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      Nestled against the shore of Flathead Lake, Montana, you’ll find the imaginary town of Sapphire Bay. Here you’ll discover a community with big hearts, warm smiles, and lots of wonderful stories to be told.

      

      Romance, adventure, and intrigue are all waiting for you! Let’s explore Sapphire Bay together in A Christmas Wish, the third book in the Sapphire Bay series.
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        ★ ★ ★ ★ ★

        “This series is outstanding! I can't wait for the next book!”

      

        

      
        Fans of Netflix’s Virgin River series and Sweet Magnolias will love this small-town, feel-good romance!

      

      

      

      After a tragic accident, Megan Stevenson is determined to give, Nora, her five-year-old niece, a loving and stable home. With her fantasy cake business thriving and her niece’s nightmares finally over, Megan’s life is more stable than it has ever been—until a stranger knocks on her door and warns her that her life is in danger.

      

      FBI Special Agent William Parker knows what it’s like to lose the people you love. He has convinced himself that his job is all he needs to be happy. But while he’s protecting Megan and Nora from a brutal terrorist group, his emotionless and solitary life is torn to shreds. With Christmas fast approaching, can Megan and Nora convince him that it’s safe to love again…even if loving them is harder than letting them go?

      

      A Christmas Wish is the third book in the Sapphire Bay series and can easily be read as a standalone. Each of Leeanna's series are linked so you can find out what happens to your favorite characters in other books.

      

      For news of my latest releases, please visit leeannamorgan.com and sign up for my newsletter. Happy reading!
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      “Remember your jacket,” Megan said as she picked up Nora’s backpack.

      Nora raced out of the kitchen. “Got it,” she yelled from the living room.

      Sometimes, Megan forgot her niece was only five years old. Nora was a fiercely independent little girl and wanted to be part of everything. And today, that included delivering a birthday cake to one of Megan’s friends.

      Nora ran back into the kitchen, dragging her jacket behind her. “I need Dolly.”

      Dolly was a red-headed rag doll that Megan’s sister had bought Nora before she was born. It didn’t matter how many times Megan stitched Dolly’s seams, or carefully hand-washed her cotton body, nothing would make her last forever.

      “Put on your jacket and I’ll find Dolly.” Megan ran upstairs and found the rag doll tucked under Nora’s blankets. She took the quick find as a good sign. Sometimes Dolly ended up in the oddest places, making any exit from the house a lot longer than it should have been.

      With Dolly in one hand and Nora holding the other, Megan made her way toward the garage.

      November in Milwaukee wasn’t for the fainthearted. Bitter nor’westers blew across the yard, creating flurries of fresh snowflakes. Today was so cold that she could taste the ice on Lake Michigan. It mingled with the smoky scent of pine, oak, and spruce coming from her neighbors’ chimneys. It was the Milwaukee she remembered. The city she loved.

      With Christmas not far away, Megan had an enormous amount of work to get through. After two years, her fantasy cake business was finally taking off. But, with only herself to fill the orders, life could get hectic very quickly. Especially with a five-year-old running around the house.

      She buckled Nora into her seat and ran to the other side of the car. “Are we ready?”

      Nora waved Dolly in the air. “We ready,” she yelled.

      With a two-tier dragon cake sitting in the trunk and an excited little girl in the back seat, Megan reversed out of the garage. As a Bob Dylan song played on the radio and Nora cuddled Dolly, Megan smiled. Life didn’t get much sweeter than this.
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        * * *

      

      William pulled away from the curb. As he drove along North Second Street, he kept his truck three vehicles behind the small red car that had reversed out of the driveway. 

      For the last week, he’d watched Megan Stevenson and her niece. It wasn’t the most exciting assignment he’d ever had, but it was necessary. Her situation was less complicated than some of the others his team was observing, but that didn’t mean it made her any safer. 

      Megan lived the kind of life that never drew anyone’s attention. She ran her own business from home, had a small group of close friends, and spent more time at activities for her niece than in doing something for herself. 

      On the surface, she didn’t appear to be anyone the FBI would be interested in. But sometimes, the people you least expected caused the most issues. 

      Megan’s car turned right into East Vine Street. She’d been here before. One of her friends lived in a brick and plaster apartment halfway along the street. Sure enough, she stopped in front of her friend’s home. 

      William slowed but kept driving. As Megan opened the driver’s door, she didn’t appear to notice him. Had she always been this careless about what was going on around her? He was good at his job but, after four days of being followed, she should have known he was there. 

      As soon as he could, he made a U-turn, parking his truck a short distance from the house. Reaching for the camera on the passenger seat, he pointed it toward her car. 

      He already had enough photos for the FBI, but he wasn’t taking any chances. Tomorrow, he was flying back to Montana. Megan would be on her own and more vulnerable because of the little girl. Anything he documented might save her life, especially if the terrorist group found her. 

      Megan’s brother was creating one of the most advanced military defense systems of the twenty-first century. A terrorist group had threatened to kill him. Now she was in danger because of her connection to a brother she didn’t even know existed.
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        * * *

      

      Megan carried the cake box inside. 

      Her friend, Sarah, held tightly onto Nora’s hand, opening all the doors as they made their way into the kitchen.

      “Did the cake survive its journey across town?” Sarah asked. 

      Megan placed the box on the counter. She hoped so. It had taken two days to decorate the cake. Most of the individual elements could be fixed but, if the dragon’s wings were damaged, it would be disastrous.

      Holding her breath, she lifted the lid. “It’s perfect. Would you like to have a look?” 

      Nora tugged Sarah’s hand. “You have to be careful. No touching.” 

      “I’ll remember. Would you like to look at the cake with me?” 

      Nora’s head bobbed up and down. 

      Megan pulled a kitchen stool out from the counter. From this distance, Nora’s little fingers couldn’t touch the icing. But she was close enough to still feel as though she was part of the unveiling. 

      The dragon birthday cake was for Sarah’s husband, Josh. With bright blue and green buttercream scales, sparkling eyes, and purple candy melt wings, it sat majestically on a rocky ledge made from chocolate. Apart from seeing the cake, there was another surprise that no one would be expecting. Cradled beneath one of the dragon’s wings was a golden egg. Megan thought the way Sarah wanted to tell her husband she was pregnant was adorable. 

      “Oh, my goodness. It’s just like the picture I gave you.” Sarah hugged her. “I love what you did with the egg. It looks incredible.” 

      “Do you think Josh will get the connection between the egg and becoming a dad?” 

      “I hope so. If he doesn’t, I’ll give him some hints.” Sarah continued to admire the cake, pointing out her favorite things to Nora. After she’d finished, they carefully carried it into the living room. 

      In the next hour, Josh’s friends and family would arrive for his surprise party. About half an hour later, Josh would come home from work. Megan couldn’t wait to see his face when everyone yelled, ‘happy birthday’. 

      Sarah carefully placed a cover over the cake. “You do realize I’m paying you for this.” 

      Megan sighed. They’d had this discussion before, and her answer had been the same. “You’re not paying me. I loved making this for you and Josh. It’s my way of saying thank you for everything you’ve done for us.” 

      She could only imagine what her life would have been like if Sarah hadn’t been here. 

      “We only did what anyone else would have.” 

      They’d done so much more. Returning to Milwaukee after her parents and sister were killed in a car accident had been terrible. Even though her heart was torn in two, she’d done her best to look after Nora. 

      Sarah had been her rock, her shoulder to cry on, and her safe place to fall. Nothing Megan could say or do would ever be enough to repay her kindness. But Josh’s birthday cake was a good place to start.
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        * * *

      

      Later that evening, when everyone else was enjoying Josh’s party, a sense of dread made Megan shiver. She didn’t know what was wrong with her. For the last couple of days, she’d had the feeling someone was watching her. It didn’t matter where she was or how many people were around her, something was making her nervous.

      “Are you okay?” Sarah asked. “You look as though you’ve seen a ghost.”

      She shook her head, trying to get rid of the uneasy feeling. “I’ll be okay. I must have been standing in a draft.”

      Sarah looked behind her and frowned. “Maybe you need a drink. Josh’s mom brought alcohol-free eggnog with her. Why don’t you have a cup?”

      “That sounds like a great idea. I’ll find Nora and see if she’d like something to drink, too.”

      “She’ll be okay. I saw her a couple of minutes ago with one of my sister’s nieces. They were playing on the landing with their dolls.”

      Megan looked across the room at the staircase.

      “Don’t fret,” Sarah said as she wrapped her arm around Megan’s waist. “She’ll be okay.”

      “I know she will. It’s just that I⁠—”

      “Worry too much. Let her be a little girl. She needs to learn how to be independent.”

      “But she’s only five years old.”

      Sarah nudged her across the room. “Before you know it she’ll be nineteen and going away to college. She’ll be all right.”

      Megan knew she was overprotective but, after her sister and parents died, she wasn’t taking any chances with Nora.

      “I know that look,” Sarah said with a sigh. “Come on. We’ll check on Nora before we find the eggnog. Does that sound better?”

      “Much better.” Megan didn’t know when she would stop worrying about Nora, but she guessed ‘never’ would probably cover everything.

      They wound their way through the room, finally making their way up the staircase. Nora wasn’t there. Megan frowned at the two young girls who were playing with their dolls. “Have you seen Nora?”

      “She went to look at the stars,” one of the girls said.

      Megan’s heart raced. The temperature had plummeted. If Nora had gone outside, she could get hypothermia or⁠—

      Sarah’s hand landed on Megan’s arm, but her friend’s attention was focused on the little girl who had spoken. “Where did Nora go, Marianne?”

      The little girl pointed to one of the bedrooms. “That way. She said that was the best room for looking at the stars.”

      “Thank you,” Megan said as she hurried down the hallway. She opened the door and breathed a sigh of relief. Nora was curled in a ball, sound asleep on the window seat.

      Sarah must have seen the look on her face. “I told you so,” she whispered. “Nora’s okay.”

      “This time she was okay,” Megan whispered back. “I shouldn’t have let her out of my sight.”

      With a smile, Sarah handed her a fluffy blanket. “Wrap this around her. When you’re ready, come downstairs. I’ll have your glass of eggnog waiting.”

      “I won’t be long.” Megan opened the blanket and gently placed it over Nora. With a heavy heart, she sat on the edge of the window seat and watched her niece as she slept.

      Nora had her mom’s cute button nose and the same big, blue, mischievous eyes that could light up a room. Sometimes, she was so much like Christine that it made Megan cry.

      She glanced at the floor and picked up a sheet of paper.

      Nora turned over and sent her a sleepy smile. “You found my Christmas wish.”

      Megan angled the picture toward the light. Two big stick people and one little one held hands in a field of flowers. The sun shone down from a clear blue sky, and a star twinkled overhead.

      “I want a daddy for Christmas,” Nora whispered. “You said if I was a good girl, I could ask Santa for anything.”

      “Santa doesn’t make daddies,” Megan said softly. “But he has lots of other wonderful things in his workshop.”

      “I want a daddy.” Nora snuggled under the blanket and closed her eyes. Within minutes she was sound asleep.

      Megan took a deep breath. It wasn’t the first time Nora had said she wanted a father. And each time it happened, she was even more unsure about what to do.

      Three years ago, Nora was happily living with her mom and grandparents in Milwaukee.

      Megan was living in Dallas, working in a job she loved, and engaged to a man who meant the world to her.

      In one horrific moment, everything changed. And it had never been the same since.
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        * * *

      

      Two days later, William sat in Caleb Andrews’ living room in Sapphire Bay. The flight to Montana had taken hours, but it was important to be here. He was trying to piece together a relationship that, until a few days ago, Caleb knew nothing about.

      Caleb had always thought he was an only child. Four months ago, while the FBI was investigating the families of the people in his top-secret team, they’d found Megan.

      When a terrorist organization started sending death threats to the people on the team, the FBI was asked to make sure no one, including family members, was harmed.

      William was here to find more proof that Caleb and Megan were brother and sister. Another team of special agents would arrive soon to provide Caleb with additional security.

      He opened a folder and handed Caleb a photograph of a two-story house. “Have you seen this building before?”

      Caleb studied the photo. “No. Is it important?”

      “It’s the house Megan lived in until she went to college.”

      “What did she study?”

      William didn’t have to look at his notes. He’d memorized her profile until he knew the details of her life as well as his own. “She went to UCLA and completed her undergraduate degree in comparative literature. Until three years ago, she was a high school teacher in Dallas.”

      Caleb’s eyes widened. “A teacher? Have you told her she might be my sister?”

      “Not yet. We need more proof that you’re related to each other before we approach her.” At the moment, the only documents linking the two siblings were a photograph and a letter in Megan’s adoption papers.

      “So there’s still a chance we’re not brother and sister?”

      There was no doubt in William’s mind that they were related, but he wasn’t prepared to tell Caleb until he had a DNA match. Even without the information he’d already found, Caleb and Megan looked similar. They had the same oval-shaped face, the same vibrant blue eyes and a similar shade of dark brown hair.

      “There’s always a possibility that she’s not your sister. What we do know is that Megan’s four years younger than you are and the terrorist group is watching her.” He pointed to the timeline they’d been working on. “Where was your father around this time?”

      Caleb leaned forward and focused on the chart. “My father was in prison. Mom had started the divorce process by then.”

      “How old were you?”

      “About four years old.”

      It was possible that Caleb didn’t remember his mom being pregnant. But there was a higher probability that his dad had fathered a child with someone else. “Do you have any photos of your mom around this time?”

      “I’m not sure. I’ll have to look through my photo albums.”

      “I’d appreciate you looking. If you find your birth certificate or any documents relating to your parents’ divorce, they would be useful, too.” William checked his watch. “We’ve been going over your family history for the last hour. I think it’s time we had a break.”

      Caleb picked up a photo of Megan. “If we are related, what do you think she’ll say when she finds out she has a brother?”

      “She’ll be as surprised as you were.” William closed the folders on the table. “While I’m here, I’ll check the ranger’s house that Fletcher Security found. I want to make sure you’ll be safe if something happens.”

      Caleb handed him the photo. “I’ll call Jeremy, one of Fletcher Security’s staff, and ask him to drive you there.”

      “Don’t worry. I’ll take my truck. It’s only fifteen minutes away.” He needed time to think about what Caleb had told him, especially if Megan’s adoption wasn’t as straightforward as he’d imagined.
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      Pushing his hands deep into his pockets, William scanned the trees behind the ranger’s house, searching for anything that didn’t belong. Walking around a property in the freezing cold wasn’t what he’d usually recommend but, in this case, it was important.

      The National Park Service owned the safe house that Fletcher Security had chosen. Given Caleb’s preference for living in the middle of nowhere, it was the best option anyone could have found.

      William had already been inside the house, checking the emergency supplies and security system. Given the short time Fletcher Security had to make the property secure, he was impressed.

      He trudged through the snow, searching the next outbuilding for anything that could threaten Caleb’s safety. It was so quiet that, when his satellite phone rang, it sounded like an orchestra was standing beside him, pounding out music.

      “Special Agent Parker speaking.”

      “It’s Jeremy. You’d better come back to the ranger’s house. Sam and Caleb aren’t answering their phones.”

      “I’ll be there soon.”

      Five minutes later, the sharp crack of gunfire sent William running toward the barn. He threw himself against the wooden walls, waiting for more shots.

      An eerie silence fell across the land.

      As the seconds ticked by, he knew staying here wasn’t an option. Instead of running headfirst into trouble, he called Jeremy. “I heard gunfire. What’s happening?”

      “Caleb’s been shot. He’s at the ranger’s house with Sam and me. I’ve called for a rescue helicopter.”

      “Where’s the shooter?”

      “Sam last saw him when he was about five hundred yards north of the house.”

      William’s heart pounded. That was too close for anyone’s comfort. “The rest of my team aren’t far away. I’ll let them know what’s happened, then meet you at the ranger’s house.”

      After he’d made the call, he searched the area around him, looking for a safe path to the house. There was no way he’d make it there under cover, so he ran as fast as he could, taking shelter behind anything that looked as though it would stop a bullet.

      When he threw open the back door, Caleb was lying on the kitchen floor, covered in blood. “What can I do?”

      Sam looked over her shoulder. “Nothing for Caleb. I used XStat on his wound, so he shouldn’t lose any more blood. But we need to find the shooter. If we can’t secure the clearing, the helicopter won’t land.”

      Samantha Jones worked for Fletcher Security. As well as managing the technical development team, she was a former military intelligence officer. William had worked with her on a lot of cases. When she looked worried, you needed to act. Fast.

      He checked his watch. “My team’s five minutes away.”

      Jeremy stepped forward. “If we split up and circle the clearing, we might be able to find the shooter. But if he was on a snowmobile, he could be long gone.”

      William nodded. “Give me thirty seconds. I need to make another call.” Caleb wasn’t the only person whose life could be in danger. If the terrorists were intent on killing someone, Megan and Nora would be easy targets.

      After he’d spoken to an agent in Milwaukee, he checked his gun and left the house with Jeremy. With any luck, they’d find the shooter and stop him from hurting anyone else. The only thing they didn’t know was how many people were with him.

      Because if the shooter wasn’t alone, they could all be in trouble.
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        * * *

      

      By the time William flew back to Milwaukee, he was exhausted. It seemed like weeks since he’d last seen Megan’s home. But in reality, it wasn’t that long ago that he’d been sitting in exactly the same location, staring at the same two-story house.

      He’d gone to Sapphire Bay to find more proof that Megan had a brother. Instead of uncovering family letters and photos, he’d spent half his time searching for the person who’d shot Caleb. Five hours after finding him, they’d been no closer to locating the headquarters of the terrorist organization.

      After the shooting, a team of four agents had been sent to watch Megan day and night. Nothing unusual had happened, but that didn’t mean the terrorists weren’t close.

      Thankfully, Megan had spent most of her time inside her home. He was grateful she hadn’t gone Christmas shopping or spent too much time at the supermarket. Large crowds of any description could be lethal, especially when no one knew who wanted to hurt her.

      He picked up the folder on the passenger seat. Gathering information about Megan’s adoption had been difficult but not impossible. He just hoped something in the folder convinced her to take a DNA test.

      Four months of work was about to come to a head. If Megan didn’t believe her life was in danger, she might not be alive to enjoy Christmas.
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        * * *

      

      The kitchen door banged open and Nora ran to the counter. “There’s a man in the garden.”

      Megan frowned. Earlier in the morning they’d been talking about garden gnomes. Nora’s imagination was probably working overtime.

      “What does he look like?” she asked with a smile.

      “He’s tall, but it’s not Santa ’cos he isn’t wearing a red suit.”

      “If he has a pointy hat on his head, it could be one of Santa’s elves.”

      Nora frowned. “He wasn’t wearing a hat.”

      Megan wiped her hands on a dishtowel. “If it’s not Santa and it’s not an elf, we’d better see who’s in our garden.”

      On the way out of the kitchen, she looked at the counter. Pots and pans, flour, sugar, and dried fruit covered every available surface. For the last two hours, Nora had been helping her make Christmas cakes. The kitchen was a mess, but it was warm and cozy and smelled divine.

      “He looked like Jenny’s dad,” Nora said seriously.

      Jenny was Nora’s friend from gymnastics. Megan had met Jenny’s parents many times. They were great people, but she doubted Jenny’s dad would be walking across the garden. Especially in the middle of the day when he should be at work.

      By the time they reached the hallway, whoever was outside had rung the doorbell. Megan turned the knob and opened the door. As soon as she looked into the stranger’s blue eyes, the smile on her face disappeared.

      There was something about their visitor that took her straight back to the night her sister and parents were killed. Unlike the police officer who’d spoken to her, this man wasn’t wearing a uniform. But his black trench coat and somber expression were just as telling.

      He held out his hand, as if introducing himself would soften what he had to say. “I’m FBI Special Agent William Parker. Would you mind if I spoke to you for a few minutes?”

      Megan’s hand felt small inside his. “Do you have any identification?”

      The man’s hand tensed, but he pulled out an ID card.

      Her eyes narrowed as she compared the unsmiling man in the photo with the unsmiling one in front of her. Nora was right. He did look a little like Jenny’s dad. Except this man’s shoulders were broader and his hair was a deeper shade of brown. “Come in, Mr. Parker. I’m Megan and this is Nora.”

      He nodded and stepped inside the entranceway.

      Nothing about his presence reassured her. Whatever had happened must be serious. “We can talk in the living room.”

      Nora kept glancing over her shoulder, peering at the big man in the black coat.

      Megan pointed to one of the chairs. “Have a seat.”

      “Thank you.” He undid his coat and sat opposite them. “I realize this is unexpected, but I have something I need to tell you.”

      Megan glanced at Nora. “Could you go upstairs and find the picture you drew this morning? Mr. Parker might like to see it.”

      Nora glanced shyly at their visitor. “Can I bring my picture of the stars, too?”

      Megan forced a smile. “Of course, you can.” After Nora left the room, Megan turned to the special agent. “You have about three minutes to tell me why you’re here.”

      “Eight months ago, a man called Caleb Andrews joined a team of people working for the Department of Defense. Information about the top-secret project they’re working on was leaked to a terrorist organization. At least half the team and their families have received death threats. Two days ago, Caleb was shot. He’s still in the hospital but expected to make a full recovery.”

      Megan was confused. “I’m sorry that happened, but what has his shooting got to do with me?”

      “The FBI believe your life could be in danger.”

      “Because someone I don’t know was shot?”

      “It’s not as straightforward as that. The FBI thinks you’re Caleb Andrews’ sister. So does the terrorist organization who shot him.”

      Megan frowned. “You’ve got the wrong person. I don’t know anyone called Caleb Andrews.”

      The special agent handed her the folder he was carrying. “This might explain a few things.”

      Megan didn’t open the folder. She knew why he was here and she wasn’t impressed. “Sarah sent you, didn’t she? She keeps telling me she’s going to set me up on a blind date, but I thought she was joking. I don’t know what she thought would happen, but this isn’t funny.”

      “I can assure you, Ms. Stevenson, this isn’t a practical joke. I really do work for the FBI and your life is in danger.”

      Nora ran into the living room. “Found them,” she yelled as she waved two pieces of paper in the air. Without hesitating, she headed straight toward their visitor. “This is the drawing I made last night. It’s the stars in the sky. I like stars.”

      He studied the drawing. “It’s very nice.”

      Nora tilted her head to the side. “Do you like stars?”

      “I do. When I was little my dad used to tell me about the different constellations.”

      “What’s a constatation?”

      “A constellation’s a group of stars that make a picture in the sky.”

      Megan knew what Nora would ask next. “I’ll show you some pictures of them this afternoon.”

      “Okay.” Nora showed the special agent her second picture. “This is Santa with his elves. Do you like Christmas?”

      If Megan thought William Parker was grim when she’d first seen him, he was worse now.

      Nora must have seen his expression change. “Not even a little bit?”

      He took a deep breath. “I like the snow and the smell of gingerbread.”

      Nora grinned and leaned over the arm of his chair. “Guess what?”

      His eyebrows rose. “What?”

      “We made gingerbread men yesterday,” she whispered. “Do you want one?”

      The special agent’s gaze connected with Megan’s.

      She looked at Nora’s excited face, then back at their visitor’s permanent frown. “You must have a lot of work to do.”

      His gaze didn’t waver. “I’m right where I need to be.”

      “You’ve got the wrong person.”

      “Read the report, then tell me what you think.”

      Megan frowned. He was stubborn as well as delusional. There was no way she had a brother. Her mom and dad would have told her about him. Even if it was a huge secret, someone in her extended family would have mentioned something about another sibling.

      “Please, Aunty Megan,” Nora begged. “Mr. Parker would really like our gingerbread men. They’re yummy.”

      She looked at the report. The sooner she read it, the sooner she could tell the special agent that he definitely had the wrong person. “I guess that’s okay.”

      “Come with me,” Nora said. “The gingerbread men are in the kitchen. We made Christmas cakes today.”

      Megan sighed and followed her niece and their visitor. Maybe once he saw the mess, the special agent would leave before he was handed a dishcloth. But instead of running in the opposite direction, he looked as though he would happily stay with them for the rest of the day.

      Nora pulled a chair away from the table and grinned. “You can sit here, Mr. Parker.”

      “Thanks. It looks as though you’ve been busy.”

      Nora rushed across to the pantry and lifted a big orange container off a shelf. “Aunty Megan bakes cakes for people. You should have seen the dragon cake she made for Josh. It was amazing.” She placed the cookie container on the table. “Would you take off the lid? It gets stuck.”

      “Sure.” He opened the container and stared at the decorated cookies. “You’re right. The gingerbread men look delicious.”

      “Try one,” Nora said. “I like the ones with the red noses ’cos they’re like Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer.”

      He bit into a crunchy cookie and sighed. “This is exactly how I like gingerbread men.”

      Megan sat on the opposite side of the kitchen table. “The recipe came from my grandmother. We used to make all the Christmas cookies for our family.”

      The special agent stopped chewing. His gaze dropped to the folder.

      Megan looked down at her hands. If what he’d said was correct, the report could change everything she’d been told about her family.

      “Okay. I’ll read it.”

      Nora handed Megan a gingerbread man. “Don’t worry. It’ll be all right.”

      She smiled at her niece. Whenever Megan felt unsure about where their lives were heading, all she had to do was look into Nora’s trusting face. “Have I told you how much I love you?”

      “Yes, but you can tell me lots more ’cos I love you, too.”

      Megan gave Nora a big hug. Regardless of what was in the folder, they would always have each other.

      She took a deep breath and opened the report. Her gaze skimmed along the text, then she stopped and re-read the words she’d almost missed.

      Her heart sank. This couldn’t be right.

      She turned to the next page and looked at the special agent. “Where did you find these adoption papers?”

      “They were in a closed file at the Milwaukee County Clerk’s Office. Your biological mother gave you up for adoption as soon as you were born.”

      “None of this makes sense. There must be someone else with the same name as me.”

      “The FBI has investigated every possibility. You are almost certainly Caleb Andrews’ sister.”

      Megan turned to the next page of the report. The names and dates meant nothing to her. Someone had made a mistake.
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