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      I am the first to admit I can never picture what a cover should—or could look like. It amazes me when the cover artist can take the little bit of information I give them and create something fabulously breathtaking. Victoria Miller went beyond all of my expectations. She is a true genius and beyond brilliant. Thanks for making me an incredible, beautiful cover. Your creative intuition helps make this book shine brighter. I have no word to express how wonderful and generous you are—many many hugs.

      

      To those who helped polish this story into its full glory: Leona, Amanda, and Christina, you are all marvelous, wonderful ladies. An extra special thanks to Emily, your last minute help polishing my story was very much appreciated.

    

  


  
    
      I'm dedicating this book to the most inspiring person I know, my beautiful amazing niece. She managed to overcome odds no one believed her capable of, and she not only met, but exceeded her goals. The strength and determination she held inside of her was absolutely astonishing. Alison Monaco, you are my super hero. I love you.

      My only wish was you'd have been around long enough to read it. I wrote this book with you in mind—hoping you'd read the words I crafted for you. My heart breaks because I will never be able to share it with you. Now, you are one of the guardians watching out for those who need your special kind of strength. We're blessed to be engulfed in your unwavering ability to fight against all the odds. The angels are lucky to have you by their side.
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      “Have you ever seen such a beautiful sight?” Rebecca O'Shea turned to her boyfriend, David Falcon, with a half smile on her face. Battleship row dotted the horizon with the commanding Pacific fleet. Turquoise waves rolled across the water and crashed into foamy white spray as it hit the beach's shallow depths. “Hawaii has to be the best place on Earth.”

      They were sprawled out on a red and white checker blanket, enjoying the sunrise. The sand of the beach gleamed against the sun's early morning rays. Rebecca and David were the only two souls currently occupying the secluded coastline. She leaned her head back, closed her eyes, and soaked in the warmth as she dug her toes inside the minuscule grains of sand. They fell over the top of her feet with tiny whispers of sensation as she pulled them back out. Her eyes fluttered open to take in her exquisite surroundings.

      “Absolutely beautiful,” David agreed.

      Rebecca turned her head and gazed into David's warm chocolate-brown eyes. His onyx-black hair trimmed into short strands skimming the top of his head. The Navy's barber shaved it into the regulation buzz cut earlier in the week. She loved to run her hands across the sheared locks, absorbing the softness on her palms. He flashed her a smile, revealing dimples on each side of his mouth.

      Just gazing at him stabbed her in the chest with an uncertainty she could not explain. The joy she experienced when near him surpassed any feeling she could ever explain with mere words, but it held a tinge of sadness, as if a bad omen waited to crash over them like the waves falling to shore. Rebecca hoped with all her being nothing would destroy their relationship, but her gut feelings never crossed over her without some undertone of truth. She shook off the dread and smiled back at him. No matter what happened, she intended to enjoy every moment with him. She loved him. No one else could ever make her heart soar in quite the same way.

      “You're not even looking at the water.” Her bubble of laughter floated across the warm breeze and faded away with the wind.

      “Because nothing is more gorgeous than you.”

      Rebecca's lips tilted into a soft smile as her heart filled with overwhelming emotions of the warm and fuzzy variety. “You say the sweetest things. Is it any wonder I love you so much.”

      “What can I say? I'm lovable like that.” David leaned in close to her. His nose lightly touched hers as he tilted his head to place a soft kiss on her lips. “Which brings me to why I brought you here.”

      “You mean you didn't want to watch the sky glow a brilliant orange-red as the sun rose in the sky?” she teased.

      “No, not that it isn't a dazzling sight; however, you hold much more appeal to me.”

      David rolled onto his knees in front of her. He pulled both of her hands in his and stared into her eyes. “I know we have only been dating for a few months, but I feel like it's been a lifetime. I can't imagine being with anyone other than you. The first time we met, when I ran into you—literally—my world made sense for the first time. What I'm trying to say, I mean, ask you, is will you marry me? Be my wife and build a life together?”

      Rebecca sat stunned for several seconds as his words washed over her. She never expected him to propose. Their courtship had been a whirlwind of nonstop activity and emotional highs. They met outside of a theater in downtown Pearl City. They both were in the process of exiting, but David forgot something, turned to go back inside, and smacked into Rebecca, knocking her to the ground. He apologized profusely for his bad manners. The encounter led to a small diner as they began to get to know each other. Not once since he asked her to accompany him to the beach a few hours ago, did she anticipate he would propose. The tiny uneasy vibe festered once again inside of her. That doubt, the niggling feeling of hesitation, told her she should back away as fast as possible. She loved and adored him and didn't see any rational reason why she should ever say no. Still, she believed she should mull it over for a few seconds, to keep him guessing. Rebecca didn't want him to think she was a sure thing.

      Rebecca skimmed her fingers over the knotted blue neckerchief resting in the middle of his chest and tucked beneath the collar of his white naval uniform. Her lips tilted into a soft smile. “Yes, I will marry you.”

      David grabbed her and pulled her into his arms holding her tight in his embrace. He eased back and stared into her eyes. “You had me scared for a minute there. It seemed like it took forever for you to answer.”

      “You surprised me. It seems like a dream. I needed a moment to realize you were asking me to be your wife. I can't wait to marry you and start our life together.”

      “I'm glad you said that. I think we should get married after Thanksgiving. A small ceremony here on the island, and a big celebration later stateside. I’ll request leave so we can have a honeymoon over Christmas and go to visit our families.” He reached up and gently caressed her cheek with the tips of his fingers.

      “I think it is a lovely idea. I will talk to the girls when I get back and begin planning it. I imagine we can have something small arranged in time.” Enthusiasm filled her voice as she thought about the idea of her wedding.  Excitement pooled in her stomach as butterflies danced around inside of her. In her dreams, she never thought she'd find someone to love and marry. Rebecca believed she was meant to remain alone. For the first time, she considered the possibility she'd been wrong in her assumption. She could see how it would all work. “It is a bit of a time crunch as Thanksgiving is only a week away, but as long as you don't want anything extravagant, it can be done. We should be able to have something set by say December sixth.”

      “Wonderful. As long as you are there, everything else is tiny details. Whatever you plan will be perfect as long as at the end of it all you’re my wife.” David rolled back over and sat down beside her. “Come here and sit in front of me so I can enjoy holding you for a little while.”

      She got up and sat between his legs making sure the skirt of her dress fell over her thighs, and leaned her head back on to his shoulder. Rebecca turned her head to study David's tilted face. He placed a soft kiss on her lips as he held her snuggly against his broad chest. She lifted her hands and rested them against his forearms with a light touch. Her heart pounded in her chest. David deepened the kiss as she opened her mouth to touch her tongue against his. Her eyes closed to allow herself to experience every new sensation without reality mucking it up. They sat in that position, kissing and holding on to each other for several minutes before David lifted his head mere inches above her face. Her eyes drifted open to meet his passion filled gaze.

      “I almost forgot. I have a ring for you.” David reached inside the pocket of his naval uniform and pulled out a small solitaire diamond ring. He clutched her left hand in his and slid it on her ring finger, fitting with a perfectness Rebecca couldn't help but be in awe of. After he secured it on her finger, he lifted her hand so they both could admire its sparkling brilliance, confirming they intended to spend the rest of their life together.

      “As much as I'd like to stay and stare at your lovely golden red hair and emerald-green eyes, I need to get back to the ship. Unfortunately for me, I'm on duty in an hour, and there is some electrical equipment in need of repair.” His left hand trailed across her shoulder and rested at the top of her head. His fingers wound through her long curly locks.

      “I wish we could stay here forever, in this moment, and enjoy each other.” Rebecca sighed as she continued to stare into the depths of his brown eyes.

      “Me too, duty calls though. Come on; let's get up before I begin to consider a night in the brig a small price to pay to be here with you for an extra few minutes.” He placed a quick kiss on the tip of her nose and released her from his arms.

      “Sometimes, I wish we were not such responsible people. Reality has a sneaky way of creeping in and making us do the right thing. I'm actually on duty at the hospital in a few hours. I should go back to the cottage to change.”

      Rebecca stood up and grabbed her white strappy sandals from where she placed them on the blanket. David got to his feet, grabbed the red and white checkered blanket and shook the sand out of it. After he folded it and draped it across one of his arms, he reached for Rebecca's hand and led her to a nearby wooden bench. She sat down and put her shoes on so they could walk back to battleship row. David, currently stationed on the U.S.S. Arizona, needed to board the ship. As he needed to be there at a much earlier time than she was required to report at the naval hospital on the base near Pearl Harbor, they would say their goodbyes on the docks. The short trek only took them twenty minutes. The time flew by, and before she knew it, they stood on the docks leading to the ship he called home while stationed in Oahu, Hawaii. Pearl Harbor, home to the Navy's battleship row, was currently overflowing with boats soaking up the early morning light.

      “Our time together always goes by so fast. I can't wait until I can see you again. How long are you on duty this time?”

      “I don't have any free time for at least a week. I wish I could see you sooner. Maybe when we meet again, you will have some perfect plans in place for our wedding.” David smiled, his stunning dimples blinding her with happiness.

      “I will try my best. Now kiss me before someone comes down and drags you back onto the Arizona.”

      David complied with her request and wrapped his arms around her waist to embrace her as his lips caressed hers in a gentle, all-consuming kiss. Rebecca let the passion roll over her and accepted every ounce of love he poured into it. He let her go far quicker than she would have liked.

      “I miss you already,” she whispered.

      “The week will fly by before you know it. We will have Thanksgiving weekend together. Maybe, we can do something special.”

      “No. The girls and I have an elaborate dinner planned. You should come to the cottage and bring a few of your friends. There is an intricate and detailed holiday being organized. They all miss home, and this is their way of coping. It'll be fun.”

      “I know a few guys who would appreciate both the dinner and the company of some lovely ladies. I will bring them along with me.” David leaned in close to her and lightly kissed her again before turning to walk toward his ship. He stopped a short distance from her and turned his head back in her direction. “I'll be thinking of you each moment we are apart until I see you again.” After he spoke the conviction filled words, he continued on toward his ship and boarded it.

      A warm feeling spread through her. Yes, marrying David was the right decision. No matter what life had in store for them, she would not regret her decision. He made her happy in ways nothing else could. She couldn't imagine not having him in her life. Rebecca turned away from battleship row and walked to the cottage she shared with five other naval nurses. She couldn't wait to tell them her news. They would be jumping for joy at her unexpected engagement to David. All five of them would want to help her plan her wedding.

      A smile of contented happiness spread across her face. She hugged herself with her arms and squeezed tight in an attempt to hold the fleeting feeling deep inside of her. Nothing could take it away from her. It would always remain a part of her even on her darkest days. With the resolution made, she walked faster toward her home away from home. Rebecca had a lot of planning to do, not just for her wedding, but also for the Thanksgiving dinner which would now include a few extra mouths to feed. She wanted to make as many memories of this cheerful time as she could. Her heart overflowed with so many emotions, she didn't know how she could be expected to contain them all.
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      Birds chirped a happy tune as they flew across the cerulean sky, dipping and turning in sync with each other. The sun continued its ascent high into the sky. With each rise in its elevation, the warmer it became. The heat permeated the air as it blew through the palm trees and wrapped itself around Jaoel, causing tiny beads of sweat to form around the nape of his neck. He stood a small distance from the woman he'd been sent to protect and watched her walk away from battleship row.

      Her red-gold hair blew in the balmy breeze, and her pink lips formed a pleased smile. A rosy glow grew across her cheeks, illuminating an already beautiful heart shaped face. She wore a white blouse securely tucked within a blue skirt floating around her hips that stopped just above her knees. Her white sandals tapped on the sidewalk as she crossed over it. Jaoel found her to be absolutely breathtaking and mesmerizing. From the first moment he spotted her, a part of him fell in love with her. It was a deep-rooted love bound in duty and honor, his only desire to ensure her safety. A notion he had to continuously remind himself—Jaoel gave up his right to an amorous relationship. Immortality didn't mix well alongside individuals with a finite lifespan.

      If it meant watching from the shadows and following her in secret, he would fulfill his mission with every ounce of willingness he had inside of him. She didn't know about him, and if everything went as planned, she never would. His orders were to only reveal himself if she were in danger. So far her path continued as it was meant to. As long as nothing changed, he could remain in dark corners always observing.

      “Your charge appears happy this morning.”

      Jaoel turned to see his commander standing behind him. His golden locks flowed around his beautifully chiseled face. A pair of icy blue eyes stared directly down at him, holding him in place. Jaoel didn't often report directly to him, but there were times he required one in person. Secondhand knowledge had a way of getting lost in translation. So every now and then, his leader popped in for an update. Other people in his unit found it unnerving to deal with, but it never bothered Jaoel. He welcomed him as he always did, with the reverence and respect his superior deserved.

      “Michael.” Jaoel nodded his head at him. “She had a good morning. It's why delight spills out of her movements.”

      Rebecca O'Shea appeared hale, hearty, and happy. The guardians couldn't ask for much else at this point. She still had no clue about her abilities. They were now beginning to surface at a stronger level. Her gift spiraled toward a point she'd no longer be able to ignore it. The onslaught of emotional chaos might cause her to unravel. She had no shield and showed no signs of developing one on her own. Jaoel would be forced to intervene soon.

      “Is everything going as planned?”

      “So far so good. Are you sure this is the correct path for her to be on?”

      “It is. The next few weeks are crucial to us. How she handles the outcome will determine where she ends up. Some things break people, while others thrive and grow stronger from it. We hope she isn't the sort who will be destroyed.”

      “I think she is a lot stronger than you realize.” Jaoel shook his head and stared into Michael’s eyes. “You are over thinking her situation.”

      “You may be right. You have to start taking a more active role. She may end up needing a solid presence in her life.”

      “I don't understand. I thought I was only to remain in the shadows and watching. So far, nothing has happened to constitute direct involvement. She's handling the transition well.”

      “Yes. We had hoped to keep to the set plan. Our advisors saw a shift in direction happen this morning. It suggested we needed to be a bit more proactive if we wanted to save her.”

      Jaoel jerked his head up, startled at Michael's news. Why didn't they inform him of this new direction? This was information he needed in order to do his job properly. “What shift? What caused this change? I don't understand how I could not be unaware of it.”

      “Nothing has changed, at least nothing we can pinpoint exactly. It's more a tremor. We don't want to take any chances if we can prevent something catastrophic from happening. Some things are inevitable and can't be changed. Her path for the most part is set, but there is a possibility she could crash and burn without aide.” Michael's gaze dulled as if he could see a thousand different scenarios floating in front of him.

      For all Jaoel knew, he did. After a brief pause, he shook his head and turned his attention back to Jaoel. “You know how important she is to our unit. The things she will be capable of will only benefit the world around us. We need her prepared to handle everything. When the crisis hits, how she handles it and moves forward will depend on her ability to control her emotions.”

      “What do you need me to do?”

      Jaoel would do anything to protect her. He was a guardian, and he took his job seriously. Anything Michael needed from him it was his pleasure to give in service. He anticipated using all of his well-learned skills to make it happen. No matter what the cost may be to him, Jaoel would make sure she made it through stronger than ever.

      “As I said, we need you to take a more active role. You need to arrange a meeting with her. Ingratiate yourself with her. No more shadows and watching from a distance. In order for her to survive what is to come, she will need her guardian there to guide her.”

      Michael turned to observe the turquoise waves floating over the Pacific. Jaoel let his words roll over him and considered what his next step might be. It shouldn't be too difficult to become a more active part in her life. She worked in the hospital on base. Accessing her would actually be simple. It was becoming a more permanent part of her life that could prove to be more difficult. Going into the hospital once would be simply explained away as a patient needing care. Stalking the halls without a reason to be there—it would be a clear way to get the local MP's calling on him for being a nuisance. It would be easier if he was around on a regular basis. He weighed all of his option and came to one conclusion. If he could be around base more often, he could run into her from time to time. Perhaps she would come to consider him a friend. An assignment at the hospital wouldn't work for him. He didn't have the necessary medical skills. Jaoel preferred a hands on approach and needed something to tinker with. While he fixed things, the human body went beyond his capabilities. Since he loved to fly, the best place for him to be was on one of the army airfields. He could tinker with the planes and make them worthy of the striking sapphire skies they coasted over.

      “I see. I know exactly what I need to do. I will begin to take the necessary steps to become an active part of her life. By tomorrow morning, I will have it all in place to become a firm presence in her life.”

      Michael turned around and faced Jaoel. His blue eyes darkened and almost appeared black. It projected a startling difference to his normally icy blue irises. Lines formed around his eyes, and his mouth tightened into a grim line.

      “I'm worried, Jaoel. There is a darkness coming. If we don't prepare well enough for it—let's just say there's a high possibility it will be here to stay. Hope is a powerful thing. We need to hold on to it and make sure it spreads. If not, well, I hate to see what becomes of this world.”

      “I understand. You have my solemn word that I will do everything in my power to make sure that nothing evil stays here.” Jaoel stared directly into his commander's eyes.

      “Good. I knew I could count on you to do what is necessary. If you need anything or run into any problems, do not hesitate to contact me. This needs to go as smoothly as possible. I trust you to see to the best interests of your charge.”

      “You may depend on it.”

      “You will have to alter your appearance of course. Your ebony locks will have to be sheared a bit shorter. I apologize for the inconvenience, but it's necessary. There will be no disguising your aquamarine eyes though. They are only slightly unusual, and maybe they won't stand out too much while you are on your assignment.”

      “I'm prepared to do whatever is necessary. It's only hair. It'll grow back if I wish it too.” Jaoel remained stoic in his stance. He folded his arms behind his back and kept his head held high.

      “You are one of my most devoted soldiers. Ever since you came into my service, you have always known your duty and have acted accordingly. It's why I gave you this particular assignment. I knew you were the only one who could handle all of its difficulties. It's perhaps one of our most complicated missions yet. It will not be easy, and it may take longer than either of us realizes. Do not fail me.”

      “You can count on me, Michael. I have never failed you before.”

      Michael's eyes glowed brighter with each word he spoke. His lips tilted into a smile, and his flawlessly chiseled cheekbones showcased his phenomenal beauty. Golden locks folded perfectly around his broad shoulders. From the pleased expression he portrayed, Jaoel knew the meeting went well. Michael believed their mission would go off without a hitch; it would not fall short of perfection or darn close to it anyway.

      Jaoel hoped he wouldn't disappoint him.

      “I know. Don't start now.”

      Michael nodded at him. For a brief moment, Jaoel turned his head away to observe the blue-green ocean. When his gaze shot upward, Michael no longer stood next to him. He always could vanish without anyone seeing him go. One day, Jaoel hoped to master the skill.

      He walked away from his place in the shadows and welcomed the light. A lot needed to be accomplished before he could become involved in Rebecca's life. Her protection would always be at the forefront of his mission. She didn't have to necessarily like him as long as she survived the upcoming onslaught. Of course, it would make his job a whole lot easier if she did at least respect him. Her cooperation would go a long way in aiding his duty to guard her. Whatever darkness was approaching them, he would find a way to defeat it. No evil would be permitted to harm her.
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      The chatter filled the room to capacity; the acoustics making it seem louder and more animated as they talked. It took over and filled the little area with so much noise, it amazed Rebecca they could hear each other's words. There were six women sharing the cabin. The whole living space consisted of five rooms. If they all happened to be home, they scattered around the house to eat their meals. They had a small living area with wicker furniture made comfortable with pillows and blankets.

      There were two bedrooms, and each housed three of the young nurses. Their single beds lined up in rows, each made up neat and tidy, except for the whirlwind of clothes often flung far and wide in each bedroom. They shared everything with each other. No secrets and a belief of what's mine is yours had become a part of their everyday philosophy.

      Well, there were some minor exceptions to their rule.

      No one poached another girl's beau, and any secrets shared were kept amongst themselves. Rebecca couldn't wait to share her good news with them all. Everyone gathered in the living room, the only room big enough to hold them all at once. Almost every place to sit was occupied by one of them.

      “I have news,” she announced to the room in general.

      “Oh,” Maxine said with a lift of her eyebrow. “Don't keep us waiting. Tell us what is going on in the world of Rebecca O'Shea.”

      Maxine Kay was boisterous and loud. She didn't stop to think before she opened her mouth, and it often showed. Her hair, a dark blond hue, curled around her neck and stopped at her shoulders. Her hazel eyes often gleamed with mischief. More often than not, she was the thrill seeker. Always looking for fun and ending up in trouble along the way.

      “It's a lovely morning, don't you think?” Rebecca said as she nonchalantly ran her left hand over her hair to smooth out the curls.

      “Don't be coy. You said you had something to tell us. Now don't act all shy and unwilling. Tell us already,” Carolyn demanded.

      Carolyn English could put a drill sergeant to shame. She was bossy, organized, and knew how to make people jump to do her bidding. Lucky for Rebecca, she had become rather used to Caro's own brand of dominance and could brush it off without a thought.

      “Well, gee, if you're going to get snippy, maybe I won't share,” Rebecca teased.

      “As if you can keep anything in,” scoffed Beatrice as she pushed her glasses back up her nose.

      Beatrice Gold could make anything out of—well anything. She had a creative mind and utilized it often. As the only one in the group with that mindset, she kept herself busy by constantly crafting some project.

      “She does have a point,” Elizabeth agreed. She pulled an ochre strand of hair behind her ear and leaned forward resting her chin in her open palm.

      Elizabeth Somers, their own personal gourmet chef. Her father studied in all the exclusive places and owned a fancy restaurant in New York. She learned how to cook while he balanced her on his knees. He expected her to take over after she married, but Elizabeth had other ideas. She wanted to help people and decided to train as a nurse. Of course, she also loved to cook, and they all took advantage of it.

      Rebecca turned toward her with a cheeky smile on her face. “Oh? She does, does she?”

      “You're enjoying this a tiny bit too much,” Virginia piped in, a contented smile resting on her angelic face.

      Virginia Hill had a soft voice and a capacity to give so much of herself it surprised them all. She was gentle and loving beyond anything they had ever experienced. Every one of them went to her when they needed to talk or seek advice because Ginny would never judge them for anything.

      Rebecca contemplated her friends and admired them for each of their individual traits. It wasn't just Carolyn's rich mahogany waves, Virginia's sleek obsidian tresses, or even Beatrice's golden-blonde mane. Their physical attributes were all amazing, but those were only the superficial aspects and didn't give the full picture of who they each were. Every one of her roommates held something special inside, making them exceptional people.

      “Now, Ginny, you know I'd never do any such thing.” Rebecca placed her hand over her heart and blinked at her with fake sincerity.

      “I don't need Caro to tell me she's lying with more conviction than a man trying to get under my skirt.” Elizabeth stared up into Rebecca's eyes as the words rolled off her tongue.

      Maxine stalked across the room and grabbed Rebecca's hand pulling it in front of her face to examine it. “Now what do we have here?

      “Does she have a ring on her finger?” Carolyn leaped off the chair she occupied to come take a peek herself.

      “I'll be, well look here. Our very own Becca managed to hook herself a man. Is it the sexy sailor you've been spending time with?” Maxine inquired.

      “Well, yes. David proposed to me this morning.”

      “How wonderful.” Virginia beamed.

      “All right, now you have to give us all the details,” Beatrice shouted above the growing chatter. “Everyone sit down so Becca can tell us everything. Don't leave out any details. We want to know everything.”

      “It was soooo romantic.” Rebecca sighed.

      “Yeah, yeah. Get to the good stuff. Did he kiss you?” Maxine waved her hand as she demanded more details.

      “Don't interrupt her.” Elizabeth got up and smacked Maxine in the shoulder with a playful tap of her hand.

      “He did kiss me.” Rebecca laughed. “But I'm not giving you details on it. Let's say we walked to the beach to watch the sunrise, and as soon as it glowed a bright orange, he kneeled before me and asked me to be his wife. He is the sweetest most loving man, and I couldn't be happier at the idea of spending the rest of my life with him.”

      “So of course he is happy you said yes, right?” Virginia inquired.

      “Of course. He wouldn't have asked if he didn't want to marry me too.”

      “I wanted to be sure. You shouldn't marry someone unless they love you completely.” Virginia's voice grew quiet as she spoke.

      “He does love me, Ginny.”

      Virginia sat, quiet and unmoving. After several seconds ticked by, she nodded her head at Rebecca giving her stamp of approval.

      “So when are you two going to get hitched?” Beatrice broke the silence

      “That's where I need your help. First, I have to tell you he is coming to our Thanksgiving dinner and bringing a few of his friends. Second, we want to get married by the end of the first week in December. I think on Saturday the sixth, if we can arrange it all.”

      “Why so soon? Isn't it a little bit fast?” Beatrice glanced over at Rebecca with concern in her coffee-brown eyes.

      “We want to start our lives together as soon as possible.” Rebecca explained.

      “There's no other reason?” Carolyn sat forward to study Rebecca.

      “No, I promise.”

      They all sat, waiting, for her to interject with more information. When nothing else came from her, they nodded their heads, presumably accepting her at her word.

      “Now where do we start first?” Rebecca asked.

      “Thanksgiving dinner.” Carolyn jumped up and walked across the room to grab a piece of paper and a pencil.

      “Really? Why not the wedding?” Beatrice inquired.

      “Because the wedding will be simple. Just us and the sailors David invites. Thanksgiving is going to be an all-out affair. We already have most of it planned, but it originally was just for us. We will need to plan for the extra mouths to feed, not to mention where we are going to put everyone. We don't exactly have a lot of space in the cottage.” Carolyn continued to jot notes down on the paper in front of her.

      “We can eat outside,” Ginny suggested.

      “Oh that's a lovely idea. We can take a couple tables and chairs outside. We can put some pretty tablecloths on the table. I can make a cornucopia for the centerpiece, and I also embroidered some napkins we can use,” Beatrice murmured in a faraway voice.

      “Good. I will add it to the list.”

      “I'm in charge of the main course. I could use some help with the side dishes. Who wants to help?” Elizabeth asked.

      “I can help you,” Maxine offered.

      “Do you need any more money to help pay for everything?” Rebecca asked.

      “No, we already have plenty from the original fund we created.” Elizabeth shook her head as she spoke.

      “Do you have any idea how many extra men we will have here?” Maxine's eyes darted toward Rebecca, her lips plumped into a coy smile.

      “No, David didn't say. I would plan for say five to be on the safe side. I doubt he will bring too many though. He knows we don't have a lot of extra room here.”

      “That's probably a reasonable assumption to make. I’ll plan for more than we think will be here. If you talk to him, please try to get a better idea of the actual number,” Carolyn demanded.

      “He said he is working for the next week. I don't think I will see him until Thanksgiving Day. It's going to be a long seven days.” Rebecca frowned and bit her lip. It was always so hard to have so little time together; she wished he didn't have to stay locked on the Arizona so much. If only he could get away for a little bit and see her before Thanksgiving. They didn't get enough quality alone time.

      “Okay. Well it will have to do then. I can work with what we have.” Carolyn got lost in making her list.

      “This is going to be so much fun.” Maxine's eyes glowed with excitement.

      “Can we plan the wedding now?” Beatrice asked.

      “All right, fine, we can plan the wedding,” Carolyn grumbled.

      “You don't have to help if you don't want to,” Rebecca told her.

      “No, I'm steamrolling through these plans. I hate stopping in the middle of something. You know how I can get. I do want to help plan the wedding. Did you have something in mind?”

      “Well, I want you all there of course. I'm open to suggestions otherwise.”

      “You should get married here by the cottage. We can see if Pastor Daniels can do the ceremony. I can talk to him Sunday at service if you like,” Virginia interjected.

      “Perfect. I will start a wedding planning list. Let me get another sheet of paper. I already filled up the one for Thanksgiving.” Carolyn leaped forward to gather her supplies.

      “I can help with the decorations. Oh—I can make you a beautiful bouquet. What's your favorite flower?” Beatrice asked, bubbly happiness spilling through her words.

      “Oh Bea, thank you, anything you make would be lovely. I'm partial to white lilies, but I will love anything, I promise.”

      “I will make a cake. We can have a light lunch afterwards for everyone that attends. Maybe some tiny sandwiches and some salads for people to help themselves to when they are hungry,” Elizabeth offered.

      “Okay, I have Bea doing decorations, Ginny talking to Pastor Daniels, and Elizabeth making the food. Maxi you can help Lizzie and Bea wherever they need you. I'll help, too, of course. We only have one tiny detail remaining.”

      “What's that?” Rebecca asked.

      “The wedding dress,” Carolyn told her.

      “Oh I hadn't thought of my dress. What should I wear?” Rebecca took a minute to visualize what the perfect dress would be—especially once David saw her in it. He'd be so awestruck as he watched her walking toward him. “I want it to be simple yet elegant, maybe some intricate beading or lace to give it a little sophistication.”

      “I think that calls for a shopping expedition,” Maxine exclaimed.

      “Definitely,” Carolyn agreed.

      “I do see your point, but it will have to wait. I'm on duty at the hospital in less than an hour. I need to get ready. Let's make a trip of it sometime over the next several days.” Rebecca smiled at each of them, reassuring her roommates how grateful she was for their help. “It's going to be fun shopping for my dress. I'm sure you'll share your opinions with me. Thank you so much for offering to help me pick the perfect dress.”

      They all nodded their heads.

      “I will make a note of it and let you know what day is going to work for all of us,” Carolyn announced.

      Rebecca laughed. “Sounds like a plan. Now if you'll excuse me, I'm going to go and change. Thank you all for everything.”

      Rebecca walked away to chimes of “you're welcome” from all five of the women. She went into the bedroom she shared with Virginia and Carolyn and pulled out her nurse's uniform. It took her less than ten minutes to completely change, wave goodbye, and begin her trek to the naval hospital. Her smile grew on her face the more she thought about how wonderful everything in her life was. She had five remarkable friends who were going to help make her wedding impossibly lovely and a fiancé who loved her completely. Nothing was going to ruin her wedding and the life she envisioned for herself. She had a lot to look forward to, and for the first time in her life, she snuffed out everything that made her believe otherwise. She refused to allow any darkness inside to ruin her happiness.
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      Rebecca allowed herself to hope for one thing in her life. A fulfilling career as a nurse. She now had that and so much more. The navy trained her in various forms of physical therapy. Only a few in each class were given the opportunity.

      Rebecca wrapped her arms around her waist as a wave of joy spread through her. Close to twenty-four hours ago, David asked her to marry him. She still couldn't believe she now had a wedding to plan.

      “Rebecca, I require your assistance,” Doctor Thorne called from across the room snapping her back to reality.

      “Certainly. What do you need me to do?”

      “There are a couple men being admitted with influenza. We are keeping them here, hoping to keep it contained and prevent it from spreading to the rest of the sailors on board the ship and to those working at the airplane hangars. I need you to get their beds ready in the isolation ward. Afterward, go over their charts and make sure you follow the care instructions listed.”

      The hospital on base wasn't enormous or even impressive. It did what it was designed to do, be functional and organized. On most days, it didn't host a lot of patients. Those that came in left after treatment had been administered.

      No one stayed on any real long term basis.

      Influenza, however, could be deadly. The urgency in the doctor's voice filled her with dread. Maybe this explained her feelings earlier. Could it be as simple as a possibly fatal illness giving her the doom and gloom insight? She would make sure to do everything in her power to prevent anyone else getting sick. “I will get right on it. Is it only the two patients? Is there anything else you need me to do?”

      “Not until you get those things done, and yes, so far only two individuals. One is actually an army mechanic. He only arrived on the island this week. It's possible he is the one who brought it with him. They both came in together. I will get Doctor Chase to help move them to the beds once they are prepared. After they are moved, these beds need to be stripped immediately and the area cleared. I don't want an outbreak of influenza to contend with.”

      “Where is the other patient stationed?” Rebecca asked.

      “Kenneth Blackman, he is normally on an aircraft carrier. He got grounded and is temporarily on the Oklahoma while he logs in some flight time to recertify. Nice fellow. Came in alongside, Joel Remak, the army mechanic. They practically carried each other in. They must have spent some time in each other's company. I'm hoping it's been limited to the two of them, and by quarantining them, it won't spread across the rest of the population on the island.”

      It sounded like the illness wasn't likely to spread to anyone else on the island. Rebecca hoped it didn't go any further than the hospital. If they worked
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