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  Welcome to the Hummingbird Cottage



Hello Hummingbird!




You have stumbled upon the coziest little cottage and sweetest community in Saturn Island.

They were there for me when I didn’t know who I was, becoming my cheerleaders, protectors, and staunchest supporters as I relearned what love is.

Whatever you’re going through, sweet friend, I hope you’ll remember to take your troubles to Jesus.

I know that’s not always our first response, but it’s the best one. He won’t judge you for making mistakes, and His solutions are always superior to anything we could conceive.

In seasons of doubt, this verse was my anchor, and I pray it will be for you as well.




Psalm 143:8 NKJV — Cause me to hear Your lovingkindness in the morning, For in You do I trust; Cause me to know the way in which I should walk, For I lift up my soul to You.




Trusting God when you don’t know what to do is the wisest option. Your heavenly Father cares for you, and He has put you in the right place for you to rediscover what that means.




Your fellow hummingbird,

G.
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Conner Gilbert sank into his father’s office chair, the leather creaking beneath him. The faint aroma of sandalwood cologne and lemon lingered in the air. 

His sixty-year-old father had suffered a heart attack. It didn’t seem right. Dean Gilbert went to the gym regularly, played golf, and ate decent meals.

So why?

Guilt twisted Conner’s gut into knots. Part of it was his fault. Instead of stepping into his place in the family business, he’d taken a different path and become a police detective.

Scrubbing a hand across his face, he forced the memories back. Wallowing in mistakes was unnecessary—not while his father was alive.

He was weak, but Conner could make it right as long as Dean lived. Opening the desk drawer, he grunted as it got stuck partway. He slid one hand into the narrow opening, fingers snagging on paper.

He smoothed it down, removing the obstruction, and slid the drawer open. He was about to add the envelope to the growing pile on his left to be handled later when he spotted his name on it. 

“Why does Dad have an envelope with my name on it?”

He opened the flap, anticipating something ridiculous, like his high school report cards or preschool art projects.

Instead, what slipped out were official documents. His heart thudded as he glanced at the headings. 

“My divorce papers.”

He scanned the documents. “These are identical.” 

His pulse quickened, a cold wave washing over him. Why were there two sets? 

Better yet, why were they here? He’d signed the papers and handed them to his mother, who promised to ensure they reached Daniella’s attorney. The implications made his stomach clench. 

Could she have lied to him about something so vital? His mother had insisted back then that Dani wanted out of the marriage.

He’d given Dani her freedom.

Yet, something clamped in his chest whenever he thought of Dani, with her resilience and sharp wit. Even after all this time, the ache hadn’t faded.

But he pushed it aside and put the papers on the desk side by side, eyes darting between them.

When he got to the last page of the decree, he gasped. “That’s not my signature.” He checked the other set.

“Okay, that’s mine. But why would there be two? Why would one have my signature and one not have it?”

He looked at where Dani had signed. Hers didn’t match either.

Which one was real? His brain whirred as the possibilities raced through his mind. Something was wrong here. He wouldn’t stop until he figured out what.

His mother was upstairs. He’d ask her. He half-rose as the phone rang, shattering the silence.

He swiped to answer. “Quincy. What’s up?”

“Hey, man, you sound busy. Sorry to interrupt you.”

“Yes. No.” He pressed his fingers to his eyes. “I got some interesting news, that’s all.”

“Is everything okay?” 

“I’ll make it right. What’s up?”

Quincy groaned. “Don’t tell me you forgot.”

“Forgot what?”

“My engagement party? You’re supposed to come to Idlewood this weekend for me to introduce you to my beautiful bride-to-be and earn your envy forever.”

Conner chuckled. It was always like that between him and Quincy. They had met at the Port Martin Police Department, where he’d been Quincy’s partner. 

He’d heard horror stories about seasoned officers not wanting to take on rookies, but never had that problem with Quincy. Quince took him under his wing, and they had developed a rapport and a friendship almost instantly.

“I didn’t forget.”

“Let me guess, because of your dad’s heart attack, you’ve decided not to come up this weekend?”

He made an on-the-spot decision. “I’ll be there. Where am I staying again? Nightingale Cottage?”

Quincy chuckled. “No. Hummingbird Cottage. Leilah owns the place and is letting you stay there this weekend.”

“That’s nice of her, but I thought she rented it?”

“Eh, it’s empty now, but it’s all yours if you need it. If you decide to stay in Idlewood awhile, I could convince her to let you stay there.”

“Nah, I’ll attend the party and return on Sunday evening.”

“If you’re sure.”

Conner’s gaze drifted to the roof. He wanted to charge upstairs to his parents’ bedroom and demand answers about the forged signatures. But confronting them now, with his father’s precarious health, wouldn’t yield the truth.

Maybe this weekend away was what he needed—space to clear his head and formulate a plan. Perhaps he could pick Quincy’s brain on the topic.

After a lifetime of living with his parents, he knew they wouldn’t give him an honest answer. They’d always believed they knew what was best for him, especially regarding Dani, whom they’d never thought was “good enough” for their son.

No, this called for subtlety and irrefutable proof. He would have to find the answers on his own.

Only then could he confront his parents with what he was now certain was the truth. He and Daniella were still married.

* * *

Conner barely remembered the drive to Idlewood. Familiar highways gave way to the town’s narrow main street as dusk settled.

Conner was grateful for the effort needed to follow Quincy’s directions. Otherwise, he would have turned back several times to confront his parents. But no, his determination to find the answers kept him on the path ahead.

Besides, his friend was expecting him. He pulled up in front of a quaint diner marked with a hummingbird emblem. Warm light spilled from the windows, glowing against the deepening dusk.

Hummingbird Diner. Of course. 

He rolled his eyes. Was everything in this town named after a stupid bird? Before he could pull out his phone to call Quincy, his friend strode through the front door and knocked on the driver’s side window.

He stepped out, his tall frame unfolding from the car, and was greeted with a solid thud of Quincy’s hand against his back.

“Good to see you. It’s been too long.”

“Definitely,” Conner agreed, running a hand over his head, the tension in his shoulders easing at seeing his friend.

“You look like death. Are you sure you didn’t want to stay to spend time with your dad?”

“It’s better for me to be here right now.”

He gritted his teeth as his suspicions rolled over him again.

Quincy clapped him on the shoulder. “Whenever you need to talk about anything, I’m here for you.”

“I know, man. Thanks.” Conner gave a single nod. 

In the brief time they’d known each other and worked together on the force, Quincy had proven himself to be a friend. No, he could count him as a brother.

“Let’s get inside. Everyone else is already here. I can’t wait for you to meet Leilah.”

They headed for the Hummingbird, where music and conversation mingled, the air warm from too many bodies. The scent of seasoned meat and warm vanilla clung to everything—comforting, if a tad suffocating. 

“Did everybody in this town come to your engagement party?”

People spilled onto the streets and sidewalks, but he’d assumed something else was happening.

“It’s Idlewood.” Quincy shrugged. “Yeah, we’re big on parties on this side.”

“I thought Idlewood was all farmland.”

“Yeah, we have some of that, but it’s almost like two towns merged. We have the farms on one side, and on this side, we have most businesses and whatever.”

An exotic olive-skinned woman with a baby in a sling wove her way towards them. She embraced Quincy in a side hug, and Conner grinned. 

“You must be Leilah.” He smiled at her. “I can see why Quincy’s taken with you, but if you ever tire of second best, I’m your man. Conner Gilbert. Don’t forget.”

Leilah’s melodious laugh wrapped around them, drawing attention from nearby guests.

“Oh, you are right, Quince.” Her lyrical voice carried a faint British accent. “He is a charmer. Mr. Gilbert, I apologize, but I’ve already given my heart to someone else. He has it firmly in his grasp, and no plans to relinquish it.”

“Never.” Quincy tightened his grip on his fiancée and mock-glowered at Conner. “Find your own woman.”

Quincy flung out a hand. “Look around. Lots of pretty, single, unengaged women are at this party.”

He tipped his chin in a direction behind Conner’s shoulder. “There’s one now. Ella is our resident dressmaker. She’s the one making Leilah’s dress. 

“Although I’m not allowed to see it,” he sent his fiancée a teasing glance, “I’m sure it’s gorgeous. Ella makes beautiful outfits. So my fiancée tells me.”

Leilah nudged him. “You’ve seen what she has designed for Djamila and me already. Zahra has also worn several of Ella’s creations.”

Conner smiled, entertained by their banter and glad his friend had found a woman who was perfect for him.

“I’m not interested.”

He was still wrapping his mind around the fact that his divorce from Daniella hadn’t been filed. 

“Decide after you’ve seen her. She’s at your nine o’clock.”

Playing along, he timed his efforts to look as casual as possible, turning in the direction Quincy indicated. His gaze skimmed past an older woman and landed on a petite woman with dreadlocks falling over her shoulders, gold threads catching the light. Lush curves hinted at her womanhood.

Another time, he might have noticed. Might have crossed the room and tried to get her number. But not now, when his thoughts were tangled up with Dani. 

She flipped the hair over her shoulder, offering him a glimpse of a familiar profile.

Could that be…?

His legs drew him closer before he could convince himself of the unlikeliness of his suspicions being true. 

She turned, and Conner froze. The air locked in his lungs as a tremor worked down his spine.

Daniella.
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Daniella Tomlinson stared at the man across the room, unable to look away. His expression was sharp. Haunted. Like he’d seen a ghost. 

Her chest tightened as it became difficult to breathe. She sucked air into her lungs. Charlene Stephens rested a hand on her arm, her friend’s cool fingers doing little to ease her overheated skin. 

“Are you okay?” Charlene leaned in.

“I-I—” Ella tore her gaze away from Conner. 

“He’s cute.” Charlene’s lips curved into a smile. “Friend of yours?”

There had been a time when Conner Gilbert had been Ella’s entire world.

“No.” She gritted her teeth so hard her jaw hurt. “Someone I used to know.”

“Well,” Charlene drawled. “He wants to get reacquainted.”

Maybe he hadn’t noticed her. She snuck a peek at him, freezing as his narrowed eyes locked on hers, and her stomach dropped. 

Oh, no. He was heading straight for them, every step sharp and deliberate.

“I have to go, Char.” Pivoting, Ella darted away. She’d only taken two steps when his firm fingers clamped around her upper arm, unyielding.

His spice and cedar scent wrapped around her first, stirring memories she’d buried deep.

“Dani.”

His deep voice, rough around the edges, brought back late-night conversations and early morning heart-to-hearts. 

Her throat constricted. She hadn’t been mistaken. It was Conner. The man who had requested a divorce five years ago and shattered her world. The same Conner who never fought for her.

Rage sparked low in her belly, then flared into a fire that surged through her limbs, burning away every hint of nostalgia. Whirling toward him, her hands curled into fists at her sides.

“It’s Ella.”

Refusing to let him see her tremble, she lifted her chin. 

“It’s Ella,” she corrected, the name a shield between them.

“Dani,” he murmured, gaze dragging over hers. “Dani… Ella,” he amended. “What are you doing here?” 

She tipped her chin, her tone frosty. “I don’t owe you an explanation, Mr. Gilbert.”

A muscle in his jaw twitched as he opened his mouth.

Ella cocked her head, brows arched, daring him to ask another question.

“Is this where you’ve been the entire time?”

“What does it matter to you?” She snapped. “You and your family discarded me like old furniture.” 

Her voice had risen, drawing curious glances from nearby tables. Conner shifted, eyes darting around the room.

“Can we… talk outside?” His voice dropped. “There’s… something I need to tell you.”

“I have nothing to say to you. I’d appreciate it if you forgot you saw me here tonight.”

JD Walker crooned from the speakers beneath the hum of conversation. She tugged against his grip. It was futile, as she didn’t have the strength to break free. Instead, she stumbled back as his fingers released her. Ella scoffed.

Typical Conner, always willing to let her go.

Her fingers trembled as she clutched the folds of her gauzy skirt. She wanted to bolt, but what if he followed? It was one thing for him to know she was in Idlewood, another for him to discover where she lived.

What if he told his family where she was, and they showed up to remind her of the reasons she wasn’t enough for their son?

“You look good, Dani.” His voice was softer now.

“Ella,” she reminded him, her tone clipped.

“Sorry. I’ve been calling you Dani for so long that it’s… hard to make the switch.” 

He’d been calling her Dani for so long? Their separation had been longer than their marriage.

“You’d think it would be easy,” she muttered. “Considering you haven’t thought about me in five years.”

A shadow passed over his face. “I’ve thought about you more than you’d believe.”

Once, his words would have melted her. Now she steeled herself against his appeal.

“What happened to us, Dani?” He stepped closer, his voice pained. “We were happy. I thought we’d love each other forever.”

Her heart twisted at the ache in his voice.

“Yeah, well…” Her voice cracked. “Forever doesn’t work if you’re unwilling to fight for it.”

She looked away, wishing she could vanish. Better yet, she’d wake up, and this was a nightmare. 

But she couldn’t leave. Not yet. Not until she found Mattie.

As if summoned by her thoughts, two teenage girls, one with a child on her hip, burst through the diner’s entrance, making a beeline for her.

“Conner, nice seeing you,” she tossed over her shoulder with an insincere smile. “Let’s not do this again.”

She hurried away, focused on intercepting the teens. He couldn’t see Mattie. If he did, the secret she’d kept for five years would unravel in the crowded diner before her neighbors and friends.
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