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        Inspiration began …

        when a lost girl fell for a lost boy

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            some residents of swan harbor

          

        

      

    

    
      Roman Dankin – He’s a singer at The Mountain View Lodge nightclub, and in town on a mission.

      Lucy Strickland - She’s the hat check girl at the nightclub, and in town looking for answers.

      Madge Tanner – Her family owns the marina in Swan Harbor. Angie appears in Guided by Love and Guided by a Kiss. She is also in multiple Hope & Hearts contemporary books.

      Jimmie Tanner – He’s in Swan Harbor looking for answers—not love. Jimmie appears in Guided by Love and Guided by a Kiss. He is also in multiple Hope & Hearts contemporary books.

      Darla -She’s a waitress at the nightclub.

      Rick Desmond – He is the manager of the nightclub.

      Captain Jack - His family owns the Spanish galleon that’s been docked in Swan Harbor for generations. Its story is told in Swan Harbor’s Hope Books.
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      QUICK NOTE: If you enjoy Guided by Love be sure to check out my Guide to Swan Harbor at the end.

      With that, enjoy!
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Nightclub

        April 18, 1969

        8:00 p.m.

      

      

      “Romeo, phone.”

      Roman took the receiver and waited until Madge had walked away to answer. “Hello.”

      “He’s dead,” a disembodied voice reported.

      Damn!

      “When?”

      “Found last week.”

      “And?”

      “She’s already there.”

      Jimmie tapped him on the shoulder before he could say any more. “We’re on in five.”

      When the line went dead, Roman placed the receiver back in the cradle. “Thank you, Madge.”

      “Anytime, Romeo,” she quipped. “Let me know what else you need.”

      “You know I will.”

      Roman stepped away from the desk, not really surprised by the news. Somehow, he’d expected what he’d heard. Which was why he’d already begun working to ferret out who she was.

      On his way toward the small stage, his gaze drifted from one female to another. There were several he felt comfortable in ruling out. Once he knew who she was, though, what was he supposed to do with her?

      “Hi, Roman.” A busty blonde cocktail waitress stepped in front of him.

      “Darla.”

      She didn’t have enough upstairs, so he immediately dismissed her as his mark. Which had proved to be the case with most of the females employed at the lodge. The younger Desmond brother had a reputation for hiring women who filled out the uniform, whether or not they could do the job. Did that make his task easier? Or more difficult?

      Roman glanced around the nightclub one last time, looking for something—anything out of place. His gaze landed on the pretty brunette behind the hat-check counter, and not for the first time, he caught her staring. Just as she had before, she quickly averted her eyes.

      He waited until she’d looked back in his direction and tossed her a wink. A gentle blush crawled across her face, and she ducked her head, making him take a second look. Her reactions threw him and kicked his heart rate up a notch. So much so that when he stepped on the stage, it took him several minutes to remember what he was supposed to be doing.

      Jimmie, the bass player, Sticks, the drummer, and Don, the guitarist, were already tuning their instruments.

      “Which set tonight?” asked Jimmie.

      “Two.”

      “Two?” Both Jimmie’s brows shot up, and then a knowing smile crossed his face. “Lucy?”

      “Lucy?” Roman frowned. “Who’s Lucy?”

      “The brunette behind the hat-check desk,” Jimmie offered. “She’s a looker, isn’t she?”

      “Don’t let Madge hear you say that,” laughed Roman. “I’ve heard she has a temper to match her hair.”

      “That she does,” Jimmie grinned. “However, she knows there’s nothing for her to fret over.”

      “As long as she doesn’t catch you looking,” muttered Don.

      “True,” Jimmie replied with a grin. “But making up can be quite enjoyable. If you know what I mean.”

      Roman ignored the typical before-set razing and tried to focus on what he needed to do. When the curtain lifted, and they introduced him, the new girl again captured his attention.

      Lucy.

      Their eyes met, and the song he was singing took on a new meaning. It had him thinking of holding hands and walking in the moonlight. Except he couldn’t afford diversions. One life had already been lost. He’d be damned if there were more.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Nightclub

        April 18, 1969

        8:30 p.m.

      

      

      Lucy had been in the quaint, small town of Swan Harbor, Maine, for three days. There was a feeling in the air she’d never experienced. It gave her hope she hadn’t made a mistake. That she hadn’t jumped into a situation she couldn’t handle. Yet, it didn’t quite dispel the nerves jumping around inside.

      The music helped. As long as she focused on just the music—and not the man. She didn’t have time for male distractions—no matter how tempting they were.

      Yet, each time she saw him, she found it more difficult to keep her eyes off him. She hated that Roman Dankin, with his brown hair, blue eyes, and soft baritone, took her breath.

      “Keep your mouth closed, honey,” Madge whispered. “You don’t want to be caught drooling.”

      “I’m not drooling,” Lucy hastily denied while surreptitiously checking her chin. “I was just listening.”

      “Uh-huh.” Madge gave her a knowing look.

      Lucy didn’t like the extra attention and searched for a way to side-track. “How did Jimmie get involved in music, anyway?”

      Madge studied her so carefully, Lucy held her breath and fought to maintain eye contact. Several long grueling moments later, the other woman took the bait and went on to talk about her husband.

      “I’m outta here,” she suddenly muttered mid-explanation.

      “Wait, Madge …” Lucy began. However, her words faded when a cloud of aftershave surrounded her.

      “Lucy.”

      The low bass voice sent a chill zipping up her spine. Slowly, she turned away from the stage and met Rick Desmond’s dark eyes.

      “Mr. Desmond.” She took his black velvet fedora. “Will there be anything else?”

      He sent her an oily smile, and his dark eyes raked down her body. Waiting to hear what he had to say was more difficult than she’d anticipated.

      “I understand you’d like extra hours,” Rick went on.

      “Yeah, yes, I would.”

      “There’s a game upstairs tonight,” he murmured. “Are you available after the club closes?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “I’d like you to serve.”

      Lucy sent a quick look in Madge’s direction before turning her attention back to the tall man in front of her.

      “I can do that. Thank you.”

      “Good.” Rick gave her another slimy smile and took off toward the offices.

      As soon as he was out of sight, Lucy slowly let go of the breath she’d been holding. She wanted to ask herself, ‘What do you think you are doing?’ Except, there was only one answer—she was doing what needed to be done.

      Before she’d completely let go of her nerves, Madge sidled up next to her. “What did Rick have to say?”

      “He wants me to work the game tonight.” Lucy swallowed hard. “What exactly does that mean?”

      A flash of distaste crossed Madge’s face. “Tips.”

      “Okay,” Lucy hummed. “But what aren’t you telling me?”

      “Every time I work one of Rick’s games,” Madge replied. “I have bruises the next day.”

      “Bruises?” It took an extra second for the comment to click. “You don’t mean …?”

      Madge held up her hand, two fingers moving in a pinching motion. “I do. Just watch your tail.”

      “Wonderful,” Lucy grumbled. “Just wonderful.”

      However, if the game helped her get closer to where she needed to be, she’d be fine. If it didn’t, she was so screwed.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Mountain View Lodge

        April 18, 1969

        11:00 p.m.

      

      

      Roman pushed open the stairway door and peered into the hallway. He had fifteen minutes to complete a task that would normally take five. In the extra ten, he planned to continue with his hunt for the she he’d been warned about.

      As soon as the hall was empty, he rushed toward his destination. Before he’d even reached the door, his lock pick was in his hand, and after a few gentle maneuvers, the knob turned easily.

      He slipped inside her room and leaned back against the door. The space was small and much like his own. A bed, dresser, nightstand, plus a separate bath. Sparse—but functional.

      The first thing that captured his attention was the smell. It pulled at him, tempting him to stop and enjoy the fragrance. Only his training kept him on the move, searching for the best place for the tiny device. However, once he’d placed it under the base of a lamp, his focus wavered.

      Roman picked up her bottle of Wind Song and inhaled deeply. It reminded him of sultry summer nights and had him thinking of burying his face in her neck. His gaze drifted around the room. The image of Lucy standing next to him was so vivid, it caused his hands to shake. With just a look, she’d turned him into a daydreaming fool. What kind of power would she wield over him—if he gave her a chance?

      A noise in the hallway had Roman’s heart jumping into his throat. He’d just crawled under the bed, when the door opened, and Lucy walked in. The realization he was still holding her bottle of perfume had him biting his tongue to keep from groaning in frustration. It was a rookie mistake and sometimes those got you killed.

      Roman held his breath and tracked Lucy’s movements as she entered the room. She stopped next to the bed and slipped off her shoes. A crinkle of plastic followed.

      His imagination took flight at what was going on less than three feet
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