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            SOME RESIDENTS OF SWAN HARBOR

          

        

      

    

    
      Amy Simpson: She is the day clerk at the Swan Harbor Sheriff’s Department.

      Gabe Ricci: He is a Special Agent with The Agency, a shadowy government agency, and partners with Lee.

      Lee Simpson: He’s a Special Agent with The Agency, and partners with Gabe. Lee is married to the town librarian, Amanda, step-father to Ethan, and father to Jamie Lee. Their story is told in The Lessons of Love.

      Amanda Kane: She’s the head librarian at the Swan Harbor Library, married to Lee, mother of Ethan and Jamie Lee.

      Chet Simpson: He is an entrepreneur in Swan Harbor. Chet is married to Cora, father to Nathan and Patrick, and grandfather to Justin, Lee, Eric, Amy, Evan, and Piper.

      Cora Edwards Simpson: She is married to Chet, mother of Nathan and Patrick, and grandmother to Justin, Lee, Eric, Amy, Evan, and Piper.

      Eric Simpson: He’s a Sergeant with the Swan Harbor Sheriff’s Department. He’s engaged to Brandy Olsen. Their story is told in Whispers of a Miracle.

      Brandy Olsen: She’s the Director at Swan Harbor Community Center. She is engaged to Eric, and friends with Brianna and Amy. Their story is told in Whispers of a Miracle.

      Hugh Simpson: He is the new football coach at Swan Harbor University. He is cousins to Justin, Lee, Eric, Amy, Evan and Piper. Hugh is engaged to Brianna. Their story is told in Whispers from the Past.

      Brianna Cooper: She is the leader of an after-school elementary group, and a hostess at Captain Jack’s Fine Dining. Their story is told in Whispers from the Past.

      Shay O’Reilly: She’s the new oral and maxillofacial surgeon at Swan Harbor General. She is married to Justin. Their story is told in Whispers of Luck.

      Justin Simpson: He’s an orthopedic surgeon at Swan Harbor General and has a history with Shay—one of life and death. He is married to Shay, and their story is told in Whispers of Luck.

      Sierra Weaver: Special Agent with The Agency’s Advanced Threat Division. A distant relative of the Simpsons through her grandmother, Joy Rogers. Her father, Rod, uncle Mason, and her grandfather Scott serve with the Boston Police Department.

      Rusty Langley: He’s a detective for the Swan Harbor Sheriff’s Department and partner of Killian Reade. He’s married to Rene Langley, father to Roland and Lizzy. Their story is told in The Power of Love.

      Killian Reade: Investigator for the Swan Harbor Sheriff’s Department. He is married to Emma Foster. Their story is told in Kittens, Puppies & Love.

      Dylan Prince: The Sheriff of Swan Harbor, married to Molly Barnes Prince, and father to twins Geoffrey and Luke. He is the brother of Jessie. Their story is told in The Innocence of Love.
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      QUICK NOTE: If you enjoy listening to music while reading, Whispers of Love has a playlist. You can find it on my website. Whispers of Love Playlist.
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        Cora & Chet’s Home

        December 25

        7:00 p.m.

      

      

      Amy pulled her legs up on the sofa and leaned a little heavier against the pillows. She chanced a look at the clock and wondered, not for the first time, when she could sneak out. As usual, Christmas Day at the Simpsons had been exhausting.

      Gifts, dinner, more gifts, and questions she hadn’t known how to answer.

      “Do you want a big wedding, Amy?”

      “Have you set a date, Amy?”

      “What are your colors?”

      “Have you registered yet?”

      Questions she should have been excited to talk about. Yet, just thinking about them gave her a headache. And with Eric’s engagement … somehow it had just gotten harder.

      Not because of whom he was marrying, but because of what that stood for—something she’d never considered a possibility. She’d been best friends with Brandy Olsen since they were in elementary school. Had known her friend was in love with Eric since they were teens, but never actually saw them together … as a forever.

      Now that they were, she wanted to kick herself, as looking at them together had her wondering—how could she have missed that Eric loved Brandy? Was she so wrapped up in her own life she noticed little of what went on around her? Or was it worse? Was it possible that noticing would have forced her to look inward?

      When Justin, her oldest brother by nine years, met Shay, it had surprised, but pleased her. He’d dated his high school girlfriend on and off forever, but she’d always known he wasn’t in love with Sasha. His job as an orthopedic surgeon had consumed his every waking hour—until he met Shay—and then everything had changed.

      With Lee, eight years older, it had been a case of the prodigal son returning home. What started as being in town for an Agency case had turned into much more when he’d fallen for Amanda. Somehow, it felt inevitable—like he’d finally found where he belonged.

      Eric was different. Two years older. A serial dater. A forever friend. But when his walls fell away, his feelings for Brandy were out there—impossible to miss.

      But you’re engaged, she reminded herself. It didn’t seem to matter, though, as she couldn’t work up the excitement everyone expected. Especially when she compared her feelings and behavior to her siblings’.

      Justin always had a goofy look on his face every time Shay walked into a room. Lee’s expression was full of quiet knowing whenever Amanda was near. But Eric had been the biggest surprise. His was one of wonder, as if he couldn’t believe Brandy really loved him. Could she honestly say that’s what she had with Shawn?

      Since that wasn’t a path she was willing to take right then, Amy turned her attention to Ethan and the gift he’d just given Amanda.

      “Thank you, Ethan.” Amanda handed Cora a small wrapped box, and then sat back down. “It’s not much, but that’s what I’ve found so far.”

      Chet, her grandfather, frowned. “What is it, Cora?”

      “When the boys,” Cora began, referring to Justin, Hugh, and Eric, “helped me with the Christmas decorations, I found the clover that’s been in my family for generations. Since I only know part of the story, I asked Amanda to see what she could find.”

      While she was talking, she’d been peeling back the paper and removing the lid. Inside was an old piece of paper.

      “It’s a letter from Maeve,” Cora murmured in a husky voice.

      “Who’s Maeve?” Amy asked. “Another ancestor I’ve never heard of?”

      Cora nodded. “Her name was Maeve Faye. Her brother was my mother’s great-great-grandfather.”

      “Read it, Cora,” Amanda encouraged. “It answers a few of your questions.”

      “I’m getting there.” Cora slipped on her glasses, pressed the page flat, and read.

      
        
        The photo you sent is of Mystical Waters Canyon. I believe the Canyon’s endurance is tied to the veil and clover I gave you. Legends say if you are quiet and listen, it whispers your true love’s name and waits for hearts to connect.

        The town’s Spirit is said to rest within this Canyon, and that its balance is precarious—depending not simply on love itself, but on the right hearts willingness to listen … and wait until it’s time.

        Except balance isn’t a straight line—it’s a circle. Luck starts outside and moves within. Then Hope rises and reaches out. Faith grows inside and steadies the world. And then comes Love. Love comes from the outside and changes everything at the center.

        Woven within the veil’s lace is the power of protection. For me, I was protected, but became a shell of the person I was … and what I could have become. Now dear brother, it’s up to you and yours—but not through sons. Only through daughters—granddaughters—great-granddaughters and beyond.

        Until it’s time, the veil and its magic sleep. When it wakes, and the circle is once again formed—the clover will bloom, the Canyon will awaken, and the whispers will be forever safe.

        Your sister,

        Maeve Faye

        March 17, 1856

      

      

      Amy’s breath caught when her grandmother glanced up, and her gaze drifted from Justin to Hugh and then to Eric.

      “This is what we spoke of earlier this month. Three new loves—Justin and Shay, Hugh and Brianna, and now Eric and Brandy. Luck nudges, Hope lifts, and Faith awakens. We need Love—it connects.”

      Lee frowned. “I feel like I’m being left out.”

      “As do I, dear boy,” laughed Chet.

      “So, who’s Love?” Amy asked softly? “Another Simpson male?”

      Cora inclined her head. “You would think so, wouldn’t you? But I’m not so sure,” she hesitated long enough to move her attention from Shay to Brandy and then to Brianna. “What do you think, Bri? Do you believe Love is a Simpson male?”

      Bri exchanged a look with Shay and Brandy before reaching into the bag next to her chair.

      “I don’t believe a Simpson male is Love.”

      When Bri’s gaze caught hers, Amy struggled to stay still. It became even more difficult when Brandy set a small gift on her lap.

      “Open it, Amy.”

      She ripped off the paper to see they’d given her a Christmas ornament. One that resembled a small scroll. On the scroll were the words, You are Air.

      “So I’m Air?” Amy asked with a frown. “Does that mean Shawn is Love?”

      “Love is the man who can steady you,” Bri murmured. “Nothing more, and nothing less.”
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        Gabe’s Parents’ Home

        Los Angeles, CA

        December 25

        8:00 p.m.

      

      

      Gabe snagged a glass of champagne and leaned against the dining room wall.

      “Are you sure you don’t want to say anything?” his older sister, Lucia, asked. “Now’s your chance.”

      “What do you propose I say?” He hesitated. “Should I tell Paolo I’ll sic the IRS on him?”

      Lucia laughed. “Where did that come from?”

      “It’s what Lee did when his sister started dating the man who’s now her fiancé.”

      “It might not hurt.”

      “You know dad’s already set Paolo straight, don’t you?”

      “Just like he did Joey when we got engaged,” Lucia clucked. “I’d never been so embarrassed in my life.”

      “What did he say?”

      “Told him he’d kill him if he hurt me,” Lucia whispered.

      Gabe clenched his molars to keep from saying what he really wanted to say. His father was an artist, and more likely to go after someone with a paintbrush than a gun—but that hadn’t stopped him from trying to throw his weight around.

      “Well, hopefully, he didn’t tell Paolo the same thing. I won’t be around long enough to bail him out.”

      “Let’s hope it doesn’t get that far,” Lucia murmured. “But what about you? Dating anyone these days?”

      He thought about using Fallon’s name, a woman he’d gone out with a few times in the last couple of months. But since nothing came of it, moved on.

      “Not really, why?”

      “Because …”

      Lucia’s words faded when their father stood in front of the room, and held up his glass.

      “Maria and I would like to take this moment to wish the best to Paolo and Elana. May they be as happy as we have been for the last forty-five years. Salute.”

      “What do you think mamma said to make him keep the toast so short?” Gabe grinned. “That’s not like him.”

      “Who knows?” Lucia hesitated, then took a step closer and changed the subject. “Have you spoken to Theresa?”

      “No, should I have?”

      Lucia shrugged. “You two were thick as thieves for many years. I always thought...”

      Her comment reminded him of something he’d said to Eric the previous April when asked if he ever wished he hadn’t joined The Agency.

      “I’d be married to pretty little Theresa with a kid or two, working on an LA task force.”

      “People change,” he offered, “and life moves forward.”

      Lucia looked at him, and her expression said she was going to interrogate—something she excelled at.

      “I need to get some air,” he said before she came at him in full prosecutorial mode. “If anyone asks, you don’t know where I am.”

      Gabe left his champagne flute on the table and took the back door to the patio. When he could still hear laughter, he kept walking, only stopping when he reached the far corner of the yard.

      He’d left Swan Harbor on December 21, arriving in LA that evening. Since then, his mother had filled every minute possible. Most of the activities involved visiting family members he hadn’t seen in a while. Those had been expected. The constant parade of single women not so much.

      His mother had been subtle about it in the beginning. A friend’s daughter at one place, another daughter somewhere else … and he’d bet his last dime, she was the one responsible for Theresa’s arrival.

      The back door slammed, and before he turned around, he knew who it was.

      “It’s nice to see you again, Gabe.”

      The years had been kind to Theresa. She had creamy skin, black hair and eyes, and a voice made for sin.

      “You as well.” Gabe hesitated before addressing the elephant in the room. “I heard about your divorce. I’m sorry. Are you okay?”

      Theresa grinned, one that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “It is what it is. The kids and I are fine. Thank you for asking.”

      Gabe tipped his chin slightly and moved the conversation in a different direction. “Were you surprised by Paolo and Elana’s engagement?”

      “Not really,” she murmured. “My brother’s been crazy about your sister for years.”

      “They’re good together.”

      “They are,” Theresa agreed. “How’s work? Are you still living in DC?”

      As a special agent with The Agency, a shadowy government group, his family knew only what they needed to know about his work. Apparently, they’d shared that information with his ex as well.

      “Not any longer. I now work out of Swan Harbor, a small town in Maine.”

      Theresa’s brows arched. “You live in a small town? Really? I can’t see that lasting very long.”

      A streak of anger zipped through him. But he shoved it aside, realizing she’d made the decision based on who he’d been in the past.

      “You’d be surprised how much it suits me,” he put out there. “Swan Harbor is like a temperamental woman, and the gossip line is always buzzing. But it’s peaceful—most of the time. Give me one of Paula’s pastries, a cone from Two Scoops, or a pizza from Pappa’s any day over crowd noise, smog, and bumper to bumper traffic.”

      “You like it,” Theresa returned, surprise clear in her tone. “What about love, Gabe?” She stepped closer and placed her hand on his chest. “Surely, there’s something you miss in LA.”

      Gabe glanced down at where Theresa’s hand lay. When they’d been together, and she’d touched him, he’d gone warm all over. She’d turned him on, and all he’d wanted to do was find a place to be alone with her. But that had been another life, and he’d been another person.

      He squeezed her fingers and took a step away. “Of course, I miss a few things—Mamma’s biscotti, Abuelita’s tamales, and California’s winter weather.”

      “But not …?”

      Gabe cupped her jaw and brushed his thumb across her cheekbone. “No, not that,” he whispered. “My home is in Swan Harbor.”

      “And what about love, Gabe?” Theresa returned.

      A corner of Gabe’s mouth curled up, and a peace he hadn’t felt in a while settled inside. “Love will come … when it’s time.”

      She frowned. “When it’s time? How can you say something like that?”

      He shrugged. “It’s Swan Harbor. All I have to do is listen for the whispers.”
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        Cora & Chet’s Home

        Swan Harbor, Maine

        December 25

        11:00 p.m.

      

      

      “Love is the man who can steady you.”

      What did that mean?

      “You’re Air,” Bri murmured. “You don’t cling. You drift when you’re needed and ask the questions no one else thinks to ask. You keep things from going stale.”

      Amy pressed her hands against her stomach, the statement hitting her wrong. That wasn’t her … was it?

      “Amy?” Hearing her grandmother’s voice, had her turning toward the stairs. “I didn’t know you were still here. Is everything okay?”

      “Do you agree?” she asked softly.

      Cora frowned. “I’m good, but even I need a little more context now and then.”

      “Sorry,” Amy blew out a breath. “Do you believe I’m Air?”

      “Let’s sit, shall we?”

      Amy settled on the sofa not far from her grandmother. She leaned her head against the cushions and glanced up at the ceiling, wishing for answers.

      “There, that’s better.” Cora pulled one of the old throws over her lap, and her expression turned serious. “Do I think you’re Air?”

      “Yes.”

      “What exactly did Bri say?” Cora asked quietly.

      “She said that Air in relationships represents freedom, intellect, and that unseen current that keeps love in motion,” Amy recited. “It thrives on communication, curiosity, and change—a reminder that love isn’t supposed to stay still, but meant to breathe.”

      “That’s a mouthful, isn’t it?” Cora raised a brow. “What do you think?”

      Amy laughed. “I’ve always thought Bri had a bit of fae in her, even before I knew she was a Hathaway.

      “Bri listens,” Cora hummed. “That’s not something everyone can do.”

      “She’s an amazing listener.” Amy hesitated. “But am I Air? For some reason, Air’s definition leaves a nasty taste in my mouth.”

      “How so?”

      “I don’t know.” Amy jumped up and rushed across the room. “I don’t know.”

      For the longest minute, it was quiet. Amy could see her grandmother’s reflection in the window, watching, waiting...

      “Just say it.” She turned to face her grandmother, her arms crossed. “Tell me what you’re thinking.”

      Cora’s gaze lowered to her crossed arms, then slid back up. That little acknowledgement of her stance had Amy relaxing slightly and settling back on the sofa.

      “You’re always in motion, Amy,” Cora began, her tone neutral, not judgmental. “Not in a you can’t stay still way. You’re more like a hummingbird—you hesitate, just long enough to make your presence known, and then you grow bored and move on.”

      The words hit hard, making it a struggle to get a breath. It wasn’t until the warmth from her grandmother’s hand seeped in that she relaxed.

      “Don’t look at it as a negative, Amy,” Cora went on. “While you’re there, you bring joy, love, and light to those around you.”

      “You really think so?”

      Cora chuckled. “You’ve always had friends, just as you’ve always had boyfriends. But it’s different when you’re engaged, isn’t it?”

      Amy brushed her thumb across the small diamond on her left hand and finally looked at her grandmother. Cora’s dark eyes were watchful.

      “What do you mean?”

      “Where was Shawn today?” Cora asked what she’d run from all day.

      “I told you earlier,” Amy replied, trying to hide the defensiveness in her voice. “They were having extended family come in, and he …” She shrugged, not sure where to go next.

      “You did say that,” Cora murmured. “However, that’s not the real problem, is it?”

      “What do you mean?”

      Cora smiled, one of those smiles that said she knew something, but was going to let you figure it out for yourself.

      “I think you know. You’re welcome to stay here tonight, honey. But it’s been a long day. I’m going to take a hot bath. We’ll talk more tomorrow, okay?”

      “Okay, grandma.”

      “Night, dear.” Cora squeezed her fingers once again and left her alone with her thoughts.

      “I think you know.”

      “Love is the man who can steady you.”

      “… you hesitate, just long enough to make your presence known, and then you grow bored and move on.”

      “You keep things from going stale.”

      As much as she hated admitting it, her grandmother had been right. She did stay until she got bored. It’s why she thought Shawn had been perfect. He was older, settled, sexy, and she loved him. But was she in love with him?

      “… a reminder love isn’t meant to stay still, but meant to breathe.”

      Her relationship with Shawn had moved through stages, hadn’t it? Giddiness … love … security … a ring, but if that were true, why didn’t she feel deliriously happy?
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        Somewhere in the Air

        December 26

        8:00 a.m.

      

      

      Gabe stared out the window, his thoughts not on what was ahead, but on his conversation with Theresa from the evening before. Her words and actions had surprised him. Her forwardness had thrown him.

      He couldn’t dispute that he’d changed—but his reaction to Theresa had been very different. That alone begged for questions to be asked.

      Had she always been like that, and he’d not cared? Or had he changed that much in the time he’d been away?

      “Love will come … when it’s time.”

      Where had that come from?

      In the last two years, many of his Swan Harbor friends had fallen in love. Lee, Justin, Hugh, and most recently Eric. His text from the evening before not really a surprise.

      
        
          
            
              
        Eric: Brandy and I are engaged. Now it’s your turn. You know what that means, don’t you?

      

      

      

      

      

      Did he want to be set up, though? Something told him no. Told him he truly believed all he had to do was listen for the whispers—even if that made little sense.

      The announcement they were landing brought him back to the here and now. When the plane stopped at the gate, Gabe grabbed his bag and followed the signs to the train. He took the yellow line to Gallery Place and walked across the street to The Agency.

      On the outside, the building looked like any other government building. It was white stone with a wide staircase leading up to glass doors. Once you walked inside, you saw only what they wanted you to see.

      “Morning, Jake,” Gabe greeted the day security guard. “How was Christmas?”

      Jake grinned. “Chaotic as usual. What brings you to DC?”

      “I’m meeting with Tanner. He in?”

      “Last I heard, he was on his way.”

      “That works.”

      Jake pointed to the metal detector. “Let’s get this over with.”

      Gabe set his bag on the belt and emptied his pockets into a bin. Once through security, Jake handed him his badge—his key for moving around while he was inside the building.

      He took the stairs to the second floor and ducked into the locker room. There, he changed clothes and, leaving his travel bag behind, headed toward the elevators and pushed sublevel 3.

      When the elevator slid to a stop, the doors opened, and Gabe could see Tanner sitting behind his desk.

      “Come on in,” Tanner called. “Shut the door behind you.”

      Gabe’s brows rose, as only in sensitive cases did Tanner like the door closed.

      “How was your Christmas?” Tanner opened with small talk.

      “Good. Yours?”

      Tanner laughed. “It was typical Swan Harbor. Snow, family, gifts, and a little magic. Lanie and the kids want to do the Hope & Hearts sleigh ride this year, so I’m heading back tomorrow. You going?”

      “I’m going to Swan Harbor,” Gabe replied. “As for the sleigh ride … no.”

      “No, huh? You should.”

      Gabe shrugged, thinking since he was unattached, it didn’t sound like much fun. However, to move the conversation along, he offered, “I’ll think about it.”

      Tanner looked like he might say more, but thankfully he didn’t push. “Now, for the reason I asked you to meet me in DC.”

      He handed Gabe a folder that had warning stickers splashed across the cover. They said, Top Secret and Do Not Remove From Building.

      “Is this why you couldn’t bring the information to Swan Harbor?”

      “It is.” Tanner tapped the folder. “Memorize it.”

      Gabe frowned. “Memorize it? Don’t you want me to take notes back to Lee and Jade?”

      “No,” Tanner replied, his tone sharp, direct, and then he relaxed slightly and lowered his voice to a whisper. “However, once you’re back in the Swan Harbor offices, you can add it to your folder or evidence board. But you didn’t hear that from me.”

      Gabe’s thoughts tumbled, as he’d never found himself in a situation such as this.

      “What are you not telling me, sir?”

      Tanner hesitated long enough to set his pen in motion. It spun over the back of his hand, the number of spins a good indication of what was going on inside.

      “Let’s just say, I didn’t come by that folder in the usual way, and leave it at that.”

      “It gives you deniability,” Gabe guessed.

      “Exactly,” Tanner grinned. “Like I said, look, memorize, and then if anyone asks, you didn’t receive the folder.”

      “Which is not the same as looking it over.”

      “Semantically, this is true.”

      Slowly, Gabe opened the folder, unsure what to expect, especially since everything about the case so far had been one surprise after another.

      The fingerprint in question had come from a large, black truck that had side-swiped a car carrying Lee’s sister, Amy, and three of her friends. While their injuries could have been much worse, they weren’t nothing.

      Amy broke her leg, Brandy ruptured her spleen, and Brianna had bruises and a concussion. Samantha, the fourth woman in the car, had walked away with only a few scratches. However, where they were being led was something none of them could have foretold.

      The folder had come from a Lazarus file—its name already setting the tone.

      When he opened it, there was barely enough information to fill a page.

      “This is it,” he asked. “A name, an address, and two paragraphs? That’s all we have for a man who supposedly died in an explosion fifteen years ago?”

      Tanner winced. “And I was lucky to get that information.”

      “This information answers only one question.”

      “It does.”

      “What about the photos?” Gabe hesitated. “The flash drive? The possibility that Dustin was in Swan Harbor after his supposed death?”

      “All good questions that need answers.”

      “Think that’s possible?”

      Tanner shrugged. “If that man is alive, and someone is trying to flush him out, then yeah, I think it’s possible.”

      “You’re just not sure if we can find the answers and him alive,” Gabe murmured. “Am I right?”

      Tanner’s nod sent a chill racing up his spine. That’s what he’d been afraid of—and since family was involved, the stakes were high.
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        Cora & Chet’s Home

        December 26

        9:30 a.m

      

      

      Listen.

      An icy chill blew across Amy’s skin, rousing her enough to reach for the blanket. When she came away with nothing, she slowly opened her eyes and looked around.

      She wasn’t at home, nor was she in her parents’ guest room, the place she’d been staying since she’d broken her leg.

      Listen.

      Amy’s eyes drifted open, and seeing no one, she sat up. When she did, a spasm raced through her lower left leg, just to the right of her scar. She stretched, and when that didn’t help, pressed her thumb into the muscle and massaged.

      It had been over nine weeks since Justin and Shay’s wedding. Over nine weeks since a trip to deliver flowers to Harbor Cross had turned into a nightmare.

      She still couldn’t remember everything about that night, and whenever she tried to focus on the missing pieces, it gave her a headache. A black truck had sideswiped her car—that was something she remembered vividly, but between that moment, and when she came to screaming in pain, she had no memories.

      From then until she woke up in a hospital room after surgery, what she knew had come from others. Second-hand memories, they said. Ones that were normal in her situation, allowing her to move forward and not dwell.

      Most of the time, she didn’t think about them. Other times, though…

      Listen.

      Her breath caught, as once again, a cool breeze blew over her, causing her to shiver. She wrapped the blanket around her and stood up, but she had to catch herself to keep from falling.

      “Damn,” Amy muttered, knowing exactly what she’d done wrong. Too much standing over the last few days.

      Even if she took it slowly, something told her going upstairs right then wasn’t a good idea. She reached for a nearby desk chair and used it to hobble to a back bedroom where her grandmother kept her stationary bike.

      She climbed on and started slowly. With each rotation, her muscles warmed, making movement easier. As the pain lessened, her thoughts drifted, reaching back to the evening before.

      You are Air.

      Brianna’s explanation still left a bad taste. But so did her grandmother’s likening her to a hummingbird.

      The depictions were of someone who was shallow, never willing to look beneath the surface. Was that really her?

      Listen.

      The word, spoken so clearly, caused her to stop pedaling and jump off the bike. While the exercise had loosened her muscles, it hadn’t removed the soreness. Something she would have to deal with in her own way.

      She limped to the door and was leaning against the doorframe when her grandmother came down the stairs, her arms full.

      “There you are,” Cora exclaimed. “I wasn’t sure if you were still here.”

      “I’ll get out of your hair in a minute, grandma,” Amy sighed. “I didn’t sleep well last night.”

      Cora clucked. “That old sofa has seen better days. I keep telling your grandfather we should get a new one.”

      “It wasn’t the sofa, grandma.”

      “No?” Cora’s brows rose, and an expectant look crossed her face. “Were you thinking about what we talked about last night?”

      Amy shrugged. “Maybe a little, but not that either.”

      “What kept you awake, Amy? Was it your leg?”

      “That was part of the problem.”

      “You stood on it too much yesterday, didn’t you?” Cora scolded. “Maybe that’s why Gail dropped off this goodie bag.”

      “A goodie bag? Did she forget a Christmas gift?”

      “Oh, this is for you. Gail said something to your mother last night about your leg, and well …” Cora removed three containers from the bag. “Here’s eucalyptus to clear your head. Rosemary to help your circulation, and Epsom salt for your sore muscles.”

      “A hot bath?”

      Cora beamed. “That’s exactly it. Would you like me to run one for you?”

      Her grandmother’s question took Amy aback for a second, especially since a part of her wanted to be taken care of. However, she wasn’t a child—hadn’t been a child for many years—and could do it herself.

      “No, that’s okay. I can do it. But could I trouble you for a pair of sweats and a sweatshirt?”

      “I can get you those in just a minute.” Cora refilled the goodie bag and left it on a side table. “Before I do so, tell me what else kept you awake.”

      “Whispers,” Amy murmured, feeling strange for even putting the word out there.

      Cora’s eyes widened. “Whispers? Were your grandfather and I too loud? Or do you think someone was outside?”

      “No, grandma, not those kinds of whispers,” Amy corrected. “The kind that comes with a cool breeze and leaves goosebumps behind.”

      “What did you hear?”

      “Listen.”

      “Listen?” Cora hesitated. Then she repeated the word, this time softly, under her breath. Her eyes flared, and Amy couldn’t help but compare her expression to that of a light bulb going on. “I’ll be right back.”

      When her grandmother ran back up the stairs, Amy took the bag and hobbled into the bathroom to start the tub. She dumped in the Epsom salt, added the oils, and settled on the closed toilet seat while she waited.

      “What if it’s this?” Cora handed her the letter Amanda had found and pointed to the bottom section. “Read that.”

      
        
        Woven within the veil’s lace is the power of protection. For me, I was protected, but became a shell of the person I was … and what I could have become. Now dear brother, it’s up to you and yours—but not through sons. Only through daughters—granddaughters—great-granddaughters and beyond.

        Until it’s time, the veil and its magic sleep. When it wakes, and the circle is once again formed—the clover will bloom, the Canyon will awaken, and the whispers will be forever safe.

      

      

      “What are you saying, grandma?” Amy murmured.

      “It’s the veil, Amy,” Cora hummed. “I inherited it from my mother, and since I had no daughters, the gift slept. But now that you’re engaged, it’s awakened and calling for you.”

      A sense of dread raced through her—not the joy one would expect. “We’ll talk about this later, okay? My leg …”

      “Go, go,” Cora encouraged. “Take care of that leg. I’ll get those clothes for you.”

      When her grandmother disappeared, she couldn’t help but think that hearing the veil whisper might not be such a great thing. Maeve’s life certainly hadn’t sounded perfect.
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        The Agency Offices

        Swan Harbor

        December 26

        5:00 p.m.

      

      

      The Agency’s offices in Swan Harbor weren’t as grand as those in DC. They’d taken over the upper floor of Sally’s Diner and allowed the retired agents to help with security. Instead of sublevel floors, state-of-the-art locks, and lead-lined storage rooms, they had false walls, a disappearing staircase, and flying knives. Quirky—but somehow it fit.

      Gabe took the stairs two at a time, surprised to find Lee waiting for him.

      “Why are you here and not at home with Amanda and the kids?”

      Lee grinned. “Amanda went after-Christmas shopping with Renee earlier and left me with the kids. So …”

      “This is your way of taking a break.”

      “That sums it up really well,” Lee laughed. “I ran out of there so fast, I forgot to change.”

      Gabe took in Lee’s outfit. His usual style had given way to jeans, a wrinkled t-shirt with who knew what on it, and mismatched socks.

      “You never know. It could be a new look.”

      “Just wait. Someday you’ll have a family …”

      Surprisingly, his partner’s comment didn’t annoy him as much as similar ones during his stay in LA.

      “We’ll see,” he offered casually.

      “Yes, we will.” Lee grinned. “Yes, we will.”

      “There you are.” Jade stepped out of her office. “Did you get it?

      “I did.”

      “Can I see it?”

      Gabe blew out a breath. “I can’t give it to you because it’s only in my head.”

      “Damn,” Jade winced. “I wondered if that would be the case. What did Tanner say?”

      “He said we can add it to our notes, as well as to the evidence board.”

      “That’s something at least,” Jade sighed. “However, it doesn’t settle any of my worries.”

      “You think this brings us back to the Lazarus file, don’t you?” Lee asked.

      She nodded once. “Now, even more so.”

      “While Tanner never said directly, he circled around it,” Gabe added. “He thinks the file DFL-NI-2-POI-B is a dormant Lazarus document under national intelligence authority for a Tier-2 person of interest.”

      “But that’s all he said about the file?” Jade frowned. “Nothing about what’s in it?”

      Gabe had gone over his conversation with Tanner more than once on the flight to Portland and during his drive to Swan Harbor. It didn’t seem to matter, though, as the outcome was always the same—the problems weren’t what they knew, but what they didn’t know.

      “Let’s just say Tanner was more cryptic than usual,” he settled on. “And based on everything I learned, our worries aren’t unfounded.”

      “Damn,” Lee snapped. “That’s what I was afraid you’d say.”

      Jade waved toward the evidence board they’d started when a photo of Dustin Olsen, the dead man, first appeared. At the time, it hadn’t been an Agency case, but because it involved family and friends.

      “Don’t keep us in suspense any longer. Show us what you learned.”

      They’d divided the board into four sections. Currently, the first was empty, and where he’d add the newest information. In the second, were dates and photos. The third had the evidence they’d found with notes, leaving the last column for connecting dots.

      “It’s not much.” Gabe grabbed a marker and wrote in the first column.

      
        
        Dustin Olsen deceased August 12

        Justin Owen born August 24

        Lived at 6168 A 7th Street, Seattle, Washington

        Enrolled at the University of Washington, Seattle campus the same fall.

        Majored in Chemistry. Earned Bachelor’s, Master’s & PhD in seven years.

        Started as a professor at Seattle University the fall after he graduated and taught for two years.

      

      

      “So he is alive?” Lee murmured.

      “He was alive,” Gabe clarified.

      “We need to fill in Dylan, Killian, Rusty, and Eric.” Lee glanced from Gabe to Jade and back.

      “But National Security—” Jade began.

      “This is my family,” Lee snapped. “You’re right, there are pieces of the story they can’t know, but if I can keep them from walking into something they shouldn’t, you know I’m damn well going to do that?”

      Jade nodded. “I get where you’re coming from, but …”

      “Jade,” Gabe stepped in. “You need to figure out a way around this. We don’t know if Dustin is still alive. We don’t know where he is. We don’t know why he disappeared. But we know he’s not buried in the Swan Harbor cemetery next to his father.”

      “I get that. I really do.” Jade nibbled on her thumb nail for several seconds, her thoughts completely internal. Finally, a resigned expression crossed her face. “I’ll set up something with Dylan, Killian and Rusty in a few days.”

      “And Eric,” Lee added. “He took the sergeant’s exam weeks ago, which automatically triggered a deeper background check.”

      “Not only that,” Gabe came back with. “But I would be surprised if you hadn’t turned in the paperwork to The Agency as soon as the fingerprints led you to the shadowy files.”

      A pink tint crawled across Jade’s high cheekbones. “How did you know?” She frowned. “I’ve not gone that soft living in Swan Harbor, have I?”

      Gabe laughed. “Well, I wouldn’t know about soft, you’ll have to ask your husband about that. But I’ve said it before and will again. I’m a very observant man.”

      If possible, Jade flushed even more, which he found strangely endearing. Until she’d met Wes, she’d been straight-laced, no-nonsense, and by the book.

      And if he took that thought a little farther, he could say the same for Lee. Since he’d fallen for Amanda, he wasn’t as restless and his smile was freer.

      That reminded him of Eric’s words the previous April when they were at Hugh’s housewarming party. “Why are you over here with me instead of sitting with one of the lovely ladies here tonight?”

      He should have said, love will come … when it’s time, because now, more than ever, he believed that to be true.
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        Sheriff’s Department

        December 28

        12:00 p.m.

      

      

      Amy was trying to decide what she wanted for lunch when her phone buzzed.

      
        
          
            
              
        Shawn: Pick you up at 5:30?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Amy: Can we make it 6:00? I’m still at my parents’ house.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Shawn: Are you sure you wouldn’t rather stay with me?

      

      

      

      

      

      She blew out a breath, as they’d had the same conversation more than once since the accident. But each time, she’d turned him down. Each time she did, he hadn’t pushed—he just hadn’t forgotten.

      
        
          
            
              
        Amy: I’m hoping to move back to my place soon. I’ll see you at 6.

      

      

      

      

      

      She’d just dropped her phone back into her purse when the door opened, and Brandy and Brianna walked in.

      “You busy?” Brandy asked, wearing a smile that said she was up to something. “We thought we’d take you to lunch.”

      “Lunch?”

      Brianna nodded. “Yes, that’s why we’re here.”

      Amy laughed. “Right. What are you really trying to sell?”

      Brianna exchanged a look with Brandy and shrugged. “Okay, Calliope started my dress, and I need to see it.”

      Dress. Wedding dress.

      “I can do that.” Amy set the phones so the police department’s day clerk would pick up the calls for the next hour, grabbed her purse, and followed her friends out the door.

      “They hadn’t gone far when Brandy elbowed her. “Where was everyone?”

      “You mean Eric didn’t send you a text?” she teased. “Doesn’t he check in multiple times a day?”

      Brandy rolled her eyes. “We’re engaged, not joined at the hip. But this close to lunch, I thought maybe …”

      “He’s at The Agency with Dylan, Killian, and Rusty,” she murmured.

      “They’re talking about my brother, aren’t they?” Brandy guessed.

      “I don’t know,” Amy admitted. “It wouldn’t surprise me, though. There’s nothing else going on.”

      Brandy hummed, but thankfully didn’t pursue the topic any further.

      “Are you sure you’re ready to see what’s going on with your dress?” Amy teased Bri when they walked into Calliope’s.

      “Well, hello there.” Calliope met Brianna and Brandy’s gaze before hers. “And Amy, I understand you’re Air.”

      Amy exchanged a confused look with Bri.

      “Yes, Calliope knows,” Bri answered her unspoken question.

      “You’re a nonbeliever? Really? Hmm.”

      Calliope took hold of Amy’s shoulders and moved her slightly away from the other two women. Then she walked around her, not once, but twice.

      “Brianna’s right, Amy,” Calliope determined. “You’re Air, and you’re a Simpson. Let’s see what you can see.”

      Before Amy could completely process what was going on, the older woman linked her arm through hers and started toward the back of the store.

      “Here it is.” Calliope placed her in front of a mirror. “What do you see?”

      Amy frowned. “What do I see?”

      “Yes,” Calliope nodded. “Look closely in the mirror. Do you see the canyon painting?”

      More to appease than because she completely believed she was part of the few who could see the painting, she looked in the mirror.

      “What do you see?” Brianna asked softly.

      Amy studied their images in the mirror—Brianna and Brandy on one side, Calliope on the other.

      “I see …” Before she could say more, the dress shop door opened, pulling Calliope away.

      “Look again, Amy,” Brianna whispered. “When I saw the canyon the first time, it started with a smell … sulphur.”

      “Really? That makes no sense.”

      Brandy giggled. “I smelled dirt.”

      Since Christmas evening, when she’d talked to her grandmother about being Air, she’d shut down any thoughts that might have led in that direction. They were too uncomfortable, which probably said something—she just wasn’t ready to say what.

      This time when she turned toward the mirror, she relaxed her stance and stared straight ahead. Her breath caught when there was a flicker, and she could have sworn she caught the scent of sulphur.

      As soon as she moved, though, the image disappeared.

      “Did you see something?” Brianna asked.

      Amy shrugged. “Maybe, but I did smell sulphur.”

      “The steam floating above the hot springs,” Brandy murmured. “It has to be. Try again.”

      Once more, Amy faced the mirror. She relaxed her thoughts and waited, expecting nothing, but hoping for something.

      It started slowly—the hot springs, a pine tree, a wooden box—and then the image zoomed out until she saw herself. She was standing next to the box, her hand in...

      With that flash, the picture faded, leaving her heart racing. She turned wide eyes toward her friends. “I have to go. I’ll see you tonight.”

      “Amy, wait,” Bri began.

      She needed air. Then, saying nothing more, she ran out the door and ducked into Whispering Wishes, the card store next to the dress shop. It was also the building she lived in, as the top two floors were apartments.

      “Amy?” Marnie, the owner of the building and her landlady, frowned. “Is everything okay? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

      Amy forced a laugh. “No ghost, Marnie. Brandy and Brianna dragged me into Calliope’s, and well …”

      Marnie laughed. “Say no more. I get it. Sometimes that shop can be overwhelming.”

      “That’s one way to explain it.” Amy took a deep breath and let it out slowly, the store’s ambiance settling over her like a warm rain. “I needed the calming effect I get every time I walk in here.”

      “That’s always been my hope.” Marnie grinned. “Take all the time you need.”

      Amy nodded her thanks and wandered around for a few minutes. It wasn’t long before her heart rate slowed, and her thoughts weren’t as muddled.

      Once her head cleared, she left through the back door and took a side street that dead-ended at Harbor Drive. Then she ran across the road to Pirate’s Bounty Beach and settled on a bench out of the wind. It was cold, not really a great day to be outside, but she needed it.

      She’d always loved the beach, and ran to it whenever her thoughts were more than she could handle. The sounds and scent were peaceful.

      “You’re more like a hummingbird—you hesitate, just long enough to make your presence known, and then you grow bored and move on.”
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        Pirate’s Bounty Beach

        December 28

        12:30 p.m.

      

      

      Gabe left Captain Jack’s and was on his way back to the Agency when he noticed a female sitting alone, staring off to sea. It wasn’t until she turned her head slightly he recognized her.

      “Amy?”

      When their gazes met, he didn’t question that she’d heard him. It was her expression, and why she was sitting on the beach all alone in the middle of the day, that pulled him forward.

      “It’s cold down here.”

      Amy laughed. “You get a gold star.”

      “I keep saying I’m observant.”

      “Is the meeting over?”

      Gabe held up the Captain Jack’s bag. “It is. I volunteered to pick up lunch.”

      “Anything good?”

      He studied her for several seconds before settling on the other end of the bench.

      “You’re not interested in what we’re having for lunch, are you?”

      “It was something to say,” she murmured absently.

      “Amy Simpson, worried about what to say?” he grinned. “Now, that’s a new one.”

      She gave him a half-smile but remained quiet. It threw him slightly, as normally he would know what to say to her. This time, though, he wasn’t sure how to interpret her current mood.

      “You’re not wearing the boot any longer,” Gabe went in a different direction.

      “No,” she sighed. “I’m good as long as I don’t overdo it.”

      “Are you sure you should walk on the sand?” he questioned. “It’s not the most stable surface.”

      She glanced up, and something flashed in her dark eyes. “I’m fine.”

      “Okay, you’re fine.” Gabe debated with himself for another minute before offering, “Are you returning to the sheriff’s department?”

      Amy glanced at her watch. “I guess. Why?”

      “Can I walk with you? Or should I go back another way?”

      “Oh, stop.” She rolled her eyes. “Let’s go.”

      As soon as they crossed Harbor Drive, he side-eyed her. “Are you going to the sleigh ride tonight?”

      “Shawn’s picking me up at 6. Are you taking Fallon O’Leary?”

      “Where did that come from?”

      She frowned. “I just thought …”

      “I’m not going with Fallon. My date is slightly older than me.”

      Amy lifted a brow. “Older? Yvette?”

      “Where did that come from?”

      “I’m not sure, but are you?”

      Gabe chuckled. “No, I’m going with Ivy Tickle.”

      Amy stopped. Her mouth dropped open, as if she wanted to say something but nothing came out. Then her lips curled up, and in the next breath, she giggled.

      “Ivy Tickle?”

      “Yes. What’s so funny?”

      Amy pressed her lips together, but her eyes were dancing with laughter. “Ivy Tickle, who’s eighty if she’s a day, and lives in Sunset Cliff Retirement Village?”

      “Yes. Why? Do you think I’m too young for her?”

      “Oh, stop,” Amy muttered. “But why are you taking Ivy to the sleigh ride?”

      “She bought me at the bachelor auction,” he mumbled. “I’d completely forgotten about it until she sent me a text.”

      “Let me see.”

      “You want to see the text?”

      “I do.”

      Amy held up her hand and tapped her toe impatiently, waiting for him to dig out his phone. When he showed her the text, he could already imagine what she was going to say.

      
        
          
            
              
        Ivy: Hey Toots. I’ll pick you up at 6:30 for the sleigh ride. I’m counting on you to keep me warm. [image: winking face]

      

      

      

      

      

      “Toots?” Amy snickered.

      It might be below freezing, but that nickname was just … wrong.

      “What can I say? I’m cute.”

      Amy rolled her eyes. “Oh, I see. You do toot your own horn.”

      “Behave.”

      She hesitated and then glanced at her watch again. “I’d better go … Toots. See you later.”

      Amy started toward the sheriff’s department, and just as she opened the back door, he called her name.

      “What?”

      “You’re welcome.”

      She frowned. “For what?”

      Gabe grinned. “I think you know.”

      Her exasperated expression put a little pep in his step as he crossed the street and took the stairs to the office.

      “Took you long enough,” Lee grumbled. “Get lost?”

      Gabe handed Lee his sandwich and settled at his desk. He took a bite, and then another, before he decided to hell with it.

      “I saw Amy.”

      Lee’s brows rose with surprise. “Amy? My Amy?”

      “Yes.”

      “Where was she?”

      “Pirate’s Bounty Beach.”

      Lee slowly lowered his sandwich, wearing his big brother expression, as Gabe called it.

      “She was alone?”

      “Yes. Why? What are you thinking?”

      “How did she look?” Lee asked. “Concerned? Upset? Worried?”

      “She looked …” Gabe didn’t want to say what he really thought, because he knew Lee well enough to know where that would lead. He finally settled on, “Tired, Lee. Amy looked tired. Why?”

      “Ever since Amy was small, any time she needed to clear her head, she’d end up at the beach. She said the breeze always took her worries away.”

      “If she was, I can’t tell you why, but you’ll be happy to know, I made her smile.”

      Lee laughed. “What did you do?”

      “Showed her my text from Ivy Tickle,” Gabe muttered.

      “What do you want to bet the next time you see her, she’s going to call you Toots?”

      “She’s already done so,” Gabe shook his head, as if more annoyed than he actually felt. “How do you think I got her to smile?”

      Lee snickered. “Toots, huh? You know …?”

      “Don’t even think about it,” Gabe growled. “Let’s just move on.”

      It was quiet for the next several minutes while they ate. Gabe’s thoughts bounced from their meeting to his conversation with Amy until landing on the evening.

      “Should I be worried about Ivy?” he asked hesitantly. “From what I understand, Killian was quite the ladies’ man when he first moved here, and even he warned me.”

      Lee laughed. “Ivy Tickle. It’s been years since I’ve heard that name.”

      “What do you know?”

      “About Ivy? Oh, I know plenty, in fact,” Lee turned to his computer for a second, and then looked up with a grin. “I just sent you a link that has everything you need to know about Ivy Tickle.”

      Gabe frowned. “Do I really want to know these things before spending the evening with her?”

      “It might give you something to talk about.”

      “True.” Gabe clicked the link, and when it opened, he got an eyeful.
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        Sheriff’s Department

        December 28

        4:30 p.m.

      

      

      Amy glanced up when the outside door opened, and Eric walked in. He was staring at his phone, wearing a slightly dazed expression.

      Her first thought was Brandy had tattled on her, but that didn’t fit.

      “Eric?” she asked hesitantly. “Is everything okay?”

      “What?” He glanced up, his expression blank. “Did you say something?”

      She pointed at his phone. “What are you looking at?”

      “My results.”

      “From your test?”

      He nodded.

      “And?”

      Earlier in the month, her brother had taken his sergeant’s exam. Assuming he passed, he had a new position lined up as a community liaison.

      “I passed.”

      “You passed?” Amy jumped up to hug him. “That’s wonderful. Congratulations. But why aren’t you happy?”

      “I’m happy. I just can’t quite believe it.”

      “You’ve always gotten what you’ve wanted,” she let that hang for a beat, “if you’ve worked for it.”

      Before Eric could respond, Dylan’s door opened. “You passed, didn’t you?” he exclaimed. “I just heard.”

      Eric frowned. “You heard? Really?”

      A sheepish grin crossed Dylan’s face. “Connections through my dad, sorry. I hope I didn’t spoil anything.”

      “No, no, all good,” Eric assured him. “It just feels surreal.”

      “Killian, Rusty,” Dylan alerted the two detectives. “Our boy’s a sergeant!”

      Amy tuned out the noise long enough to grab her phone.

      
        
          
            
              
        Amy: Eric passed his exam. Is his party already planned?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Cora: Of course. Your mother and I have everything ready. Do you think Thursday works?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Amy: That works well. It gives everyone a day between the sleigh ride and the party to rest.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Cora: Thursday it is. 7:00 p.m.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Amy: I’ll send out the information to my group.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Cora: I’ll do the same.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Amy: See you then.

      

      

      

      

      

      She scrolled to the group text she’d created and sent a quick message.

      
        
          
            
              
        Amy: Eric passed—surprise party Thursday @7—Gran’s house.

      

      

      

      

      

      Once that was done, Amy put her phone away and glanced at the security monitors, showing the various camera angles in and around the building. When she saw her replacement coming in the back door, she began clearing her things off the desk.

      “Afternoon, Amy,” the night clerk, Walt Manning, greeted. “Anything exciting happen?”

      Walt Manning was in his seventies and continued to work, not because he had to, but because he loved being in the know, as he called it. She’d heard recently he’d gotten back together with his ex wife—Phyllis.

      “Eric passed his exam.”

      Walt’s grin grew. “I knew that boy had it in him. He’ll make a fine community liaison.”

      “I suppose he will,” Amy murmured absently. “As for the job—it was a strangely quiet day.”

      “Gettin’ ready for the sleigh ride,” Walt hummed. “You know I’m right.”

      “Maybe.”

      “No maybe about it,” he clucked. “You’ll see. I’m right. But now, off with you. I can take it from here.”

      “Thanks, Walt. See you tomorrow.”

      Amy drove home, her thoughts already on the night ahead. When she reached her parents’ house, it surprised her to see her father’s car in the driveway. The moment she stepped inside, she understood why.

      “Dad?” she called. “You’re home early.”

      “You should never rush coconut shrimp,” he shouted over the music.

      “If you say so.”

      Amy left her keys and purse in the basket next to the front door and started toward the kitchen. She found him wearing one of her mother’s aprons—the counters covered with dishes.

      “You know, dad,” she laughed. “I think you make a bigger mess in the kitchen than I do, and that’s saying something.”

      He shrugged. “I’ll clean it before your mother gets home, don’t you worry.”

      Amy held her hands up in surrender. “Not me. I’m just saying what mom might say.”

      “Leave your mother to me. What about you? Are you going to the sleigh ride tonight?”

      “Shawn’s picking me up at 6:00.”

      “Okay. How are things with you and Shawn?” he asked, almost out of the blue. “Is there something going on I’ve missed?”

      “Where did that come from?” Then she realized her comment had come out a little sharp—not how she’d intended.

      Patrick glanced up from where he’d been coating the shrimp, his blue-eyed stare all-knowing. She’d inherited his thick blonde hair but sadly not his eye color—of the four, only Eric had blue eyes.

      “Is there anything you want to talk about?” he asked gently.

      “No, not really. I think I’m just getting restless.”

      “You’ve been here for almost two months, I would expect nothing less. But your apartment is on the third floor, and there still isn’t an elevator. Right?”

      “True. It’s one reason I haven’t tried the stairs yet. But I plan to soon, and then I’ll get out of your hair.”

      “You’re no problem, honey. Take all the time you need.”

      “Thanks, dad. I’d better get ready.”

      Amy left her father working on the shrimp dish and quickly changed clothes. If she counted both the winter and spring sleigh rides, this would be her fifth with Shawn. As much as she hated to admit it, something about this year felt different.

      Was it because, as her grandmother said, she was like a hummingbird and grew bored? Or did it have something to do with being engaged?

      “ … it’s different when you’re engaged, isn’t it?”

      For some reason, that question felt too big for her to think about right then. She was further saved when her phone buzzed.

      
        
          
            
              
        Shawn: I’m outside

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Amy: Be right there.

      

      

      

      

      

      She grabbed her coat, called goodbye to her father, and ran out the door to find Shawn waiting on the porch.

      “Why didn’t you ring the bell?”

      He shrugged. “I don’t know, should I have?”

      “Never mind.”

      Shawn gave her a strange look, but since he didn’t follow up, she decided it didn’t matter—even though it still unsettled her.

      “Are we going to be alone tonight?”

      He grinned, reminding her why she’d fallen for him. Thick blond hair, blue eyes, and a perpetual 5:00 shadow. The first time he’d smiled at her, she’d melted.

      “We are. I called dibs on the two-seater.”

      “That’s nice.”

      She could feel Shawn watching her, his look questioning. But as she’d said before, how could she define something to others when she didn’t understand it herself?

      “Everything okay?”

      “Good, why?”

      “No reason.”

      “Tell me about work.”

      When he started talking
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