talk anyone into giving her the moon.”
“I believe that. She has her mama's good looks and her daddy's persistence.” Kevin chuckled.
“Her mama is beautiful.” Jordan's eyes strayed to his wife, who laughed with a group of ladies but looked toward them with sparkling eyes. “Man, I've missed her.”
“I'm glad she came to her senses.” Kevin slapped his shoulder, moving back toward Angelica. He could feel the weight of her eyes on him. 
“It's the town. It just keeps pulling everyone back,” Jordan said, glancing at Angelica and back at Kevin with a wink. “Maybe you two will stay this time? Or are you too much of a big shot these days to move back to our quiet little town?”
“Quiet?” Kevin arched a brow. “There have been three pretty heavy-duty cases here…including your wife's in the last couple of years.”
“Yeah, well, how many does that big city of yours get a day?” Jordan folded his arms.
Kevin laughed. “You got me there,” he said. 
“I heard you've solved some pretty big ones…what was the last one you were on—” Music started playing, freezing Jordan. “Oh, I gotta go, man. We'll catch up after the talky-talk part!” He waved as he made his way through the crowd.
Kevin's heart sped as he weaved quickly through the people, intent on getting the seat next to Angelica before anyone else grabbed it. His stomach soured when he saw several others sitting around the table. As he approached, Angelica glanced up at him with a small smile, dispelling any ill feelings. She scooted from her seat to the one between her and her aunt, who hastily removed her purse.
“You didn't think we'd leave you high and dry after you saved my niece, did you?” Mrs. Manning said with a wink. 
“No, Ma'am, I guess I shouldn't think any less of you,” Kevin said gratefully as he sat next to Angelica, breathing in her faint floral scent. “How are your hands, Angelica?”
“They're fine. Thank you.” She pulled them into her lap and tugged on her sleeves.
He watched her closely, wanting to demand to know what had happened to her, but the tense way she held her shoulders and her averting eyes…he knew he needed to bide his time. She watched him from the corner of her eye, and he smiled amiably.
“How long are you in town for?” 
“At least until my aunt heals,” she said.
“I had a hip replacement,” Mrs. Manning added helpfully.
“Oh, did everything go well?” he asked.
“Oh, yes. It just takes forever to heal. How about you? How long are you staying?” 
“I, uh, well,” he stammered while the older lady watched him closely and Angelica bit her lip, though she still wouldn't meet his eyes. How could he tell the town gossip why he was here, or that he did not know how long? The music shifted, drawing eyes toward the arbor where the ceremony was to take place.
“Oh, they're starting,” Mrs. Manning cheered, turning from him to watch as Jordan and Caitlin walked hand-in-hand to the arbor where Pastor Ramsey waited. 
Kevin didn't really listen to everything the pastor was saying about marriage and the steadfastness of love. Some of it filtered in, but mostly his thoughts were preoccupied with the gal sitting next to him. 
Her body softened as the preacher went on, her head bobbing in agreement from time to time, making him wish he had been listening better. When Jordan said his piece, something about fate and time and nothing keeping





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
AKE

7%/0% M% on él/&





OEBPS/images/2fe55c11-d61b-40e8-840b-70493b3acf25.jpeg
DANAE-JLITTLE

WITH A TOUCH OF SUSPENSE





OEBPS/images/a6a23d4f-b962-4088-b6d9-204b70f38cee.jpeg
%7%@?M4Q@

BOOK THREE

& <

~ @)
@ ~<
ROMANCE

DANAE LITTLE





OEBPS/images/4006eea2-4572-4e77-b1ce-0a7e81737e70.png







