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            Chapter One

         

         Gardening had once been Olivia Davenport’s favorite pastime. Her mother and grandmother had both been avid gardeners. They’d passed on their love of flowers to Olivia and taught her to appreciate the simple pleasure of being at one with nature.

         But Olivia hadn’t picked up a trowel or hoe in more than two years. She’d lost the desire to carefully tend the tender shoots and bulbs only to have them blossom and then die. Yet here she was, sitting in the middle of an overgrown garden on the Gallaghers’ estate with her trusty trowel in hand.

         As the event planner for Greystone Manor, she took care of all the details—nothing was too big or too small. Including ensuring that the gardens were shipshape for the upcoming outdoor wedding season.

         She looked up from under her wide-brimmed sunhat at the imposing granite mansion casting a shadow over the fragrant garden. Eight months before, on a dark and dreary September night, a thick fog rolling off the Atlantic had forced her to seek shelter in the coastal town of Harmony Harbor. Little did she know then, as she’d spied the fairy-tale castle rising from the mist, that Greystone Manor would become her home. The place where she’d reinvent herself. The place where she’d become Dana Templeton.

         No one here knew she was missing Boston socialite Olivia Davenport. No one knew she’d once been a mother and a wife. No one knew that for the past week the memories had been threatening to bring her to her knees.

         She never knew when they would strike. Sometimes they were like a thief in the night, coming out of the darkness to pounce on her, stealing her breath and the tiny bit of contentment she’d managed to carve out for herself in her new life. At other times, they were like a warm, all-encompassing hug that she never wanted to end.

         But it didn’t seem to matter if the memories were good or bad; they had one thing in common: the power to send her to that dark place she’d escaped from not so very long ago. She supposed it said something that she actually cared whether she ended up back there or not. There’d been a time when she hadn’t.

         It was the anniversaries. They were piling up on one another. Today was difficult. Tomorrow would be far worse. Even so, Olivia had no choice but to do her job.

         That wasn’t entirely true. She had a choice; there was always a choice. It wasn’t like she had to work for a living. But in some ways, she credited her job for saving her life. Staying busy, filling her mind and time with work, helped her cope.

         Her job as Greystone’s event planner had given her a sense of purpose, a sense of accomplishment and fulfillment. And the Gallagher women had given her something even more precious—their friendship.

         So, no matter how tempting it was to stay in bed tomorrow with the blankets pulled over her head, Olivia would do her best to make the day special for both her friends and the other mothers staying at the manor. She’d keep the crippling memories at bay the same way she had for the past week—antianxiety pills and sleeping pills.

         They were the same weapons she’d used in the past. However, now she was using them not only to help with the pain of remembering, but also to fight the feeling of impending doom. She didn’t worry she’d become addicted. She just needed a little help to get through the next thirty-six hours. Admittedly, she’d doubled up on that help today.

         Her nerves were frayed because of the phone calls. The ones she wouldn’t answer because she recognized his number. She’d have to answer, eventually. Stanley Morton wasn’t a man who gave up. But he couldn’t hurt her anymore. He’d already done his worst. Now it was probably something as mundane as changing the ownership on the brownstone. Except, in her mind, even something that small could grow like a tenacious weed and suck her back into her old life.

         Tossing a clump of yellowtail into the growing pile beside her, she did her best to push thoughts of Stanley and his phone calls out of her head. She couldn’t afford to be paralyzed by worry today. Her schedule wouldn’t permit it.

         At three that afternoon, fifteen children between the ages of four and ten were scheduled to gather in the conference room to paint miniature flowerpots. Each pot would hold one of the pink tulips Olivia was now trying to carefully dislodge from the greedy hands of the spring soil. She was determined that the mothers would enjoy their flowers for more than a few days and did her best to keep the roots intact.

         Smiling when she lifted the entire flower, bulb and all, from the ground, she transferred it into one of the small pots. The tulip symbolized happiness and good wishes, which, in her opinion, made them the perfect choice for the children to give to their mothers. No sooner had the thought passed through her mind than a memory from three years earlier sprang to life right before her eyes. She clearly saw her little boy carrying a white wicker breakfast tray to where she sat in a canopied bed. Noting how he struggled under the weight of the tray, she reached out to help him. Cooper lifted his determined little chin.

         He was six, pale and skinny from another round of treatment for leukemia, and it made it next to impossible not to try and help him. Worrying her bottom lip between her teeth, she clasped her hands tightly on her lap to keep from doing so. From beneath his Boston Red Sox hat, he rewarded her with a proud smile that reached his blue eyes as he placed the tray on the bed.

         He’d made her breakfast, a juicy orange peeled and torn into segments and a bowl of his favorite cereal, Cocoa Puffs. He held up a painted pot that contained a perfect pink tulip. He’d remembered the meaning. She reached out to hug him. Instead she grabbed thin air.

         Her eyes grew wet, the grounds a blurred blob of green and blue as she checked to be sure no one had witnessed the moment. She lowered her empty arms to her sides. Two years ago tomorrow, she’d buried her son. This year, the anniversary fell on Mother’s Day.

         She didn’t know who she’d been trying to fool. Herself, obviously. Because no matter how much medication she’d taken today or would take tomorrow, it wouldn’t be enough to keep the memories at bay or her emotions in check. And wouldn’t that be embarrassing…and possibly terrifying for the children. Maybe her good friend and boss, Sophie Gallagher, would take over the craft session for her.

         No sooner had the idea popped into Olivia’s head than she heard Sophie’s voice coming from the patio on the other side of the boxwood hedge. Olivia took it as a good omen and was pushing to her feet to wave her friend over when another voice joined Sophie’s, deep and rich with a seductive rumble that Olivia felt straight down to her rubber-boot-encased toes. She immediately dropped to her knees to hide, wincing when she landed on the edge of the trowel.

         Ridiculously handsome, dark-haired, blue-eyed men didn’t typically send Olivia to the ground, but this particular one did. And it wasn’t because of the temptation of his alluring face and seductive voice or that lately he’d played a starring role in her dreams—for which she put the entire blame on her medication. No, it was because, when Finn Gallagher looked at her, she had an uncomfortable feeling he saw past her disguise and knew exactly what she was hiding.

         There was another reason for her discomfort. But she didn’t want to acknowledge it because, once she did, she’d have to face her feelings.

         “Have you seen Dana?” asked the man with the sea-blue eyes that seemed to see through to Olivia’s very soul. “Grams is worried about her. She thinks Dana’s coming down with something.”

         At the sarcastic edge in Finn’s voice, Olivia stiffened while her traitorous heart picked up speed. It seemed the universe wouldn’t be happy until she faced every uncomfortable and worrisome thought and feeling today. Any hope of achieving a Zenlike state in the garden was shot thanks to Finn’s matchmaking grandmother.

         Oh yes, Olivia knew exactly what Kitty Gallagher was up to. The seventysomething woman was hardly secretive about her determination to find her grandson a wife.

         And sadly, Kitty’s recent successes with Finn’s older and younger brothers led the older woman to believe she had a gift.

         She was also highly motivated. A wife would keep Finn from returning to the Congo to serve with Doctors Without Borders. He’d been badly injured in March when rebels attacked the hospital where he’d been working.

         “I just saw her a little while ago,” Sophie said. “She seemed fine to me.”

         Olivia heard the frown in Sophie’s voice. Four months pregnant, head over heels in love with her husband, Liam, an extremely hot and sweet firefighter, and busy raising their adorable eight-year-old Mia and managing the manor, Sophie wouldn’t have a clue what Kitty was up to.

         “Come on, you can’t seriously think the woman is fine, Soph.”

         And there it was, the thing Olivia didn’t want to examine too closely—Finn and his resemblance to her late husband, Nathan. Not so much in looks despite them both having dark hair and blue eyes; Nathan had been handsome but Finn was stop-and-stare gorgeous.

         It was the way Finn spoke about her, the scorn in his voice that reminded her of Nathan. Admittedly, she hadn’t spent much time in Finn’s company. Intentional on his part, she thought. He did his best to hide his feelings, but she could tell he’d judged her and found her lacking.

         Not that anyone else would notice because Finn was unfailingly polite whenever they crossed paths. But he would be, wouldn’t he? He was a Gallagher after all. One of the good guys, men who were raised to serve and protect.

         “Well, I did think she was fine, Finn, but obviously you think I’m missing something,” Olivia heard Sophie say. Her friend sounded ticked with Finn too. Which Olivia found somewhat gratifying.

         “Sorry, I didn’t mean for it to come out that way. Blame Grams. I’m running a little low on patience these days thanks to her.”

         “You can’t blame Kitty for trying to keep you here. She’s worried about you, Finn. So are Liam and your dad. Are you sure you’re not rushing things? It hasn’t been that long since you were in a wheelchair.”

         “Your days must go a lot faster than mine. I’ve been out of the chair for more than six weeks, Soph. I’ve booked my flight. I leave the day after Griff and Ava get back,” he said, referring to his oldest brother and his wife. The couple were honeymooning in Italy.

         “You haven’t told them yet, have you?”

         “No, I’ve been putting it off.”

         Olivia felt sorry for Finn. Yes, he was judgmental and not overly friendly toward her, but she knew how much he loved his family. It would be difficult for him to say goodbye, especially knowing how much they wanted him to stay.

         “They’ll miss you. We all will.” There was a smile in Sophie’s voice when she added, “So will Miller. He’s gotten used to having someone at home with him all day. Here, go fetch, boy.”

         Miller, the Gallaghers’ golden retriever, gave a happy bark, his paws scrabbling on the flagstone patio as he went after whatever Sophie had thrown.

         “Jeez, you’re almost as good as Grams and Dad with the guilt thing.”

         “Sorry, I didn’t mean to make you feel guilty. So, tell me what you think is wrong with Dana.”

         Oh no, it sounded like they were walking toward the other end of the patio—the end that would lead them onto the garden path on which Olivia was currently kneeling. She awkwardly got to her feet and then crouched low to walk to the back of the garden. Branches and dried-out stems from the overgrown perennials got caught on her hat as she made her way to the back hedges to stay out of view.

         She was reaching up to pull off the leaves when Finn said, “What I think or what Grams thinks?”

         “It’s not the same?”

         “Nope. Grams thinks her precious Dana has migraines. I don’t know what it is about that woman, but to hear Grams tell it, Dana Templeton is a saint.”

         If Olivia didn’t know what Kitty was up to, she might have smiled. But the sarcasm in Finn’s voice would have immediately wiped it away. He really didn’t like her. She didn’t know what she’d ever done to him. He certainly didn’t take after his grandmother and great-grandmother, who were kind and welcoming. Olivia didn’t know where she’d be right now if not for Kitty and Colleen Gallagher.

         “I don’t know what your problem with Dana is, Finn. She’s one of the sweetest women I know. She’s been a wonderful friend to me and everyone at the manor. She’s tireless. She’d give you the shirt off her back if you asked.”

         Take that, Finn Gallagher, Olivia thought, her lips lifting in a grateful smile.

         “Well, if I’m not mistaken, the sweetest woman you know is using, Soph.”

         Olivia lifted her hand to cover her outraged gasp. Using? How on earth did he come to the conclusion she was doing drugs? Just before her hand reached her mouth, her eyes dropped to the palm-shaped leaf attached to the glove. She must have removed it from her straw hat. Distracted by the conversation between Sophie and Finn, she hadn’t realized she’d crumpled it in her gloved hand.

         She recognized the leaf’s shape almost immediately—monkshood. A member of the buttercup family, its showy blue flowers would bloom midsummer. And while it was a tall and lovely perennial that would grow beautifully in the shady spot at the back of the garden, there was one problem. It was poisonous. In the language of flowers, monkshood symbolized a warning that a deadly foe was near.

         Finn’s voice penetrated her panic. “You don’t seem surprised.”

         “I’m not. But she’s not using illegal drugs. She would never do that. I think she’s hiding from someone, Finn. I just wish she’d open up to us and let us help her.”

         “You might want to find a way to get her to do that sooner rather than later, because I have a feeling your friend is in more trouble than you know.”

         She wasn’t in trouble. She’d been getting better. As soon as Finn left, she’d be fine. Kitty would stop trying to match her with her grandson and the most difficult anniversary would have passed. And somehow Olivia would find a way to deal with Stanley. As she carefully removed the gardening gloves, she wondered if it was her late husband’s best friend or Finn Gallagher who was her deadly foe.

         An animal brushed against her back, and she released a startled yelp, throwing the gloves in the air—one almost hitting a black cat as he came around to sit at her side. She pressed a hand to her chest and bowed her head. “A meow would have been nice, Simon. You scared the life out of me.” He meowed. “A little late,” she informed him.

         She glanced at Simon, following the direction of his bright blue gaze. A fortysomething woman strode toward them carrying a broom. She had a silver streak in the front of her dark hair and wore a short-sleeve black uniform dress with a black and white apron. It was a woman from housekeeping. Ivy, Olivia thought her name was. She helped out at the events too. Olivia noticed her lips turn down when she spotted Simon, her hand tightening around the broom.

         “What have you been up to, Simon? She doesn’t look happy with you.” Olivia put a protective arm around him. She wasn’t really a cat person, but she’d grown fond of Simon. He had an odd habit of showing up whenever Olivia needed a friend.

         Like Colleen, he knew all her secrets. At least Olivia didn’t have to worry about the truth getting out. Although, she did have a small fright when she’d discovered Colleen had written everyone’s stories in a leather-bound book—The Secret Keeper of Harmony Harbor—and it had gone missing.

         Since the manor had been extensively searched, Olivia’s fears had been somewhat alleviated. Even if there was a book, she assumed it had gone missing long before Colleen died. So the Gallagher matriarch wouldn’t have had the opportunity to write down the secrets Olivia had shared not long after she’d arrived at the manor.

         “Is there a problem, Ivy?” she asked when the woman approached. At the sound of Finn and Sophie calling to Miller, Olivia scooped up Simon and came to her feet.

         The woman sucked on her teeth, lifting her chin at Simon. “Is he your cat?”

         “In a way, I suppose he is. We’ve all adopted him. He belongs to the manor, something of a mascot.” Olivia smiled.

         The woman didn’t return her smile. Her eyes flicked beyond Olivia, then back to her. “I’d suggest you all find yourself a new mascot before this one lands you in hot water with the Health Department.”

         That’s all they needed. “Was he in the kitchen? He’s a very good mouser, so perhaps—”

         “There weren’t any mice around. He was—”

         At the sound of Miller barking, Simon hissed and jumped from Olivia’s arms. She turned to see retriever galloping down the path toward her, his tongue lolling happily out of his mouth. Then he veered off the path and into the garden, tromping on the pink tulips and anything else that got in his way.

         “Miller, come out of the garden this—” Olivia began, but the friendly retriever gave her a playful bark and then picked up…her glove. “Miller, no, drop the glove. Drop it now!”

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter Two

         

         Finn Gallagher stood on the garden path calling after the willowy redhead running after his dog. “Dana, don’t chase him! He thinks you want to play!”

         If he wasn’t concerned about Miller getting lost in the woods because some crazy woman wouldn’t listen, Finn might take the time to figure out what it said about Dana Templeton that she was gardening in a pink shirt and a pair of khaki slacks stuffed into beige rubber boots decorated with pink flowers. He thought it was seriously weird that someone coordinated their wardrobe to dig in the dirt.

         She whipped around, the pink floppy hat falling off her head. If he didn’t know better, it appeared her shoulder-length red hair was about to do the same.

         “You don’t understand. He has my gardening gloves!”

         “Good God, woman, I’ll buy you another pair! Just stop running after him.” He blew out an annoyed breath when she ignored him and continued to sprint down the path. He didn’t know what ticked him off more—that she wouldn’t listen to him or that he now had to chase after her and his dog.

         “It’s okay. Don’t strain your leg, Finn. I’ll go,” his sister-in-law offered.

         Huh, he didn’t think anything could have ticked him off more than Dana and his inability to run like he used to, but his sister-in-law had just proved him wrong.

         He started after Dana. “Thanks, but I’ve got this. I’m not an invalid, you know,” he said to Sophie. Then realizing he was being hypersensitive, he added over his shoulder, “My overprotective baby brother would have my head if he knew I let you run a five-mile marathon when you’re pregnant and not feeling well. Go home and put your feet up, have a nap.”

         Sophie called after him, sounding a little sheepish, “It was just an excuse. I’m feeling fine. I didn’t want Kitty and Tina to know we’re having an early Mother’s Day celebration with Rosa today.”

         Their grandmothers had a long-standing feud. He didn’t know what it was about or if they’d just taken up where their DiRossi and Gallagher ancestors had left off. According to local folklore, the original feud had started sometime in the seventeen hundreds. Apparently his grandmother had started this one by insisting that Sophie’s mother, Tina, stay at the manor. A move that was guaranteed to tick off Rosa, who wasn’t exactly her former daughter-in-law’s number one fan.

         “I’ve got your back, but you might want to…” He lifted his chin at the dark-haired woman crouched on the path picking up the flowerpots that Miller had bowled over. Because he wasn’t paying attention, Finn’s foot landed awkwardly on the uneven woodland trail. His pained grimace turned into an eye roll when he heard Miller’s playful bark and Dana’s panicked cries for his dog to stop before he dies.

         Talk about a drama queen. Then again, maybe it was a reaction to whatever drug she was on. She might be delusional, but she was also fast. He was running full-out…He shook his head at his assessment.

         His full-out was equivalent to someone jogging. Finn ignored the voice in his head that said he had to accept his limitations, that he was lucky to have survived the rebels’ attack. The voice sounded a lot like his old man’s.

         Finn grimaced, and this time it wasn’t due to the twisting pain in his leg. It was because Sophie was right; the family wouldn’t be happy about him leaving. Grams, never one to let the grass grow under her feet, as his great-grandmother Colleen used to say, had already come up with what she seemed to believe was a winning strategy.

         First, she and her fellow members of the Widows Club had decided he should take over for Doc Bishop, the local family physician, who was retiring next week. Not that it was going to happen, because the last thing Finn wanted was to move back home and have his every move dissected, discussed, and evaluated.

         He loved his family, but really, what thirty-four-year-old guy would subject himself to 24/7 surveillance and interference? Grams had proven him right when she suggested Dana would make a wonderful wife. Wife? He barely knew the woman. But he’d seen and heard enough to know that she wasn’t his type, even when she wasn’t wasted.

         Up ahead, he caught a glimpse of pink through the trees. They were closing in on the footbridge that arched over the tide pools. The bridge connected the estate to the windswept spit of land his oldest brother, Griff, a former Navy SEAL, had recently purchased. Griff and his wife, Sophie’s cousin, were renovating the lighthouse.

         They’d be back in a few days from their honeymoon…and he’d break the news he was leaving the next day. He’d put off telling his family. Mostly because he hated goodbyes. And it was tough to hold his ground in the face of their sorrow. He hoped none of them cried. Tears got to him every time. There was a part of him that wanted to sneak off in the middle of the night without saying goodbye.

         “Miller, stop this instant!”

         The image of what his family would do to him if he left without saying goodbye faded at the sound of Dana’s voice. Her tone was all proper and superior. He thought of it as her high-society voice. Come to think of it, that might have been the reason he’d taken an almost instant dislike to Dana.

         It wasn’t her fault. She reminded him of Amber, a woman he’d dated while doing his residency. Amber and her mother, who lunched and raised funds for the hospital like the rest of their moneyed friends. Women who had no idea how the other half lived and had no interest in knowing. The only thing they were concerned about was their social standing, having a wing named after the family, and the preferential treatment they felt they were entitled to due to their connections and their husband’s or daddy’s bank accounts.

         But even if Dana were his type, the last thing Finn wanted was a wife. He didn’t do long-term relationships. He liked his women fun and fleeting. Did he have issues? Sure he did, and he’d made friends with his issues years before. And if his grandmother thought that was going to change anytime soon, she was as delusional as the woman she was trying to set him up with. The one who was currently on her knees and elbows, her backside in the air, playing tug-of-war with Miller.

         Now, Finn might not have any interest in the woman, but he had to admit she had one great-looking ass. He wondered how he’d failed to notice that. Probably because her conservative wardrobe was classy and not sexy or the least bit revealing. He couldn’t help but wonder what else she’d been hiding, because that was one sweet…

         As though his matchmaking grandmother could see that particular thought bubble over his head, Finn quickly burst it by reminding himself that Dana was the reason for the persistent throb in his leg.

         He limped to the small hill in the clearing where the tug-of-war continued. Miller was winning, and Dana was…Oh hell, she was sobbing. “Please, I don’t want you to die. Please let me have the glove.”

         “Hey, come on, don’t cry. Miller isn’t going to die because he ate your garden glove.” He had to work to keep the sarcasm from his voice. Beige with pink flowers, the glove matched her gardening outfit to a T. His leg screaming in protest as he crouched beside her, he bit back a curse and rested a hand on her shoulder. “Seriously, if you saw what he eats, you wouldn’t be worried about a little—”

         She looked up at him, a tear slipping from eyes that almost looked black. “No, you don’t understand. The glove came in contact with a monkshood leaf. They’re highly poisonous.” A sob broke in her voice. “Does…does he look dizzy or confused to you?”

         The slivers of bright blue that ringed her dilated pupils reminded him that he was dealing with a woman whose feelings and thoughts may not exactly be grounded in reality.

         “Let go of the glove, okay? I’ll handle it from here.” He spoke to her in low, soothing tones, smiling to let her know he wasn’t mad and everything was good.

         Her eyes narrowed. “I am not high, so don’t speak to me like I am. If you want to save your dog, call a vet and then pry his mouth open while I get the glove.” She tossed him her phone.

         He felt bad that she’d obviously overheard his conversation with Sophie, but her clipped and proper tone took his guilt down a notch or two. And maybe because it did, and his kneecap felt like it was tearing through his skin, he said, “Your dilated pupils and glazed eyes say you’re high and so does the way you’re enunciating your words. You’re trying not to slur. And FYI, I’m a doctor, and”—he pointed at the dog—“Miller is not dying.” He swore under his breath when the retriever rolled on his back and pretended to be dead. It’s a trick they’d taught him when he was a puppy. But he only did it when Finn or his brothers used the word dead or when they shot him with their fingers.

         Finn only had a moment to wonder whether Miller was confused by the word dying or the hand gesture before Olivia threw herself at the dog. It looked like she was about to give Miller mouth-to-mouth. Finn had to admit that his opinion of her went up a couple of notches at that.

         But it went down when she turned on him. “What is wrong with you? Don’t just sit there—do something. Call the vet, do chest compressions, just do something!” she cried, tears sliding down her cheeks.

         Finn sighed, leaned over, and picked up the infamous glove Miller had dropped when he rolled over. “Miller, buddy, go fetch,” Finn said, pretending to throw the glove.

         Miller rolled over so fast that he took out Dana. Finn assumed it was either because her rubber boots slid on the grass or because her balance was impaired due to the fact that she was high.

         She lay flat on her back, blinking, and then slowly turned her head to look at him. “He’s not dying?”

         He bit back a smile. She looked pretty cute lying there, and he wasn’t going to kick her when she was down. With a hint of pink tinting her pale cheeks, it was obvious she was embarrassed for overreacting. Miller had galloped toward the white wooden footbridge in search of the elusive glove, snuffling the patches of clover. Before he gave up and came back, Finn examined the glove, lifting it to his nose. “It smells like—”

         She made a grab for the glove. “No, don’t, there could still be— Oh!” she gasped, and began rolling down the hill.

         He stared at her, kind of in shock and then positive that she’d realize all she had to do was put out a hand or a foot and stop her downward momentum. But no, apparently, she was just going to roll right on down the hill and into the—

         “Dana!” he yelled, lunging in an effort to reach her. At the same time he made a grab for her, she lifted her head, and his fingers got tangled in her hair. Figuring the pain of him tearing a hunk of hair from her scalp would be worse than her landing in the tide pool, he was about to let go when she jerked away, leaving him holding an entire head of hair. He didn’t have time to wonder why she was wearing a wig because at that moment he realized he was in trouble.

         Dana’s jarring movement had not only left him holding a fistful of red hair, but it’d also thrown him completely off balance. Over his grunts of pain as he repeatedly rolled over his bad leg, he heard a splash and a shriek. Then a whoomph when he landed on top of her in the tide pool.

         It was a surprisingly soft landing. Her boringly expensive wardrobe did a good job of concealing not only a nicely rounded backside, but some other intriguing curves as well. And for the first time—since they were practically nose to nose—he noticed her features were softer than he expected.

         Her creamy skin was flawless, the defined bow of her full upper lip sexy, and her blue eyes…were not blue. Well, the left one was but the right one was brown. Okay, that was a little weird; he could have sworn…He didn’t have time to contemplate why the woman was in disguise because, at that moment, she made a funny sound in her throat.

         After a quick visual search ensured that she wasn’t outwardly injured or lying on a rock, he realized he was probably responsible for her distress. He wasn’t exactly a lightweight. “Sorry, just give me a sec, and I’ll get—” He bit down a pained groan. His leg had locked. He wasn’t sure how to break it to Dana that they might be stuck in this position for a while. He looked over his shoulder to see Miller sitting at the top of the hill with his head cocked as if to say, Stupid humans.

         “Hurry! There’s something biting…Ow!” Dana yelped, pushing against Finn’s chest while trying to move out from under him.

         His brain flashed a warning: Do not react to the soft, tantalizing body parts rubbing against you. The warning proved unnecessary when her knee slammed into his. Hers was sharp and bony, and his had only recently recovered from knee surgery. “Dammit, woman, are you trying to ensure I never walk again?” he asked through clenched teeth as he let go of her wig to grab his leg.

         “Sorry, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt you. But you really need to get off me. Something bit me and…,” she babbled, and then howled, “Ow!”

         “I’m trying, and it’s probably a minnow. So could you just relax and stop yelling in my ear?” he shouted, and then felt bad for doing so because, for all he knew, she was hallucinating.

         “You don’t have to be so cross. It’s not my fault something is biting me.”

         Cross? Seriously, who talked like that? Oh right, she did. Somehow, despite lying in a pool of stagnant water, she still managed to pull off her superior act. He supposed he was being unfair. She’d never been anything but nice to him.

         Unfair or not, Dana was the reason they were currently in the position they were in. And if the crippling pain in his leg was any indication, she had more than likely set his recovery back by a couple of weeks. So maybe he was cross after all. Because she’d just ensured he wouldn’t be leaving Harmony Harbor next week as he had planned.

         He scowled down at her as he admitted the embarrassing truth. “My leg locked. Just give me a minute.”

         A flash of panic and then frustration crossed her face, but both were quickly replaced with sympathy. He’d prefer the frustration, which obviously he wasn’t going to get now. He shouldn’t have opened his big mouth.

         “I’m so sorry. Let me see if I can just move…” She wrapped her arms around him and bit her bottom lip to stifle an ouch from what he imagined was another nip from her pal the minnow.

         At that moment, he kind of envied the minnow. Just a normal guy reaction, he assured himself. It had nothing to do with…She lifted her hips, and he stifled a groan. Good God, he had to get off her. “Miller! Come on, boy. Come play.” He hoped Dana didn’t pick up on the desperation in his voice.

         It didn’t seem like she noticed, or maybe she did and thought it would be fun to torture him, because she kept lifting her hips while yelling, “Get off me. Oh, please get off me.”

         As Miller galloped to their rescue, latching on to the back of Finn’s shirt with his teeth to drag him off Dana, he realized she’d been saying it. And he knew this because when she jumped from the tide pool and began dancing in a circle, she cried, “Get it off me. Please, get it off me.”

         He winced. It wasn’t a minnow after all. She had a green crab clinging to her backside.

          

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter Three

         

         Olivia glanced over her shoulder and yelped at the sight of a green crab hanging onto her butt. She shook and wiggled in an effort to shake the crab loose. It didn’t work out as she had hoped. As though the crustacean were holding on for dear life, its slime-green pincers sank deeper into her butt cheek. Watching Finn struggling to his feet, Olivia felt bad for being unable to contain a tortured whimper.

         “Okay, I realize you have a problem taking my advice, but I’m going to try one more time,” Finn said. “Stop shaking your ass.”

          “That’s so rude!”

         “Yeah, well, if you haven’t noticed, I’m having a hard time standing on my own two feet.” He leaned heavily on Miller, who seemed to sense Finn needed him and didn’t move from his side. “So forgive me if I’m not feeling overly sympathetic at the moment. But my advice still stands—stop shaking your butt, woman.”

         “I…” She was going to say wasn’t but caught herself midwiggle. “Fine, but please stop calling me woman.” She yelped. “It’s moving.”

         “Come here.” Finn gestured to the spot in front of him.

         She shuffled her way toward him in an effort not to jostle the crab. Finn glanced at her and then looked away. There was something about the expression on his face that made her drop her gaze. Lovely, the water had left her pink shirt and white lace bra virtually transparent. And while it was a warm spring day with the temperatures hovering in the midseventies, her nipples were acting as though they were in the middle of a deep freeze. And now the man had to touch her backside with his big, beautifully formed hand.

         She turned around and walked backward.

         When she stopped in front of him, Finn cleared his throat. “Could you, ah, maybe bend down?”

         “Like this…” She bumped into something hard. “Oh, I’m so sorry,” she said, reaching back to steady him. “Maybe if I bend over first and then shuffle back toward you. Would that work?”

         “Yeah, why don’t you do that,” he said, sounding as though it took some effort to get the words out.

         She thought maybe he was laughing at her and glanced over her shoulder. Definitely no sign of amusement on his too-gorgeous face. The man was staring at her butt. She rolled her eyes at herself. Of course, he isn’t staring at your butt. Obviously, he was trying to decide how to remove the crab without also removing a chunk of her cheek. The thought of him stitching her bare backside had her scrambling for another solution.

         “I’ve got a better idea. Why don’t I sit in the tide pool? I’m sure he’d much rather be swimming with his friends than being stuck on me. Maybe then you could just push him off?”

         Finn said something under his breath that sounded suspiciously like, Not a very bright crab if he does.

         “Excuse me, did you say something?”

         “Huh? No, nothing.” He raised his gaze. “Just bend over and wrap your hands around your ankles. It should loosen his hold—”

         “My ankles? I don’t think that’s a good idea. How about my knees?”

         “Are you always this contrary?”

         She was going to ask if he was always this cranky, but given that she could clearly see the pain etched on his face, she thought it might be best to keep quiet and do what he asked. If she could. She hadn’t given any time or thought to exercise over the past few years. She’d been consumed with helping Cooper get well. When she’d lost him, she’d been lost too. And then, just as she managed to claw her way out of the bottomless pit of grief, she got the news about her late husband Nathan.

         She’d known nothing of his secret life until the call from Stanley that rainy September night. She didn’t get the opportunity to ask Nathan why, why he’d married another woman when he was still married to her, why he fought to save children in a faraway place and not their own son. So many questions that would never be answered. Nathan had died half a world away on a bright blue September day.

         “Hey now, don’t cry. I promise I’m going to get it off you right…Looks like Miller is enjoying his role of hero today. Good job, buddy.”

         Sniffing back tears, she reached behind her. She had no idea how Finn knew she’d been crying—they were silent tears. Sometimes like the memories, they just snuck up on her. At least she had a good excuse.

         “It’s gone?” she asked, patting her backside, though the throbbing as the blood rushed to the pincer sites should have been her first indication she was crab-free. She straightened to see Finn prying the crustacean from the retriever’s mouth. “Don’t let Miller eat him.”

         Finn bowed his head, took a deep breath as though searching for patience, and then hobbled to the tide pool with the crab gingerly in hand.

         Olivia’s stomach somersaulted to the soles of her feet. “You’re really hurt, aren’t you?” It was more of an observation than a question. There was no denying that he’d been reinjured and that she bore the brunt of the responsibility. “I’m so sorry. I—”

         “I’ll live. But I think this is a goner.” He held up her wig.

         Fig Newton, she forgot about that. She waved her hand like him finding out she wore a wig wasn’t a big deal. “We can just leave it for the birds to nest in. I have others. I like to experiment with my look.”

         “Is that right? So you have one blue eye and one brown eye on purpose?”

         She touched the corner of her eye and caught the twitch of his lips. “One of my contacts must have fallen out.”

         “You wear glasses?”

         The man was annoying because apparently he could tell she was lying. But he was also hurt. Because of her, she reminded herself. “Here, let me help you.” She put an arm around his waist. Tucked in close to his warm body, she got a whiff of a delectable scent—bergamot and sandalwood. She angled her head to take a careful sniff. It was him. He smelled amazing, which made it hard for her not to keep sniffing him. Which would look really odd if he caught her. Instead, she drew his heavy arm over her shoulders. “Lean on me.”

         He didn’t move. She glanced up and got caught in his sea-blue gaze. Without his square jaw and the hard angles of his face to balance his ridiculously long eyelashes and that sumptuous mane of dark brown hair, the man would be too perfect.

         His eyebrow was raised. He’d caught her blatant stare. She wished she could see what she looked like right now. Could he tell she’d been devouring him with her eyes?

         Break eye contact and do it now before you embarrass yourself, said a forceful voice in her head. At least part of her was thinking clearly. She managed a weak smile for Finn, praying he couldn’t tell she’d been moments away from fantasizing about kissing his sensuous lips, of being wrapped around his tall, muscular frame.

         Where are these crazy thoughts coming from? she wondered, and decided they were a result of doubling up on her medication. That’ll teach her. She wouldn’t do that again: oh no, she wouldn’t.

         “All right, how about we…,” she began, and then noticed he hadn’t moved. He was still looking down at her. “What’s wrong?” She prayed the conversation she’d been having with herself had been in her head.

         “What are you on?”

         “Pardon me?”

         “Come on, Dana. I’m not judging you. I just want to help if I can.”

         She had no idea where it came from—she barely knew the man—but all of a sudden, she had an almost overwhelming urge to tell him everything. To unburden herself and get it all out in the open. Maybe because, like Nathan, Finn was a doctor and worked with an international aid organization. They had something in common. Somehow, she felt like she could trust him to keep her confidence. She didn’t know why, but she did.

         Maybe because Finn was strong and courageous, a hero. A man who’d faced down armed rebels to get his team and his patients to safety. Maybe he’d be able to show her how to face her own fears. Her fear of what would happen once she worked up the courage to return Stanley’s call.

         “You know what, if you don’t want to open up to me, that’s your business. I get it, okay. But you’re working for my family, and if you’re involved in anything that could create problems for—”

         His voice was clipped and judgmental, and all she could think was thank God she hadn’t confided in him. She was usually a good judge of character. It went to show how rattled she was. She was angry too. Angry that he could think she’d do anything to hurt his family. Given that he planned to leave in a few days’ time and break his grandmother’s and father’s hearts, she didn’t think he had a right to judge.

         As quickly as her temper flared to life, it dissipated. All he was trying to do was look out for the people he loved. She respected him for that. She wished Nathan had looked out for Cooper, for her.

         She pushed aside thoughts of Nathan to reassure Finn. “I’m taking prescription drugs, not illegal ones. I realize you have no reason to trust me, but I’d never do anything to hurt your family.” An emotion darkened his eyes. She didn’t think it was anger. His face didn’t harden; it softened. She thought maybe he could tell how much his family meant to her.

         “I don’t know about that. My family cares about you, Dana. As I’ve recently come to learn, they care about you a lot. So, if you’re doing something that will hurt yourself, indirectly it will hurt them.”

         “I haven’t been sleeping. I forgot I’d taken a pill in the middle of the night and took another one this morning. I’m just a little groggy. It was an accident. It won’t happen again.” She kept focused on her rubber boots as she helped him up the hill.

         Miller walked on the other side, keeping an eye on his master. Dana could feel the tension in Finn’s body, hear the catch in his breath. She was a bit breathless herself. The man was at least six inches taller than she was and must outweigh her by a good hundred pounds. She wouldn’t make it to the manor, but as she’d witnessed, Finn had his pride and was probably stubborn enough to try and make the trek himself. Olivia was pretty sure he’d end up facedown on the path.

         “What are you taking?”

         “I thought it was your brother Aidan who was the cop?” she said, annoyed that he wouldn’t let up.

         A couple years older than Finn, Aidan was actually an undercover DEA agent. Olivia probably shouldn’t have mentioned him. She knew Kitty and Finn’s father were worried about Aidan. No one had heard from him since March.

         “All right, I won’t pry. But if you ever want to go the natural route, I can suggest a few things for you to try. See if they help with the insomnia.”

         “Thank you. I’ll keep that in mind.” She glanced to the left, where a white-brick lighthouse with a red roof jutted out toward the sea. “You wouldn’t happen to have a key for Ava and Griffin’s, would you?”

         He nodded. “I’ve been keeping an eye on the place for them. Why?”

         “If it’s okay with you, I wouldn’t mind cleaning up before we go back to the manor. My top…” She trailed off, positive he’d know what she was alluding to without her spelling it out.

         “No problem. I wouldn’t mind getting cleaned up myself. We can borrow a change of clothes from Griff and Ava. I’m sure they won’t—”

         The sun glinted off something metallic and caught her eye. It was her phone, lying on the ground. Her phone that she’d handed to Finn when…She jerked to a stop. Finn groaned. “Sorry, but this is really important. Where’s my glove?”

         “Come on, not this again. Look, Miller’s fine.”

         “I know, and I’m glad. But we still have to be careful. I picked up the leaf with my right hand. Maybe Miller got the left-hand glove?”

         He reached behind him.

         She leaned back, slapping a hand on the bulge in his pocket.

         His eyebrow went up, and she fought back a blush because she was sort of touching his butt. She lowered her hand. “No, to be safe, don’t touch it again. We’ll just throw out your jeans and the glove, but we’ll have to hunt the other one down.”

         “Hey, I like these jeans. You’re not throwing them out.”

         She leaned down to scoop her phone off the ground. No sooner had she picked it up than it rang. She recognized the number. Her finger trembled when she rejected the call. She should answer and get it over with. It might be something as simple as sending her copies of her divorce papers. But she didn’t believe that was all Stanley wanted.

         Because every time she saw his number, the small hairs on the back of her neck stood on end, and she was overcome by a heavy sense of foreboding. Given the last time they spoke and the reason for the call, it’s possible her overreaction was due to a form of PTSD.

         Strong fingers closed around her wrist. “Dana, relax. Take slow, even breaths or you’ll hyperventilate. That’s a girl,” he said when she did as he suggested, his other hand going to the nape of her neck. He gently massaged the tight muscles there, murmuring his encouragement as she got herself under control. There was no judgment in his voice. Just kindness and concern.

         She’d heard Finn was well loved and respected by the people he served in the Congo. She now had a better understanding why. Leaning against him, she was enveloped by the strength and warmth of his body and the seductive scent of his cologne. She felt him take an awkward step back and realized she was resting too much of her weight on him.

         “Thank you.” She self-consciously pulled away. “We should probably get going. I have to be back at the manor by two to get organized for the children’s craft session. They’re going to paint flowerpots for their mothers. I was going to use pink tulips but Miller trampled them, so maybe I’ll go with hyacinths. I think there’ll be enough. They’re pretty, and they mean constant love and fertility. That should work, don’t you think?”

         “I have no idea what you’re talking about. And not to be rude, but I really don’t care. What I do care about is who’s trying to contact you. It’s obvious that they frighten you, Dana. Why don’t you let me help?”

         “No, it’s not what you think. I’m fine, honestly.”

         “Sure you are, because perfectly fine people have panic attacks when they get a call in the middle of the afternoon, take too many sleeping pills, and wear a disguise. Come on, what do you take me for? At least do me the courtesy of being honest.”

         All she could do was blink up at him, the warm feelings of moments ago shriveling up in response to his Arctic-cold words. She’d been right the day she met him. He probably did have a God complex. He might be ten years younger than Nathan, but he was just as sanctimonious and judgmental.

         
              

         

         Finn didn’t know what it was about Dana, but she managed to bring out the worst in him. She got under his skin. And because she did, he’d overstepped and said things he shouldn’t and in a way that he shouldn’t have. “I’m sorry. I had no business getting on your case like that. In my defense, I was worried about you. Occupational hazard, I guess. It won’t happen again.”

         It wouldn’t because, after today, he planned to stay well away from Dana Templeton. She was dangerous. And vulnerable, and dammit, the haunted look in her eyes when she’d looked at her phone wasn’t easy to forget.

         He put his arm around her slender shoulders, leaning on her as he maneuvered her toward the footbridge that arched over the tide pools. After how he’d called her out, he was afraid she’d want to head directly back to the manor. He didn’t know if he could make it, and he wanted one last chance to find out what was going on with her. If he couldn’t break past her defenses, he’d let someone else try. Because one way or another, he was getting to the bottom of this. And then he’d be done, finished, out of her life for good.

         “Are you giving me the silent treatment?” he asked as they walked across the bridge and onto a path bordered by tall, rustling grasses.

         “No, I had to concentrate while we were walking over the bridge. You may not have noticed, but some of the boards were loose. I didn’t want you to trip. This isn’t much better. Be careful.” She nodded at a rock at the edge of the path.

         If anyone else coddled him like she was, he’d probably bite off their head. For some reason, it didn’t bother him when she did. But he didn’t want her to make a habit of it, so he said, “You know that I just have my arm around you to keep you warm, right? I don’t want you to catch a chill.”

         “You don’t seriously think I buy that, do you?” she asked, then gave an involuntary shiver when a strong wind blew off the Atlantic, dampening their faces with sea spray.

         “Believe me now?”

         “No, but I’ll take you up on that offer.” She snuggled in a little closer. “Would it be okay if I grab a shower?”

         “I was going to suggest that you do. You were lying in stagnant water and no doubt have open wounds. They’ll need to be disinfected.”

         She jerked back, throwing him off balance. “You don’t have to take care of them. I can.”

         “Would you stop moving like that?” he snapped, more from frustration than anger. It wasn’t solely related to the zing of pain that shot up his leg in response to the aggressive movement. The conversation had inspired an image from earlier to pop into his head. He tried his best to erase the memory of her bending over in front of him, bumping into his groin. His mind wasn’t cooperating. It immediately replaced that image with the one of her standing in front of him in her see-through shirt and bra.

         He cleared his throat. “I wasn’t planning to take care of your wounds. You can put an antibacterial cream on them yourself. But you do realize I’m a professional, right? It’s not like you have anything I haven’t seen before.”

         He should have shut up while he was ahead. But he didn’t want her to think the thought of stripping her bare was turning him on. Whoa, where the hell had that come from?

         She looked up at him.

         He pretended he didn’t notice and hurried her along the path to the lighthouse, gritting his teeth the entire way.

         Opening the red wooden door, he ushered her inside. “Chase and his crew have been doing the renovations while Griff and Ava are away, so be careful. They’re mostly working in the kitchen though.” Which was fairly obvious since it had been gutted. “You can take the shower off the master. Everything you need should be in there.”

         “You’re sure you don’t mind? I can—”

         “No, go ahead.” And he hoped she did it quickly because her top and bra were still wet and see-through. He looked away to pull out a chair at the rustic, rough-hewn wooden table. “I should sit for a while anyway.”

         “Wouldn’t it be better if you lie down? You can prop your leg on some pillows.”

         It would be. But there was a problem, and it was a fairly substantial one. “They’re redoing the other bedrooms. There’s only the one bed. It’s in the master.”

         “Right, I remember Ava saying something about that now.” Dana chewed on her bottom lip while glancing at his leg, then lifted a shoulder. “It’s not like…I’ll be in the shower, and you’ll be dressed. You will be dressed, won’t you?”

         He looked down at his wet jeans and kept his gaze there.

         “Oh my gosh, your jeans. I completely forgot. You have to get out of them now.”

         “You want me to strip right here, right this minute?”

         She nodded. “I’ll look for a garbage bag. You better have your shower first. You don’t want to contaminate Griffin and Ava’s bed with monkshood.”

         As Finn soon learned, the woman’s willowy frame and delicate features hid an iron will. She was a force of nature. She wouldn’t let up until he’d handed over his jeans, showered for ten minutes longer than he thought was necessary, changed into his brother’s T-shirt and sweatpants, propped his leg on two pillows, and then shoved a best-selling psychological thriller in his hands, all in under twenty minutes.

         Miller lay at the end of the bed snoring while Finn stared unseeing at the page, listening to the water running in the shower. He rubbed his eyes and tried to refocus on the book. Maybe there was something with this monkshood thing after all. There had to be a logical explanation for him being unable to get an image of Dana in the shower out of his head.

         Her cell phone rang. It was on the nightstand within easy reach. It rang again. He glanced from the phone to the closed bathroom door. He remembered the haunted look on her face, the panic attack when she saw the number on the screen. She was lying. Whoever had been on the other end terrified her.

         Finn didn’t want to invade Dana’s privacy, but for her sake, he needed to know what she was dealing with. Because whether she’d admit it or not, she needed his help. On the third ring, he picked up the phone.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter Four

         

         Finn disconnected from Stanley Morton and stared at the phone in his hand, trying to come to terms with what he’d just learned. Dana Templeton was actually Olivia Davenport.

         The door to the bathroom opened, and he turned his head to see her standing inside the door frame enveloped in a cloud of steam. She no longer looked like the woman he thought he knew, or sort of knew, because he’d had no real interest in getting to know her.

         Thick, honey-blond hair fell softly to her narrow shoulders, framing her flawless, oval face; her pretty, pink mouth; and her big, whiskey-colored eyes. Her fine-boned hand clutched the terry-cloth bathrobe to her throat. An oversized plain white robe shouldn’t be sexy, but it was. Maybe because her skin was damp and flushed and her feet were bare.

         He returned his gaze to her face. The woman he’d once thought gave off a cold and superior vibe looked warm and vulnerable.

         He almost laughed at the thought. From the first time he’d laid eyes on her, he’d written Dana Templeton off as a snob, someone like his ex, Amber, who thought the world revolved around her and had no interest in how the other half lived. And now that he knew who Dana really was…Yeah, the irony didn’t escape him.

         Because this was a woman who, with a simple phone call, had one of the leading oncologists in the country drop what he was doing to take over the care of Griffin’s ex-wife, Lexi. A woman who Finn also knew had a hospital wing named after the son she’d lost to leukemia two years before. She hadn’t needed her late father’s or husband’s money to pay for it. Socialite Olivia Davenport was a wealthy woman in her own right.

         At the sound of a muffled gasp, he refocused on her face. She stared at the phone in his hand with her fingers pressed to her mouth.

         “I can explain.” He wasn’t sure if there was any explanation that made up for him invading her privacy. But he’d known that going in. If he could alleviate even a small measure of the fear he’d seen on her face earlier, he’d be fine with her never speaking to him again.

         “You answered my phone?” Her voice was little more than a whisper.

         “Yeah, it was Sophie. She wanted to make sure you were okay and to let you know you didn’t have to worry about the kids’ craft session. It’s handled. I told her about the other glove too. They’ll search for it and handle it with care.” But he hadn’t left it at that. He’d scrolled down and hit redial on the number below Sophie’s.

         As though the tension stringing her muscles tight released all at once, Olivia lost the pinched look on her face and practically sagged against the door frame. For a minute, Finn considered not telling her he’d uncovered her secret. But that was the whole point of picking up the phone, wasn’t it? The only way he could help her was letting her know that he knew the truth. She didn’t have to hide it from him. Maybe then she’d open up and tell him why she was living a lie.

         He returned the phone to the nightstand while easing his legs over the side of the bed to sit up. “There’s something else I have to tell—” Finn broke off when Miller lifted his head and looked toward the open bedroom door with his ears perked.

         “Why is Miller—” Olivia began, only to have the sound of a woman’s voice calling out Finn’s name stop her cold. Her eyes went wide. “Please tell me Chase has an older woman working for him who sounds like your grandmother.”

         “I wish,” Finn muttered, looking at Olivia and the rumpled bed through his grandmother’s matchmaking eyes. Yeah, this was definitely not something he wanted her to see. Not after her comments of this morning. “Olivia, go lock yourself in the bathroom and don’t make a sound.” He turned to head his grandmother off in the kitchen and realized Olivia hadn’t moved. “Look, unless you want Kitty to…” He frowned. Why was she looking at him like he’d just told her to lose the robe and to jump into…

         “You know who I am,” she said, a stricken look on her face.

         He couldn’t figure out what he’d said or done to give himself away and then realized he’d called her by her real name. “Okay, I know you’re upset, but believe me, the last thing you want is for Grams to find us like this. I promise, we’ll talk once she’s gone, but right now, you have to get in the—”

         He heard the creak of the floorboards. Kitty was coming their way, and Olivia still hadn’t moved. And he needed her to move because his grandmother was relentless. If Kitty thought her matchmaking plans had even the slightest chance of succeeding, they wouldn’t know a moment’s peace. If she caught them now, she’d have the church booked.

         Given that Olivia had stubbornly refused to listen to any of his earlier suggestions, he thought he’d better take matters into his own hands. Sliding across the floor in his socks, he closed the door as quietly as possible and checked for a lock. There wasn’t one.

         “Finn, Dana, where are you?”

         Hearing Gram’s voice just down the hall seemed to snap Olivia out of her state of shock, and her gaze shot to the door. “She can’t find us like this. Hurry,” she said. But as she bent down to scoop his clothes off the floor, she froze with her hands out.

         “Seriously, they’re not contaminated by the monkshood leaf.” No sooner had he shoved the pile of clothes under the bed than Olivia grabbed him by the hand and dragged him inside the closet…with her.

         He shook his head. “No, this isn’t going to work. You still have time to make it to the bathroom if you run. Go.”

         He backed against the wall, hoping she’d take the hint because it would be a very bad idea if she stayed. He was doing his best to ignore the way the robe gaped in intriguing places and how great she smelled and looked. Ignoring her in the close confines of the closet would be next to impossible. Despite it being a double door closet, there wasn’t enough room for the two of them. His brother apparently thought it was a good place to store not only his clothes but also his hand weights. And Ava had a crapload of shoes.

         Big surprise, Olivia ignored his suggestion. Patting her thigh, she whispered, “Miller, come here, boy.”

         Okay, so that was a good idea. When Miller reached the closet, Finn fit his fingers under the dog’s collar to stop him from ramming his way inside. “I’ve got him. Now go before Grams—”

         Olivia motioned for him to get Miller inside. At the creak of the floorboards right outside the bedroom door, he didn’t have much choice. He lifted Miller into his arms, shuffling past Olivia. She smelled like strawberries, and he could feel the press of her warm body against his back. Which may have been the reason why he tripped over a hand weight and nearly broke his ankle. The one with the pins in it. Stifling a pithy curse, he slid Ava’s shoes over with the side of his left foot and put Miller down.

         Olivia winced in sympathy and then closed the closet just as his grandmother knocked on the bedroom door. “Finn, Dana, are you two in here?”

         Finn could have sworn he heard gleeful anticipation in her voice.

         Miller whined and headbutted the closet door.

         Finn made a gun with his finger and whispered, “Miller, bang.”

         The dog dropped on top of Ava’s shoes and played dead. Finn kept his gun finger trained on Miller while trying to keep the weight off his right foot.

         Olivia, obviously trying to be helpful, wrapped her arms around his waist. She went up on her toes, her warm breath caressing his ear as she whispered, “Lean on me.”

         The bedroom door opened. “Finn, dear, where are you?” Through the slats, he watched his grandmother look around the room. He hoped she’d just leave, but instead she walked to the bed and smoothed the rumpled navy comforter. “I must have misunderstood Sophie,” she murmured to herself while fluffing the pillows.

         There was an audible hitch in Olivia’s breath, and her fingernails dug into his stomach. He swallowed an aggravated ow and frowned down at her, mouthing, What’s wrong?

         She mouthed, My phone.

         Kitty didn’t pick it up. Instead, she went to snoop in the bathroom and seconds later came out carrying Olivia’s clothes. “The lantern room,” she said, and trotted off.

         “She took my clothes,” Olivia whispered.

         “They’re wet anyway. You can borrow something of Ava’s,” he whispered back, cocking his head to audibly follow his grandmother’s progress. It sounded like she was in the kitchen. “If we hurry, we can probably get out of here before she makes it back down from the lantern room. And so we’re on the same page, tell her you fell in the tide pool chasing Miller, and I gave you the key to use the shower here, but I went straight home. Right away. No contact. No conversation. You might even want to tell her I was a jerk.”

         She looked up at him in a way that said it wouldn’t be a lie and then made a gun with her fingers. “Miller, bang.”

         Finn bowed his head and closed his eyes. It looked like they wouldn’t be leaving the lighthouse until he came clean. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have redialed the call before Sophie’s, but I was worried about you.”

         He went to open the closet door, but she stopped him with a hand on his arm. “Did you say anything to Stanley? Did you tell him where I was?”

         “No, I asked why he was calling the number. He gave me his name, explained he was a lawyer looking for Olivia Davenport. I told him he had the wrong number.” Even though Finn had recognized the name right away.

         It wasn’t likely he’d forget the name of the woman Lexi and his family credited with saving her life. Being a former military cop, his ex-sister-in-law had done some digging and shared what she’d learned with Finn. He’d Googled Olivia too. What could he say? He’d been bored.

         But she hadn’t left much of a footprint. Olivia wasn’t on social media, and in the few pictures he’d found of her, she’d been wearing hats and overlarge sunglasses. Knowing what he did now, there was obviously a resemblance to the woman they knew as Dana but not enough to ring any bells. Maybe because the last time she’d been photographed in public had been years before. She was obviously a woman who didn’t like attention from the media and had the financial means to ensure no one got too close.

         “Did he say anything else?” Olivia asked, looking more relaxed than seconds ago.

         “No, I told him the phone belonged to Dana Templeton, and that was it. He thanked me and hung up.”

         She hugged herself and looked away.

         “Did I say something wrong?” It was bad enough he’d invaded her privacy; he didn’t want to do anything that put her in jeopardy. “It’s a fake name, isn’t it?”

         “It was a spur-of-the-moment decision the night I checked in at the manor. I hadn’t intended to disappear. It’s my maternal grandmother’s maiden name. Stanley would have recognized it. Or he will once he has time to think about it.”

         “What are you running from, Olivia? Tell me and maybe I can help.”

         “My life, the expectations, the memories. Learning that my husband died in a plane crash and…” Her gaze flicked away from his, and she lifted a shoulder. “I had barely recovered from losing my son. I had to get away. I couldn’t stay in Boston.”

         The muscles in his chest twisted and tightened. It felt like the closet was closing in on him. He wanted her to stop talking. It hit too close to home. She could be describing how he’d felt the day they’d buried his mother and sister. In October, it would be eight years since the accident. Sometimes it felt like yesterday. Sometimes it felt like a lifetime ago.

         “I didn’t plan to stay in Harmony Harbor either.” A faint smile touched her lips. “But Colleen and Kitty were hard to resist. They made me feel like part of the family, and I couldn’t bring myself to leave.”

         It was as if Olivia’s mention of Kitty reminded Miller that Grams was still around and he barked—loudly. “Miller, bang,” Finn and Olivia said at almost the same time with pretty much the same amount of panic in their voices.

         Miller barked at them. Even louder this time. Probably to make his point that he hadn’t been paid the going rate for his acting. He usually got a treat for doing his dead-dog routine.

         “No way Grams didn’t hear him. You get dressed and tell her you never saw me today, and Miller was wandering around on his own.”

         Finn put his hand out to open the closet, which proved unnecessary because Miller decided he’d waited long enough and leaped against the doors like Superdog. One of the closet doors fell off the hinges and crashed to the floor, right at the feet of his frowning grandmother.

         
              

         

         Colleen Gallagher had always known Olivia’s secrets would come to light. Too many people were privy to them. But she was the only one who knew about Olivia’s deepest, darkest secret. And just like everyone else’s in town, Colleen had written them in her book, The Secret Keeper of Harmony Harbor.

         Late yesterday afternoon, Olivia had informed everyone of her true identity, but Dana, as they knew her then, had been a guest at the manor for a little more than ten days when Colleen saw signs that caused her concern. Despite the short time Olivia had been staying with them, Colleen had grown fond of the young woman. Not only had she sensed that Olivia, like her, knew the pain of loss, but they’d also discovered they shared a passion for flowers and books, and the manor too. When Olivia had heard about Kitty’s plan to auction off Mistletoe Cottage, she’d offered to decorate it for the brochure. It was at the cottage that Olivia confided what had happened one May night two years past.

         The family didn’t realize the sacrifice Olivia had made by contacting her old friend to take on Lexi’s case. It pretty much guaranteed that her past would come back to haunt her. But Colleen knew Olivia well enough to know she’d consider the sacrifice worthwhile. Lexi was doing well, and that would be all that mattered to Olivia. She was a good friend to the Gallaghers.

         Now it was Olivia who needed their support. It was two years ago today that she’d buried her son. But whether Olivia would admit that she needed their comfort, or take it if it was offered, was a different story. The girl was private and stoic. Traits Colleen had once admired but had come to believe that, like anything, could be harmful when taken too far.

         Colleen walked through the guest bedroom door on the second floor of the manor and spotted Olivia standing at the green marble sink in the bathroom. Colleen was surprised to see her wearing a rose pink knitted skirt and jacket with a pair of nude high heels. She obviously intended to work the Mother’s Day brunch after learning they were short-staffed. If Colleen were here, she’d put a stop to it.

         Well, she was here, just not here, here. She’d been dead—or undead as the case may be—close to seven months now. Perhaps “passing” would be a more accurate term because she seemed to be betwixt and between. She’d seen the light all right, only she’d been lollygagging, worrying about the ones she was leaving behind, and therefore missed the magic carpet ride to heaven.

         Over the past several months, she’d come to believe it was for the best that she had. The good Lord still had plans for her it seemed. Plus, she had a few of her own. She’d gotten the ball rolling in her will. She’d left the five-thousand-acre estate to her great-grandchildren. In order to bring them closer together, the estate would be held in trust until they unanimously agreed to keep it or sell it.

         To date, only three of her great-grandsons had signed on to the Save Greystone Team. It wouldn’t be easy, but then nothing worthwhile ever was. Colleen was determined to protect the Gallaghers’ legacy and see all her great-grandchildren happily married and living in Harmony Harbor where they belonged.

         So far, she’d married off two great-grandsons to their true loves. She was canny like that. She had a gift, she did. Now it was time to move on to her next couple. Olivia didn’t know it yet, but she was one half of that couple. Finn was the other.

         They were the perfect match. Colleen had seen signs, even as late as yesterday afternoon when they returned from the lighthouse with Kitty, that the couple might disagree with her. She supposed she could understand why. In some ways, they were complete opposites. And both held long-standing prejudices that might initially cause them problems.

         But Colleen saw beyond their bumpy beginning to the wonderful union it could be. Olivia would be as good for Finn as he would be for her. She’d steady him, ground and support him, force him to confront his grief. In turn, Finn would force Olivia to face hers. He’d validate the choices she’d made and help her to find happiness and live again. They’d bring out the best in each other.

         “I wish he was here for you now, girlie. You could use his support. He’d help you to deal with your grief instead of hiding from it in a medicated fog,” Colleen said to Olivia, who was twisting the cap off a prescription bottle.

         Of course, she couldn’t hear her. Still, looking at Olivia’s red eyes and blotchy face, she felt bad for her remark. The girl was suffering.

         “I wish you could hear me, Olivia. It might bring you some comfort to know that the light and love they talk about seeing and feeling is truly there. Life doesn’t end, of that I’m now certain. One day you’ll see Cooper again.”

         Olivia took an antianxiety pill, the glass of water shaking as she brought it to her lips. Colleen cursed Stanley Morton and Olivia’s late husband, Nathan Sutherland. Before Stanley had started calling her last week, Olivia had been doing well. But no matter what, today would be difficult for her young friend.

         “Take care of yourself for a change. They can handle the brunch without you.” She was worried about Olivia working today. She wasn’t herself. Colleen followed her to the bed and sat on the mattress beside her.

         Olivia pulled out the nightstand drawer. From beneath the papers, she withdrew a gold-framed photograph, cradling it lovingly in her hands.

         The day Olivia had shared her secrets with Colleen, she’d brought her here to show her this very photograph. Cooper had died days after the photo had been taken. In it, he wore a Boston Red Sox ball cap pulled low on his bald head. Olivia had managed to get her little boy’s favorite player to visit the hospital that afternoon. It was the last photo she had of her son.
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