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A woman grieving broken dreams. A man struggling to regain memories. A secret entrenched in
folklore dating back two centuries.Antiquarian Felicity French has no clue the trouble she’s
inviting in when she rescues a man outside her grandma’s old plantation house during a
treacherous snowstorm. All she wants is to nurse her battered heart and wounded ego, as well
as come to terms with her past. Now she’s stuck inside with a stranger sporting an old bullet
wound and forgotten hours.Coast Guardsman Brody Joyner can't remember why he was out in
such perilous weather, how he injured his head, or how a strange key got into his pocket. He
also has no idea why his pint-sized savior has such a huge chip on her shoulder. He has no
choice but to make the best of things until the storm passes.Brody and Felicity’s rocky start goes
from tense to worse when danger closes in. Who else wants the mysterious key that somehow
ended up in Brody’s pocket? Why? The unlikely duo quickly becomes entrenched in an
adventure of a lifetime, one that could have ties to local folklore and Felicity’s ancestors. But
sometimes the past leads to darkness . . . darkness that doesn’t wait for anyone.Fiction/Christian/
romance/mystery/suspense
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persons living or dead is purely coincidental.Chapter OneBrody Joyner gripped the steering
wheel, his pale knuckles matching the overwhelming white outside. Snow beat down on his
windshield. His tires slipped on the asphalt. He was all too aware that, on either side of the road,
gigantic ditches waited like graves for anyone who made one wrong move.He braved the
massive snowstorm as a favor to his friend, police chief Joshua Haven. Brody normally worked
for the Coast Guard, but he’d recently taken a leave of absence. Joshua had received a report
about a stranded boater on the river, so Brody had gone out to see if he could help. When he
arrived at the boat, he found it empty.After securing the boat in the parking lot of a local boat
ramp, Brody was headed home.He cranked up the heat in the truck. Even the layers upon layers
of clothing he’d donned didn’t keep him warm right now. The biting cold was unrelenting.As heat
began to pour through the vents—finally!—he let out a breath and stared at the road ahead.
Trees formed ghostly impressions. Where the street began and ended blurred together.
Treacherous was an understatement for these conditions.It was brutal outside. Absolutely
brutal.Something on the road in front of him caught his eye. He leaned closer to the windshield,
trying to see through the blinding snow.Just then, the downfall paused as if Old Man Winter drew
in a long breath before releasing his next downpour. Brody saw a figure there.A man. Lying in the
road. Still moving—maybe.He hit the brakes and held his breath, praying the truck didn’t skid. As
if suspended in motion, the truck slowed, slowed, slowed even more.Stop. Please stop in
time.Tension pressed between his shoulders as he continued to glide.The truck halted mere
inches from the man.Brody threw the gear into park and scrambled to check on the man. No
sooner had he stepped out than did the snow begin to fall in a total whiteout. Flakes clung to his
eyelashes and stung his cheeks. The wind swept through his clothing until his bones ached.No
one should be out in this weather. He was already wet from the rough surf that had splashed
aboard his boat. He’d thought it was survivable—but that was when he assumed he’d be home
to take a warm shower within fifteen minutes.He was going to have to feel his way across the



landscape—his vision was useless as precipitation fell in thick, downy sheets.Finally, his foot
bumped something, and he knelt on the slippery snow. This must be the guy he’d seen. All his
other senses were useless at the moment, other than his ability to touch and feel. He had to trust
that skill, as well as pure instinct.When the snow cleared again for a few seconds, he spotted an
older gentleman with red cheeks and icy extremities. The man’s face was wrinkled, his eyebrows
bushy and white, and his figure, though clothed in layers, still obviously slight and wiry. A low
moan escaped from the man’s purple lips.This man needed help—and soon.“Come on. Let’s get
you in my truck,” Brody muttered.The man’s eyes fluttered open and froze onto Brody’s. “Be . . .
careful.” Each word seemed uttered with a scratchy rasp of pain.Brody supposed anyone could
have used that advice. But something about the way the man said it made Brody think twice. He
shivered, but convinced himself it was because of the cold, not because of this situation or
because of a kooky, perhaps delusional old man.“I will be careful. Promise.” Brody reached
beneath the man’s shoulders. “Let’s get you to safety.”Brody hauled the guy to his feet. How long
had this man been out here? He felt like a dead weight. As Brody grabbed the man’s hand to
stabilize him, Brody noticed the blood there. On his knuckles. The torn skin. The purple
bruises.That wasn’t frostbite. It looked like this man had been in a fight. Just who was he? Why
was he out here in the middle of the storm? There was nothing else around. Just the river behind
him and woods on either side of the road.Brody would think about that later.He struggled
through the snow, each step a battle to continue moving with the man’s weight pressing into him.
He felt like he was pushing against a wall and gaining very little traction. He had rescued people
from twelve-foot swells in the middle of hurricanes. He could rescue this man now.Finally, he
reached the front passenger door. Despite thick gloves, his hands were almost numb as he
grabbed the handle and pulled the door open. Using his last bit of strength, he helped the
stranger into his truck and slammed the door.He had to get off these roads or they would both
be goners. Everything was becoming ice around them, making being outside a death trap in
itself.He released a slow breath, the air from his lungs instantly turning to frost. He kept one hand
on his truck, using it as a guide as he scurried around to the driver’s seat.If he could just get to
the end of this road, there was a gas station not too far down the highway. They could seek
refuge there until the whiteout passed. At least it should be warm inside. Maybe the owner, Herb,
would even have some coffee made. He was the type who didn’t miss work for any reason—
especially not weather emergencies.Brody climbed in and slammed his door, the heat as
welcoming as a kiss from a loved one. “We’ve got to get off this road. Everything is shut down in
this area. At least crews treated Highway 17, but the snow is coming down so fast I’m not sure
how much good it did.”He glanced at his passenger. The man sagged against the door, almost
like he couldn’t hold himself up. He needed help. Hypothermia was kicking in. But driving too fast
down this road would only make things worse.“What’s your name?” Brody tried to keep the guy
lucid as he started down the ice-coated street, moving more slowly than a narwhale in polar
waters.The man said nothing, only stared straight ahead.“How’d you end up out here in this
snowstorm?” Brody continued.Again, the man remained quiet. Brody had the strange feeling that



it wasn’t because of hypothermia as much as it was avoidance. He remembered the man’s
bruised, battered knuckles, and unrest sloshed inside him.As a gust of wind swept over the
road, his grip tightened on the wheel. They would be lucky to make it to the gas station in one
piece. Being out here was just asking for trouble.“Pastor . . .” the man finally whispered. He licked
his lips, but his eyes looked glazed.“Pastor? You want to go see your pastor?” Did the man
sense the end was near and long for last rites? Or did he have something to confess?The
stranger pointed into the distance. “Please.”If Brody remembered correctly, they should be
approaching a crossroad soon. It was impossible to tell how close they were. “You want me to
turn right?”“They’re . . . coming.”Alarm shot through Brody. The man had gone from delusional to
crazy. “Who’s coming?”“The men . . .” Just then, he sat up straight and grabbed Brody’s arm.
“There!”Brody glanced in the direction he pointed. The snow cleared long enough for Brody to
see a road sign. “What’s down there?”“Please.” The man clutched his arm even harder.The man
sounded desperate. Brody wasn’t sure why, but he turned. He was fairly certain he could take
this street down a little farther and get to the highway. This road was a little broader and not quite
as treacherous as the one he’d turned off.Maybe the man lived down here. Maybe he wanted to
go home. Maybe his pastor lived in this direction.Who was Brody kidding? It would be nearly
impossible to walk through this snow without freezing to death. If he were able to drop the man
off, the guy would risk life and limb trying to get to the front door. Driveways down here were
more likes lanes. Brody’s truck wasn’t equipped to plow through snow and he didn’t have
chains.He glanced in his rearview mirror and squinted. Was that a car behind him? Was
someone else crazy enough to be out in this weather?Slowly, steadily, the car drew closer. No,
not a car. It was a Hummer. He could barely see it through the deluge of snow. But it was clearly
a vehicle, and it was clearly right on his bumper.What in the world?A crack cut through the air.He
glanced behind him.His back window. It now bore a bullet hole.That’s when he heard his window
splinter.Someone was shooting at him.You’ve got to be kidding me.Brody pressed on the
accelerator. He shouldn’t go any faster—it was dangerous—but he didn’t have much
choice.Another bullet pierced his vehicle, slipping through the shattered back glass and hitting
his front windshield. It had raced by, only inches from his head—if that much.He flinched,
pitched forward maybe. It threw him off enough that—just for a moment—he lost control of his
truck.He hit a patch of ice. The truck swerved.“Hold on!” he yelled.He gripped the steering
wheel, trying to right the vehicle. It was no use. It began spinning.With a sickening crunch and a
harsh lurch, the truck hit a tree.And then everything went black.Felicity French stared at the
windowpane, which grew foggy as the cool air from the snowstorm outside met the warm air
inside the drafty, old house her grandma had left for her.She remembered sitting here as a child,
in this very spot, using her breath to fog the window. Then, she’d draw hearts and smiley faces
and flowers.At the moment, she pondered what to create on the blank glass canvas. Not hearts
and smiles and flowers. Drawing a frowning face seemed too solemn and dramatic. A broken
heart seemed over the top.Instead, she dragged three of her fingers over the glass, curving
them until they formed a rainbow.A rainbow. Hope in the middle of a storm. God’s promises.She



wasn’t so sure she believed in God’s promises anymore. Her preacher had always said that
everybody and everything in this world would let you down, but God never would.That preacher
had lied.God had let her down big-time. Despite her prayers, her tears, her yearnings, everything
she’d loved had been taken from her.As she stared at the rainbow, she squinted.All she’d seen
for the past several hours was blinding whiteness outside as “Snowmegadon” hit the area. Out
here in eastern North Carolina, snow wasn’t that common. One inch of snow usually shut down
roads and schools. Residents of the small, sleepy town of Hertford already had five inches from
this storm, and the precipitation kept coming.But there, in the distance, was a blob of
black.Felicity erased the rainbow and cleared more of the fog away in order to see better. Were
her eyes playing tricks on her? What was that in the distance?Another gust of snow blew past.
She blinked, trying to focus. All she saw was white again.Maybe that was all she’d ever
seen.She stared for a couple more minutes before convincing herself she was losing her mind,
seeing some kind of winter mirage. Finally, she stood. She had to do something instead of gaze
out the window.Just because she was newly single and jobless didn’t mean she had to act
useless.She walked back into the kitchen of the old plantation house. Her mom’s mother had
died not even a year ago, and no one else in the family wanted the rundown place. Felicity knew
she needed a change after the fiasco in Raleigh, and she saw this house as the perfect
opportunity for a fresh start.She wasn’t sure how her grandmother had survived out here for so
long, though. Some of the wooden floorboards were so deteriorated that Felicity feared falling
through when she walked across them. The flowered wallpaper peeled at the corners, water
stains decorated the ceiling, and the stair railing was loose in more than one place.The outside
was lovely, though. It was plantation style with white columns and a massive wraparound porch.
A solitary stained-glass window hung high above the front door, almost like a centerpiece.Trees,
now decrepit-looking with their frail branches and moss that hung like threadbare clothing, lined
the gravel driveway. At the end of the drive, toward the road, metal gates stood open. They were
rusted that way, for that matter.The place had been glorious at one time. Full of life and love and
hopes and dreams. Felicity had spent many summers here as a child, and she’d delighted in the
wide, open spaces.Maybe with time, Felicity would fix up the house. Maybe she’d stay here
awhile and then move on. She hadn’t decided yet.She refilled a chunky ceramic coffee mug,
took a sip, and let the warmth fill her.Her feet seemed to be on autopilot, and she found herself
walking back toward that window again, her subconscious still dwelling on that black dot she’d
seen in the distance.“Felicity! Everything okay down there?”Great-Aunt Bonny was staying with
Felicity during the storm. Normally Aunt Bonny had her own residence at a local assisted-living
facility, but Felicity had invited her to stay for a while.Maybe invited was too strong of a word.
Aunt Bonny had shown up on the doorstep with a suitcase in hand.Bonny’s sister-in-law—
Felicity’s grandmother—had owned this place. How could she refuse? Besides, she’d thought,
the company would be nice. But in less than twenty-four hours together, her opinionated aunt
was driving her crazy. The woman had ideas on everything—everything! The way Felicity wore
her hair, what her next career move should be, what kind of man she should date.Felicity might



lose her mind if they were trapped inside alone for too much longer. However, she feared her
aunt might be suffering from the start of dementia. It was the small things that made her think so.
Repeating herself. Not remembering names. Forgetting to eat.Felicity had her moved from an
assisted-living facility down in Wilmington to one here in Hertford. Aunt Bonny hadn’t objected. In
fact, she’d made the move sound like fun, like a new adventure. She’d always been a free spirit,
and she had no husband or children to dictate what she could or couldn’t do.“Everything’s fine,
Aunt Bonny,” she yelled up the stairs. “I’m just looking at something outside.”“Something
interesting?” Footsteps sounded on the wooden stairs.Felicity stared out the window again,
searching for the source of her curiosity. She saw nothing. “I’m not sure what it was. A dog,
maybe? I could be seeing things.”“These old eyes aren’t what they used to be, but let me take a
look. I could use some excitement around here.”Aunt Bonny descended the stairs. Bonny might
be in her seventies, but with her platinum-blonde hair, always perfect makeup, and trim figure,
one would never know that. The woman lived by the motto that—not cleanliness—but being well-
groomed was next to godliness. She’d even adopted popular styles most often seen on
teenagers. Colorful leggings were her most recent favorite trend.Felicity, at one time, had
portrayed that image also: well-groomed and having everything together. But now that she was
unemployed, she enjoyed letting her long, wavy blonde hair flow freely, falling halfway down her
back.She preferred no makeup, even though that meant people could see circles under her eyes
or other blemishes that popped up. Overall, she had a good complexion.Ricky had always liked
her hair smooth, her flaws concealed, and her clothing tailored. That was just one more reason
for her to revert back to her uninhibited state—the way she’d been before Ricky came into her
life.Aunt Bonny stood beside Felicity and peered through the glass. “I think it’s a . . . it’s a . . . a
man.”Felicity leaned closer. Sure enough, the blob reappeared. In between the bursts of snow,
the outline of a man came into view. Felicity’s pulse quickened. “You’re not crazy. But what’s
someone doing out in a storm like this?”“Maybe it’s the police, coming to give us a
warning.”Felicity shook her head, continuing to stare. “I doubt the police can get down those
roads.”“The Red Cross?”“I think they come after disasters, not in the middle of them.”“The
milkman?”Felicity barely heard her. She stared at the figure outside. He was probably twenty feet
from their porch. If anyone was out in a storm like this, it had to be an emergency.That, coupled
with the fact that this house was out in the middle of nowhere, only made Felicity’s apprehension
grow.Something was wrong. She was certain of it.Just then, the figure fell forward. Was it her
imagination, or had the man staggered to the ground?Elements like this could wipe anyone out.
Permanently.Felicity grabbed her coat and a scarf from the rack behind her.“What are you
doing?” Aunt Bonny put a hand over her heart, as if appalled at the very assumption that her
niece might be going out in this storm.“He needs help.” She wrapped the scarf around her neck
and pulled it tight. Then she pulled on a stocking cap and gloves. These wouldn’t offer much
protection. As soon as they got wet, they’d be useless. But they were a starting place.“And you’re
going to be the one to give it to him?” She said the word “you’re” with such a sour surprise that
Felicity had to bite her tongue. Sure, Felicity knew she was petite at only five two and 120



pounds. But she had to do something. She didn’t believe in turning her back on someone in
need“Someone’s got to.”With that, she zipped up her coat and stepped into the whipping wind,
into the smothering snow, and braced herself for what was to come.Chapter TwoAs soon as
Felicity stepped off the porch, her legs sank into icy-cold snow. Her skin tightened at the burn,
and her fingers instantly tingled with impending numbness.Despite the elements, she pushed
herself forward. She’d lost sight of the man. He’d fallen. Snow probably covered most of him now
as the icy precipitation continued to pour from the sky, laying claim to everything it
touched.Snowflakes caught on her eyelashes. Felt like frozen papier-mâché on her cheeks.
Made her lungs ache with every breath.She knew she couldn’t live with herself if she left
someone out here to die while she stayed warm inside. No, she had to keep moving.The snow
suctioned each of her steps. But, slowly, surely, she continued forward.Finally, she reached a
dark spot in the snow. A patch of black.A man, lying face down. A dusting of snow covered him
already. He lay motionless. She wasn’t even sure if his chest was rising and falling.She had to
act fast.She grabbed the man’s arm and tugged. He hardly moved.Felicity hadn’t thought this far
ahead. She’d reached the man, but now how would she help him?She only had one idea. She
slipped her coat off, the sharp wind assaulting the skin beneath her sweater. Working quickly,
she turned the man over and looped her jacket under his arms. She grabbed the sleeves and
tugged.Movement. She had movement. It would still be slow. Painfully slow perhaps. But she’d
take what she could get.Feeling a bit like a workhorse pulling a plow, she tugged and jerked and
gulped in deep breaths of air so cold it froze her insides. Her muscles burned. Her calves felt like
they’d snap. Her back ached.Keeping going. You can do it.She tugged and pulled and
heaved.After what seemed like hours, her foot hit the bottom porch step.She looked up and saw
her aunt standing there. She stared at Felicity, a hand over her heart still, and her eyes wide as if
shocked Felicity had made it this far.“Help,” Felicity rasped. The cold had frozen her vocal
chords, making it hard to talk.Her aunt stared at her another moment before sighing and
crossing the porch. Aunt Bonny took one sleeve, and Felicity gripped the other. Together, they
heaved the man up the steps, over the porch, and into their warm home.The smooth floor made
it easier to drag the man in front of the fireplace. When Felicity finally deposited him there, she
took only a minute to gasp in air and give her muscles a break. Her work was far from being
done.Felicity stared at the man, soaking in his features as he lay like a corpse in front of the
blazing fire. He didn’t look familiar. Of course, she hadn’t been in town long enough to know most
of the people. Neither had her Aunt Bonny, though she had come to visit her family’s estate quite
often.He appeared young—twenty-something—and healthy. Except for the awful bump and cut
on his forehead.Aunt Bonny looked up at Felicity from her perch on the other side of the man.
“He’s going to go into hypothermia unless we get these wet clothes off and get him dry and
warm.”Working as quickly as she could with her numb fingers, she unzipped his coat and
slipped it off. Pieces of glass fell to the floor.Glass?Had he smashed into a windshield? Been in
a car accident?The white T-shirt was fairly dry beneath his coat, but his shoes and pants were
soaked.As Felicity realized what she had to do next, her cheeks heated. “I can’t . . .”Aunt Bonny



stared at her. “A woman in her twenties with scruples? I thought your kind were extinct.” She
offered a half-laugh, half-snort. “I used to be a nurse. I can do this.”Nurse might be stretching it,
Felicity thought. Rather, the woman had worked as a receptionist in a doctor’s office. But Felicity
wouldn’t argue right now. At least she wouldn’t have to face this blush-inducing dilemma.Aunt
Bonny knelt beside the man and slipped his shirt off. “Some of your father’s old clothes are still in
the back bedroom. Why don’t you grab a shirt and sweats?”Felicity hardly heard her. Her gaze
fixated on a scar on the man’s chest instead.It looked like a . . . an old bullet wound.“Felicity!”She
snapped back to the moment. “Yes?”“Go get some clothes.”A weight bore down on Felicity’s
chest as she started down the hallway. “Will do.”Felicity scrambled up the stairs. She’d grab the
things her aunt had requested. But, after seeing that scar, she was going to grab her gun as well.
She was no expert, but that injury looked like a battle wound to her.She just wasn’t sure what
side of the battle this man had been on. Had he been a drug dealer? An escaped inmate? Or
maybe he was a police officer. But where was his uniform, then? A veteran? Possibly.Until she
knew for sure, she had to remain cautious.Less than a minute later, she was back
downstairs.Fear pricked her heart, but the sense of urgency for this man’s life propelled her on.
His lips were blue as he lay by the fire, as still as death. But, reassuringly, the man’s scarred
chest rose and fell. If she didn’t get his body temperature up, that movement might not
continue.“I have clothes,” she announced.Her aunt reached for them. “Now go get some
blankets.”Relief filled her. “Got it.”She went room by room to gather as many blankets as she
could find. Many of them smelled dusty and old, but they would work.Back in the living room,
she scrambled to cover him with layer upon layer of warmth. First, an old afghan her
grandmother had crocheted. Then a quilt Felicity had picked up in Amish country. Then a cheap,
store-bought fuchsia-colored cover.With that done, Felicity retrieved a heating pad and some
warm, wet cloths. She placed the pad under the blankets, before kneeling beside the man. Using
a warm washcloth, Felicity wiped his face, trying to thaw his skin.“You look like you’re handling
this just fine,” Her aunt stood with a groan, keeping a hand on her lower back. “I’m going to go stir
my stew before it burns.”She hoped her aunt hadn’t pushed herself too hard. “Sounds good.
Thanks, Aunt Bonny.”When her aunt walked away, Felicity stared at the man’s face. He was
handsome, with strong features. Dark hair that curled slightly at the hairline. Thick eyebrows, and
eyes with impossibly long lashes. Full lips. His cheeks were scruffy, in a way that was all too
appealing.Her gaze landed on the gash near his temple. It was starting to swell. She needed to
treat it. Leaving the warm cloth on his forehead, she hurried to get a first aid kit. After applying
some ointment, she placed three butterfly bandages on the wound.What had happened?
Hopefully when he woke up, he could tell her.Finished with that, she reached under the covers to
clasp his hand. She worked it between her own hands, knowing she needed to get the blood
moving. His hands and feet were the most likely places he’d have frostbite.“Maybe you would
make a decent nurse. You should go back to school,” Bonny announced, entering the room
again.“I don’t want to be a nurse, though, Aunt Bonny. I’m working on my PhD.”“There’s a nursing
shortage, you know.”Felicity shook her head, still rubbing the man’s fingers. “But I’m happy doing



what I do.”But was she? Had she ever really been happy, or was all of it an elusion? Had she
simply been trying to forget her pain and losses?“Suit yourself then.” Her aunt leaned closer,
raising her eyebrows almost comically. “By the way, whoever he is, he has amazing pecks.”“Aunt
Bonny!”Her aunt shrugged. “Purely an observation. Of the medical variety. Of course. Get your
mind out of the gutter.”With that, she walked off.Felicity stared at the man another moment. She
needed to call 911, but she doubted they’d come out in these conditions unless the situation
was truly life-threatening. Still, she’d put in the call before she lost service.At least that way, if
something happened to them, there would be a record that the man was here. Felicity really
hoped that wouldn’t be the case, though.Felicity gathered the stranger’s wet clothing and took
them into the ramshackle laundry room at the back of the house. She shivered when she walked
inside. Though the heat was on in the house, the old place was drafty, and this room especially.If
she studied the walls hard enough, she would spot at least one crack where the wall and the
ceiling were supposed to meet. Instead, there was a gap there and traces of the cold outside
slithered inside.It was one of the main things that needed to be done to this house to make it
livable: the whole place needed to be patched up.Her poor grandma. Felicity could only imagine
her living here alone for all those years. Felicity should have come home more. Should have
opened her eyes to her grandma’s needs so she could help.Instead, her grandmother had been
murdered, for such senseless reasons, at that. Even though her killer now sat in jail, that fact
didn’t make Felicity feel better.Would things have been different if Felicity had been there? Most
likely, yes. She could have watched out for Grandma more. Kept an eye on her. Stopped the man
who’d claimed to be a friend from killing her grandma in order to keep her silent.But Felicity had
been so wrapped up in her career. In her education. In Ricky. It had all been a mistake.She
grabbed the man’s clothing from the floor and started to stuff it into the dryer so he would have
some warm clothes to wear when he woke up.If he woke up.No, she couldn’t think like that. Of
course, he would wake up. Why wouldn’t he? They’d found him early enough. She had called
911, and the operator walked her through the proper steps for dealing with hypothermia. Felicity
had already done most of them. If he took a turn for the worse, they’d try to get an ambulance out
here.Her throat tightened as she checked his pockets. There was a wallet there. Brody Joyner.
Hertford, North Carolina. She saw his birthdate and calculated his age to be thirty-one.She dug
deeper into his wallet, feeling nosy but casting her worries aside. He was a stranger in her home.
She had to do whatever she needed in order to protect herself, her aunt, and her property. There
was no question about that.She found no credit cards. Was that because he was responsible
financially? Or did he have collectors after him, and he had such bad credit he couldn’t get
cards?She also found a punch card from a yogurt shop in the neighboring town of Elizabeth
City.How bad could a guy be who had a punch card from a frozen yogurt joint?She shivered as
she put his wallet on top of the washer. She quickly stuffed his clothes into the dryer. As she did,
something clattered onto the floor.She paused.What was that?A key, she realized.She picked it
up carefully. This wasn’t any ordinary key. It was a skeleton key, the kind of key kids played with
when they hunted for gold at the end of rainbows.Why in the world did someone like Brody



Joyner have this? He didn’t wear a wedding ring. But that didn’t mean he didn’t have kids
somewhere . . . kids who could be worried about their father right now.After she turned on the
dryer, she held the key with both hands to examine it.This was heavier than most of the souvenir
variety, like it was made of real metal. She squinted and looked closer. The key appeared slightly
rusted, and the intricate yet imperfect design on the key’s handle made her pause.It was
probably nothing. But, if she had a chance later, she wanted to examine it further. Right now, she
needed to check on the stranger in her home.Chapter ThreeTen minutes later, Felicity sat in
front of the fire and sipped some coffee. The man lay behind her, a mountain of blankets piled on
top of him. He still hadn’t regained consciousness, but his chest rose and fell, indicating he was
still alive.The fire crackled in the fireplace, warming the room so much that it felt like a furnace.
Why she was drinking coffee on top of all of the heat pouring into the space, she wasn’t sure,
except for the fact that coffee always comforted her. That, combined with the hearty aroma of her
aunt’s Brunswick stew on the stove, brought her a moment of consolation.Well, all of that, and
the fact that she’d retrieved her gun from her room. It currently rested on the floor in front of her.
She didn’t know what would happen when this man woke up, and she didn’t want to take any
chances. Better safe than sorry.The snow still fell outside, making this a February to remember.
The sun was beginning to sink lower and would soon be gone. In the background, the TV
murmured and Aunt Bonny was using some bright-hued pencils to finish a page in an adult
coloring book.If Felicity planned on living here, she’d try to fix up this place and help it return to
its former glory. The ceiling and woodwork were remarkable, but everything was buried under
years of age and neglect. As a child she’d imagined the parties that had once been held here,
complete with women wearing corsets and fancy gowns and men dressed in their finest. She
imagined soldiers returning from war, and residents covered in sweat and grime after working in
the fields all day.Felicity glanced back at the man once more, to make sure he was still breathing.
What was he doing out in this weather? Had he been called to an emergency? Had he been
running from someone? Was he simply not very wise?“Handsome, isn’t he?” Aunt Bonny looked
up at her.How long had her aunt been watching her? There was no telling.Felicity’s friends had
always called her Crazy Aunt Bonny, but Felicity had never allowed herself that guilty pleasure. It
seemed too disrespectful. But, since Felicity had moved to Hertford and gotten to know the
woman better, she often wondered if her friends were right. Her aunt said some very strange
things sometimes.Felicity glanced at the man’s face and shrugged. “I suppose.”There was no
supposing about it. Of course, he was handsome, even in his unconscious state. But Felicity
couldn’t care less about his attractiveness or lack of attractiveness at the moment. All she cared
about was that scar. She couldn’t get it out of her mind.Aunt Bonny nodded at her gun. “You ever
used one of those before?”Felicity glanced at the Glock in front of her. “No, but I took lessons.”“I
reckon that’s because you’re a city girl.”Felicity had actually purchased it because she had
transported valuables from her office to her home on more than one occasion. Right now, she
was glad she had it, even if that job was long gone . . . just like her reputation. And it had all
happened at the hands of a man who supposedly loved her.“It’s a good thing I’ve got this. Did



you see that scar on his chest?” Her blood went cold when she thought about it.Aunt Bonny
wagged her eyebrows. “His very defined chest?”“Aunt Bonny!”She grinned before she shrugged
nonchalantly. “Probably wrestled with a rooster.”Felicity stared at her aunt for a moment in
bewilderment. “What?”“Those roosters. They can tear someone up.”Felicity said nothing. Let her
aunt think what she might. Felicity knew it was a bullet wound. And she didn’t like the
implications of that fact.Brody Joyner had a whopper of a headache and an aching numbness
throughout his body. Somewhere in his semiconscious state, he heard talking. He felt
warmth.Slowly, he began regaining feeling in his limbs—the pins and needles sort of feeling, but
feeling nonetheless. His mind wafted from flashback to flashback.First, he remembered being
out on the river. He remembered docking his boat. Then he saw whiteness surrounding him, as if
stuck in an episode of The Twilight Zone. Then he drifted into nothingness again.Danger . . . the
message seemed to call to him from afar.Wake up.In an instant, he was on alert. His eyes jerked
open, and uneasiness filled him.Fight, Brody. Fight. Your life depends on it.Slowly, the room
came into focus. A woman sat only a foot from him, her blonde hair and easy profile facing a
crackling fire. His breath caught at the sight of her. She was beautiful.And dangerous. He wasn’t
sure where the thought came from, but he had to trust his instincts.She glanced at him, alarm
filling her. He followed her gaze as it jerked to the floor. A gun. She had a gun.His reflexes
snapped into action. He lunged forward, catching the woman in a chokehold. The mug in her
hands crashed to the floor. Liquid seeped onto the wood below him.Leaving one arm around her
neck, he quickly grabbed the gun from the floor and held it to the woman’s head.“Who are you?”
he hissed.The woman gasped. Clawed at his arms. Her body jostled as she tried to get away.“I
asked you who you were,” he repeated through gritted teeth.“Felicity French.” Her voice
quivered.The scent of her shampoo—fruity and sweet—drifted upward, temporarily calming him.
“Where have you taken me?”“It’s . . . this is my house. I found you out—outside in the snow. Half-
frozen. I was afraid you would die.”He involuntarily loosened his grip as more questions hit him.
He had no recall of how he had gotten here. “Where am I?”“I told you—my house.”“No, I mean
where exactly is your house?”“Hertford, North Carolina.”“Who do you work for?” he
demanded.There were people who wanted him dead. Drug rings he’d busted. Modern-day
pirates he’d sent to jail. Human-trafficking operations he’d shut down. He could remember those
things. But not how he’d gotten here.“I don’t work for anyone. I’m . . . unemployed.”His eyes
roamed his surroundings. It appeared to be an ordinary home, although outdated and slightly
musty. It was large with high ceilings and ornate—though faded—woodwork.“Is there anyone
else here?” he demanded.Just as the words left his mouth, an older woman stepped from the
shadows with a rolling pin in hand. She patted it against her palm and scowled. “I am, and if you
don’t let her go, I’ll bash your head in like bread dough that rose too high.”He almost laughed.
But then he saw the serious expression on her face and decided better of it. “How’d I get here?”“I
told you,” the woman he’d grabbed said through what sounded like clenched teeth. “I found you
outside. In the snow. I obviously should have left you there, especially if this is the thanks I
get.”“That’s right. She saved your life, you ungrateful brat,” the older woman muttered, smacking



that rolling pin against her hand again. “What kind of idiot goes out in weather like this?”Weather
like this? What did she mean? He didn’t dare look at the window for fear of being clobbered.His
muscles tensed. Saved his life? What had happened?He glanced at his arm. Where had the
strange clothing come from? A blue flannel shirt covered his upper half. Sweats concealed his
legs. Colorful blankets were tangled at his feet.“Please,” the woman whispered. “I was only trying
to help. Put the gun down.”There was something about the desperation in her voice, the honesty
in the emotion, that made him trust her.He released his grip, and the woman scooted far away
from him, gasping for air and touching her neck. Accusation and disgust stained her eyes.Regret
panged inside him. He’d scared her. Brody wasn’t sure where his reaction had come from. He’d
been certain he was in danger.“I’m sorry,” he started. “I didn’t mean to hurt you.”She scowled,
disdain dripping from her voice. “Could have fooled me. Who are you?”“My name is Brody.” At
least he remembered that. He remembered his tiny house, his truck, his job with the Coast
Guard. He recalled Bible studies, Sunday morning church services, and his favorite barbecue
restaurant. But nothing about how he got here today.“Why were you out in the storm, Sonny
Boy?” The older woman had a G.I. Joe look on her face as she glared at him, ready to attack.He
opened his mouth to answer but shut it again. “I don’t know.”“What do you mean you don’t
know?” the older woman asked.He rubbed his temples, trying to make his thoughts come into
focus. Finally, he shook his head. “I mean, I don’t know. I only remember docking my boat.
Everything after that is blank.”Chapter Four“Don’t play games with me.” Felicity seethed out the
words, her fear replaced with anger. No way was she letting someone come into her home and
threaten her.“I wish I were.” The man rubbed his neck and rocked back. Confusion strained his
gaze.Felicity’s eyebrows shot up at his words, and she approached the conversation cautiously.
“What do you mean?”He shook his head, still squinting and rubbing his neck. “I . . . I can’t
remember anything. I have no idea how I got here.”Felicity’s shoulders sank. The perplexing look
on his face caused her heart to soften, even though she willed it not to. Compassion would only
equate to weakness in this situation. “What do you mean?”The man studied her face. “Do I know
you?”“So help me, if this is all an act . . .” Her words came out as a low growl.The agony in his
eyes again softened her heart. He lowered his head into his hands, before raking his fingers
through his thick hair. His eyes met hers.“It’s not an act.” His voice sounded hoarse and scratchy
with emotion. “And you’re not a sham either, telling me you have no idea who I am?”“I’m just as
confused as you. Were you out of your mind going out in this weather?”The light from the fire
danced across his face. Felicity waited for him to continue, hoping a memory was emerging from
some deep place in his mind. Maybe it would just take a minute. He did have that nasty bump on
his forehead.While he still stared at the fire, he spoke. “The last thing I remember is going out on
a rescue mission. Someone was out on the river in this weather.”“Are you a marine police officer
or something?”He shook his head. “No, Coast Guard. Anyway, I didn’t find him, and I had to
come back to shore because of the snow.” He lifted his gaze to hers. “Then I woke up here. I
can’t remember anything else.”Felicity’s mind whirled at full-speed. No, it couldn’t be. Things like
this didn’t happen in real life, only in the movies. Or maybe he was playing a trick on her, trying to



fool her.One look into his wide eyes and she believed him, though.“You have short-term memory
loss,” she mumbled. Her gaze flickered to his forehead. “Your head wound might have something
to do with it.”He gingerly touched the sore spot with his fingertips. For a moment he looked like a
lost little boy and Felicity’s heart went out to him.He was ready to kill you, Felicity. Be careful.He
lowered his hand and touched the scruff on his chin. Felicity could see him absorbing each fact.
She couldn’t imagine what it would be like to not know how you’d ended up in a strange
place.The man cleared his throat and dropped his hand. “How did you find me?”“I was looking
out the window. I saw you right before you went down.”“Thank goodness for that. This could have
ended badly.” He studied her a moment. “I’m sorry about what happened earlier. I don’t know
why . . .”“It’s okay.” Felicity stood and started toward the kitchen. “I’m going to fix you something
warm to drink. You’re still not out of danger yet.”“I’ll stand guard.” Aunt Bonny pounded her rolling
pin again.Felicity didn’t wait for a response. Instead she went to the kitchen and began a pot of
coffee, desperate to compose herself.When Brody put her in a headlock earlier, she’d been
totally thrown off guard. She’d been unaware he possessed that kind of strength or energy,
especially in his injured state. How much of his hostility stemmed from parts of his life he
couldn’t remember—parts related to that bullet wound? Even though he was Coast Guard, that
didn’t mean he was a good guy.After the coffee finished perking, she poured the liquid into an
oversized mug, and grabbed a small trash bag and several paper towels. When she returned to
the living room, Brody sat on the couch, a far-off expression on his face. Cautiously, she handed
him the drink.“This will help warm you up.”He mumbled a thank you and took the mug. After the
first sip, he coughed.“Go slow.” Felicity started to reach forward to help him, but stopped mid-
motion and clasped her hands in front of her instead. “You’re lucky you don’t have hypothermia
right now.”He said nothing. Felicity studied him, noting how his eyes were tight at the corners and
how the wrinkles on his forehead showed concentration. He was trying to remember, trying to
put his mind at ease.Felicity cleaned up her broken coffee mug, searching for any stray shards
of porcelain, and soaking up the spilled liquid. She tied all the trash in the plastic bag and
deposited it in the wastebasket.When she sat down, he drank the last drop of his coffee and
handed the mug to her. “If you’ll just allow me to use your shower, I’ll get out of your
way.”Felicity’s lip tugged up in a half-smile. “You’re not going anywhere.”Brody raised his
eyebrows. The questions in his eyes stirred Felicity’s soul.Wait Until DarkCarolina Moon Series,
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the steering wheel, his pale knuckles matching the overwhelming white outside. Snow beat
down on his windshield. His tires slipped on the asphalt. He was all too aware that, on either side
of the road, gigantic ditches waited like graves for anyone who made one wrong move.He
braved the massive snowstorm as a favor to his friend, police chief Joshua Haven. Brody
normally worked for the Coast Guard, but he’d recently taken a leave of absence. Joshua had
received a report about a stranded boater on the river, so Brody had gone out to see if he could
help. When he arrived at the boat, he found it empty.After securing the boat in the parking lot of a
local boat ramp, Brody was headed home.He cranked up the heat in the truck. Even the layers
upon layers of clothing he’d donned didn’t keep him warm right now. The biting cold was
unrelenting.As heat began to pour through the vents—finally!—he let out a breath and stared at
the road ahead. Trees formed ghostly impressions. Where the street began and ended blurred
together. Treacherous was an understatement for these conditions.It was brutal outside.
Absolutely brutal.Something on the road in front of him caught his eye. He leaned closer to the
windshield, trying to see through the blinding snow.Just then, the downfall paused as if Old Man
Winter drew in a long breath before releasing his next downpour. Brody saw a figure there.A



man. Lying in the road. Still moving—maybe.He hit the brakes and held his breath, praying the
truck didn’t skid. As if suspended in motion, the truck slowed, slowed, slowed even more.Stop.
Please stop in time.Tension pressed between his shoulders as he continued to glide.The truck
halted mere inches from the man.Brody threw the gear into park and scrambled to check on the
man. No sooner had he stepped out than did the snow begin to fall in a total whiteout. Flakes
clung to his eyelashes and stung his cheeks. The wind swept through his clothing until his bones
ached.No one should be out in this weather. He was already wet from the rough surf that had
splashed aboard his boat. He’d thought it was survivable—but that was when he assumed he’d
be home to take a warm shower within fifteen minutes.He was going to have to feel his way
across the landscape—his vision was useless as precipitation fell in thick, downy sheets.Finally,
his foot bumped something, and he knelt on the slippery snow. This must be the guy he’d seen.
All his other senses were useless at the moment, other than his ability to touch and feel. He had
to trust that skill, as well as pure instinct.When the snow cleared again for a few seconds, he
spotted an older gentleman with red cheeks and icy extremities. The man’s face was wrinkled,
his eyebrows bushy and white, and his figure, though clothed in layers, still obviously slight and
wiry. A low moan escaped from the man’s purple lips.This man needed help—and soon.“Come
on. Let’s get you in my truck,” Brody muttered.The man’s eyes fluttered open and froze onto
Brody’s. “Be . . . careful.” Each word seemed uttered with a scratchy rasp of pain.Brody
supposed anyone could have used that advice. But something about the way the man said it
made Brody think twice. He shivered, but convinced himself it was because of the cold, not
because of this situation or because of a kooky, perhaps delusional old man.“I will be careful.
Promise.” Brody reached beneath the man’s shoulders. “Let’s get you to safety.”Brody hauled the
guy to his feet. How long had this man been out here? He felt like a dead weight. As Brody
grabbed the man’s hand to stabilize him, Brody noticed the blood there. On his knuckles. The
torn skin. The purple bruises.That wasn’t frostbite. It looked like this man had been in a fight. Just
who was he? Why was he out here in the middle of the storm? There was nothing else around.
Just the river behind him and woods on either side of the road.Brody would think about that
later.He struggled through the snow, each step a battle to continue moving with the man’s weight
pressing into him. He felt like he was pushing against a wall and gaining very little traction. He
had rescued people from twelve-foot swells in the middle of hurricanes. He could rescue this
man now.Finally, he reached the front passenger door. Despite thick gloves, his hands were
almost numb as he grabbed the handle and pulled the door open. Using his last bit of strength,
he helped the stranger into his truck and slammed the door.He had to get off these roads or they
would both be goners. Everything was becoming ice around them, making being outside a death
trap in itself.He released a slow breath, the air from his lungs instantly turning to frost. He kept
one hand on his truck, using it as a guide as he scurried around to the driver’s seat.If he could
just get to the end of this road, there was a gas station not too far down the highway. They could
seek refuge there until the whiteout passed. At least it should be warm inside. Maybe the owner,
Herb, would even have some coffee made. He was the type who didn’t miss work for any reason



—especially not weather emergencies.Brody climbed in and slammed his door, the heat as
welcoming as a kiss from a loved one. “We’ve got to get off this road. Everything is shut down in
this area. At least crews treated Highway 17, but the snow is coming down so fast I’m not sure
how much good it did.”He glanced at his passenger. The man sagged against the door, almost
like he couldn’t hold himself up. He needed help. Hypothermia was kicking in. But driving too fast
down this road would only make things worse.“What’s your name?” Brody tried to keep the guy
lucid as he started down the ice-coated street, moving more slowly than a narwhale in polar
waters.The man said nothing, only stared straight ahead.“How’d you end up out here in this
snowstorm?” Brody continued.Again, the man remained quiet. Brody had the strange feeling that
it wasn’t because of hypothermia as much as it was avoidance. He remembered the man’s
bruised, battered knuckles, and unrest sloshed inside him.As a gust of wind swept over the
road, his grip tightened on the wheel. They would be lucky to make it to the gas station in one
piece. Being out here was just asking for trouble.“Pastor . . .” the man finally whispered. He licked
his lips, but his eyes looked glazed.“Pastor? You want to go see your pastor?” Did the man
sense the end was near and long for last rites? Or did he have something to confess?The
stranger pointed into the distance. “Please.”If Brody remembered correctly, they should be
approaching a crossroad soon. It was impossible to tell how close they were. “You want me to
turn right?”“They’re . . . coming.”Alarm shot through Brody. The man had gone from delusional to
crazy. “Who’s coming?”“The men . . .” Just then, he sat up straight and grabbed Brody’s arm.
“There!”Brody glanced in the direction he pointed. The snow cleared long enough for Brody to
see a road sign. “What’s down there?”“Please.” The man clutched his arm even harder.The man
sounded desperate. Brody wasn’t sure why, but he turned. He was fairly certain he could take
this street down a little farther and get to the highway. This road was a little broader and not quite
as treacherous as the one he’d turned off.Maybe the man lived down here. Maybe he wanted to
go home. Maybe his pastor lived in this direction.Who was Brody kidding? It would be nearly
impossible to walk through this snow without freezing to death. If he were able to drop the man
off, the guy would risk life and limb trying to get to the front door. Driveways down here were
more likes lanes. Brody’s truck wasn’t equipped to plow through snow and he didn’t have
chains.He glanced in his rearview mirror and squinted. Was that a car behind him? Was
someone else crazy enough to be out in this weather?Slowly, steadily, the car drew closer. No,
not a car. It was a Hummer. He could barely see it through the deluge of snow. But it was clearly
a vehicle, and it was clearly right on his bumper.What in the world?A crack cut through the air.He
glanced behind him.His back window. It now bore a bullet hole.That’s when he heard his window
splinter.Someone was shooting at him.You’ve got to be kidding me.Brody pressed on the
accelerator. He shouldn’t go any faster—it was dangerous—but he didn’t have much
choice.Another bullet pierced his vehicle, slipping through the shattered back glass and hitting
his front windshield. It had raced by, only inches from his head—if that much.He flinched,
pitched forward maybe. It threw him off enough that—just for a moment—he lost control of his
truck.He hit a patch of ice. The truck swerved.“Hold on!” he yelled.He gripped the steering



wheel, trying to right the vehicle. It was no use. It began spinning.With a sickening crunch and a
harsh lurch, the truck hit a tree.And then everything went black.Felicity French stared at the
windowpane, which grew foggy as the cool air from the snowstorm outside met the warm air
inside the drafty, old house her grandma had left for her.She remembered sitting here as a child,
in this very spot, using her breath to fog the window. Then, she’d draw hearts and smiley faces
and flowers.At the moment, she pondered what to create on the blank glass canvas. Not hearts
and smiles and flowers. Drawing a frowning face seemed too solemn and dramatic. A broken
heart seemed over the top.Instead, she dragged three of her fingers over the glass, curving
them until they formed a rainbow.A rainbow. Hope in the middle of a storm. God’s promises.She
wasn’t so sure she believed in God’s promises anymore. Her preacher had always said that
everybody and everything in this world would let you down, but God never would.That preacher
had lied.God had let her down big-time. Despite her prayers, her tears, her yearnings, everything
she’d loved had been taken from her.As she stared at the rainbow, she squinted.All she’d seen
for the past several hours was blinding whiteness outside as “Snowmegadon” hit the area. Out
here in eastern North Carolina, snow wasn’t that common. One inch of snow usually shut down
roads and schools. Residents of the small, sleepy town of Hertford already had five inches from
this storm, and the precipitation kept coming.But there, in the distance, was a blob of
black.Felicity erased the rainbow and cleared more of the fog away in order to see better. Were
her eyes playing tricks on her? What was that in the distance?Another gust of snow blew past.
She blinked, trying to focus. All she saw was white again.Maybe that was all she’d ever
seen.She stared for a couple more minutes before convincing herself she was losing her mind,
seeing some kind of winter mirage. Finally, she stood. She had to do something instead of gaze
out the window.Just because she was newly single and jobless didn’t mean she had to act
useless.She walked back into the kitchen of the old plantation house. Her mom’s mother had
died not even a year ago, and no one else in the family wanted the rundown place. Felicity knew
she needed a change after the fiasco in Raleigh, and she saw this house as the perfect
opportunity for a fresh start.She wasn’t sure how her grandmother had survived out here for so
long, though. Some of the wooden floorboards were so deteriorated that Felicity feared falling
through when she walked across them. The flowered wallpaper peeled at the corners, water
stains decorated the ceiling, and the stair railing was loose in more than one place.The outside
was lovely, though. It was plantation style with white columns and a massive wraparound porch.
A solitary stained-glass window hung high above the front door, almost like a centerpiece.Trees,
now decrepit-looking with their frail branches and moss that hung like threadbare clothing, lined
the gravel driveway. At the end of the drive, toward the road, metal gates stood open. They were
rusted that way, for that matter.The place had been glorious at one time. Full of life and love and
hopes and dreams. Felicity had spent many summers here as a child, and she’d delighted in the
wide, open spaces.Maybe with time, Felicity would fix up the house. Maybe she’d stay here
awhile and then move on. She hadn’t decided yet.She refilled a chunky ceramic coffee mug,
took a sip, and let the warmth fill her.Her feet seemed to be on autopilot, and she found herself



walking back toward that window again, her subconscious still dwelling on that black dot she’d
seen in the distance.“Felicity! Everything okay down there?”Great-Aunt Bonny was staying with
Felicity during the storm. Normally Aunt Bonny had her own residence at a local assisted-living
facility, but Felicity had invited her to stay for a while.Maybe invited was too strong of a word.
Aunt Bonny had shown up on the doorstep with a suitcase in hand.Bonny’s sister-in-law—
Felicity’s grandmother—had owned this place. How could she refuse? Besides, she’d thought,
the company would be nice. But in less than twenty-four hours together, her opinionated aunt
was driving her crazy. The woman had ideas on everything—everything! The way Felicity wore
her hair, what her next career move should be, what kind of man she should date.Felicity might
lose her mind if they were trapped inside alone for too much longer. However, she feared her
aunt might be suffering from the start of dementia. It was the small things that made her think so.
Repeating herself. Not remembering names. Forgetting to eat.Felicity had her moved from an
assisted-living facility down in Wilmington to one here in Hertford. Aunt Bonny hadn’t objected. In
fact, she’d made the move sound like fun, like a new adventure. She’d always been a free spirit,
and she had no husband or children to dictate what she could or couldn’t do.“Everything’s fine,
Aunt Bonny,” she yelled up the stairs. “I’m just looking at something outside.”“Something
interesting?” Footsteps sounded on the wooden stairs.Felicity stared out the window again,
searching for the source of her curiosity. She saw nothing. “I’m not sure what it was. A dog,
maybe? I could be seeing things.”“These old eyes aren’t what they used to be, but let me take a
look. I could use some excitement around here.”Aunt Bonny descended the stairs. Bonny might
be in her seventies, but with her platinum-blonde hair, always perfect makeup, and trim figure,
one would never know that. The woman lived by the motto that—not cleanliness—but being well-
groomed was next to godliness. She’d even adopted popular styles most often seen on
teenagers. Colorful leggings were her most recent favorite trend.Felicity, at one time, had
portrayed that image also: well-groomed and having everything together. But now that she was
unemployed, she enjoyed letting her long, wavy blonde hair flow freely, falling halfway down her
back.She preferred no makeup, even though that meant people could see circles under her eyes
or other blemishes that popped up. Overall, she had a good complexion.Ricky had always liked
her hair smooth, her flaws concealed, and her clothing tailored. That was just one more reason
for her to revert back to her uninhibited state—the way she’d been before Ricky came into her
life.Aunt Bonny stood beside Felicity and peered through the glass. “I think it’s a . . . it’s a . . . a
man.”Felicity leaned closer. Sure enough, the blob reappeared. In between the bursts of snow,
the outline of a man came into view. Felicity’s pulse quickened. “You’re not crazy. But what’s
someone doing out in a storm like this?”“Maybe it’s the police, coming to give us a
warning.”Felicity shook her head, continuing to stare. “I doubt the police can get down those
roads.”“The Red Cross?”“I think they come after disasters, not in the middle of them.”“The
milkman?”Felicity barely heard her. She stared at the figure outside. He was probably twenty feet
from their porch. If anyone was out in a storm like this, it had to be an emergency.That, coupled
with the fact that this house was out in the middle of nowhere, only made Felicity’s apprehension



grow.Something was wrong. She was certain of it.Just then, the figure fell forward. Was it her
imagination, or had the man staggered to the ground?Elements like this could wipe anyone out.
Permanently.Felicity grabbed her coat and a scarf from the rack behind her.“What are you
doing?” Aunt Bonny put a hand over her heart, as if appalled at the very assumption that her
niece might be going out in this storm.“He needs help.” She wrapped the scarf around her neck
and pulled it tight. Then she pulled on a stocking cap and gloves. These wouldn’t offer much
protection. As soon as they got wet, they’d be useless. But they were a starting place.“And you’re
going to be the one to give it to him?” She said the word “you’re” with such a sour surprise that
Felicity had to bite her tongue. Sure, Felicity knew she was petite at only five two and 120
pounds. But she had to do something. She didn’t believe in turning her back on someone in
need“Someone’s got to.”With that, she zipped up her coat and stepped into the whipping wind,
into the smothering snow, and braced herself for what was to come.Chapter OneChapter
OneChapter OneChapter OneChapter OneBrody Joyner gripped the steering wheel, his pale
knuckles matching the overwhelming white outside. Snow beat down on his windshield. His tires
slipped on the asphalt. He was all too aware that, on either side of the road, gigantic ditches
waited like graves for anyone who made one wrong move.He braved the massive snowstorm as
a favor to his friend, police chief Joshua Haven. Brody normally worked for the Coast Guard, but
he’d recently taken a leave of absence. Joshua had received a report about a stranded boater
on the river, so Brody had gone out to see if he could help. When he arrived at the boat, he found
it empty.After securing the boat in the parking lot of a local boat ramp, Brody was headed
home.He cranked up the heat in the truck. Even the layers upon layers of clothing he’d donned
didn’t keep him warm right now. The biting cold was unrelenting.As heat began to pour through
the vents—finally!—he let out a breath and stared at the road ahead. Trees formed ghostly
impressions. Where the street began and ended blurred together. Treacherous was an
understatement for these conditions.It was brutal outside. Absolutely brutal.Something on the
road in front of him caught his eye. He leaned closer to the windshield, trying to see through the
blinding snow.Just then, the downfall paused as if Old Man Winter drew in a long breath before
releasing his next downpour. Brody saw a figure there.A man. Lying in the road. Still moving—
maybe.He hit the brakes and held his breath, praying the truck didn’t skid. As if suspended in
motion, the truck slowed, slowed, slowed even more.Stop. Please stop in time.Tension pressed
between his shoulders as he continued to glide.The truck halted mere inches from the
man.Brody threw the gear into park and scrambled to check on the man. No sooner had he
stepped out than did the snow begin to fall in a total whiteout. Flakes clung to his eyelashes and
stung his cheeks. The wind swept through his clothing until his bones ached.No one should be
out in this weather. He was already wet from the rough surf that had splashed aboard his boat.
He’d thought it was survivable—but that was when he assumed he’d be home to take a warm
shower within fifteen minutes.He was going to have to feel his way across the landscape—his
vision was useless as precipitation fell in thick, downy sheets.Finally, his foot bumped
something, and he knelt on the slippery snow. This must be the guy he’d seen. All his other



senses were useless at the moment, other than his ability to touch and feel. He had to trust that
skill, as well as pure instinct.When the snow cleared again for a few seconds, he spotted an
older gentleman with red cheeks and icy extremities. The man’s face was wrinkled, his eyebrows
bushy and white, and his figure, though clothed in layers, still obviously slight and wiry. A low
moan escaped from the man’s purple lips.This man needed help—and soon.“Come on. Let’s get
you in my truck,” Brody muttered.The man’s eyes fluttered open and froze onto Brody’s. “Be . . .
careful.” Each word seemed uttered with a scratchy rasp of pain.Brody supposed anyone could
have used that advice. But something about the way the man said it made Brody think twice. He
shivered, but convinced himself it was because of the cold, not because of this situation or
because of a kooky, perhaps delusional old man.“I will be careful. Promise.” Brody reached
beneath the man’s shoulders. “Let’s get you to safety.”Brody hauled the guy to his feet. How long
had this man been out here? He felt like a dead weight. As Brody grabbed the man’s hand to
stabilize him, Brody noticed the blood there. On his knuckles. The torn skin. The purple
bruises.That wasn’t frostbite. It looked like this man had been in a fight. Just who was he? Why
was he out here in the middle of the storm? There was nothing else around. Just the river behind
him and woods on either side of the road.Brody would think about that later.He struggled
through the snow, each step a battle to continue moving with the man’s weight pressing into him.
He felt like he was pushing against a wall and gaining very little traction. He had rescued people
from twelve-foot swells in the middle of hurricanes. He could rescue this man now.Finally, he
reached the front passenger door. Despite thick gloves, his hands were almost numb as he
grabbed the handle and pulled the door open. Using his last bit of strength, he helped the
stranger into his truck and slammed the door.He had to get off these roads or they would both
be goners. Everything was becoming ice around them, making being outside a death trap in
itself.He released a slow breath, the air from his lungs instantly turning to frost. He kept one hand
on his truck, using it as a guide as he scurried around to the driver’s seat.If he could just get to
the end of this road, there was a gas station not too far down the highway. They could seek
refuge there until the whiteout passed. At least it should be warm inside. Maybe the owner, Herb,
would even have some coffee made. He was the type who didn’t miss work for any reason—
especially not weather emergencies.Brody climbed in and slammed his door, the heat as
welcoming as a kiss from a loved one. “We’ve got to get off this road. Everything is shut down in
this area. At least crews treated Highway 17, but the snow is coming down so fast I’m not sure
how much good it did.”He glanced at his passenger. The man sagged against the door, almost
like he couldn’t hold himself up. He needed help. Hypothermia was kicking in. But driving too fast
down this road would only make things worse.“What’s your name?” Brody tried to keep the guy
lucid as he started down the ice-coated street, moving more slowly than a narwhale in polar
waters.The man said nothing, only stared straight ahead.“How’d you end up out here in this
snowstorm?” Brody continued.Again, the man remained quiet. Brody had the strange feeling that
it wasn’t because of hypothermia as much as it was avoidance. He remembered the man’s
bruised, battered knuckles, and unrest sloshed inside him.As a gust of wind swept over the



road, his grip tightened on the wheel. They would be lucky to make it to the gas station in one
piece. Being out here was just asking for trouble.“Pastor . . .” the man finally whispered. He licked
his lips, but his eyes looked glazed.“Pastor? You want to go see your pastor?” Did the man
sense the end was near and long for last rites? Or did he have something to confess?The
stranger pointed into the distance. “Please.”If Brody remembered correctly, they should be
approaching a crossroad soon. It was impossible to tell how close they were. “You want me to
turn right?”“They’re . . . coming.”Alarm shot through Brody. The man had gone from delusional to
crazy. “Who’s coming?”“The men . . .” Just then, he sat up straight and grabbed Brody’s arm.
“There!”Brody glanced in the direction he pointed. The snow cleared long enough for Brody to
see a road sign. “What’s down there?”“Please.” The man clutched his arm even harder.The man
sounded desperate. Brody wasn’t sure why, but he turned. He was fairly certain he could take
this street down a little farther and get to the highway. This road was a little broader and not quite
as treacherous as the one he’d turned off.Maybe the man lived down here. Maybe he wanted to
go home. Maybe his pastor lived in this direction.Who was Brody kidding? It would be nearly
impossible to walk through this snow without freezing to death. If he were able to drop the man
off, the guy would risk life and limb trying to get to the front door. Driveways down here were
more likes lanes. Brody’s truck wasn’t equipped to plow through snow and he didn’t have
chains.He glanced in his rearview mirror and squinted. Was that a car behind him? Was
someone else crazy enough to be out in this weather?Slowly, steadily, the car drew closer. No,
not a car. It was a Hummer. He could barely see it through the deluge of snow. But it was clearly
a vehicle, and it was clearly right on his bumper.What in the world?A crack cut through the air.He
glanced behind him.His back window. It now bore a bullet hole.That’s when he heard his window
splinter.Someone was shooting at him.You’ve got to be kidding me.Brody pressed on the
accelerator. He shouldn’t go any faster—it was dangerous—but he didn’t have much
choice.Another bullet pierced his vehicle, slipping through the shattered back glass and hitting
his front windshield. It had raced by, only inches from his head—if that much.He flinched,
pitched forward maybe. It threw him off enough that—just for a moment—he lost control of his
truck.He hit a patch of ice. The truck swerved.“Hold on!” he yelled.He gripped the steering
wheel, trying to right the vehicle. It was no use. It began spinning.With a sickening crunch and a
harsh lurch, the truck hit a tree.And then everything went black.Felicity French stared at the
windowpane, which grew foggy as the cool air from the snowstorm outside met the warm air
inside the drafty, old house her grandma had left for her.She remembered sitting here as a child,
in this very spot, using her breath to fog the window. Then, she’d draw hearts and smiley faces
and flowers.At the moment, she pondered what to create on the blank glass canvas. Not hearts
and smiles and flowers. Drawing a frowning face seemed too solemn and dramatic. A broken
heart seemed over the top.Instead, she dragged three of her fingers over the glass, curving
them until they formed a rainbow.A rainbow. Hope in the middle of a storm. God’s promises.She
wasn’t so sure she believed in God’s promises anymore. Her preacher had always said that
everybody and everything in this world would let you down, but God never would.That preacher



had lied.God had let her down big-time. Despite her prayers, her tears, her yearnings, everything
she’d loved had been taken from her.As she stared at the rainbow, she squinted.All she’d seen
for the past several hours was blinding whiteness outside as “Snowmegadon” hit the area. Out
here in eastern North Carolina, snow wasn’t that common. One inch of snow usually shut down
roads and schools. Residents of the small, sleepy town of Hertford already had five inches from
this storm, and the precipitation kept coming.But there, in the distance, was a blob of
black.Felicity erased the rainbow and cleared more of the fog away in order to see better. Were
her eyes playing tricks on her? What was that in the distance?Another gust of snow blew past.
She blinked, trying to focus. All she saw was white again.Maybe that was all she’d ever
seen.She stared for a couple more minutes before convincing herself she was losing her mind,
seeing some kind of winter mirage. Finally, she stood. She had to do something instead of gaze
out the window.Just because she was newly single and jobless didn’t mean she had to act
useless.She walked back into the kitchen of the old plantation house. Her mom’s mother had
died not even a year ago, and no one else in the family wanted the rundown place. Felicity knew
she needed a change after the fiasco in Raleigh, and she saw this house as the perfect
opportunity for a fresh start.She wasn’t sure how her grandmother had survived out here for so
long, though. Some of the wooden floorboards were so deteriorated that Felicity feared falling
through when she walked across them. The flowered wallpaper peeled at the corners, water
stains decorated the ceiling, and the stair railing was loose in more than one place.The outside
was lovely, though. It was plantation style with white columns and a massive wraparound porch.
A solitary stained-glass window hung high above the front door, almost like a centerpiece.Trees,
now decrepit-looking with their frail branches and moss that hung like threadbare clothing, lined
the gravel driveway. At the end of the drive, toward the road, metal gates stood open. They were
rusted that way, for that matter.The place had been glorious at one time. Full of life and love and
hopes and dreams. Felicity had spent many summers here as a child, and she’d delighted in the
wide, open spaces.Maybe with time, Felicity would fix up the house. Maybe she’d stay here
awhile and then move on. She hadn’t decided yet.She refilled a chunky ceramic coffee mug,
took a sip, and let the warmth fill her.Her feet seemed to be on autopilot, and she found herself
walking back toward that window again, her subconscious still dwelling on that black dot she’d
seen in the distance.“Felicity! Everything okay down there?”Great-Aunt Bonny was staying with
Felicity during the storm. Normally Aunt Bonny had her own residence at a local assisted-living
facility, but Felicity had invited her to stay for a while.Maybe invited was too strong of a word.
Aunt Bonny had shown up on the doorstep with a suitcase in hand.Bonny’s sister-in-law—
Felicity’s grandmother—had owned this place. How could she refuse? Besides, she’d thought,
the company would be nice. But in less than twenty-four hours together, her opinionated aunt
was driving her crazy. The woman had ideas on everything—everything! The way Felicity wore
her hair, what her next career move should be, what kind of man she should date.Felicity might
lose her mind if they were trapped inside alone for too much longer. However, she feared her
aunt might be suffering from the start of dementia. It was the small things that made her think so.



Repeating herself. Not remembering names. Forgetting to eat.Felicity had her moved from an
assisted-living facility down in Wilmington to one here in Hertford. Aunt Bonny hadn’t objected. In
fact, she’d made the move sound like fun, like a new adventure. She’d always been a free spirit,
and she had no husband or children to dictate what she could or couldn’t do.“Everything’s fine,
Aunt Bonny,” she yelled up the stairs. “I’m just looking at something outside.”“Something
interesting?” Footsteps sounded on the wooden stairs.Felicity stared out the window again,
searching for the source of her curiosity. She saw nothing. “I’m not sure what it was. A dog,
maybe? I could be seeing things.”“These old eyes aren’t what they used to be, but let me take a
look. I could use some excitement around here.”Aunt Bonny descended the stairs. Bonny might
be in her seventies, but with her platinum-blonde hair, always perfect makeup, and trim figure,
one would never know that. The woman lived by the motto that—not cleanliness—but being well-
groomed was next to godliness. She’d even adopted popular styles most often seen on
teenagers. Colorful leggings were her most recent favorite trend.Felicity, at one time, had
portrayed that image also: well-groomed and having everything together. But now that she was
unemployed, she enjoyed letting her long, wavy blonde hair flow freely, falling halfway down her
back.She preferred no makeup, even though that meant people could see circles under her eyes
or other blemishes that popped up. Overall, she had a good complexion.Ricky had always liked
her hair smooth, her flaws concealed, and her clothing tailored. That was just one more reason
for her to revert back to her uninhibited state—the way she’d been before Ricky came into her
life.Aunt Bonny stood beside Felicity and peered through the glass. “I think it’s a . . . it’s a . . . a
man.”Felicity leaned closer. Sure enough, the blob reappeared. In between the bursts of snow,
the outline of a man came into view. Felicity’s pulse quickened. “You’re not crazy. But what’s
someone doing out in a storm like this?”“Maybe it’s the police, coming to give us a
warning.”Felicity shook her head, continuing to stare. “I doubt the police can get down those
roads.”“The Red Cross?”“I think they come after disasters, not in the middle of them.”“The
milkman?”Felicity barely heard her. She stared at the figure outside. He was probably twenty feet
from their porch. If anyone was out in a storm like this, it had to be an emergency.That, coupled
with the fact that this house was out in the middle of nowhere, only made Felicity’s apprehension
grow.Something was wrong. She was certain of it.Just then, the figure fell forward. Was it her
imagination, or had the man staggered to the ground?Elements like this could wipe anyone out.
Permanently.Felicity grabbed her coat and a scarf from the rack behind her.“What are you
doing?” Aunt Bonny put a hand over her heart, as if appalled at the very assumption that her
niece might be going out in this storm.“He needs help.” She wrapped the scarf around her neck
and pulled it tight. Then she pulled on a stocking cap and gloves. These wouldn’t offer much
protection. As soon as they got wet, they’d be useless. But they were a starting place.“And you’re
going to be the one to give it to him?” She said the word “you’re” with such a sour surprise that
Felicity had to bite her tongue. Sure, Felicity knew she was petite at only five two and 120
pounds. But she had to do something. She didn’t believe in turning her back on someone in
need“Someone’s got to.”With that, she zipped up her coat and stepped into the whipping wind,



into the smothering snow, and braced herself for what was to come.Chapter TwoAs soon as
Felicity stepped off the porch, her legs sank into icy-cold snow. Her skin tightened at the burn,
and her fingers instantly tingled with impending numbness.Despite the elements, she pushed
herself forward. She’d lost sight of the man. He’d fallen. Snow probably covered most of him now
as the icy precipitation continued to pour from the sky, laying claim to everything it
touched.Snowflakes caught on her eyelashes. Felt like frozen papier-mâché on her cheeks.
Made her lungs ache with every breath.She knew she couldn’t live with herself if she left
someone out here to die while she stayed warm inside. No, she had to keep moving.The snow
suctioned each of her steps. But, slowly, surely, she continued forward.Finally, she reached a
dark spot in the snow. A patch of black.A man, lying face down. A dusting of snow covered him
already. He lay motionless. She wasn’t even sure if his chest was rising and falling.She had to
act fast.She grabbed the man’s arm and tugged. He hardly moved.Felicity hadn’t thought this far
ahead. She’d reached the man, but now how would she help him?She only had one idea. She
slipped her coat off, the sharp wind assaulting the skin beneath her sweater. Working quickly,
she turned the man over and looped her jacket under his arms. She grabbed the sleeves and
tugged.Movement. She had movement. It would still be slow. Painfully slow perhaps. But she’d
take what she could get.Feeling a bit like a workhorse pulling a plow, she tugged and jerked and
gulped in deep breaths of air so cold it froze her insides. Her muscles burned. Her calves felt like
they’d snap. Her back ached.Keeping going. You can do it.She tugged and pulled and
heaved.After what seemed like hours, her foot hit the bottom porch step.She looked up and saw
her aunt standing there. She stared at Felicity, a hand over her heart still, and her eyes wide as if
shocked Felicity had made it this far.“Help,” Felicity rasped. The cold had frozen her vocal
chords, making it hard to talk.Her aunt stared at her another moment before sighing and
crossing the porch. Aunt Bonny took one sleeve, and Felicity gripped the other. Together, they
heaved the man up the steps, over the porch, and into their warm home.The smooth floor made
it easier to drag the man in front of the fireplace. When Felicity finally deposited him there, she
took only a minute to gasp in air and give her muscles a break. Her work was far from being
done.Felicity stared at the man, soaking in his features as he lay like a corpse in front of the
blazing fire. He didn’t look familiar. Of course, she hadn’t been in town long enough to know most
of the people. Neither had her Aunt Bonny, though she had come to visit her family’s estate quite
often.He appeared young—twenty-something—and healthy. Except for the awful bump and cut
on his forehead.Aunt Bonny looked up at Felicity from her perch on the other side of the man.
“He’s going to go into hypothermia unless we get these wet clothes off and get him dry and
warm.”Working as quickly as she could with her numb fingers, she unzipped his coat and
slipped it off. Pieces of glass fell to the floor.Glass?Had he smashed into a windshield? Been in
a car accident?The white T-shirt was fairly dry beneath his coat, but his shoes and pants were
soaked.As Felicity realized what she had to do next, her cheeks heated. “I can’t . . .”Aunt Bonny
stared at her. “A woman in her twenties with scruples? I thought your kind were extinct.” She
offered a half-laugh, half-snort. “I used to be a nurse. I can do this.”Nurse might be stretching it,



Felicity thought. Rather, the woman had worked as a receptionist in a doctor’s office. But Felicity
wouldn’t argue right now. At least she wouldn’t have to face this blush-inducing dilemma.Aunt
Bonny knelt beside the man and slipped his shirt off. “Some of your father’s old clothes are still in
the back bedroom. Why don’t you grab a shirt and sweats?”Felicity hardly heard her. Her gaze
fixated on a scar on the man’s chest instead.It looked like a . . . an old bullet wound.“Felicity!”She
snapped back to the moment. “Yes?”“Go get some clothes.”A weight bore down on Felicity’s
chest as she started down the hallway. “Will do.”Felicity scrambled up the stairs. She’d grab the
things her aunt had requested. But, after seeing that scar, she was going to grab her gun as well.
She was no expert, but that injury looked like a battle wound to her.She just wasn’t sure what
side of the battle this man had been on. Had he been a drug dealer? An escaped inmate? Or
maybe he was a police officer. But where was his uniform, then? A veteran? Possibly.Until she
knew for sure, she had to remain cautious.Less than a minute later, she was back
downstairs.Fear pricked her heart, but the sense of urgency for this man’s life propelled her on.
His lips were blue as he lay by the fire, as still as death. But, reassuringly, the man’s scarred
chest rose and fell. If she didn’t get his body temperature up, that movement might not
continue.“I have clothes,” she announced.Her aunt reached for them. “Now go get some
blankets.”Relief filled her. “Got it.”She went room by room to gather as many blankets as she
could find. Many of them smelled dusty and old, but they would work.Back in the living room,
she scrambled to cover him with layer upon layer of warmth. First, an old afghan her
grandmother had crocheted. Then a quilt Felicity had picked up in Amish country. Then a cheap,
store-bought fuchsia-colored cover.With that done, Felicity retrieved a heating pad and some
warm, wet cloths. She placed the pad under the blankets, before kneeling beside the man. Using
a warm washcloth, Felicity wiped his face, trying to thaw his skin.“You look like you’re handling
this just fine,” Her aunt stood with a groan, keeping a hand on her lower back. “I’m going to go stir
my stew before it burns.”She hoped her aunt hadn’t pushed herself too hard. “Sounds good.
Thanks, Aunt Bonny.”When her aunt walked away, Felicity stared at the man’s face. He was
handsome, with strong features. Dark hair that curled slightly at the hairline. Thick eyebrows, and
eyes with impossibly long lashes. Full lips. His cheeks were scruffy, in a way that was all too
appealing.Her gaze landed on the gash near his temple. It was starting to swell. She needed to
treat it. Leaving the warm cloth on his forehead, she hurried to get a first aid kit. After applying
some ointment, she placed three butterfly bandages on the wound.What had happened?
Hopefully when he woke up, he could tell her.Finished with that, she reached under the covers to
clasp his hand. She worked it between her own hands, knowing she needed to get the blood
moving. His hands and feet were the most likely places he’d have frostbite.“Maybe you would
make a decent nurse. You should go back to school,” Bonny announced, entering the room
again.“I don’t want to be a nurse, though, Aunt Bonny. I’m working on my PhD.”“There’s a nursing
shortage, you know.”Felicity shook her head, still rubbing the man’s fingers. “But I’m happy doing
what I do.”But was she? Had she ever really been happy, or was all of it an elusion? Had she
simply been trying to forget her pain and losses?“Suit yourself then.” Her aunt leaned closer,



raising her eyebrows almost comically. “By the way, whoever he is, he has amazing pecks.”“Aunt
Bonny!”Her aunt shrugged. “Purely an observation. Of the medical variety. Of course. Get your
mind out of the gutter.”With that, she walked off.Felicity stared at the man another moment. She
needed to call 911, but she doubted they’d come out in these conditions unless the situation
was truly life-threatening. Still, she’d put in the call before she lost service.At least that way, if
something happened to them, there would be a record that the man was here. Felicity really
hoped that wouldn’t be the case, though.Felicity gathered the stranger’s wet clothing and took
them into the ramshackle laundry room at the back of the house. She shivered when she walked
inside. Though the heat was on in the house, the old place was drafty, and this room especially.If
she studied the walls hard enough, she would spot at least one crack where the wall and the
ceiling were supposed to meet. Instead, there was a gap there and traces of the cold outside
slithered inside.It was one of the main things that needed to be done to this house to make it
livable: the whole place needed to be patched up.Her poor grandma. Felicity could only imagine
her living here alone for all those years. Felicity should have come home more. Should have
opened her eyes to her grandma’s needs so she could help.Instead, her grandmother had been
murdered, for such senseless reasons, at that. Even though her killer now sat in jail, that fact
didn’t make Felicity feel better.Would things have been different if Felicity had been there? Most
likely, yes. She could have watched out for Grandma more. Kept an eye on her. Stopped the man
who’d claimed to be a friend from killing her grandma in order to keep her silent.But Felicity had
been so wrapped up in her career. In her education. In Ricky. It had all been a mistake.She
grabbed the man’s clothing from the floor and started to stuff it into the dryer so he would have
some warm clothes to wear when he woke up.If he woke up.No, she couldn’t think like that. Of
course, he would wake up. Why wouldn’t he? They’d found him early enough. She had called
911, and the operator walked her through the proper steps for dealing with hypothermia. Felicity
had already done most of them. If he took a turn for the worse, they’d try to get an ambulance out
here.Her throat tightened as she checked his pockets. There was a wallet there. Brody Joyner.
Hertford, North Carolina. She saw his birthdate and calculated his age to be thirty-one.She dug
deeper into his wallet, feeling nosy but casting her worries aside. He was a stranger in her home.
She had to do whatever she needed in order to protect herself, her aunt, and her property. There
was no question about that.She found no credit cards. Was that because he was responsible
financially? Or did he have collectors after him, and he had such bad credit he couldn’t get
cards?She also found a punch card from a yogurt shop in the neighboring town of Elizabeth
City.How bad could a guy be who had a punch card from a frozen yogurt joint?She shivered as
she put his wallet on top of the washer. She quickly stuffed his clothes into the dryer. As she did,
something clattered onto the floor.She paused.What was that?A key, she realized.She picked it
up carefully. This wasn’t any ordinary key. It was a skeleton key, the kind of key kids played with
when they hunted for gold at the end of rainbows.Why in the world did someone like Brody
Joyner have this? He didn’t wear a wedding ring. But that didn’t mean he didn’t have kids
somewhere . . . kids who could be worried about their father right now.After she turned on the



dryer, she held the key with both hands to examine it.This was heavier than most of the souvenir
variety, like it was made of real metal. She squinted and looked closer. The key appeared slightly
rusted, and the intricate yet imperfect design on the key’s handle made her pause.It was
probably nothing. But, if she had a chance later, she wanted to examine it further. Right now, she
needed to check on the stranger in her home.Chapter TwoChapter TwoChapter TwoChapter
TwoChapter TwoAs soon as Felicity stepped off the porch, her legs sank into icy-cold snow. Her
skin tightened at the burn, and her fingers instantly tingled with impending numbness.Despite
the elements, she pushed herself forward. She’d lost sight of the man. He’d fallen. Snow
probably covered most of him now as the icy precipitation continued to pour from the sky, laying
claim to everything it touched.Snowflakes caught on her eyelashes. Felt like frozen papier-
mâché on her cheeks. Made her lungs ache with every breath.She knew she couldn’t live with
herself if she left someone out here to die while she stayed warm inside. No, she had to keep
moving.The snow suctioned each of her steps. But, slowly, surely, she continued forward.Finally,
she reached a dark spot in the snow. A patch of black.A man, lying face down. A dusting of snow
covered him already. He lay motionless. She wasn’t even sure if his chest was rising and
falling.She had to act fast.She grabbed the man’s arm and tugged. He hardly moved.Felicity
hadn’t thought this far ahead. She’d reached the man, but now how would she help him?She
only had one idea. She slipped her coat off, the sharp wind assaulting the skin beneath her
sweater. Working quickly, she turned the man over and looped her jacket under his arms. She
grabbed the sleeves and tugged.Movement. She had movement. It would still be slow. Painfully
slow perhaps. But she’d take what she could get.Feeling a bit like a workhorse pulling a plow,
she tugged and jerked and gulped in deep breaths of air so cold it froze her insides. Her muscles
burned. Her calves felt like they’d snap. Her back ached.Keeping going. You can do it.She
tugged and pulled and heaved.After what seemed like hours, her foot hit the bottom porch
step.She looked up and saw her aunt standing there. She stared at Felicity, a hand over her
heart still, and her eyes wide as if shocked Felicity had made it this far.“Help,” Felicity rasped.
The cold had frozen her vocal chords, making it hard to talk.Her aunt stared at her another
moment before sighing and crossing the porch. Aunt Bonny took one sleeve, and Felicity
gripped the other. Together, they heaved the man up the steps, over the porch, and into their
warm home.The smooth floor made it easier to drag the man in front of the fireplace. When
Felicity finally deposited him there, she took only a minute to gasp in air and give her muscles a
break. Her work was far from being done.Felicity stared at the man, soaking in his features as he
lay like a corpse in front of the blazing fire. He didn’t look familiar. Of course, she hadn’t been in
town long enough to know most of the people. Neither had her Aunt Bonny, though she had
come to visit her family’s estate quite often.He appeared young—twenty-something—and
healthy. Except for the awful bump and cut on his forehead.Aunt Bonny looked up at Felicity from
her perch on the other side of the man. “He’s going to go into hypothermia unless we get these
wet clothes off and get him dry and warm.”Working as quickly as she could with her numb
fingers, she unzipped his coat and slipped it off. Pieces of glass fell to the floor.Glass?Had he



smashed into a windshield? Been in a car accident?The white T-shirt was fairly dry beneath his
coat, but his shoes and pants were soaked.As Felicity realized what she had to do next, her
cheeks heated. “I can’t . . .”Aunt Bonny stared at her. “A woman in her twenties with scruples? I
thought your kind were extinct.” She offered a half-laugh, half-snort. “I used to be a nurse. I can
do this.”Nurse might be stretching it, Felicity thought. Rather, the woman had worked as a
receptionist in a doctor’s office. But Felicity wouldn’t argue right now. At least she wouldn’t have
to face this blush-inducing dilemma.Aunt Bonny knelt beside the man and slipped his shirt off.
“Some of your father’s old clothes are still in the back bedroom. Why don’t you grab a shirt and
sweats?”Felicity hardly heard her. Her gaze fixated on a scar on the man’s chest instead.It
looked like a . . . an old bullet wound.“Felicity!”She snapped back to the moment. “Yes?”“Go get
some clothes.”A weight bore down on Felicity’s chest as she started down the hallway. “Will
do.”Felicity scrambled up the stairs. She’d grab the things her aunt had requested. But, after
seeing that scar, she was going to grab her gun as well. She was no expert, but that injury
looked like a battle wound to her.She just wasn’t sure what side of the battle this man had been
on. Had he been a drug dealer? An escaped inmate? Or maybe he was a police officer. But
where was his uniform, then? A veteran? Possibly.Until she knew for sure, she had to remain
cautious.Less than a minute later, she was back downstairs.Fear pricked her heart, but the
sense of urgency for this man’s life propelled her on. His lips were blue as he lay by the fire, as
still as death. But, reassuringly, the man’s scarred chest rose and fell. If she didn’t get his body
temperature up, that movement might not continue.“I have clothes,” she announced.Her aunt
reached for them. “Now go get some blankets.”Relief filled her. “Got it.”She went room by room to
gather as many blankets as she could find. Many of them smelled dusty and old, but they would
work.Back in the living room, she scrambled to cover him with layer upon layer of warmth. First,
an old afghan her grandmother had crocheted. Then a quilt Felicity had picked up in Amish
country. Then a cheap, store-bought fuchsia-colored cover.With that done, Felicity retrieved a
heating pad and some warm, wet cloths. She placed the pad under the blankets, before kneeling
beside the man. Using a warm washcloth, Felicity wiped his face, trying to thaw his skin.“You
look like you’re handling this just fine,” Her aunt stood with a groan, keeping a hand on her lower
back. “I’m going to go stir my stew before it burns.”She hoped her aunt hadn’t pushed herself too
hard. “Sounds good. Thanks, Aunt Bonny.”When her aunt walked away, Felicity stared at the
man’s face. He was handsome, with strong features. Dark hair that curled slightly at the hairline.
Thick eyebrows, and eyes with impossibly long lashes. Full lips. His cheeks were scruffy, in a
way that was all too appealing.Her gaze landed on the gash near his temple. It was starting to
swell. She needed to treat it. Leaving the warm cloth on his forehead, she hurried to get a first
aid kit. After applying some ointment, she placed three butterfly bandages on the wound.What
had happened? Hopefully when he woke up, he could tell her.Finished with that, she reached
under the covers to clasp his hand. She worked it between her own hands, knowing she needed
to get the blood moving. His hands and feet were the most likely places he’d have
frostbite.“Maybe you would make a decent nurse. You should go back to school,” Bonny



announced, entering the room again.“I don’t want to be a nurse, though, Aunt Bonny. I’m working
on my PhD.”“There’s a nursing shortage, you know.”Felicity shook her head, still rubbing the
man’s fingers. “But I’m happy doing what I do.”But was she? Had she ever really been happy, or
was all of it an elusion? Had she simply been trying to forget her pain and losses?“Suit yourself
then.” Her aunt leaned closer, raising her eyebrows almost comically. “By the way, whoever he is,
he has amazing pecks.”“Aunt Bonny!”Her aunt shrugged. “Purely an observation. Of the medical
variety. Of course. Get your mind out of the gutter.”With that, she walked off.Felicity stared at the
man another moment. She needed to call 911, but she doubted they’d come out in these
conditions unless the situation was truly life-threatening. Still, she’d put in the call before she lost
service.At least that way, if something happened to them, there would be a record that the man
was here. Felicity really hoped that wouldn’t be the case, though.Felicity gathered the stranger’s
wet clothing and took them into the ramshackle laundry room at the back of the house. She
shivered when she walked inside. Though the heat was on in the house, the old place was drafty,
and this room especially.If she studied the walls hard enough, she would spot at least one crack
where the wall and the ceiling were supposed to meet. Instead, there was a gap there and traces
of the cold outside slithered inside.It was one of the main things that needed to be done to this
house to make it livable: the whole place needed to be patched up.Her poor grandma. Felicity
could only imagine her living here alone for all those years. Felicity should have come home
more. Should have opened her eyes to her grandma’s needs so she could help.Instead, her
grandmother had been murdered, for such senseless reasons, at that. Even though her killer
now sat in jail, that fact didn’t make Felicity feel better.Would things have been different if Felicity
had been there? Most likely, yes. She could have watched out for Grandma more. Kept an eye
on her. Stopped the man who’d claimed to be a friend from killing her grandma in order to keep
her silent.But Felicity had been so wrapped up in her career. In her education. In Ricky. It had all
been a mistake.She grabbed the man’s clothing from the floor and started to stuff it into the dryer
so he would have some warm clothes to wear when he woke up.If he woke up.No, she couldn’t
think like that. Of course, he would wake up. Why wouldn’t he? They’d found him early enough.
She had called 911, and the operator walked her through the proper steps for dealing with
hypothermia. Felicity had already done most of them. If he took a turn for the worse, they’d try to
get an ambulance out here.Her throat tightened as she checked his pockets. There was a wallet
there. Brody Joyner. Hertford, North Carolina. She saw his birthdate and calculated his age to be
thirty-one.She dug deeper into his wallet, feeling nosy but casting her worries aside. He was a
stranger in her home. She had to do whatever she needed in order to protect herself, her aunt,
and her property. There was no question about that.She found no credit cards. Was that
because he was responsible financially? Or did he have collectors after him, and he had such
bad credit he couldn’t get cards?She also found a punch card from a yogurt shop in the
neighboring town of Elizabeth City.How bad could a guy be who had a punch card from a frozen
yogurt joint?She shivered as she put his wallet on top of the washer. She quickly stuffed his
clothes into the dryer. As she did, something clattered onto the floor.She paused.What was that?



A key, she realized.She picked it up carefully. This wasn’t any ordinary key. It was a skeleton key,
the kind of key kids played with when they hunted for gold at the end of rainbows.Why in the
world did someone like Brody Joyner have this? He didn’t wear a wedding ring. But that didn’t
mean he didn’t have kids somewhere . . . kids who could be worried about their father right
now.After she turned on the dryer, she held the key with both hands to examine it.This was
heavier than most of the souvenir variety, like it was made of real metal. She squinted and looked
closer. The key appeared slightly rusted, and the intricate yet imperfect design on the key’s
handle made her pause.It was probably nothing. But, if she had a chance later, she wanted to
examine it further. Right now, she needed to check on the stranger in her home.Chapter
ThreeTen minutes later, Felicity sat in front of the fire and sipped some coffee. The man lay
behind her, a mountain of blankets piled on top of him. He still hadn’t regained consciousness,
but his chest rose and fell, indicating he was still alive.The fire crackled in the fireplace, warming
the room so much that it felt like a furnace. Why she was drinking coffee on top of all of the heat
pouring into the space, she wasn’t sure, except for the fact that coffee always comforted her.
That, combined with the hearty aroma of her aunt’s Brunswick stew on the stove, brought her a
moment of consolation.Well, all of that, and the fact that she’d retrieved her gun from her room. It
currently rested on the floor in front of her. She didn’t know what would happen when this man
woke up, and she didn’t want to take any chances. Better safe than sorry.The snow still fell
outside, making this a February to remember. The sun was beginning to sink lower and would
soon be gone. In the background, the TV murmured and Aunt Bonny was using some bright-
hued pencils to finish a page in an adult coloring book.If Felicity planned on living here, she’d try
to fix up this place and help it return to its former glory. The ceiling and woodwork were
remarkable, but everything was buried under years of age and neglect. As a child she’d
imagined the parties that had once been held here, complete with women wearing corsets and
fancy gowns and men dressed in their finest. She imagined soldiers returning from war, and
residents covered in sweat and grime after working in the fields all day.Felicity glanced back at
the man once more, to make sure he was still breathing. What was he doing out in this weather?
Had he been called to an emergency? Had he been running from someone? Was he simply not
very wise?“Handsome, isn’t he?” Aunt Bonny looked up at her.How long had her aunt been
watching her? There was no telling.Felicity’s friends had always called her Crazy Aunt Bonny,
but Felicity had never allowed herself that guilty pleasure. It seemed too disrespectful. But, since
Felicity had moved to Hertford and gotten to know the woman better, she often wondered if her
friends were right. Her aunt said some very strange things sometimes.Felicity glanced at the
man’s face and shrugged. “I suppose.”There was no supposing about it. Of course, he was
handsome, even in his unconscious state. But Felicity couldn’t care less about his attractiveness
or lack of attractiveness at the moment. All she cared about was that scar. She couldn’t get it out
of her mind.Aunt Bonny nodded at her gun. “You ever used one of those before?”Felicity glanced
at the Glock in front of her. “No, but I took lessons.”“I reckon that’s because you’re a city
girl.”Felicity had actually purchased it because she had transported valuables from her office to



her home on more than one occasion. Right now, she was glad she had it, even if that job was
long gone . . . just like her reputation. And it had all happened at the hands of a man who
supposedly loved her.“It’s a good thing I’ve got this. Did you see that scar on his chest?” Her
blood went cold when she thought about it.Aunt Bonny wagged her eyebrows. “His very defined
chest?”“Aunt Bonny!”She grinned before she shrugged nonchalantly. “Probably wrestled with a
rooster.”Felicity stared at her aunt for a moment in bewilderment. “What?”“Those roosters. They
can tear someone up.”Felicity said nothing. Let her aunt think what she might. Felicity knew it
was a bullet wound. And she didn’t like the implications of that fact.Brody Joyner had a whopper
of a headache and an aching numbness throughout his body. Somewhere in his semiconscious
state, he heard talking. He felt warmth.Slowly, he began regaining feeling in his limbs—the pins
and needles sort of feeling, but feeling nonetheless. His mind wafted from flashback to
flashback.First, he remembered being out on the river. He remembered docking his boat. Then
he saw whiteness surrounding him, as if stuck in an episode of The Twilight Zone. Then he
drifted into nothingness again.Danger . . . the message seemed to call to him from afar.Wake
up.In an instant, he was on alert. His eyes jerked open, and uneasiness filled him.Fight, Brody.
Fight. Your life depends on it.Slowly, the room came into focus. A woman sat only a foot from
him, her blonde hair and easy profile facing a crackling fire. His breath caught at the sight of her.
She was beautiful.And dangerous. He wasn’t sure where the thought came from, but he had to
trust his instincts.She glanced at him, alarm filling her. He followed her gaze as it jerked to the
floor. A gun. She had a gun.His reflexes snapped into action. He lunged forward, catching the
woman in a chokehold. The mug in her hands crashed to the floor. Liquid seeped onto the wood
below him.Leaving one arm around her neck, he quickly grabbed the gun from the floor and held
it to the woman’s head.“Who are you?” he hissed.The woman gasped. Clawed at his arms. Her
body jostled as she tried to get away.“I asked you who you were,” he repeated through gritted
teeth.“Felicity French.” Her voice quivered.The scent of her shampoo—fruity and sweet—drifted
upward, temporarily calming him. “Where have you taken me?”“It’s . . . this is my house. I found
you out—outside in the snow. Half-frozen. I was afraid you would die.”He involuntarily loosened
his grip as more questions hit him. He had no recall of how he had gotten here. “Where am I?”“I
told you—my house.”“No, I mean where exactly is your house?”“Hertford, North Carolina.”“Who
do you work for?” he demanded.There were people who wanted him dead. Drug rings he’d
busted. Modern-day pirates he’d sent to jail. Human-trafficking operations he’d shut down. He
could remember those things. But not how he’d gotten here.“I don’t work for anyone. I’m . . .
unemployed.”His eyes roamed his surroundings. It appeared to be an ordinary home, although
outdated and slightly musty. It was large with high ceilings and ornate—though faded—
woodwork.“Is there anyone else here?” he demanded.Just as the words left his mouth, an older
woman stepped from the shadows with a rolling pin in hand. She patted it against her palm and
scowled. “I am, and if you don’t let her go, I’ll bash your head in like bread dough that rose too
high.”He almost laughed. But then he saw the serious expression on her face and decided better
of it. “How’d I get here?”“I told you,” the woman he’d grabbed said through what sounded like



clenched teeth. “I found you outside. In the snow. I obviously should have left you there,
especially if this is the thanks I get.”“That’s right. She saved your life, you ungrateful brat,” the
older woman muttered, smacking that rolling pin against her hand again. “What kind of idiot goes
out in weather like this?”Weather like this? What did she mean? He didn’t dare look at the
window for fear of being clobbered.His muscles tensed. Saved his life? What had happened?He
glanced at his arm. Where had the strange clothing come from? A blue flannel shirt covered his
upper half. Sweats concealed his legs. Colorful blankets were tangled at his feet.“Please,” the
woman whispered. “I was only trying to help. Put the gun down.”There was something about the
desperation in her voice, the honesty in the emotion, that made him trust her.He released his
grip, and the woman scooted far away from him, gasping for air and touching her neck.
Accusation and disgust stained her eyes.Regret panged inside him. He’d scared her. Brody
wasn’t sure where his reaction had come from. He’d been certain he was in danger.“I’m sorry,” he
started. “I didn’t mean to hurt you.”She scowled, disdain dripping from her voice. “Could have
fooled me. Who are you?”“My name is Brody.” At least he remembered that. He remembered his
tiny house, his truck, his job with the Coast Guard. He recalled Bible studies, Sunday morning
church services, and his favorite barbecue restaurant. But nothing about how he got here
today.“Why were you out in the storm, Sonny Boy?” The older woman had a G.I. Joe look on her
face as she glared at him, ready to attack.He opened his mouth to answer but shut it again. “I
don’t know.”“What do you mean you don’t know?” the older woman asked.He rubbed his
temples, trying to make his thoughts come into focus. Finally, he shook his head. “I mean, I don’t
know. I only remember docking my boat. Everything after that is blank.”Chapter ThreeChapter
ThreeChapter ThreeChapter ThreeChapter ThreeTen minutes later, Felicity sat in front of the fire
and sipped some coffee. The man lay behind her, a mountain of blankets piled on top of him. He
still hadn’t regained consciousness, but his chest rose and fell, indicating he was still alive.The
fire crackled in the fireplace, warming the room so much that it felt like a furnace. Why she was
drinking coffee on top of all of the heat pouring into the space, she wasn’t sure, except for the
fact that coffee always comforted her. That, combined with the hearty aroma of her aunt’s
Brunswick stew on the stove, brought her a moment of consolation.Well, all of that, and the fact
that she’d retrieved her gun from her room. It currently rested on the floor in front of her. She
didn’t know what would happen when this man woke up, and she didn’t want to take any
chances. Better safe than sorry.The snow still fell outside, making this a February to remember.
The sun was beginning to sink lower and would soon be gone. In the background, the TV
murmured and Aunt Bonny was using some bright-hued pencils to finish a page in an adult
coloring book.If Felicity planned on living here, she’d try to fix up this place and help it return to
its former glory. The ceiling and woodwork were remarkable, but everything was buried under
years of age and neglect. As a child she’d imagined the parties that had once been held here,
complete with women wearing corsets and fancy gowns and men dressed in their finest. She
imagined soldiers returning from war, and residents covered in sweat and grime after working in
the fields all day.Felicity glanced back at the man once more, to make sure he was still breathing.



What was he doing out in this weather? Had he been called to an emergency? Had he been
running from someone? Was he simply not very wise?“Handsome, isn’t he?” Aunt Bonny looked
up at her.How long had her aunt been watching her? There was no telling.Felicity’s friends had
always called her Crazy Aunt Bonny, but Felicity had never allowed herself that guilty pleasure. It
seemed too disrespectful. But, since Felicity had moved to Hertford and gotten to know the
woman better, she often wondered if her friends were right. Her aunt said some very strange
things sometimes.Felicity glanced at the man’s face and shrugged. “I suppose.”There was no
supposing about it. Of course, he was handsome, even in his unconscious state. But Felicity
couldn’t care less about his attractiveness or lack of attractiveness at the moment. All she cared
about was that scar. She couldn’t get it out of her mind.Aunt Bonny nodded at her gun. “You ever
used one of those before?”Felicity glanced at the Glock in front of her. “No, but I took lessons.”“I
reckon that’s because you’re a city girl.”Felicity had actually purchased it because she had
transported valuables from her office to her home on more than one occasion. Right now, she
was glad she had it, even if that job was long gone . . . just like her reputation. And it had all
happened at the hands of a man who supposedly loved her.“It’s a good thing I’ve got this. Did
you see that scar on his chest?” Her blood went cold when she thought about it.Aunt Bonny
wagged her eyebrows. “His very defined chest?”“Aunt Bonny!”She grinned before she shrugged
nonchalantly. “Probably wrestled with a rooster.”Felicity stared at her aunt for a moment in
bewilderment. “What?”“Those roosters. They can tear someone up.”Felicity said nothing. Let her
aunt think what she might. Felicity knew it was a bullet wound. And she didn’t like the
implications of that fact.Brody Joyner had a whopper of a headache and an aching numbness
throughout his body. Somewhere in his semiconscious state, he heard talking. He felt
warmth.Slowly, he began regaining feeling in his limbs—the pins and needles sort of feeling, but
feeling nonetheless. His mind wafted from flashback to flashback.First, he remembered being
out on the river. He remembered docking his boat. Then he saw whiteness surrounding him, as if
stuck in an episode of The Twilight Zone. Then he drifted into nothingness again.Danger . . . the
message seemed to call to him from afar.Wake up.In an instant, he was on alert. His eyes jerked
open, and uneasiness filled him.Fight, Brody. Fight. Your life depends on it.Slowly, the room
came into focus. A woman sat only a foot from him, her blonde hair and easy profile facing a
crackling fire. His breath caught at the sight of her. She was beautiful.And dangerous. He wasn’t
sure where the thought came from, but he had to trust his instincts.She glanced at him, alarm
filling her. He followed her gaze as it jerked to the floor. A gun. She had a gun.His reflexes
snapped into action. He lunged forward, catching the woman in a chokehold. The mug in her
hands crashed to the floor. Liquid seeped onto the wood below him.Leaving one arm around her
neck, he quickly grabbed the gun from the floor and held it to the woman’s head.“Who are you?”
he hissed.The woman gasped. Clawed at his arms. Her body jostled as she tried to get away.“I
asked you who you were,” he repeated through gritted teeth.“Felicity French.” Her voice
quivered.The scent of her shampoo—fruity and sweet—drifted upward, temporarily calming him.
“Where have you taken me?”“It’s . . . this is my house. I found you out—outside in the snow. Half-



frozen. I was afraid you would die.”He involuntarily loosened his grip as more questions hit him.
He had no recall of how he had gotten here. “Where am I?”“I told you—my house.”“No, I mean
where exactly is your house?”“Hertford, North Carolina.”“Who do you work for?” he
demanded.There were people who wanted him dead. Drug rings he’d busted. Modern-day
pirates he’d sent to jail. Human-trafficking operations he’d shut down. He could remember those
things. But not how he’d gotten here.“I don’t work for anyone. I’m . . . unemployed.”His eyes
roamed his surroundings. It appeared to be an ordinary home, although outdated and slightly
musty. It was large with high ceilings and ornate—though faded—woodwork.“Is there anyone
else here?” he demanded.Just as the words left his mouth, an older woman stepped from the
shadows with a rolling pin in hand. She patted it against her palm and scowled. “I am, and if you
don’t let her go, I’ll bash your head in like bread dough that rose too high.”He almost laughed.
But then he saw the serious expression on her face and decided better of it. “How’d I get here?”“I
told you,” the woman he’d grabbed said through what sounded like clenched teeth. “I found you
outside. In the snow. I obviously should have left you there, especially if this is the thanks I
get.”“That’s right. She saved your life, you ungrateful brat,” the older woman muttered, smacking
that rolling pin against her hand again. “What kind of idiot goes out in weather like this?”Weather
like this? What did she mean? He didn’t dare look at the window for fear of being clobbered.His
muscles tensed. Saved his life? What had happened?He glanced at his arm. Where had the
strange clothing come from? A blue flannel shirt covered his upper half. Sweats concealed his
legs. Colorful blankets were tangled at his feet.“Please,” the woman whispered. “I was only trying
to help. Put the gun down.”There was something about the desperation in her voice, the honesty
in the emotion, that made him trust her.He released his grip, and the woman scooted far away
from him, gasping for air and touching her neck. Accusation and disgust stained her eyes.Regret
panged inside him. He’d scared her. Brody wasn’t sure where his reaction had come from. He’d
been certain he was in danger.“I’m sorry,” he started. “I didn’t mean to hurt you.”She scowled,
disdain dripping from her voice. “Could have fooled me. Who are you?”“My name is Brody.” At
least he remembered that. He remembered his tiny house, his truck, his job with the Coast
Guard. He recalled Bible studies, Sunday morning church services, and his favorite barbecue
restaurant. But nothing about how he got here today.“Why were you out in the storm, Sonny
Boy?” The older woman had a G.I. Joe look on her face as she glared at him, ready to attack.He
opened his mouth to answer but shut it again. “I don’t know.”“What do you mean you don’t
know?” the older woman asked.He rubbed his temples, trying to make his thoughts come into
focus. Finally, he shook his head. “I mean, I don’t know. I only remember docking my boat.
Everything after that is blank.”Chapter Four“Don’t play games with me.” Felicity seethed out the
words, her fear replaced with anger. No way was she letting someone come into her home and
threaten her.“I wish I were.” The man rubbed his neck and rocked back. Confusion strained his
gaze.Felicity’s eyebrows shot up at his words, and she approached the conversation cautiously.
“What do you mean?”He shook his head, still squinting and rubbing his neck. “I . . . I can’t
remember anything. I have no idea how I got here.”Felicity’s shoulders sank. The perplexing look



on his face caused her heart to soften, even though she willed it not to. Compassion would only
equate to weakness in this situation. “What do you mean?”The man studied her face. “Do I know
you?”“So help me, if this is all an act . . .” Her words came out as a low growl.The agony in his
eyes again softened her heart. He lowered his head into his hands, before raking his fingers
through his thick hair. His eyes met hers.“It’s not an act.” His voice sounded hoarse and scratchy
with emotion. “And you’re not a sham either, telling me you have no idea who I am?”“I’m just as
confused as you. Were you out of your mind going out in this weather?”The light from the fire
danced across his face. Felicity waited for him to continue, hoping a memory was emerging from
some deep place in his mind. Maybe it would just take a minute. He did have that nasty bump on
his forehead.While he still stared at the fire, he spoke. “The last thing I remember is going out on
a rescue mission. Someone was out on the river in this weather.”“Are you a marine police officer
or something?”He shook his head. “No, Coast Guard. Anyway, I didn’t find him, and I had to
come back to shore because of the snow.” He lifted his gaze to hers. “Then I woke up here. I
can’t remember anything else.”Felicity’s mind whirled at full-speed. No, it couldn’t be. Things like
this didn’t happen in real life, only in the movies. Or maybe he was playing a trick on her, trying to
fool her.One look into his wide eyes and she believed him, though.“You have short-term memory
loss,” she mumbled. Her gaze flickered to his forehead. “Your head wound might have something
to do with it.”He gingerly touched the sore spot with his fingertips. For a moment he looked like a
lost little boy and Felicity’s heart went out to him.He was ready to kill you, Felicity. Be careful.He
lowered his hand and touched the scruff on his chin. Felicity could see him absorbing each fact.
She couldn’t imagine what it would be like to not know how you’d ended up in a strange
place.The man cleared his throat and dropped his hand. “How did you find me?”“I was looking
out the window. I saw you right before you went down.”“Thank goodness for that. This could have
ended badly.” He studied her a moment. “I’m sorry about what happened earlier. I don’t know
why . . .”“It’s okay.” Felicity stood and started toward the kitchen. “I’m going to fix you something
warm to drink. You’re still not out of danger yet.”“I’ll stand guard.” Aunt Bonny pounded her rolling
pin again.Felicity didn’t wait for a response. Instead she went to the kitchen and began a pot of
coffee, desperate to compose herself.When Brody put her in a headlock earlier, she’d been
totally thrown off guard. She’d been unaware he possessed that kind of strength or energy,
especially in his injured state. How much of his hostility stemmed from parts of his life he
couldn’t remember—parts related to that bullet wound? Even though he was Coast Guard, that
didn’t mean he was a good guy.After the coffee finished perking, she poured the liquid into an
oversized mug, and grabbed a small trash bag and several paper towels. When she returned to
the living room, Brody sat on the couch, a far-off expression on his face. Cautiously, she handed
him the drink.“This will help warm you up.”He mumbled a thank you and took the mug. After the
first sip, he coughed.“Go slow.” Felicity started to reach forward to help him, but stopped mid-
motion and clasped her hands in front of her instead. “You’re lucky you don’t have hypothermia
right now.”He said nothing. Felicity studied him, noting how his eyes were tight at the corners and
how the wrinkles on his forehead showed concentration. He was trying to remember, trying to



put his mind at ease.Felicity cleaned up her broken coffee mug, searching for any stray shards
of porcelain, and soaking up the spilled liquid. She tied all the trash in the plastic bag and
deposited it in the wastebasket.When she sat down, he drank the last drop of his coffee and
handed the mug to her. “If you’ll just allow me to use your shower, I’ll get out of your
way.”Felicity’s lip tugged up in a half-smile. “You’re not going anywhere.”Brody raised his
eyebrows. The questions in his eyes stirred Felicity’s soul.Chapter FourChapter FourChapter
FourChapter FourChapter Four“Don’t play games with me.” Felicity seethed out the words, her
fear replaced with anger. No way was she letting someone come into her home and threaten
her.“I wish I were.” The man rubbed his neck and rocked back. Confusion strained his
gaze.Felicity’s eyebrows shot up at his words, and she approached the conversation cautiously.
“What do you mean?”He shook his head, still squinting and rubbing his neck. “I . . . I can’t
remember anything. I have no idea how I got here.”Felicity’s shoulders sank. The perplexing look
on his face caused her heart to soften, even though she willed it not to. Compassion would only
equate to weakness in this situation. “What do you mean?”The man studied her face. “Do I know
you?”“So help me, if this is all an act . . .” Her words came out as a low growl.The agony in his
eyes again softened her heart. He lowered his head into his hands, before raking his fingers
through his thick hair. His eyes met hers.“It’s not an act.” His voice sounded hoarse and scratchy
with emotion. “And you’re not a sham either, telling me you have no idea who I am?”“I’m just as
confused as you. Were you out of your mind going out in this weather?”The light from the fire
danced across his face. Felicity waited for him to continue, hoping a memory was emerging from
some deep place in his mind. Maybe it would just take a minute. He did have that nasty bump on
his forehead.While he still stared at the fire, he spoke. “The last thing I remember is going out on
a rescue mission. Someone was out on the river in this weather.”“Are you a marine police officer
or something?”He shook his head. “No, Coast Guard. Anyway, I didn’t find him, and I had to
come back to shore because of the snow.” He lifted his gaze to hers. “Then I woke up here. I
can’t remember anything else.”Felicity’s mind whirled at full-speed. No, it couldn’t be. Things like
this didn’t happen in real life, only in the movies. Or maybe he was playing a trick on her, trying to
fool her.One look into his wide eyes and she believed him, though.“You have short-term memory
loss,” she mumbled. Her gaze flickered to his forehead. “Your head wound might have something
to do with it.”He gingerly touched the sore spot with his fingertips. For a moment he looked like a
lost little boy and Felicity’s heart went out to him.He was ready to kill you, Felicity. Be careful.He
lowered his hand and touched the scruff on his chin. Felicity could see him absorbing each fact.
She couldn’t imagine what it would be like to not know how you’d ended up in a strange
place.The man cleared his throat and dropped his hand. “How did you find me?”“I was looking
out the window. I saw you right before you went down.”“Thank goodness for that. This could have
ended badly.” He studied her a moment. “I’m sorry about what happened earlier. I don’t know
why . . .”“It’s okay.” Felicity stood and started toward the kitchen. “I’m going to fix you something
warm to drink. You’re still not out of danger yet.”“I’ll stand guard.” Aunt Bonny pounded her rolling
pin again.Felicity didn’t wait for a response. Instead she went to the kitchen and began a pot of



coffee, desperate to compose herself.When Brody put her in a headlock earlier, she’d been
totally thrown off guard. She’d been unaware he possessed that kind of strength or energy,
especially in his injured state. How much of his hostility stemmed from parts of his life he
couldn’t remember—parts related to that bullet wound? Even though he was Coast Guard, that
didn’t mean he was a good guy.After the coffee finished perking, she poured the liquid into an
oversized mug, and grabbed a small trash bag and several paper towels. When she returned to
the living room, Brody sat on the couch, a far-off expression on his face. Cautiously, she handed
him the drink.“This will help warm you up.”He mumbled a thank you and took the mug. After the
first sip, he coughed.“Go slow.” Felicity started to reach forward to help him, but stopped mid-
motion and clasped her hands in front of her instead. “You’re lucky you don’t have hypothermia
right now.”He said nothing. Felicity studied him, noting how his eyes were tight at the corners and
how the wrinkles on his forehead showed concentration. He was trying to remember, trying to
put his mind at ease.Felicity cleaned up her broken coffee mug, searching for any stray shards
of porcelain, and soaking up the spilled liquid. She tied all the trash in the plastic bag and
deposited it in the wastebasket.When she sat down, he drank the last drop of his coffee and
handed the mug to her. “If you’ll just allow me to use your shower, I’ll get out of your
way.”Felicity’s lip tugged up in a half-smile. “You’re not going anywhere.”Brody raised his
eyebrows. The questions in his eyes stirred Felicity’s soul.
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Faithdp24, “Related to Blackbeard. According to her Aunt Bonnie, she was the 5th great
granddaughter of Blackbeard. However, she knows better. Aunt Bonnie's mind just isn't clear.
There is plenty of action plus some swoon worthy romance too.  A quick read.”

Pam J, “Great addition to a great series. A woman grieving broken dreams. A man struggling to
regain memories. A secret entrenched in folklore dating back two centuries. Antiquarian Felicity
French has no clue the trouble she’s inviting in when she rescues a man outside her grandma’s
old plantation house during a treacherous snowstorm. All she wants is to nurse her battered
heart and wounded ego, as well as come to terms with her past. Now she’s stuck inside with a
stranger sporting an old bullet wound and forgotten hours. Coast Guardsman Brody Joyner can't
remember why he was out in such perilous weather, how he injured his head, or how a strange
key got into his pocket. He also has no idea why his pint-sized savior has such a huge chip on
her shoulder. He has no choice but to make the best of things until the storm passes. Brody and
Felicity’s rocky start goes from tense to worse when danger closes in. Who else wants the
mysterious key that somehow ended up in Brody’s pocket? Why? The unlikely duo quickly
becomes entrenched in an adventure of a lifetime, one that could have ties to local folklore and
Felicity’s ancestors. But sometimes the past leads to darkness . . . darkness that doesn’t wait for
anyone.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Loved it. Christy's books just get better. Love the way characters in her
other books show up in the next one. One of my favorite authors.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Read them all.. Had to read them all before I could write. Not because I
didn’t lik each and everyone. I had to get to the next book to see what would happen. Not
disappointed with keeping the characters entwined. Great job with “ I didn’t se that coming”
moments in ea h book. Great reading.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Wonderful story. This was a wonderful series, Brody was blaming
himself for what happened to his girlfriend. He was doing the «what ifs».With the help of his
friends he found his way back to God. Felicity was angry with God for what happened to her
parents and her grandmother, She was also upset because she put her trust in her boyfriend
Rick and he betrayed her. She had put aside prayer. God know how to help hurting people he
bring them together where they need each other and him. That is what happened with Felicity
and Brody. This book had murder, attempted murder and kidnapping.”

Kendra Waldriff, “Wait Until Dark. Loved this one, nothing new there! This is the third book in the
Carolina Moon series. I loved it from the first sentence and was sucked in immediately! Brody
Joyner is out in a bad storm and comes across a man in the middle of the road who is in pretty



bad shape. He tries to help, and finds himself getting shot at. The next thing he knows he wakes
up in the home of Felicity, who found him out in her front yard freezing in the snow. He has no
memory of what happened. This is a great mystery with a really neat twist; Felecity may be
related to Blackbeard himself! Crazy. Loved this book and as always am patiently waiting for
Christy's next great book!”

Ebook Library Reader, “A great way tobend a series!. I loved the history and knowledge of
antiques along with the good storyline. I became frustrated with the female character and
personality she was given...too many times she was to wimpy to be believable but at the end she
was better...all in all a good read.”

Laura Hamby, “Fictional fantasy. This was not your typical contemporary fictional love story.This
book takes you on a journey through relationships and how not forgiving yourself can affect you
for years to come. It also takes you on an adventure with characters you feel like you know! At
least one of which really was a “character!”

Lynne Clark, “great reading. One of my favorite suspense writers has penned another tense
mystery, kept me interested from the first page to the last, I loved the theme of the book as well,
great work Christy, keep up the great work, I love your stories, can't get enough of them”

Linda Boran, “Wait until Dark. This is an awesome book and I enjoyed reading it so much. I
recommend it highly. I look forward to the next book by Christy.”

The book by Lauren Tarshis has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 177 people have provided feedback.
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