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  Welcome to the Hummingbird Cottage



My dearest hummingbird,




This place became my temporary refuge, a space to rest and prepare to chase my dream.

The community rallied around me, cheering me on and making me one of their own.

I don’t know what your life is like, dear hummingbird, or if you’re running from or toward something, but I do know this:

God walks with you. He will never leave you nor forsake you.

If it feels as though He has, be honest: you may be the one who’s drifted away. If so, recommit yourself to Him.

Remember:

Hebrews 11:6 NKJV — But without faith it is impossible to please Him, for he who comes to God must believe that He is, and that He is a rewarder of those who diligently seek Him.

Seek Him, dear hummingbird, and you will find Him.




Keep singing your song of hope,

N.
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According to her GPS, Genevieve Montgomery was 13.2 kilometers away from Idlewood. In less than half an hour, she’d meet the elusive Leilah Iqbal. 

She and her husband hoped to convince Leilah to sell her homemade cosmetics company to their firm. If they succeeded, they’d create a new subsidiary.

Her phone rang, interrupting Xanodus mid-chorus. The voice-link attached to the SUV’s sound system announced, “Hubba-Hubba’s calling.” The snooty accent reminded her of an old English duke.

“Hey, Xander.” Her lips curved as she answered her handsome husband. “I’m almost there.”

He chuckled, the rich sound filling the car’s interior. “How did you know why I was calling?”

It was her turn to laugh. “Because you always check in, especially when I have to drive.” 

He let out a long breath. “I should have taken you myself.”

“We’ve been over this, sweetie. The Yoshidas were only available today. We’ll need their micro-engineering expertise when we open the new factory. Besides, Leilah is attending a one-day fair in Idlewood Park today. 

“Maybe she’ll talk if I show her we’re serious about acquiring her products.”

“I hate when you’re right,” he grumbled.

“I’ll be back tomorrow at the latest,” she promised. “There’s a nice bed-and-breakfast called The Hibiscus Tree Inn where I reserved a room. I’ll call you tonight.”

“How am I supposed to sleep without you beside me?”

“The same way I manage it without you when you take business trips without me.”

It was rare, and usually reserved for mastermind retreats, but it happened.

He chuckled, the sound triggering an answering warmth in her chest. “Love you, Evie.”

“Love you, Xander.”

The smile lingered as she took the next turn—faster and sharper than she should have. Genevieve was a competent driver, yet she loathed the aggression sometimes required to maneuver the roads, which was why she usually relied on public transportation back home in Orange Valley.

An eighteen-wheeler barreled toward her. Evie gasped. This was why she didn’t drive; so many big vehicles on these narrow roads.

Yanking the wheel, she swerved to avoid the oncoming truck. Her SUV shot over the edge of the road, leaving the asphalt behind. The stench of burned oil and hot asphalt dissipated, replaced by the earthy musk of moist dirt.

“Oh, God.” The words slipped past her lips, a primal prayer with no end, only the desperate need for a listener.

Gripping the steering wheel, she braced her arms to prevent her head from banging against the roof as the SUV went airborne.

If she were dying, wasn’t her life supposed to flash before her eyes?

Instead, time slowed, and she took in every perfect, agonizing detail.

The bright blue of the cloudless sky. The sickening lurch of her stomach. Sharp green leaves slapped and clawed at the car’s exterior, branches screaming like talons along the metal. The shadow of the hills in the distance. What color were they? Blue? Green? 

Lord, I don’t want to die. Xander won’t get over my death. 

Why hadn’t she waited until he could take her? Lingered with him over breakfast? Kissed him more passionately this morning?

The world spun into a shriek of grinding steel, and a sharp, blinding white pain flared behind her eyes as the vehicle finally stopped. A metallic tang of blood filled her mouth. Lord, help.
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Alexander Montgomery smiled as he ended the call with his wife. If anyone could convince Leilah to sell her product line, it would be Genevieve. She had a knack for saying the right things to get people to sign with them.

The day Evie pitched the new company website was the second-best one of his life. Her designs had impressed him so much that he gave her leeway to do whatever she pleased. 

He’d have agreed to anything she asked, even without her degree in website development. Evie’s decision to take a chance on him, despite her father’s warnings that he would break her heart, still humbled him.

After updating the website, she delved into the business side. Evie had stellar instincts about what products would align with their existing ones. Now, she was more of a full partner than a web developer.

He’d check on her in a few hours… or maybe he’d drive up to surprise her. His wife often got distracted. Though she’d promised to call him when she settled in at her motel, she was just as likely to spend an evening wandering through the town as she was to loll around in her room.

“Mr. Montgomery.”

Sheila Ashworth, their administrative assistant, stood at the door, her oversized glasses making her eyes owlish. 

She’d been his assistant for over twelve years, and their records would be a mess without her. 

“I know.” Grabbing his laptop bag, Xander rounded the oak desk dominating the room. “I’m going to be late.”

As he strode from his office, Xander reviewed everything he’d researched about the Yoshidas. He needed to be at his peak to convince them that allowing Montgomery Industries to acquire the engineering firm was the right choice for everyone. 

* * *

Donning his pajamas, he called his wife for the third time that night. The Yoshidas had signed the contract, and he wanted to share the news with Evie.

If she’d been successful, they’d start making plans for integrating the two companies into theirs.

The Yoshidas’ state-of-the-art automation and precision filling equipment would reduce their packaging costs. Leilah’s homemade beauty treatments would fit seamlessly into their existing cosmetic line. 

Visions of luxurious sets featuring Leilah’s creams and potions, sealed with micro-engineered zero-waste accuracy, flared in his mind. This success meant nothing if Evie wasn’t there to celebrate it.

“Evie.” Growling when the phone went straight to voicemail, he tossed it on the bed. Why did she always forget to charge her phone? 

Maybe he should hire a personal assistant for her. A companion to travel with her, who wouldn’t mind driving or doing tasks like charging his wife’s phone.

Xander stalked out of their bedroom, decorated in shades of blue, the scent of Evie’s lavender and shea butter clinging to their silk sheets. He couldn’t sleep anyway, not with the adrenaline rushing through him.

Flopping onto the sofa in the living room, he flipped on the TV. He was about to change the channel when he caught the word ‘accident.’

The news reporter’s voice filled the living room as he increased the volume. Some poor guy had driven into the embankment. 

“According to our sources,” the anchor announced, “the individual wasn’t seriously hurt, though they remain in the hospital under observation.” 

Lucky man. He’d driven the road to Idlewood, and there was a deep ravine on the side where the vehicle had gone off-road. 

Wasn’t there also a river en route? 

The details were hazy. It had been a while since he’d made the trip. Their conversations had been via email as Leilah refused direct contact with them.

The anchor was still talking when the cameraman zoomed in. Panned. The SUV. No. It looked too much like Evie’s. Xander sucked in a breath. His world tilted, then shattered, as the lens swept over the license plate. It was hers. 

His wife’s car.

* * *

Xander rushed to the administrative desk of Idlewood General. It was late, but he didn’t care. His wife was in one of these rooms, and he intended to find her. 

Figuring out her location hadn’t been hard, as Idlewood had only one hospital.

Why hadn’t she contacted him? He would’ve dropped everything, even his meeting with the Yoshidas, the second she’d called. 

“Miss?” He drummed up a pleasant expression for the receptionist behind the desk. 

Holding up one plump finger, she continued her conversation as if he wasn’t there.

With difficulty, Xander restrained the beast that wanted to go roaring through the hospital, searching every room until he found his wife.

He prowled in a small circle in front of the desk. His patience deserted him. How could he be calm when his wife was lying injured in this building?

The synthetic, clinical smell of disinfectant scraped at the back of his throat.

Please. 

His throat throbbed, the plea a raw, desperate thing he choked down. 

What had he been about to say? Please, God, help Evie?

The last time he’d asked God for something, the great King had remained silent, turning a deaf ear to Xander’s plea. Why should he grovel now? But the thought of Evie, broken and alone, overruled his pride. 

Except—

What if God answered this prayer?

Please—

“Sir?” 

The woman’s voice stopped the flow of thoughts. Maybe it was for the best. He’d been on the verge of begging, for he didn’t know what.

“You have a woman here. She was in an accident. Her SUV—” His voice caught on the word, and he cleared his throat. “Her SUV veered into the ravine.”

The woman gave him a blank stare. “I’m sorry, sir, but we cannot divulge information about our patients.” Her lips pressed into a thin line. “I can’t even confirm if the person you mentioned is a patient.”

“She’s my wife. Please.”

He would beg after all.

The woman’s expression softened. “I’m sorry, sir. I can’t disclose any information. Even if you proved your wife was in the hospital…” 

She scanned him from head to toe. “And we confirmed she wasn’t running away from you.” Lifting her shoulders, she spread both hands. “It’s against the law for us to divulge a patient’s private information without their permission.”

Had Evie been running away from him? No, he placed both hands on his head. Was that what happened? Had she planned to leave him? 

Had the trip to Idlewood been a ruse? A way to distract him and escape? Escape from what?

No, he rejected the statement. They were happy. The previous day, they’d discussed taking a quick trip to one of the other islands as a mini-vacation. 

“Can’t you ask her?” 

A sickening knot twisted in his gut, a companion to the heat flaring in his chest. “I saw my wife’s car on the news. Can’t you tell her I’m outside?”

“I’m sorry, sir, I can’t.”

He slammed his hands down on the desk. “You can’t keep me away from my wife.”

Her nostrils flared as her face tightened with displeasure. Oh, she was good. A part of him admired the way she’d withstood him, refusing to be intimidated.

Could he steal her away from the hospital? She’d make a fantastic administrative assistant to Evie. 

“I’m asking you to leave.” Her hand swept out. “Now.”

Xander glanced back, scowling at the burly security guard approaching.

Protests gathered in his mind but died on his lips. Evie would’ve been ashamed of him for causing a scene. 

Hanging his head, he didn’t resist when the guard stood beside him. 

The reception area was almost empty. At least his outburst wouldn’t make the news.

Casting one last look at the receptionist, he prepared to leave. “I’ll be back.”

“I know.” Pity flashed across the nurse’s face. “But unless your wife asks for you by name, I can’t let you see her.” Her attention flickered to the guard. “Assuming she’s here.”

She had to be. Because if Evie wasn’t in the hospital, where on earth was his wife?
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When she opened her eyes, a bright room came into focus. Light streamed through the windows, bathing everything in an ethereal glow. Was she dead?

Her heart pounded, and her mouth tasted foul. Pain roared through her body.

Okay, she was alive… unless dead people still felt pain? 

For the living know that they will die, but the dead know nothing; they have no further reward, and even their name is forgotten.

The words drifted through her mind. What was that? A quote?

Straining against the restraints holding her in place, she winced when a sharp prick stopped her, and she glanced at her arm.

“Easy, sweet girl.” A warm hand covered her arm. “Don’t want to hurt yourself.”

Groaning, she turned toward the voice. Everything hurt, even her eyebrows. Maybe she was dead.

“Are you an angel?”

The woman’s lined face, with its cloud of gray hair, gave her the appearance of someone who’d lived a long time. A hearty laugh exploded from her mouth. 

“Oh, dearie,” the woman patted her hand. “They’ve given you the good stuff. My name’s Mabel, honey. I sit with the patients, especially the ones who have no family.”
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