
  
    [image: Doors of Shores]
  


  
    
      Doors of Shores

      Holiday Romances #4

    

    
      
        Meyari McFarland

      

    

    
      MDR Publishing

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Other Books by Meyari McFarland:

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        A New Path

        Following the Trail

        Crafting Home

        Finding a Way

        Go Between

        Like Arrows of Fate

      

        

      
        Out of Disaster

      

        

      
        The Shores of Twilight Bay

      

        

      
        Coming Together

        Following the Beacon

        The Solace of Her Clan

      

      

      

      You can find these and many other books at www.MDR-Publishing.com. We are a small independent publisher focusing on LGBT content. Please sign up for our mailing list to get regular updates on the latest preorders and new releases and a free ebook!

    

  


  
    
      Copyright ©2017 by Mary Raichle

      

      Print ISBN: 978-1-944269-95-1

      

      Cover image

      

      x

      

      All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopy, recording or any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.

      

      Requests for permission to make copies of any part of the work should be emailed to publisher@mdr-publishing.com.

      

      This book is also available in TPB format from all major retailers.

      [image: Created with Vellum] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      This story is dedicated to my parents for always supporting me in my creative endeavors.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Doors of Shores

          

        

      

    

    
      Imani stretched her arms over her head, listening to her shoulders pop and her spine crack. Man, six hours of driving was a major pain but it was worth it. Even though she'd really not wanted to take a vacation, Tumelo had been a hundred and fifty thousand percent right that Whidbey Island was gorgeous. She'd been a bit worried as she drove through Seattle but by the time she got to Everett and crossed the Sound on the ferry to Whidbey Island, Imani had calmed down a lot.

      Once you got an hour or so out of Seattle, the area was really lovely. Lots of big pine trees, hardwoods, too. Tumelo's yard, such as it was, was surrounded by pine trees so old that Imani couldn't have wrapped her arms around them. There was one off by her little Hyundai that was bigger than three people could have hugged and the thing still looked healthy and strong. Lilac bushes made a messy boundary between this yard and the one to the left. To the right there was a line of picket fence that might at one point have been white but now was just grey from time and sun exposure.

      The air smelled clean. Clean and fresh and all those things that Imani hadn't gotten in ages. Living in a city was good for work but man, it didn't satisfy the soul. Not like this place did.

      Langley was gorgeous. It had that small town feel that Imani had thought was impossible in such a crowded area. But Whidbey Island's isolation, only accessible by a long drive to the north or a ferry ride, had apparently made the impossible happen. City life was an hour away but slow-paced, gently country life was right here, right now.

      Or, you know, when you got around to it.

      Tumelo's vacation house was a tiny little cottage set back from the beach far enough that the ocean wasn't visible. It was audible. As Imani stood on the porch, sighing happily, the surf was there in the distance. Bird song. The faint sound of a car driving by but it was just one car instead of hundreds. Thousands. Imani smiled and stretched again. Just as many pops and no worries about doing something about it.

      Yeah, Tumelo had been right. Imani needed a vacation and this lazy little cottage surrounded by other vacation cottages was the right choice for her.

      The car she'd heard came closer. Then turned the corner past the huge weeping willow that drooped over the road, the fronds brushing the top of the car's cab. Except, no, that was a truck. A big red pickup truck with one of those silvery equipment boxes in the back that people back home would store their tools and ammo in.

      Imani's relaxation disappeared as the truck pulled into the yard next door, the one that only an old rickety picket fence separated from Imani's.

      Great. Some redneck was taking a vacation next door. Just what Imani didn't need. She should have know that this was too good to be true. She thought for an instant about darting back inside. Real clothes instead of yoga pants and an old T-shirt would be easier on her nerves.

      But no, no time for it. The truck stopped, engine spluttering to a stop as the driver side door flung open.

      "Hey neighbor!" a bright woman's voice called to Imani. "Didn't know anyone was staying here this week. I'm Kyo Skala. Call me Kyo, please."

      An Asian woman peeked up over the windshield, grinning at Imani who just about fell down with relief. She had long black hair that was sort of partly pulled up into a bun that'd been stabbed through with six or so chopsticks. No makeup at all and the brightest grin Imani had ever seen.

      "I'm Imani. Imani Robbins. I'm, ah, taking a vacation," Imani called back. "Tumelo let me borrow his cabin."

      "He's so awesome that way," Kyo replied. "Hang on. I've got to manhandle by groceries out of the Beast."

      'The Beast' was apparently the truck because Kyo jumped down, ran around to the back of the truck and then started carrying boxes of groceries that were bigger than she was into her cabin. Imani stared. Then tried not to laugh in awe. Kyo just lifted the first box onto her shoulder so that she could juggle the keys to open the door. She looked like she was barely five foot tall but Kyo hefted the boxes like they weighed nothing.

      They definitely didn't weight nothing. Even at this distance, Imani could see bags of rice and beans, a big old roast that might be a pork shoulder and then two jugs of what she thought was laundry soap. Plus two gallons of orange juice that Kyo slung around as if it was nothing.

      Imani found herself at the other railing, watching Kyo go. They couldn't be more or a contrast, Kyo tiny and powerful, Imani tall but as soft as a marshmallow. Man, she really needed to get some exercise. If Imani had tried to carry those groceries like that she'd have been a sweaty, miserable mess before the first box hit the front porch.

      And it would have hit the front porch because no way could Imani have carried that much.

      "Okay, then," Kyo said once she was done. "You want to come over? There's no one else around right now so the neighborhood is dead-silent. I mean, I like the quiet. Don’t get me wrong. But having a real person to talk to is awesome when it happens. And it doesn't happen much during the fall and winter."

      "You… live here full time?" Imani asked.

      "Oh sure," Kyo said, nodding as she leaned against her railing. It was made of driftwood instead of proper dimensional lumber but that just gave it character. Sort of like Kyo who seemed to have added a ribbon to her hair while she was carrying groceries inside. "I used to be a gymnast but I aged out of it. Knees just won't stand for it anymore. Decided that I wanted the exact opposite of all the pressure and stuff. Doesn't get more relaxed and laid back than Langley, you know?"

      Imani laughed, a little breathless from Kyo's intensity. "Yeah, I know. I wouldn't mind living here full time if I had the money for it. Sadly, I don't."
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