
  
    [image: Minnesota Time Whispers]
  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            MINNESOTA TIME WHISPERS

          

        

      

    

    
      Morgan’s new assignment landed her on an upper Mississippi River steamboat. 

      

      Though a well-trained protector of others, people often mistake her identity. She never knows how she will be perceived. 

      

      But in a moment of crisis, would her training save her? Or would she succumb to the worst when her own life is in danger?

      

      A standalone short story in a series of enchanting tales of love that overcomes the boundaries of time. 

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Sign up to receive email updates

      

        

      
        www.kathrynkaleigh.com

        www.kstpublishing.com

      

        

      
        kathryn@kstpublishing.com

      

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Minnesota Time Whispers

      A Time Travel Romance Short Story

    

    
      
        Kathryn Kaleigh

      

    

  


  
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

      MINNESOTA TIME WHISPERS

      Copyright © 2020 Kathryn Kaleigh.

      Written by Kathryn Kaleigh.

      Published by KST Publishing, 2020

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      [image: Created with Vellum] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

    

    
      
        Also by Kathryn Kaleigh

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

        

      

    

    
      The roar of a motor boat drifted from up ahead, creating waves that splashed against the hull of the Mississippi Anoka.

      Spring on the Mississippi River came softly this year. It was already May and there were still patches of snow on the riverbank interspersed with tender green foliage.

      The water here on the upper Mississippi was nothing like the briny water on the other end of the same river in New Orleans. This water had an actual blue tint to it. Not like the murky muddy color down south.

      A layer of white puffy clouds floated low overhead, allowing only glimpses of the pale blue backdrop of the sky.

      Morgan Holmes stood at the bow, the wind tossing the hair that had escaped from her ponytail into her face. The ship travelled at a leisurely pace as though it didn’t have a care in the world.

      She pulled the atomic fireball out of her mouth and tossed it into the water. It skipped once, then went under. She inhaled sharply in an effort to cool the burn caused by the fireball candy.

      Her little sister loved those things, though Morgan had no idea how she tolerated them. And apparently her niece had stuffed a handful of them into one of the Morgan’s pockets. The army green uniform seemed to have pockets everywhere, even one just above the knee.  Her niece was always leaving her with little surprises when she dropped her off at Grandmama’s house.

      Morgan was a major in the United States Army Corp of Engineers. Her current assignment was to make sure the steamboats were safely navigating the locks and dams of the upper Mississippi River.

      The locks and dams system was new to her, but it wasn’t all that complicated. And it wasn’t a bad assignment.

      When she’d joined the corp, her life had been different. Her sister had still been alive raising a child as a single parent.

      Now Morgan was helping to raise the seven-year-old child, Annie. Morgan took her on the weekends and Grandmama took her during the week. Fortunately, their mother had stepped up and was taking most of the responsibility.

      Still. The whole traumatic thing from her sister’s accident to the added stress of keeping Annie had cost her relationship with Douglas.

      Douglas had been her boyfriend for almost a year and if she were honest with herself, she had to admit that Douglas wasn’t a great loss.

      They had a standing date for Saturday nights, but she had rarely seen him during the week. For a couple of weeks, Douglas had tolerated her keeping Annie. Then when he’d insisted that Morgan take Annie to her mother’s so they could go out to dinner at his favorite New Orleans restaurant, Morgan had balked.

      Her mother needed time for herself, too. The weekend was the only time Morgan could really give her a break.

      So Douglas had walked out, supposedly to dinner by himself while Morgan and Annie had grilled cheese sandwiches and homemade French fries.

      It was better food anyway and they’d fallen asleep watching The Water Horse on Netflix.

      Morgan hadn’t heard from Douglas since that night two weeks ago.

      The captain’s voice came over the loudspeaker. “We’re coming up on the first lock. Everyone take a seat and we’ll get through this without any problems.”

      Morgan turned around and watched as the dozen or so tourists who’d been standing at the iron rails of the steamboat found their seats.

      She joined them, sitting next to an elderly woman with short curly hair that reminded her of her grandmother.

      “Are you the security?” The woman asked, smiling at Morgan.

      Morgan’s uniform often confused people. She thought it looked more like a park ranger’s uniform than security, but she got all kinds of responses. “No,” she shook her head, smiling back. “I’m just making sure the steamboat gets through the locks and dams ok.”

      The woman looked alarmed. “Oh dear. Do we need to be worried?”

      “Of course not. It’s just routine.”

      “I knew I didn’t want to come on this trip.” The woman face turned pink. “I told my daughter it wasn’t a good idea.”

      “Mom,” a younger woman, about Morgan’s age, leaned around and joined their conversation. “It’ll be ok.” Then she addressed Morgan. “I’m sorry. She’s a little nervous.”

      “It’s quite alright.” Morgan could never predict what kind of reaction she was going to get. “I have to go find my assistant. Please excuse me.”

      Despite the captain’s request to stay seated, Morgan got up and started around the deck. She honestly didn’t know where Bryan was. And she really didn’t need him. But he was a good excuse to get her out of a situation that was uncomfortable.

      Actually, she needed to stop by her room to use the satellite phone to check her cell phone messages. Since this was a week long trip, she’d been given the use of a room.

      She pulled a key out of one of her many pockets and checked the number 2B. She hadn’t been to the room yet. Bryan had taken their luggage to their respective rooms while Morgan spoke with the captain.

      She slipped the key back into her pocket and jogged up the iron staircase.

      About halfway up, the ship lurched and caught Morgan in mid-air.

      Her last thought was that she should have listened to the captain and stayed in her seat.
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      The water was cool and dark. And tasted like fish swimming in cold coffee.

      Morgan had cried out as she fell. It was reflexive. She couldn’t have stopped it she wanted to.

      It had seemed like she was suspended in mid-air forever. Then she hit the water like a brick, grabbed, but nothing to grasp onto.

      More falling. Only this time she was underwater.

      She had to stop. She moved her arms, trying to get her bearings.

      Which way was up?

      She froze and held her breath. Reverted to her training.

      Stay calm.

      That lasted for about three seconds until she started to drift. And there was water going up her nose.

      She immediately flipped over and started moving around again. Shoving against the water to propel herself what she hoped was toward the surface.

      “Man overboard!”

      She heard the words yelled from a long way off.

      She screamed in her head. I’m a girl, dammit!

      She couldn’t hold her breath any longer.

      It would be so much easier to just let go.

      She was losing the fight.

      Then someone had their arms around her.

      A man.

      A man’s strength.

      But it was too late.

      She couldn’t hold her breath any longer.
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      Morgan woke with her cheek against the wooden floor of the steamboat’s deck.

      Her soaked uniform stuck to her like a thick second skin. She blew a strand of her own wet hair out her mouth, and smelled the lingering scent of the atomic fireball beneath the staleness of the river water.

      Her eyes burned as she blinked them open. She saw three sets of shiny black boots beneath blue wool trousers.

      “Is she gonna make it?” A man with a burly voice asked.

      “She’s waking up,” another man with a smooth voice full of gentleness said. “Step back, give her some air.”

      The boots backed away, allowing the breeze from the river to sweep over her damp skin giving her a chill.

      A man put his arms behind her back and helped her sit up. She had a vague flash of being in the water. Arms wrapping around her.

      She pushed the image away and looked into the eyes of the man kneeling next to her, his arms holding her up.

      His short hair dripped with water and his clothes were as wet as hers.

      “How do you feel?” he asked, sweeping wet hair from her cheeks.

      She lifted her gaze to his. And looked into the clearest blue eyes she’d ever seen. And being the army, in a man’s world, that said a lot. His eyes were like the background of the blue sky behind the fluffy clouds she’d seen earlier.

      The fluffy
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