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She watched her house burn down with her family inside.She killed her abusive husband in self-
defense.Detective Olivia Mast swore she’d never return to her former Amish community in Unity,
Maine, where it all happened. She’d rather run through gunfire than go back there, but she has
her orders.The community refuses to seek justice after a murder, so Olivia must don her prayer
kapp once more to investigate undercover. She’s the only one in her unit able to blend in as one
of the Amish and get information from them.Because she’s going undercover, she has to
deceive her community and family by letting them think she wants to rejoin the Amish and come
home for good.To top it all off, she must also covertly protect the man she dated as a teenager,
Isaac Troyer, who somehow looks even better now than he did back then. But that’s beside the
point. They aren’t the teenagers they used to be.When Olivia returns to Unity, Isaac Troyer
believes he’s getting a second chance at love.Though a plain cabinet maker, he’s a target. And
he has no idea Olivia is now an undercover detective carrying a 9mm under her skirts.When
Olivia realizes she needs Isaac's help most of all because of his connections to the suspect, she
must tell him the truth. Will Isaac be willing to break sacred Amish rules in order to help Olivia
stop the murderer?Undercover Amish was a finalist in Maine Romance Writers Strut Your Stuff
Competition 2015 where it received 26 out of 27 points!"Buy this book! It's a five-star read in my
opinion. Whether you have ever read Amish detective stories before or not, I know you'll like this
one and be totally engaged from start to finish. The characters are well-developed, unique,
quirky and three-dimensional. I enjoyed the author giving her readers an inside view of the
Amish community, especially during dangerous and unpredictable times. I eagerly await the
sequel to this novel!"-Wendy Pearson, moderator of The Write Practice

..".a brilliant study of the psychological conditions which made possible the development of
capitalist civilization."
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Looking for something new to read? Check out my other books!Click here to check out other
books by Ashley EmmaUndercover AmishAshley EmmaThe characters and events in this book
are the creation of the author, and any resemblance to actual persons or events are purely
coincidental.Cover Design by Cormar Covers.UNDERCOVER AMISHCopyright © 2016 by
Ashley EmmaAll rights reserved.No part of this book may be copied, shared, or used without the
author’s permission.All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any manner,
except for brief quotations in critical articles or reviews, without permission.Praise for
Undercover Amish“Undercover Amish is the first Amish novel I've read, and I have to say it was a
fascinating and insightful look into a different culture. Ashley Emma clearly did extensive
research on the subject and portrayed this group in a compassionate, thoughtful manner. Couple
her careful handling of this society with her compelling characters and heart-racing plot, and
you've got a real winner!”-Staci Troilo, author of“What can I say, I LOVE mysteries! I love getting
to know the characters, their motivations and then trying to figure out the outcomes. I am
therefore delighted to have discovered Undercover Amish. Not only does the main character,
Olivia, have a unique background of being Amish, but the trajectory of her life from that
background to becoming a policewoman is fascinating and totally unexpected. Not only did I find
myself engrossed in the unraveling of a crime, but also in the learning about a culture, within my
own country, about which I was, admittedly, basically ignorant. Kudos to Ashley Emma for
creating this wonderful series. I can't wait to read more of them!”-Leslie K. Malin, LCSW,
psychotherapist, iLife Transition Coach, and author of website/blog:“Undercover Amish is a
suspenseful, realistic work of fiction. Ashley weaves two opposite worlds together in a fast-
paced story following Detective Olivia Mast. Olivia’s journey forces her to face issues of identity,
rise up to work challenges, and eventually she finds love. It’s an easy read that will keep you
guessing until the end.” -J.P. Sterling, author of Ruby in the Water“Buy this book! It's a five-star
read, in my opinion. Whether you have ever read Amish detective stories before or not, I know
you'll like this one and be totally engaged from start to finish. The characters are well-developed,
unique, quirky, and three-dimensional. I enjoyed the author giving her readers an inside view of
the Amish community, especially during dangerous and unpredictable times. I eagerly await the
sequel to this novel!”-Wendy Pearson, moderator of The Write Practice“I love a good mystery,
and this one has an interesting storyline. A relatively short read and kept me engaged and trying
to guess the next twist. This is the kind of book I love to have when traveling or for an afternoon
at the beach.”-C.L. Ferrari, bestselling author of“Ashley Emma has crafted an intriguing crime
mystery with a surprising twist. I didn't see that ending coming at all. And I'm a little jealous. Once
I got into this book, I couldn't put it down.”-Michael Wilkinson, bestselling author of“I really
enjoyed this book, right through the last page!! Undercover Amish is a compelling read that will
keep you going until the very end! The only disappointing thing for me about Undercover Amish
was when the story ended—I already miss the main characters!”-Sue M Wilson, author of Home



Matters“This book will take no time at all to grab you and take you into a world most of us know
nothing about. Because the author spent time with the Amish, Ashley Emma is able to present
her story in a truthful manner. After you read this, you will feel as though you know enough to say
you understand them. (You may even find yourself wanting to wear more solids.) But murder has
crept into their safe haven. Olivia, the main character, who was once Amish comes back and
investigates a string of crimes, all while being undercover. I highly recommend this book. Ashley
keeps you on the edge of your horse and buggy seat while making you fall in love with her
characters. You’ll be sorry once it is over. Thankfully there are more of her books to read coming
soon!”-Emily L. Pittsford, author of“Don't let the word "Amish" fool you, with more than one twist
at the end, this book is very riveting. I didn't want to put it down. I've been looking for a new
author to read for a while, so glad I found Ashley Emma. Can't wait for her next one.”-Karen
Herzog, court transcript proofreaderPraise for Amish for a Week“A refreshing glimpse inside
Ashley Emma’s writing process. Reading about her in-depth, genuine curiosity and appreciation
for the people she met on her adventure into the Amish community felt like an intimate behind-
the-scenes tour.”--Marie Schaeller, bestselling author of“Emma Ashley is a brilliant author. I
admire her work. I was wondering what it is like to be Amish and also what it is like to be inside
an Amish community. Through her books, she leads the readers into an unknown environment.
She does it in a way that does not make me feel lost or left all by myself. She holds the reader's
hand all along through the story. Therefore, I recommend you to get a tour with Emma Ashley in
her Amish world.”--Ndeye Labadens, multi-bestselling author of“An intriguing and riveting read!
This book gives readers a very rare peek into life in an Amish community. The author personally
immersed herself into the Amish life, in order to authentically portray their passion for
contentment, simplicity, and faith as the setting for an adventure of a lifetime. While it is an easy
read, it is very intriguing and riveting! The author has a way of drawing a reader into every scene
and keeping the momentum going. The characters she introduces us to are so real and
relatable, despite the fact that they live such distinct lives from what would be considered
mainstream modern America! In fact, there is a sense of envy that causes an inevitable
reflection on what we consider to be necessary and essential in our daily lives. It was a
refreshing read!”--Tracy Lee, author and pastor“I LOVE these Amish books by Ashley Emma.
They not only grab your interest and keep you reading, they give you a feel like you know a few
Amish people and care about them. This is the most powerful step to understanding a culture
different from your own. Thanks, Ashley, you have broadened my horizons, and you made it fun
on the way! There is also a homespun gentleness and honesty about the spiritual side of these
differences. If everyone acted like this, Christianity would have a better world view and there
would be less hatred in the world. There is nothing more we could ask for from a few books!”--
Chris McKay Pierce, author ofAcknowledgements for Undercover AmishI first of all want to thank
God for giving me a love of writing, which began when I was a child. He has set me on this
journey full of ups and downs, including eleven years of writing books and making writing
mistakes that have gotten me where I am now. It has been a long road, but finally, the first of



several of my books has been published and my dreams have come true!I also want to thank my
husband David, who has cheered me up when things got difficult and encouraged me when I
thought my books would be a failure. He has been on board with me from the beginning and is
always by my side!Thank you to my parents, the most generous people I know! Thank you to my
dad for building our house and to my mom for being a saintly mother to all six of us kids. She
home schooled us and brought me to dance practices and encouraged all of us to follow our
dreams. She was the one who first got me interested in the Amish when she let me borrow some
of her Amish romance novels. My mom was also the one who came with me when I went to live
with the Amish for the first time. She is the kind of person who will drop everything to help
someone when they call, and I hope I can be as generous as my parents one day.Thank you to
Scott Evans, my brother-in-law, who is a police officer, for answering all my questions about
police procedures and crime scene investigations.Thank you to these particular beta readers
who gave me valuable feedback that greatly improved this manuscript: Ethan Musser, Wendy
Pearson, Peggy Lowell, C.L. Ferarri, Eve Foreman, Sue Wilson, Brittany Nidds, and Jen
Mikesell. Thank you so much for your suggestions!And thank you to these awesome
proofreaders in my Facebook circle of proofreaders who found all those sneaky typos: Sharon
Ferrell, Staci Troilo, Rachel Boice, Lisa Incarnato, Kelly Polvi, Suzette May, Diana Smith Busby,
and Megan Romania.A BIG thank you to Stacy Claflin, Kathy Ide and Carol J. Post, three
amazing authors who answered so many of my questions over email. I hope that one day I will
be half the writer you are and that I can pass down what I have learned to someone who will
appreciate it like you did for me. I’ve never met any of you in person but I am so grateful to you
for teaching me so much! Thank you, Carol, for reading and critiquing the book! You’ll never
know how much I appreciate it.Thank you to Stephanie Blore and Marilize Roos for reading this
book, helping me tweak certain parts and making it so much better! I appreciate your help and
feedback so much.Also a big thank you to my Amish friends in Unity, Maine, who let me stay
with them and befriend them as I did research for this novel. They are some of the kindest
people I’ve ever met, and I truly do admire them.Author’s Note and Some Information about the
AmishThank you for reading Undercover Amish: A Covert Police Detectives Unit Novel. I had a
lot of fun spending time with the Amish of Unity, Maine, for this series when I was twenty years
old. I wrote this book (and a few other Amish novels coming soon) shortly after.I wrote two books
that describe when I lived with their community for several days in my book If you are curious
about what it would be like to live with the Amish, I bet you would like this book.Many people
have preconceived notions about the Amish that are just not true, thanks to unrealistic novels
and TV shows. There are numerous communities scattered across the USA, and there are also
some in Canada. Each one is unique and each community has different rules.For example,
many people might think that the Amish speak very formally, but in Maine they talk just like you
and me when they are speaking English. Some of the houses do have an outlet for charging
battery-operated devices. Also, they eat food that one would not think is Amish, like taco
casseroles. They ride bikes, but they don’t play instruments. They shop in stores to buy things



like toothpaste, perfume, hair elastics, crackers, and cereal.They have first names that don’t
always sound very Amish, and “dating” and “courting” mean the same thing to them. They do not
use electricity, but they do have indoor toilets. The Amish are known for being pacifists, and they
do not report crimes within their community. They are against answering questions from the
police about those crimes. They believe that they should forgive and move on, and they believe
that vengeance is the Lord’s, no matter what.I based this novel on the Amish of Maine. Each
Amish community has different rules and customs. Some allow solar panels, zippers, and
bicycles while some communities ban these things.The Amish are a really awesome group of
people. They are very friendly, outgoing, and approachable. They welcomed me, a total stranger,
into their homes and befriended me. They were also happy that I was doing my research before
writing this book.Covert Police Detectives Unit is a fictional branch in Maine made of police
officers, detectives, special agents and bodyguards who all work together. In the upcoming
books in this series, you will meet characters who work in the different departments of CPDU.I
do hope you enjoy this story! If you enjoyed it, I would appreciate an honest review on Ebook
Library so other readers can see what you thought of the book.Please visit to download some of
my books for free and join my email list so you can be the first to know about new book releases.
You can also become a beta reader—one of the first people to read my new books—and get
them all for free!If you want to see photos from my Amish adventure, check out my. Also, I love to
hear from my readers. Please feel free to email me at amishbookwriter@gmail.com or
ashley@ashleyemmaauthor.com and we can chat!Happy reading!Ashley EmmaTable of
ContentsChapter OneChapter TwoChapter ThreeChapter FourChapter FiveChapter SixChapter
SevenChapter EightChapter NineChapter TenChapter ElevenChapter TwelveChapter
ThirteenChapter FourteenChapter FifteenChapter SixteenEpilogueAbout the AuthorChapter
One“Did you find everything you were looking for?” Jake asked.Olivia Sullivan looked up to see
her husband staring at her with furrowed brows and narrowed eyes. The anger flickering in them
would soon grow into a hungry flame. He wouldn’t yell at her here in the grocery store, but she
should hurry to avoid a lecture later at home.For a moment, she pondered his question. Had she
found everything she was looking for?No.This was not the life she had signed up for when she
had made her vows to Jake Sullivan.“Olivia? Did you hear me?” His voice, low and menacing,
came through clenched teeth.“Sorry. I just need to find some toothpaste. I’ll be right back.”“Hurry
up. I’m hungry and want to go home.”Liv scurried with her basket toward the other end of the
store, her long purple dress flapping on her legs. She tugged on the thin ribbons of her white
prayer kapp to make sure it wasn’t crooked and almost ran into her neighbor, Isaac Troyer.She
halted so fast, her basket tipped and her groceries clattered to the floor. “Hi, Isaac. I’m so sorry! I
almost ran you over.”“It’s all right, Liv. Don’t worry about it!” He grinned, green eyes sparkling
reassuringly. Then the smile slid from his face and concern shadowed his expression.Fear
swelled within her. Did he know?She squirmed and avoided his gaze. “I’m so clumsy. I really
should watch where I’m going.” She shook her head, clearing her thoughts as she dropped to the
floor to pick up her groceries. Isaac hurried to help her.“Really, everyone does these things. So



how are you, Liv?” he asked in all seriousness, using the nickname he used to call her when they
had dated as teens. They had been so in love back then—until Jake came along and stole her
heart with his cheap lies. Isaac was an old friend now and nothing more. The piece of her she
had given to him when they had dated died the day she married Jake.She told herself to act
normal, even if he did suspect something. “I’m well. How are you?” She reached for a fallen box
of cereal. Her purple sleeve rode up her arm, revealing a dark bruise. She took in a quick, sharp
breath and yanked her sleeve down, turning away in shame.Had he seen it?Isaac rested his
fingers on her arm. “Liv, be honest. Is Jake hurting you? Or did you ‘walk into a door’ again? You
know I don’t believe that nonsense. I’ve known Jake since we were children, and I know how
angry he can get. And I know you might be silly sometimes, but you aren’t that clumsy.”She sure
wasn’t silly anymore. Her silliness had also died the day she married Jake.Olivia stared at Isaac
wide-eyed, unable to breathe. He did know the truth about Jake. Her pulse quickened as the
grocery store seemed to shrink around her, closing her in. Who else knew?“You don’t deserve
this, Liv.”What would Jake do to her if he found out Isaac knew?“Isaac… Promise me you won’t
say anything. If you do, he will hurt me terribly. Maybe even—”“Olivia! Are you okay?” Jake strode
over to them. He helped her up in what seemed like a loving way, and no one else noticed his
clenching grip on her arm.Except Isaac. His eyes grew cold as his jaw tightened.He knew.Oh,
God, please don’t let him say anything.No one would believe him, even if he did. Jake was
known for being a polite, helpful person. He was the kind of man who would help anyone at any
time, even in the middle of the night or in a storm. No one would ever suspect him of hitting his
wife.He hid that side of himself skillfully, with his mask of deceptive charm that had made her fall
in love with him so quickly.Jake finished piling the groceries into the basket as Isaac
stood.“Good to see you, Isaac.” Jake nodded to his former childhood friend.“Likewise. Take
care.” Isaac offered a big smile as though nothing had happened.When Liv glanced over her
shoulder at him as she and Jake walked away, Isaac stared back at her, concern lining every
feature of his face.Most of the buggy ride home was nerve-wracking silence. They passed the
green fields of summer in Unity, Maine. Horses and cows grazed in the sunlight, and Amish
children played in the front yards. Normally she would have enjoyed watching them, but Olivia
squeezed her eyes shut. She mentally braced herself for whatever storm raged in Jake’s mind
that he would soon unleash onto her.“Want to tell me what happened back there?”Jake’s voice
was not loud, but she could tell by his tone that he was infuriated. Who knew what awaited her at
home?“I bumped into Isaac and spilled my groceries. He was just helping me pick them up,” she
answered in a cool, calm voice. She clasped her hands together in her lap to stop them from
shaking, acting as though everything was fine. Their buggy jostled along the side of the road as
cars passed. Did he know what had really happened?“I was watching from a distance. I saw him
touch your arm. I saw the way he smiled at you. And I saw the way you stared at him. You never
look at me like that.”Here we go. She sucked in a deep breath, preparing for battle. At least he
hadn’t heard what Isaac had asked her. Jake was always accusing her of being interested in
other men, but it was never true. He was paranoid and insecure.“You know I love you, Jake.”“I



know. But did you ever truly let go of Isaac before you married me? Does part of you still miss
him?”“No, of course not! You have all my love.”“Then why don’t you act like it?” His knuckles
turned white as he clenched his fists tighter around the reins. “Why don’t you ever look at me like
that?”How could he expect her to shower him with love? She tried, but it was so hard to endure
his rampages and live up to his impossible standards. Yes, she had married him and would stay
true to her vows. She would remain by his side as his wife until death.However soon that may be.
Every time he had one of his rampages, she feared for her life more and more.She had given up
on romance a long time ago. Now she just tried to survive.If only her parents were still alive… but
they had been killed along with the rest of her family in a fire when she had been a teenager.
How many times had Liv wished that she could confide in her mother about Jake? She would
have known what to do.“I’m sorry, Jake. I’ll try to do better.” She told him what he wanted to
hear.“Good.” Smugness covered his face as he glanced at her and sat up a bit taller.When they
arrived home, he helped her unload the groceries without saying a word. She knew what was
coming. He internalized all his anger, and one small thing would send him over the edge once
they were behind closed doors.When everything was put away, he stalked off to the living room
to wait as she prepared dinner. She began chopping vegetables, and not even ten minutes had
passed when he stomped into the kitchen. As he startled her, the knife fell on the counter
top.Jake snarled through clenched teeth, crossing the room in three long strides. “You love him,
don’t you?”“No, Jake! I told you I don’t love him. I love you.” She struggled to keep her voice
steady. They had had this fight more than once.“Are you secretly seeing each other?”She spun
around to face him. “No! I would never do that.” She might wonder sometimes what her life would
have been like if she had married Isaac, but that didn’t mean she loved him or had feelings for
him, and it certainly didn’t mean she would have an affair with him. Happy or not, she was a
married Amish woman and would never be unfaithful to her husband.“I can see it all over your
face. It’s true. You are seeing him.” He lunged toward her, pinning her against the counter
top.She tried to shield her face with her hands. The familiar feeling of overwhelming panic filled
her. Her heart pounded as she anticipated what was coming. “No, that’s not true!”“After
everything I’ve given you!” His eyes burned with an angry fire stronger than she had ever seen
before. He raised his clenched fist and swung.Pain exploded in her skull. Her head snapped
back from the impact. Before she could recover, he wrapped his hands around her neck,
squeezing harder and harder until her feet lifted off the floor.She clawed at his hands, but he
only clenched tighter. Her lungs and throat burned; her body screamed for oxygen.This was it.
She was going to die. She was sure of it.A strange calm settled over her, and her eyes fluttered
shut. It was better this way.Her eyes snapped open.No. Not today. For the first time in her life, she
had to fight back.She tried to punch him, but it was as if he didn’t feel a thing. She tried to
scream for help, but her vocal chords were being crushed. She reached behind her for anything
to use to hit him in the head. Her fingers fumbled with something sharp, and it cut her hand. But
she ignored the pain.The knife.She gripped the handle. Before she could reconsider, she thrust
the knife as hard as she could into the side of his neck.Blood spurted from the wound as his grip



loosened. His eyes widened in shock, and his knees gave out as he crumpled to the floor.“What
have I done?” She inhaled shaky breaths, struggling to get air back into her lungs. Tears stung
her eyes. Bile crept up her throat, and she clamped a hand over her mouth. Panic and fear
washed over her and settled in her gut.She had stabbed her own husband.A sob shook her
chest. “Oh, dear Lord! Please be with me.”There was so much blood. Her stomach churned, and
her ears rang. Her head was weightless, and her vision tunneled into blackness. She slid against
the handmade wooden cabinets to sit on the floor.She should run to the phone shanty and call
an ambulance, but she couldn’t move. There was no way she could run or even walk all the way
to the shanty without passing out. She would have gone next door to her uncle’s house, but her
relatives were out of town.As her vision tunneled, she wasn’t sure if she was possibly losing
consciousness or dying from being choked.Either way, she was free.Chapter TwoSix years
later“Jefferson! Run the other way!” Olivia shouted as she sprinted around the side of a broken-
down house in Augusta, Maine. Her partner, Officer Jefferson Martin, bolted around the opposite
side of the house, hoping to catch the culprit, who had just run to the other side. Maybe they
could meet him in the middle, and the criminal would be trapped in the fenced-in yard.When
Olivia thought of the young girl this man had kidnapped, she pushed herself even faster, her hair
flying behind her. She reached the corner of the house, lifted her pistol, and swept the area. The
perpetrator swung a rusty crowbar at her head. She ducked just in time to dodge it.It thudded
into the house right beside her face. She whipped around and shoved him up against the wall.
“Nice try.”He struggled in her grasp, but she held onto him tightly as her partner rounded the
corner and helped hold him down. When the perp would not stop wriggling and shouting
protests, Jefferson pinned him to the ground and handcuffed him. “George Burke, you are under
arrest for kidnapping. You have the right to remain silent…”Jefferson finished reciting Burke’s
rights to him as he led him to the police car and shut the criminal inside. Jefferson questioned
him about where the girl was, but the man said nothing.“You think the girl is in there?” Olivia
asked her partner, nodding toward the shabby house.“Maybe, since he bolted out the back door
when we pulled in the driveway. Let’s go check it out.”A second patrol car arrived as backup and
guarded the criminal while Olivia and Jefferson entered the house, weapons drawn.“Not exactly
a home fit for being in an interior decorating magazine.” Olivia wrinkled her nose at the piles of
dirty dishes in the kitchen, the messy floors, the questionable smells. In the laundry room,
baskets of clothes covered the top of the washing machine. She held up her Smith and Wesson
M&P Shield pistol as she poked her head around the corner. “Clear!”“Clear in the living room!”
Jefferson called.“Let’s check the basement.”They approached the door, and he quickly pulled it
open. “Anybody down there? Police!”No response. The partners glanced at each other, nodded,
and descended the stairs, looking carefully for any sign of life or movement.They poked around
for about ten minutes, looking for some clue where they could find Miranda Nelson, the little girl
Burke had kidnapped. They had evidence he had taken her, but they didn’t know where he was
keeping her.“Hey, wasn’t there a washing machine upstairs?” Olivia raised an eyebrow at the
beat-up appliance placed crookedly against a wall.“Yeah, there was.”“This one is just taking up



space. I know this guy isn’t very tidy, but why have two washing machines, especially when one
looks like that? This might be nothing, but I have a weird feeling about it.” Liv walked over to it
and looked behind it. “There’s something back here.”Jefferson hurried over and helped her move
it aside to reveal a small door in the floor. Olivia reached down and flung it open. “Miranda?
We’re the police. Are you down there?” She reached for the flashlight on her belt.A soft whimper
sounded in the darkness. While Jefferson called the paramedics, Olivia aimed the beam of the
flashlight in the hole in the floor, which revealed a space a little bigger than a small closet. There,
illuminated by the light, sat a young girl with her hands tied and her mouth covered with duct
tape.Anger flooded Liv’s veins. How could a person do this to a little girl? She had been missing
for days. Who knew how long she had been down here? If only Olivia could get her hands on
that guy…but she wouldn’t. Besides, the other inmates in prison would show him how people felt
toward criminals who kidnapped little children.“Miranda, my name is Detective Olivia Mast, and
I’m from a unit called Covert Police Detectives Unit. May I come down? This is my partner,
Officer Jefferson Martin, and we are going to take you home.”The girl looked up at them for a
moment with tired eyes, then slowly nodded.Olivia climbed down, and Jefferson followed.The
girl began to make sounds, as if she was protesting. She couldn’t speak with that tape over her
mouth. What was she trying to tell them? “Jefferson, go back up. I think she is afraid of men right
now,” Liv told him quietly. “You go ahead.” He climbed up and took a few steps away.Olivia bent
down and crawled to the girl in the small space. “I’m going to take those ropes off, okay? I’m
going to cut them, but I’ll be very careful.”The child calmed down and let Olivia saw through the
knots with her pocket knife. “I’m going to take off the tape now.”After Liv pulled off the tape,
Miranda winced but quickly recovered. “Are you really taking me home?” Her eyes grew big,
hopeful.“Yes, Miranda. Your family is waiting to see you. They missed you so much.” Liv offered
her hand. The girl’s small hand held on, and Liv pulled her up. The child wobbled and fell into
Liv’s arms.“My foot hurts. I can’t walk.” Miranda pointed to her ankle. Olivia wasn’t sure if it was a
sprain or not, but paramedics would be waiting outside soon.“May I carry you, Miranda?” Olivia
asked the girl.Miranda nodded and reached up towards her. Olivia scooped her up and went
back upstairs with Jefferson, who made sure the way was clear before them.When they stepped
outside, Miranda covered her eyes to shield them from the bright light. She probably hadn’t seen
the sun for several days. Olivia handed her to the paramedics so they could examine her.“Stay
here with me, Olivia.” Miranda’s voice sounded soft but desperate.“Okay. I will.”“You did it again,
Liv.”Liv turned to see Jefferson smiling at her. Her partner was a few years older than she was,
around thirty, and handsome. She knew he liked her, but Olivia wanted to keep things
professional. Besides, she was too devoted to her career to have time for a boyfriend.“I’m
impressed with how you found those clues that led us to the kidnapper. How did you know about
the washing machine? And how did you know she didn’t want me to come with you when you
got her out?”“If I were a little girl kidnapped by a man, I think I’d be afraid of men I don’t know.
Even a police officer.”“Well, it’s a good thing we have female police officers, especially you.
Victims trust you more, and you have a way with kids.” He smiled at her again. “When you talk to



kids, you’re actually nice to them.”“What are you saying?” She playfully hit his arm. Liv didn’t trust
anyone, and she liked to be upfront with people, even if it wasn’t polite. She was not the same
meek and quiet woman who had left the Amish.“You’re not always as sweet as sugar, that’s all.”
He gave her a nod. “I still can’t believe you cut all your hair off. It looks great.”She tried not to
blush as she reached up for the ends of her hair. “Thank you.” She had recently cut her long,
dark brown locks and now had a bob haircut with bangs. It had caramel highlights and was
longer in the front, since the hairdresser had said that was in style. Liv hadn’t really cared. She
had just wanted it shorter.Liv had grown up with long hair and had never been allowed to cut it.
For a few years after she left her Amish community, it was hard for her to let go of. But finally she
decided she needed a change, and she liked it. It was much better than the long French braid
she had always worn it in, which always got in the way when she worked.It had been her last tie
to her Amish roots. She had even changed her last name from Sullivan back to her maiden
name, Mast. Now that she didn’t look Amish at all anymore, she could fully move on. Well,
except for her Amish dress and prayer kapp in a box on the top shelf of her closet. She’d never
be able to part with them because her mother had sewn them for her.“So I hear you’ve got some
vacation time saved up. You going to go anywhere?” Jefferson asked.“I was thinking somewhere
without snow. Maybe the Bahamas.”“You deserve it, Liv.”She didn’t know about that, but she sure
couldn’t wait to get out of Maine for a while, away from all the heinous things she saw every day.
She imagined a sparkling ocean with soft sand between her toes with no one shooting at
her.Some commotion drew her attention, and she turned to see Miranda’s father, Mr. Nelson,
approaching and asking lots of questions. Olivia and Jefferson walked toward him.“Hi, I’m Officer
Jefferson Martin from Covert Police Detectives Unit. Detective Mast and I found your daughter
today.” Jefferson extended his hand.“I just got to see Miranda, but I wanted to quickly thank the
team for finding her. Where is this Detective Mast? I’d like to thank him personally.” Mr. Nelson
shook Jefferson’s hand.She cleared her throat. “I’m Detective Mast, sir.” She stuck out her
hand.Mr. Nelson ignored her hand and stuck his hands in his pockets. “Oh. You’re a detective?
Really?” He gave her a once over.Olivia tamped down her annoyance and crossed her arms.
This was not the first time she had seen someone react like this. “Yes.”“She’s the one who
coaxed Miranda out of the house. Miranda wouldn’t come near me. It’s a good thing we have
great detectives like Liv.” Jefferson gave her a proud smile. That was one thing she loved about
him. He always had her back in any situation. “In fact, Detective Mast found most of the clues
today that led us to your daughter. She was the one who discovered where she was being kept,
in a secret room under a washing machine.”“Is that so?” Mr. Nelson looked her over again. “You
don’t really look like a cop. You’re too pretty to be a detective.” He flashed her a smile, and
Jefferson raised one eyebrow. She wanted to roll her eyes.Ugh.“Well, nice to meet you. I need to
go check on Miranda.” She spun on her heel and marched back toward the medical team. The
girl tugged on her sleeve and stared at her, even smiling a little.“I prayed God would send an
angel to rescue me,” she said in a soft voice.Olivia couldn’t help but chuckle. “I’m no angel,
kid.”“But God did send you. Thank you for coming to get me,” she replied as the paramedic



inspected her ankle.“You’re welcome, Miranda.”Liv hadn’t prayed in six years, and she didn’t
plan on doing so anytime soon.She had left God behind the day she had left the
Amish.***“Olivia, come see me in my office.” Captain Branson took a swig of his coffee and
nodded his balding head toward his office door at Covert Police Detectives Unit headquarters in
Portland, Maine. Bodyguards, police officers, special agents, and detectives all worked together
in this building and in the field. Liv loved this place. “In a minute. I’m just—”“Now, Liv!” he
shouted and disappeared into the office.With a sigh, she closed the vacation website on her
laptop and put the gorgeous images of the Bahamas out of her mind. She finally got a minute to
herself at her desk, and now Branson wanted to talk. She picked herself up and stepped into his
office, wondering what she had done wrong. Had she forgotten to label evidence or wipe out the
microwave in the break room? Or was it the prank she played on Jefferson last week?Man, she
had gotten him good.“Have a seat.”It had to have been the prank. Maybe putting a fake snake in
his car had been too much.“What’s up, Captain?” She plopped into one of his chairs. A feeling of
dread began to creep over her. Maybe she actually was in trouble.He settled in his chair and
pulled it forward, his round belly pressed up against the desk. “I have an undercover assignment
for you.”At least she wasn’t in trouble.“Captain, with all due respect, you know I was planning on
going on a vacation soon.”“Liv, I need you for this one. No one else will do.” He adjusted his
glasses and handed her pictures of a crime scene. “Bill Sullivan was shot and killed in his barn
last night in Unity, Maine. He was an Amish man in his fifties. Someone outside the community
reported this.”Shock ricocheted throughout her system. A crime in Unity? Her heart sank, even if
she had never really liked the man much. “I knew this man when I lived there. He was my father-
in-law.”“I’m sorry,” Branson said.“We weren’t exactly chummy, but still…” She stared at the
photos in disbelief, dozens of questions spiraling in her head. Liv had never witnessed any
violence in her community except for her husband’s abuse and the arsonist who had killed her
family. Usually Amish communities were peaceful, but sometimes criminals or rowdy teenagers
liked to take advantage of the fact that the Amish didn’t report crimes like vandalism or arson…
or murder.Was the rest of the community all right? Had anyone else been injured?Wait…no!“You
want me to go there, don’t you?” She was ready to argue her way out of this one. She slammed
her palms down on his desk as she stood. “You know I never want to go there ever again.”“Liv,
calm down. I know it’s against the Amish way to give police any information. But we need to find
this killer, and you grew up Amish. If I send any of my other detectives there, they’ll stand right
out. Besides, they don’t know anything about the Amish, and they won’t be able to blend in
unnoticed. I need you to go there and act like you’re one of them again. The killer won’t even
know the crime was reported or that we are onto him. Can’t you just ask to rejoin the
church?”“It’s really not that simple.” She crossed her arms, looked away, and plopped back down
in her chair.“Why not? Just tell them you want to come back like old times.”“I’m shunned. When
people leave, they are shunned. That means no one will speak a word to me unless I repent
before the church, beg for forgiveness, and act like I sincerely want to become Amish again.”
She shuddered at the thought.“Then do it. Whatever it takes. Since the community in Unity won’t



accept the help of the police or answer our questions, we think the only way to help these people
is for you to go there covertly and investigate without them even knowing it. And the killer will
have no idea. No one from their community even reported this crime or planned to. An outsider
found out through some gossip and reported it. One of the customers of the community store.”“I
know they don’t ask the police for help. They believe everything is God’s will, and they leave the
vengeance to Him. I’m just not sure they’ll welcome me back as easily as you think they
will.”“Come on. Aren’t they nice, forgiving people?”“They are, but…” She shut her eyes and saw
the flames engulfing her home with her parents and siblings dying inside. The arsonist was
never found. The elders had told her not to report the crime or look for the man who had
murdered her family because their way was to forgive and move on.But she had held on to the
bitterness. She couldn’t forgive the killer.And now she had to go back there? To the place where
her family had been killed and her husband had abused her?Her heart clenched at the thought
of returning to her hometown. She hadn’t been there in six years. And she had not left on good
terms. It wouldn’t be as easy as Branson thought it would be. She couldn’t just waltz into the
community and ask to be forgiven for leaving, could she?And for killing Jake in self-defense?
She didn’t think so. All those memories would come rushing back, and it would be too much to
deal with. Bile rose in her throat at the thought of returning.“I can’t do this, Captain. I’ll do
anything else. Send me on a dangerous mission. I don’t care. Just don’t make me do this.
Please.” She leaned forward in her chair, put her nice face on, and pleaded with wide-open eyes.
“I’d rather run through gunfire than go back there. I’d rather die.”Branson shook his head firmly.
“Don’t be so dramatic, Liv. If you want your vacation time—if you want your job—you have to do
this.”“My job?” A feeling of dread and panic settled over her. Her job was everything to her. She
had no life outside of work.“Look, Liv. Our funds have been reduced, and we have been forced to
make cuts. You’re a great detective, but you’re one of the newer ones. Some of our people have
been here ten or fifteen years or more. The board would probably pick you as the first to go if we
have to lay people off. So if you do this mission and prove yourself worthy, you would make them
reconsider.”She’d rather rot in jail than go back there. She scowled.“Olivia. I need you to do
this.”She gave him a sideways look.“I’ll give you an extra week of vacation time if you go
tomorrow and stay until this killer is caught.”“Seriously?” Her eyebrows rose as her interest
piqued.“Don’t you go telling anyone. Consider it a bonus for a job well done. I don’t know much
about what your history is with that place. I’m sorry if this is personal, but don’t let it be. Just do
your job, and you’ll be on the beach sipping a margarita before you know it.”“I don’t
drink.”“Whatever. Just imagine this—two weeks in the Bahamas, and you don’t have to talk to
me the entire time.”She nodded slowly, smiling. Sounded like paradise. “How’d you know I want
to go there?”“I’ve got ears everywhere.” He chuckled and leaned back in his chair.Jefferson must
have talked to him.“Okay, fine. If it will help save lives and catch the killer, I’ll do it.”“One more
thing. Isaac Troyer, a thirty-year-old Amish man, was also attacked last night. Blunt force trauma
to the head. He had traces of wood in his wounds, which were from whatever he was rendered
unconscious with.” He slid another photo toward her.Isaac? Her mind screamed at the image of



the man she had once loved. She jumped back from the photo as if she had been burned on a
hot wood stove.“He was then left on one of the lanes in the community near his house until a Sid
Hoffman brought him to the local hospital. Since this happened on the same night as the murder,
we think he was possibly a witness to the crime. You need to covertly protect him, since the
Amish won’t accept police protection, and he could be the perp’s next target. The thing is, Troyer
has localized amnesia. He can’t remember what happened the night he was assaulted, but keep
asking him questions without being obvious. Once you take him home, he might remember more
of what happened.”Could this get any worse? She had to take Isaac back to Unity and protect
him? Him of all people?How was she going to act normal around him, try to get information from
him, and protect him during what would be the most awkward encounter of her entire life? She
had asked him to run away with her and leave the church, but he had refused and broken her
heart. Spontaneous butterflies erupted in her stomach at the thought of him, but she ignored
them.How would he react to her?The last time she had seen him she had kissed him. Right after
her husband had died. After that, he had testified on her behalf during her trial. The jury had
acquitted her, finding she had acted in self-defense once they saw the evidence—her bruised
neck and other injuries, some of which were older and had not properly healed. Because she
had left the church after Jake’s death, she had reported what had happened to the police
herself, knowing she’d be found innocent.After the verdict, she hadn’t had the courage to speak
to him. All she had been able to do was give him a small smile, silently thanking him for testifying
before a swarm of news reporters surrounded her, all wanting more details about the Amish
woman who had killed her husband in self-defense.“What’s the matter? You know him too?”
Branson asked.“Yeah, I do.”“Are you okay?”“Yes, Captain.”“You sure? Anything I should know
about?”“I dated him a long time ago when I was a teenager. That’s all.”“Okay, that actually works
in our favor. Since he is a potential witness, we need you to go talk to him. If he is still single,
rekindle your relationship with him—whatever it was you shared—and drive him back home. The
closer you get, the better. Stick to him like glue. If he is a witness, he needs your protection.”Like
glue? Really? She let her head drop in her hands dramatically.“Okay, Liv?” Branson prodded,
leaning forward and slightly raising his voice.“Okay.” She sighed heavily.The Bahamas would
have to wait.“Hey, this is none of my business either, but I know a little bit of what happened
there, how you killed your husband in self-defense.”“Yeah. I did.”“Why? What did he do? If I may
ask.”Could he get any nosier?“After abusing me for three years, he tried to choke me to death,
so I stabbed him,” Olivia said emotionlessly. “I had no choice. The community didn’t report it. I
did, because I knew I was innocent. And the jury and judge agreed once they saw the evidence
and heard the testimonies.” She stood up and walked out of the office, leaving her boss wide-
eyed.Chapter ThreeAfter work, Olivia drove home to her small white house on a street lined with
similar houses in Augusta. It was in a part of the city that was complete with quaint parks, but
she never took advantage of them. She preferred to give her life over to her job, to help the
victims of horrific crimes. It was the only thing that made her forget her past.She pounded the
steering wheel in frustration. The last thing she wanted to do was put on her old Amish clothing,



which she had avoided looking at since she had moved here, and go see the man she had loved
before she was married.A long time ago, Liv had convinced herself that they had never loved
each other. That it had just been a summer infatuation. Teenage puppy love. Nothing real.But her
heart said her head was lying. Especially when she had kissed him the day she had left
Unity.The heart said all kinds of foolish things. How many times had she questioned criminals
and victims alike who had just been “following their hearts”?She didn’t trust what her own heart
had to say. When she had left the faith, she had vowed to make decisions based on logic, not
emotions.Isaac had probably forgotten all about her years ago and had most likely married some
sensible woman by now. He probably even had a few kids.Her stomach churned at the
thought.Get it together, Liv. She pulled into her narrow driveway. Isaac’s personal life was none
of her business. She had to get dressed, head over to the hospital, and somehow convince
Isaac and the entire community that she wanted to be Amish again.She laughed aloud at the
thought. She would rather die than rejoin their church. But this would all be for her cover. It wasn’t
real.Forgiveness was very important to the Amish, but would Aunt Mary, Uncle Gideon, and
Maria be able to forgive her once they found out the truth? She’d be shunned again after this
was over anyway, but she still hoped they would understand she was just doing her job.There
would be no turning back. But if that was the price she had to pay to keep the community safe
and stop the killer, so be it.She shut off her car and gathered her purse, cell phone, and keys.
Before opening the door and stepping outside, she looked around for anyone nearby who could
be a potential threat. A hooded man, a shadow… She had recently investigated a woman who
had been murdered while getting out of her car. She briefly touched the edge of her M&P Shield
pistol in her holster, just to reassure herself the gun was still there, even though she knew it was.
It made her feel safer.Some would call her paranoid. She was just cautious.Sometimes she
swore someone was watching her, and sometimes she thought she saw a shadow moving
outside or in her house. But it always ended up being nothing. No one was ever there.Maybe she
really was just paranoid.She hurried up the short walkway, then let herself in and locked the
door. Dropping her things onto a black wooden table near the door, she looked around her neat,
modern house. Black wooden furniture, beige walls, splashes of red in the kitchen and blue in
the living room. Her mother would never have approved of all the luxuries, appliances, and color.
Though her mother had been very old-fashioned, Liv had loved her dearly, and she smiled at the
thought of her.Liv filled up a glass of cold water and drank it as she envisioned the dress packed
away in a box high up in her closet. She dreaded taking it down and putting it on.But she had to
do it. Then, when this whole thing was over, she could keep her job and go to the Bahamas.And
she would forget about Unity. And Isaac. Again. All while sitting on the sandy shores of
paradise. Alone. As always.Good plan. She double-checked that the deadbolt on the door was
locked, then walked to her bedroom. She wanted to procrastinate. Well, she was hungry. She
decided to eat dinner, then get the dress. Satisfied with her decision, she went to the kitchen and
heated up a microwavable meal of chicken alfredo from the freezer.As she ate, she thought
about what she would say to Isaac. Since his amnesia was only related to the night he was



attacked, he would remember her. Would he believe her? Would he laugh at her?Oh, gosh.
What if he was still single?She felt bad enough for abandoning him for the jerk she had married.
Knowing that there was still a possibility of them getting back together…A small flame of hope
sparked within her, then she shook her head. Who was she kidding?She was an Englisher, an
outsider who was not Amish. Isaac would never break the rules and knowingly start a romantic
relationship with an outsider, and he would never leave the community. Besides, she never let
emotions interfere with her job.She was finally beginning to accept that she might be single for
the rest of her life.She practically threw her fork and cup in the sink, barely cringing at the
crashing sound, and trudged over to her closet. She had to get this over with or it would make
her crazy.She tore open the door and yanked down the box before she changed her mind. After
ripping off the lid, she slid the plain fabric between her fingers, fighting back tears. Longing
swelled inside her, those feelings she had hidden just like this box of clothes for so many
years.Oh, how she missed her mother. Her father. Her siblings.Life in Unity had been great when
they were alive, but once they were gone, the grief of their deaths had consumed her.Anger and
sorrow welled up within her as the memories of the flames seeped into her mind. The fact that
the arsonist had not been caught was one of the biggest reasons why she had become a
detective.She lifted up the white prayer kapp her mother had helped her stitch. Her mother used
to laugh at her when she sewed. Olivia had always been terrible at sewing, cleaning, cooking,
and all the things an Amish girl was supposed to excel at. Instead, as a child Olivia had usually
been caught racing the boys outside, getting dirty or climbing trees. She had never been the
ideal Amish girl, but her family had adored her, anyway.Liv pulled out the dress, a lavender one
with a black apron, and put it on.Her mother had hand-sewn this only a few months before the
fire. Liv ran her fingers over the impeccable stitching and willed her heart not to break all over
again. This was what she had worn when she had sneaked out on the night of the fire. It was all
she had left of her former life.Recently she had been having fewer memories and flashbacks of
Jake’s outbursts and rampages. Fewer memories of her family’s love. Even fewer memories of
Isaac. Each day she thought of her old life less and less. Sometimes a whole day would pass
and she would realize she had not thought of her past once all day.And then this had to happen.
Branson had to pick her to become buddy-buddy with the people who had shunned her for
leaving. And to protect the man she had once loved.She squeezed her eyes shut. The beaches
of the Bahamas would be worth it, right? She moved on with her task of dressing.She let out an
exasperated sigh. Where the heck was she supposed to conceal her .45 and be able to pull it
out at a second’s notice?She felt around, looking for a flap in the dress or somewhere she could
hide the weapon. She wouldn’t be able to easily pull out a firearm without hiking her skirt up,
which would be quite scandalous in Unity. But that was the way it was going to have to be.She
secured her M&P Shield pistol on her leg and clipped her badge onto the leg holster. She really
didn’t like leg holsters much. Her normal holster was so much more accessible and comfortable.
But it was only temporary.Liv tried to pull her hair into a bun, which was hard to do since it was
so short, so it ended up being a messy ponytail. She smoothed out the kapp and yanked it on,



not bothering to tie it, and looked in her full-length mirror.This was as Amish as she was going to
look. Oh wait. She had to wipe off her makeup.She washed her face, removing the mascara,
eyeliner, and light brown eyeshadow she had been wearing. She adjusted her kapp back into
place.Now she looked the part. She looked just as scared as she had the day she first
approached her mother-in-law about Jake’s cruelty. The same wide eyes, pale face, and racing
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Amish comes back and investigates a string of crimes, all while being undercover. I highly
recommend this book. Ashley keeps you on the edge of your horse and buggy seat while
making you fall in love with her characters. You’ll be sorry once it is over. Thankfully there are
more of her books to read coming soon!”“This book will take no time at all to grab you and take
you into a world most of us know nothing about. Because the author spent time with the Amish,
Ashley Emma is able to present her story in a truthful manner. After you read this, you will feel as



though you know enough to say you understand them. (You may even find yourself wanting to
wear more solids.) But murder has crept into their safe haven. Olivia, the main character, who
was once Amish comes back and investigates a string of crimes, all while being undercover. I
highly recommend this book. Ashley keeps you on the edge of your horse and buggy seat while
making you fall in love with her characters. You’ll be sorry once it is over. Thankfully there are
more of her books to read coming soon!”-Emily L. Pittsford, author of-Emily L. Pittsford, author of
“Don't let the word "Amish" fool you, with more than one twist at the end, this book is very
riveting. I didn't want to put it down. I've been looking for a new author to read for a while, so
glad I found Ashley Emma. Can't wait for her next one.”-Karen Herzog, court transcript
proofreader-Karen Herzog, court transcript proofreaderPraise for Amish for a Week“A refreshing
glimpse inside Ashley Emma’s writing process. Reading about her in-depth, genuine curiosity
and appreciation for the people she met on her adventure into the Amish community felt like an
intimate behind-the-scenes tour.”--Marie Schaeller, bestselling author of“Emma Ashley is a
brilliant author. I admire her work. I was wondering what it is like to be Amish and also what it is
like to be inside an Amish community. Through her books, she leads the readers into an
unknown environment. She does it in a way that does not make me feel lost or left all by myself.
She holds the reader's hand all along through the story. Therefore, I recommend you to get a
tour with Emma Ashley in her Amish world.”--Ndeye Labadens, multi-bestselling author of“An
intriguing and riveting read! This book gives readers a very rare peek into life in an Amish
community. The author personally immersed herself into the Amish life, in order to authentically
portray their passion for contentment, simplicity, and faith as the setting for an adventure of a
lifetime. While it is an easy read, it is very intriguing and riveting! The author has a way of
drawing a reader into every scene and keeping the momentum going. The characters she
introduces us to are so real and relatable, despite the fact that they live such distinct lives from
what would be considered mainstream modern America! In fact, there is a sense of envy that
causes an inevitable reflection on what we consider to be necessary and essential in our daily
lives. It was a refreshing read!”--Tracy Lee, author and pastor“I LOVE these Amish books by
Ashley Emma. They not only grab your interest and keep you reading, they give you a feel like
you know a few Amish people and care about them. This is the most powerful step to
understanding a culture different from your own. Thanks, Ashley, you have broadened my
horizons, and you made it fun on the way! There is also a homespun gentleness and honesty
about the spiritual side of these differences. If everyone acted like this, Christianity would have a
better world view and there would be less hatred in the world. There is nothing more we could
ask for from a few books!”--Chris McKay Pierce, author ofPraise for Amish for a Week“A
refreshing glimpse inside Ashley Emma’s writing process. Reading about her in-depth, genuine
curiosity and appreciation for the people she met on her adventure into the Amish community
felt like an intimate behind-the-scenes tour.”--Marie Schaeller, bestselling author of “Emma
Ashley is a brilliant author. I admire her work. I was wondering what it is like to be Amish and also
what it is like to be inside an Amish community. Through her books, she leads the readers into



an unknown environment. She does it in a way that does not make me feel lost or left all by
myself. She holds the reader's hand all along through the story. Therefore, I recommend you to
get a tour with Emma Ashley in her Amish world.”--Ndeye Labadens, multi-bestselling author
of“An intriguing and riveting read! This book gives readers a very rare peek into life in an Amish
community. The author personally immersed herself into the Amish life, in order to authentically
portray their passion for contentment, simplicity, and faith as the setting for an adventure of a
lifetime. While it is an easy read, it is very intriguing and riveting! The author has a way of
drawing a reader into every scene and keeping the momentum going. The characters she
introduces us to are so real and relatable, despite the fact that they live such distinct lives from
what would be considered mainstream modern America! In fact, there is a sense of envy that
causes an inevitable reflection on what we consider to be necessary and essential in our daily
lives. It was a refreshing read!”--Tracy Lee, author and pastor“I LOVE these Amish books by
Ashley Emma. They not only grab your interest and keep you reading, they give you a feel like
you know a few Amish people and care about them. This is the most powerful step to
understanding a culture different from your own. Thanks, Ashley, you have broadened my
horizons, and you made it fun on the way! There is also a homespun gentleness and honesty
about the spiritual side of these differences. If everyone acted like this, Christianity would have a
better world view and there would be less hatred in the world. There is nothing more we could
ask for from a few books!”--Chris McKay Pierce, author ofAcknowledgements for Undercover
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child. He has set me on this journey full of ups and downs, including eleven years of writing
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kindest people I’ve ever met, and I truly do admire them.Acknowledgements for Undercover
AmishI first of all want to thank God for giving me a love of writing, which began when I was a
child. He has set me on this journey full of ups and downs, including eleven years of writing
books and making writing mistakes that have gotten me where I am now. It has been a long
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who came with me when I went to live with the Amish for the first time. She is the kind of person
who will drop everything to help someone when they call, and I hope I can be as generous as my
parents one day.Thank you to Scott Evans, my brother-in-law, who is a police officer, for
answering all my questions about police procedures and crime scene investigations.Thank you
to these particular beta readers who gave me valuable feedback that greatly improved this
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kindest people I’ve ever met, and I truly do admire them.Author’s Note and Some Information
about the AmishThank you for reading Undercover Amish: A Covert Police Detectives Unit
Novel. I had a lot of fun spending time with the Amish of Unity, Maine, for this series when I was
twenty years old. I wrote this book (and a few other Amish novels coming soon) shortly after.I
wrote two books that describe when I lived with their community for several days in my book If
you are curious about what it would be like to live with the Amish, I bet you would like this
book.Many people have preconceived notions about the Amish that are just not true, thanks to
unrealistic novels and TV shows. There are numerous communities scattered across the USA,
and there are also some in Canada. Each one is unique and each community has different
rules.For example, many people might think that the Amish speak very formally, but in Maine
they talk just like you and me when they are speaking English. Some of the houses do have an
outlet for charging battery-operated devices. Also, they eat food that one would not think is
Amish, like taco casseroles. They ride bikes, but they don’t play instruments. They shop in stores
to buy things like toothpaste, perfume, hair elastics, crackers, and cereal.They have first names
that don’t always sound very Amish, and “dating” and “courting” mean the same thing to them.
They do not use electricity, but they do have indoor toilets. The Amish are known for being
pacifists, and they do not report crimes within their community. They are against answering
questions from the police about those crimes. They believe that they should forgive and move
on, and they believe that vengeance is the Lord’s, no matter what.I based this novel on the
Amish of Maine. Each Amish community has different rules and customs. Some allow solar
panels, zippers, and bicycles while some communities ban these things.The Amish are a really
awesome group of people. They are very friendly, outgoing, and approachable. They welcomed
me, a total stranger, into their homes and befriended me. They were also happy that I was doing
my research before writing this book.Covert Police Detectives Unit is a fictional branch in Maine
made of police officers, detectives, special agents and bodyguards who all work together. In the
upcoming books in this series, you will meet characters who work in the different departments of
CPDU.I do hope you enjoy this story! If you enjoyed it, I would appreciate an honest review on
Ebook Library so other readers can see what you thought of the book.Please visit to download
some of my books for free and join my email list so you can be the first to know about new book
releases. You can also become a beta reader—one of the first people to read my new books—
and get them all for free!If you want to see photos from my Amish adventure, check out my. Also,
I love to hear from my readers. Please feel free to email me at amishbookwriter@gmail.com
or ashley@ashleyemmaauthor.com and we can chat!Happy reading!Ashley
EmmaAuthor’s Note and Some Information about the AmishThank you for reading Undercover
Amish: A Covert Police Detectives Unit Novel. I had a lot of fun spending time with the Amish of
Unity, Maine, for this series when I was twenty years old. I wrote this book (and a few other
Amish novels coming soon) shortly after.I wrote two books that describe when I lived with their
community for several days in my book If you are curious about what it would be like to live with
the Amish, I bet you would like this book.Many people have preconceived notions about the



Amish that are just not true, thanks to unrealistic novels and TV shows. There are numerous
communities scattered across the USA, and there are also some in Canada. Each one is unique
and each community has different rules.For example, many people might think that the Amish
speak very formally, but in Maine they talk just like you and me when they are speaking English.
Some of the houses do have an outlet for charging battery-operated devices. Also, they eat food
that one would not think is Amish, like taco casseroles. They ride bikes, but they don’t play
instruments. They shop in stores to buy things like toothpaste, perfume, hair elastics, crackers,
and cereal.They have first names that don’t always sound very Amish, and “dating” and
“courting” mean the same thing to them. They do not use electricity, but they do have indoor
toilets. The Amish are known for being pacifists, and they do not report crimes within their
community. They are against answering questions from the police about those crimes. They
believe that they should forgive and move on, and they believe that vengeance is the Lord’s, no
matter what.I based this novel on the Amish of Maine. Each Amish community has different rules
and customs. Some allow solar panels, zippers, and bicycles while some communities ban
these things.The Amish are a really awesome group of people. They are very friendly, outgoing,
and approachable. They welcomed me, a total stranger, into their homes and befriended me.
They were also happy that I was doing my research before writing this book.Covert Police
Detectives Unit is a fictional branch in Maine made of police officers, detectives, special agents
and bodyguards who all work together. In the upcoming books in this series, you will meet
characters who work in the different departments of CPDU.I do hope you enjoy this story! If you
enjoyed it, I would appreciate an honest review on Ebook Library so other readers can see what
you thought of the book. Please visit to download some of my books for free and join my email
list so you can be the first to know about new book releases. You can also become a beta reader
—one of the first people to read my new books—and get them all for free!If you want to see
photos from my Amish adventure, check out my. Also, I love to hear from my readers. Please feel
free to email me at amishbookwriter@gmail.com or ashley@ashleyemmaauthor.com and
we can chat!Happy reading!Ashley EmmaTable of ContentsChapter OneChapter TwoChapter
ThreeChapter FourChapter FiveChapter SixChapter SevenChapter EightChapter NineChapter
TenChapter ElevenChapter TwelveChapter ThirteenChapter FourteenChapter FifteenChapter
SixteenEpilogueAbout the AuthorTable of ContentsChapter OneChapter TwoChapter
ThreeChapter FourChapter FiveChapter SixChapter SevenChapter EightChapter NineChapter
TenChapter ElevenChapter TwelveChapter ThirteenChapter FourteenChapter FifteenChapter
SixteenEpilogueAbout the AuthorChapter One“Did you find everything you were looking for?”
Jake asked.Olivia Sullivan looked up to see her husband staring at her with furrowed brows and
narrowed eyes. The anger flickering in them would soon grow into a hungry flame. He wouldn’t
yell at her here in the grocery store, but she should hurry to avoid a lecture later at home.For a
moment, she pondered his question. Had she found everything she was looking for?No.This
was not the life she had signed up for when she had made her vows to Jake Sullivan.“Olivia? Did
you hear me?” His voice, low and menacing, came through clenched teeth.“Sorry. I just need to



find some toothpaste. I’ll be right back.”“Hurry up. I’m hungry and want to go home.”Liv scurried
with her basket toward the other end of the store, her long purple dress flapping on her legs. She
tugged on the thin ribbons of her white prayer kapp to make sure it wasn’t crooked and almost
ran into her neighbor, Isaac Troyer.She halted so fast, her basket tipped and her groceries
clattered to the floor. “Hi, Isaac. I’m so sorry! I almost ran you over.”“It’s all right, Liv. Don’t worry
about it!” He grinned, green eyes sparkling reassuringly. Then the smile slid from his face and
concern shadowed his expression.Fear swelled within her. Did he know?She squirmed and
avoided his gaze. “I’m so clumsy. I really should watch where I’m going.” She shook her head,
clearing her thoughts as she dropped to the floor to pick up her groceries. Isaac hurried to help
her.“Really, everyone does these things. So how are you, Liv?” he asked in all seriousness, using
the nickname he used to call her when they had dated as teens. They had been so in love back
then—until Jake came along and stole her heart with his cheap lies. Isaac was an old friend now
and nothing more. The piece of her she had given to him when they had dated died the day she
married Jake.She told herself to act normal, even if he did suspect something. “I’m well. How are
you?” She reached for a fallen box of cereal. Her purple sleeve rode up her arm, revealing a dark
bruise. She took in a quick, sharp breath and yanked her sleeve down, turning away in
shame.Had he seen it?Isaac rested his fingers on her arm. “Liv, be honest. Is Jake hurting you?
Or did you ‘walk into a door’ again? You know I don’t believe that nonsense. I’ve known Jake
since we were children, and I know how angry he can get. And I know you might be silly
sometimes, but you aren’t that clumsy.”She sure wasn’t silly anymore. Her silliness had also died
the day she married Jake.Olivia stared at Isaac wide-eyed, unable to breathe. He did know the
truth about Jake. Her pulse quickened as the grocery store seemed to shrink around her, closing
her in. Who else knew?“You don’t deserve this, Liv.”What would Jake do to her if he found out
Isaac knew?“Isaac… Promise me you won’t say anything. If you do, he will hurt me terribly.
Maybe even—”“Olivia! Are you okay?” Jake strode over to them. He helped her up in what
seemed like a loving way, and no one else noticed his clenching grip on her arm.Except Isaac.
His eyes grew cold as his jaw tightened.He knew.Oh, God, please don’t let him say anything.No
one would believe him, even if he did. Jake was known for being a polite, helpful person. He was
the kind of man who would help anyone at any time, even in the middle of the night or in a storm.
No one would ever suspect him of hitting his wife.He hid that side of himself skillfully, with his
mask of deceptive charm that had made her fall in love with him so quickly.Jake finished piling
the groceries into the basket as Isaac stood.“Good to see you, Isaac.” Jake nodded to his former
childhood friend.“Likewise. Take care.” Isaac offered a big smile as though nothing had
happened.When Liv glanced over her shoulder at him as she and Jake walked away, Isaac
stared back at her, concern lining every feature of his face.Most of the buggy ride home was
nerve-wracking silence. They passed the green fields of summer in Unity, Maine. Horses and
cows grazed in the sunlight, and Amish children played in the front yards. Normally she would
have enjoyed watching them, but Olivia squeezed her eyes shut. She mentally braced herself for
whatever storm raged in Jake’s mind that he would soon unleash onto her.“Want to tell me what



happened back there?”Jake’s voice was not loud, but she could tell by his tone that he was
infuriated. Who knew what awaited her at home?“I bumped into Isaac and spilled my groceries.
He was just helping me pick them up,” she answered in a cool, calm voice. She clasped her
hands together in her lap to stop them from shaking, acting as though everything was fine. Their
buggy jostled along the side of the road as cars passed. Did he know what had really
happened?“I was watching from a distance. I saw him touch your arm. I saw the way he smiled at
you. And I saw the way you stared at him. You never look at me like that.”Here we go. She sucked
in a deep breath, preparing for battle. At least he hadn’t heard what Isaac had asked her. Jake
was always accusing her of being interested in other men, but it was never true. He was
paranoid and insecure.“You know I love you, Jake.”“I know. But did you ever truly let go of Isaac
before you married me? Does part of you still miss him?”“No, of course not! You have all my
love.”“Then why don’t you act like it?” His knuckles turned white as he clenched his fists tighter
around the reins. “Why don’t you ever look at me like that?”How could he expect her to shower
him with love? She tried, but it was so hard to endure his rampages and live up to his impossible
standards. Yes, she had married him and would stay true to her vows. She would remain by his
side as his wife until death.However soon that may be. Every time he had one of his rampages,
she feared for her life more and more.She had given up on romance a long time ago. Now she
just tried to survive.If only her parents were still alive… but they had been killed along with the
rest of her family in a fire when she had been a teenager. How many times had Liv wished that
she could confide in her mother about Jake? She would have known what to do.“I’m sorry, Jake.
I’ll try to do better.” She told him what he wanted to hear.“Good.” Smugness covered his face as
he glanced at her and sat up a bit taller.When they arrived home, he helped her unload the
groceries without saying a word. She knew what was coming. He internalized all his anger, and
one small thing would send him over the edge once they were behind closed doors.When
everything was put away, he stalked off to the living room to wait as she prepared dinner. She
began chopping vegetables, and not even ten minutes had passed when he stomped into the
kitchen. As he startled her, the knife fell on the counter top.Jake snarled through clenched teeth,
crossing the room in three long strides. “You love him, don’t you?”“No, Jake! I told you I don’t love
him. I love you.” She struggled to keep her voice steady. They had had this fight more than
once.“Are you secretly seeing each other?”She spun around to face him. “No! I would never do
that.” She might wonder sometimes what her life would have been like if she had married Isaac,
but that didn’t mean she loved him or had feelings for him, and it certainly didn’t mean she would
have an affair with him. Happy or not, she was a married Amish woman and would never be
unfaithful to her husband.“I can see it all over your face. It’s true. You are seeing him.” He lunged
toward her, pinning her against the counter top.She tried to shield her face with her hands. The
familiar feeling of overwhelming panic filled her. Her heart pounded as she anticipated what was
coming. “No, that’s not true!”“After everything I’ve given you!” His eyes burned with an angry fire
stronger than she had ever seen before. He raised his clenched fist and swung.Pain exploded in
her skull. Her head snapped back from the impact. Before she could recover, he wrapped his



hands around her neck, squeezing harder and harder until her feet lifted off the floor.She clawed
at his hands, but he only clenched tighter. Her lungs and throat burned; her body screamed for
oxygen.This was it. She was going to die. She was sure of it.A strange calm settled over her, and
her eyes fluttered shut. It was better this way.Her eyes snapped open.No. Not today. For the first
time in her life, she had to fight back.She tried to punch him, but it was as if he didn’t feel a thing.
She tried to scream for help, but her vocal chords were being crushed. She reached behind her
for anything to use to hit him in the head. Her fingers fumbled with something sharp, and it cut
her hand. But she ignored the pain.The knife.She gripped the handle. Before she could
reconsider, she thrust the knife as hard as she could into the side of his neck.Blood spurted from
the wound as his grip loosened. His eyes widened in shock, and his knees gave out as he
crumpled to the floor.“What have I done?” She inhaled shaky breaths, struggling to get air back
into her lungs. Tears stung her eyes. Bile crept up her throat, and she clamped a hand over her
mouth. Panic and fear washed over her and settled in her gut.She had stabbed her own
husband.A sob shook her chest. “Oh, dear Lord! Please be with me.”There was so much blood.
Her stomach churned, and her ears rang. Her head was weightless, and her vision tunneled into
blackness. She slid against the handmade wooden cabinets to sit on the floor.She should run to
the phone shanty and call an ambulance, but she couldn’t move. There was no way she could
run or even walk all the way to the shanty without passing out. She would have gone next door to
her uncle’s house, but her relatives were out of town.As her vision tunneled, she wasn’t sure if
she was possibly losing consciousness or dying from being choked.Either way, she was
free.Chapter One“Did you find everything you were looking for?” Jake asked.Olivia Sullivan
looked up to see her husband staring at her with furrowed brows and narrowed eyes. The anger
flickering in them would soon grow into a hungry flame. He wouldn’t yell at her here in the
grocery store, but she should hurry to avoid a lecture later at home.For a moment, she pondered
his question. Had she found everything she was looking for?No.This was not the life she had
signed up for when she had made her vows to Jake Sullivan.“Olivia? Did you hear me?” His
voice, low and menacing, came through clenched teeth.“Sorry. I just need to find some
toothpaste. I’ll be right back.”“Hurry up. I’m hungry and want to go home.”Liv scurried with her
basket toward the other end of the store, her long purple dress flapping on her legs. She tugged
on the thin ribbons of her white prayer kapp to make sure it wasn’t crooked and almost ran into
her neighbor, Isaac Troyer.She halted so fast, her basket tipped and her groceries clattered to
the floor. “Hi, Isaac. I’m so sorry! I almost ran you over.”“It’s all right, Liv. Don’t worry about it!” He
grinned, green eyes sparkling reassuringly. Then the smile slid from his face and concern
shadowed his expression.Fear swelled within her. Did he know?She squirmed and avoided his
gaze. “I’m so clumsy. I really should watch where I’m going.” She shook her head, clearing her
thoughts as she dropped to the floor to pick up her groceries. Isaac hurried to help her.“Really,
everyone does these things. So how are you, Liv?” he asked in all seriousness, using the
nickname he used to call her when they had dated as teens. They had been so in love back then
—until Jake came along and stole her heart with his cheap lies. Isaac was an old friend now and



nothing more. The piece of her she had given to him when they had dated died the day she
married Jake.She told herself to act normal, even if he did suspect something. “I’m well. How are
you?” She reached for a fallen box of cereal. Her purple sleeve rode up her arm, revealing a dark
bruise. She took in a quick, sharp breath and yanked her sleeve down, turning away in
shame.Had he seen it?Isaac rested his fingers on her arm. “Liv, be honest. Is Jake hurting you?
Or did you ‘walk into a door’ again? You know I don’t believe that nonsense. I’ve known Jake
since we were children, and I know how angry he can get. And I know you might be silly
sometimes, but you aren’t that clumsy.”She sure wasn’t silly anymore. Her silliness had also died
the day she married Jake.Olivia stared at Isaac wide-eyed, unable to breathe. He did know the
truth about Jake. Her pulse quickened as the grocery store seemed to shrink around her, closing
her in. Who else knew?“You don’t deserve this, Liv.”What would Jake do to her if he found out
Isaac knew?“Isaac… Promise me you won’t say anything. If you do, he will hurt me terribly.
Maybe even—”“Olivia! Are you okay?” Jake strode over to them. He helped her up in what
seemed like a loving way, and no one else noticed his clenching grip on her arm.Except Isaac.
His eyes grew cold as his jaw tightened.He knew.Oh, God, please don’t let him say anything.No
one would believe him, even if he did. Jake was known for being a polite, helpful person. He was
the kind of man who would help anyone at any time, even in the middle of the night or in a storm.
No one would ever suspect him of hitting his wife.He hid that side of himself skillfully, with his
mask of deceptive charm that had made her fall in love with him so quickly.Jake finished piling
the groceries into the basket as Isaac stood.“Good to see you, Isaac.” Jake nodded to his former
childhood friend.“Likewise. Take care.” Isaac offered a big smile as though nothing had
happened.When Liv glanced over her shoulder at him as she and Jake walked away, Isaac
stared back at her, concern lining every feature of his face.Most of the buggy ride home was
nerve-wracking silence. They passed the green fields of summer in Unity, Maine. Horses and
cows grazed in the sunlight, and Amish children played in the front yards. Normally she would
have enjoyed watching them, but Olivia squeezed her eyes shut. She mentally braced herself for
whatever storm raged in Jake’s mind that he would soon unleash onto her.“Want to tell me what
happened back there?”Jake’s voice was not loud, but she could tell by his tone that he was
infuriated. Who knew what awaited her at home?“I bumped into Isaac and spilled my groceries.
He was just helping me pick them up,” she answered in a cool, calm voice. She clasped her
hands together in her lap to stop them from shaking, acting as though everything was fine. Their
buggy jostled along the side of the road as cars passed. Did he know what had really
happened?“I was watching from a distance. I saw him touch your arm. I saw the way he smiled at
you. And I saw the way you stared at him. You never look at me like that.”Here we go. She sucked
in a deep breath, preparing for battle. At least he hadn’t heard what Isaac had asked her. Jake
was always accusing her of being interested in other men, but it was never true. He was
paranoid and insecure.“You know I love you, Jake.”“I know. But did you ever truly let go of Isaac
before you married me? Does part of you still miss him?”“No, of course not! You have all my
love.”“Then why don’t you act like it?” His knuckles turned white as he clenched his fists tighter



around the reins. “Why don’t you ever look at me like that?”How could he expect her to shower
him with love? She tried, but it was so hard to endure his rampages and live up to his impossible
standards. Yes, she had married him and would stay true to her vows. She would remain by his
side as his wife until death.However soon that may be. Every time he had one of his rampages,
she feared for her life more and more.She had given up on romance a long time ago. Now she
just tried to survive.If only her parents were still alive… but they had been killed along with the
rest of her family in a fire when she had been a teenager. How many times had Liv wished that
she could confide in her mother about Jake? She would have known what to do.“I’m sorry, Jake.
I’ll try to do better.” She told him what he wanted to hear.“Good.” Smugness covered his face as
he glanced at her and sat up a bit taller.When they arrived home, he helped her unload the
groceries without saying a word. She knew what was coming. He internalized all his anger, and
one small thing would send him over the edge once they were behind closed doors.When
everything was put away, he stalked off to the living room to wait as she prepared dinner. She
began chopping vegetables, and not even ten minutes had passed when he stomped into the
kitchen. As he startled her, the knife fell on the counter top.Jake snarled through clenched teeth,
crossing the room in three long strides. “You love him, don’t you?”“No, Jake! I told you I don’t love
him. I love you.” She struggled to keep her voice steady. They had had this fight more than
once.“Are you secretly seeing each other?”She spun around to face him. “No! I would never do
that.” She might wonder sometimes what her life would have been like if she had married Isaac,
but that didn’t mean she loved him or had feelings for him, and it certainly didn’t mean she would
have an affair with him. Happy or not, she was a married Amish woman and would never be
unfaithful to her husband.“I can see it all over your face. It’s true. You are seeing him.” He lunged
toward her, pinning her against the counter top.She tried to shield her face with her hands. The
familiar feeling of overwhelming panic filled her. Her heart pounded as she anticipated what was
coming. “No, that’s not true!”“After everything I’ve given you!” His eyes burned with an angry fire
stronger than she had ever seen before. He raised his clenched fist and swung.Pain exploded in
her skull. Her head snapped back from the impact. Before she could recover, he wrapped his
hands around her neck, squeezing harder and harder until her feet lifted off the floor.She clawed
at his hands, but he only clenched tighter. Her lungs and throat burned; her body screamed for
oxygen.This was it. She was going to die. She was sure of it.A strange calm settled over her, and
her eyes fluttered shut. It was better this way.Her eyes snapped open.No. Not today. For the first
time in her life, she had to fight back.She tried to punch him, but it was as if he didn’t feel a thing.
She tried to scream for help, but her vocal chords were being crushed. She reached behind her
for anything to use to hit him in the head. Her fingers fumbled with something sharp, and it cut
her hand. But she ignored the pain.The knife.She gripped the handle. Before she could
reconsider, she thrust the knife as hard as she could into the side of his neck.Blood spurted from
the wound as his grip loosened. His eyes widened in shock, and his knees gave out as he
crumpled to the floor.“What have I done?” She inhaled shaky breaths, struggling to get air back
into her lungs. Tears stung her eyes. Bile crept up her throat, and she clamped a hand over her



mouth. Panic and fear washed over her and settled in her gut.She had stabbed her own
husband.A sob shook her chest. “Oh, dear Lord! Please be with me.”There was so much blood.
Her stomach churned, and her ears rang. Her head was weightless, and her vision tunneled into
blackness. She slid against the handmade wooden cabinets to sit on the floor.She should run to
the phone shanty and call an ambulance, but she couldn’t move. There was no way she could
run or even walk all the way to the shanty without passing out. She would have gone next door to
her uncle’s house, but her relatives were out of town.As her vision tunneled, she wasn’t sure if
she was possibly losing consciousness or dying from being choked.Either way, she was
free.Chapter TwoSix years later“Jefferson! Run the other way!” Olivia shouted as she sprinted
around the side of a broken-down house in Augusta, Maine. Her partner, Officer Jefferson
Martin, bolted around the opposite side of the house, hoping to catch the culprit, who had just
run to the other side. Maybe they could meet him in the middle, and the criminal would be
trapped in the fenced-in yard.When Olivia thought of the young girl this man had kidnapped, she
pushed herself even faster, her hair flying behind her. She reached the corner of the house, lifted
her pistol, and swept the area. The perpetrator swung a rusty crowbar at her head. She ducked
just in time to dodge it.It thudded into the house right beside her face. She whipped around and
shoved him up against the wall. “Nice try.”He struggled in her grasp, but she held onto him tightly
as her partner rounded the corner and helped hold him down. When the perp would not stop
wriggling and shouting protests, Jefferson pinned him to the ground and handcuffed him.
“George Burke, you are under arrest for kidnapping. You have the right to remain
silent…”Jefferson finished reciting Burke’s rights to him as he led him to the police car and shut
the criminal inside. Jefferson questioned him about where the girl was, but the man said
nothing.“You think the girl is in there?” Olivia asked her partner, nodding toward the shabby
house.“Maybe, since he bolted out the back door when we pulled in the driveway. Let’s go check
it out.”A second patrol car arrived as backup and guarded the criminal while Olivia and Jefferson
entered the house, weapons drawn.“Not exactly a home fit for being in an interior decorating
magazine.” Olivia wrinkled her nose at the piles of dirty dishes in the kitchen, the messy floors,
the questionable smells. In the laundry room, baskets of clothes covered the top of the washing
machine. She held up her Smith and Wesson M&P Shield pistol as she poked her head around
the corner. “Clear!”“Clear in the living room!” Jefferson called.“Let’s check the basement.”They
approached the door, and he quickly pulled it open. “Anybody down there? Police!”No response.
The partners glanced at each other, nodded, and descended the stairs, looking carefully for any
sign of life or movement.They poked around for about ten minutes, looking for some clue where
they could find Miranda Nelson, the little girl Burke had kidnapped. They had evidence he had
taken her, but they didn’t know where he was keeping her.“Hey, wasn’t there a washing machine
upstairs?” Olivia raised an eyebrow at the beat-up appliance placed crookedly against a
wall.“Yeah, there was.”“This one is just taking up space. I know this guy isn’t very tidy, but why
have two washing machines, especially when one looks like that? This might be nothing, but I
have a weird feeling about it.” Liv walked over to it and looked behind it. “There’s something back



here.”Jefferson hurried over and helped her move it aside to reveal a small door in the floor.
Olivia reached down and flung it open. “Miranda? We’re the police. Are you down there?” She
reached for the flashlight on her belt.A soft whimper sounded in the darkness. While Jefferson
called the paramedics, Olivia aimed the beam of the flashlight in the hole in the floor, which
revealed a space a little bigger than a small closet. There, illuminated by the light, sat a young
girl with her hands tied and her mouth covered with duct tape.Anger flooded Liv’s veins. How
could a person do this to a little girl? She had been missing for days. Who knew how long she
had been down here? If only Olivia could get her hands on that guy…but she wouldn’t. Besides,
the other inmates in prison would show him how people felt toward criminals who kidnapped
little children.“Miranda, my name is Detective Olivia Mast, and I’m from a unit called Covert
Police Detectives Unit. May I come down? This is my partner, Officer Jefferson Martin, and we
are going to take you home.”The girl looked up at them for a moment with tired eyes, then slowly
nodded.Olivia climbed down, and Jefferson followed.The girl began to make sounds, as if she
was protesting. She couldn’t speak with that tape over her mouth. What was she trying to tell
them? “Jefferson, go back up. I think she is afraid of men right now,” Liv told him quietly. “You go
ahead.” He climbed up and took a few steps away.Olivia bent down and crawled to the girl in the
small space. “I’m going to take those ropes off, okay? I’m going to cut them, but I’ll be very
careful.”The child calmed down and let Olivia saw through the knots with her pocket knife. “I’m
going to take off the tape now.”After Liv pulled off the tape, Miranda winced but quickly
recovered. “Are you really taking me home?” Her eyes grew big, hopeful.“Yes, Miranda. Your
family is waiting to see you. They missed you so much.” Liv offered her hand. The girl’s small
hand held on, and Liv pulled her up. The child wobbled and fell into Liv’s arms.“My foot hurts. I
can’t walk.” Miranda pointed to her ankle. Olivia wasn’t sure if it was a sprain or not, but
paramedics would be waiting outside soon.“May I carry you, Miranda?” Olivia asked the
girl.Miranda nodded and reached up towards her. Olivia scooped her up and went back upstairs
with Jefferson, who made sure the way was clear before them.When they stepped outside,
Miranda covered her eyes to shield them from the bright light. She probably hadn’t seen the sun
for several days. Olivia handed her to the paramedics so they could examine her.“Stay here with
me, Olivia.” Miranda’s voice sounded soft but desperate.“Okay. I will.”“You did it again, Liv.”Liv
turned to see Jefferson smiling at her. Her partner was a few years older than she was, around
thirty, and handsome. She knew he liked her, but Olivia wanted to keep things professional.
Besides, she was too devoted to her career to have time for a boyfriend.“I’m impressed with how
you found those clues that led us to the kidnapper. How did you know about the washing
machine? And how did you know she didn’t want me to come with you when you got her out?”“If
I were a little girl kidnapped by a man, I think I’d be afraid of men I don’t know. Even a police
officer.”“Well, it’s a good thing we have female police officers, especially you. Victims trust you
more, and you have a way with kids.” He smiled at her again. “When you talk to kids, you’re
actually nice to them.”“What are you saying?” She playfully hit his arm. Liv didn’t trust anyone,
and she liked to be upfront with people, even if it wasn’t polite. She was not the same meek and



quiet woman who had left the Amish.“You’re not always as sweet as sugar, that’s all.” He gave
her a nod. “I still can’t believe you cut all your hair off. It looks great.”She tried not to blush as she
reached up for the ends of her hair. “Thank you.” She had recently cut her long, dark brown locks
and now had a bob haircut with bangs. It had caramel highlights and was longer in the front,
since the hairdresser had said that was in style. Liv hadn’t really cared. She had just wanted it
shorter.Liv had grown up with long hair and had never been allowed to cut it. For a few years
after she left her Amish community, it was hard for her to let go of. But finally she decided she
needed a change, and she liked it. It was much better than the long French braid she had always
worn it in, which always got in the way when she worked.It had been her last tie to her Amish
roots. She had even changed her last name from Sullivan back to her maiden name, Mast. Now
that she didn’t look Amish at all anymore, she could fully move on. Well, except for her Amish
dress and prayer kapp in a box on the top shelf of her closet. She’d never be able to part with
them because her mother had sewn them for her.“So I hear you’ve got some vacation time
saved up. You going to go anywhere?” Jefferson asked.“I was thinking somewhere without snow.
Maybe the Bahamas.”“You deserve it, Liv.”She didn’t know about that, but she sure couldn’t wait
to get out of Maine for a while, away from all the heinous things she saw every day. She
imagined a sparkling ocean with soft sand between her toes with no one shooting at her.Some
commotion drew her attention, and she turned to see Miranda’s father, Mr. Nelson, approaching
and asking lots of questions. Olivia and Jefferson walked toward him.“Hi, I’m Officer Jefferson
Martin from Covert Police Detectives Unit. Detective Mast and I found your daughter today.”
Jefferson extended his hand.“I just got to see Miranda, but I wanted to quickly thank the team for
finding her. Where is this Detective Mast? I’d like to thank him personally.” Mr. Nelson shook
Jefferson’s hand.She cleared her throat. “I’m Detective Mast, sir.” She stuck out her hand.Mr.
Nelson ignored her hand and stuck his hands in his pockets. “Oh. You’re a detective? Really?”
He gave her a once over.Olivia tamped down her annoyance and crossed her arms. This was
not the first time she had seen someone react like this. “Yes.”“She’s the one who coaxed Miranda
out of the house. Miranda wouldn’t come near me. It’s a good thing we have great detectives like
Liv.” Jefferson gave her a proud smile. That was one thing she loved about him. He always had
her back in any situation. “In fact, Detective Mast found most of the clues today that led us to
your daughter. She was the one who discovered where she was being kept, in a secret room
under a washing machine.”“Is that so?” Mr. Nelson looked her over again. “You don’t really look
like a cop. You’re too pretty to be a detective.” He flashed her a smile, and Jefferson raised one
eyebrow. She wanted to roll her eyes.Ugh.“Well, nice to meet you. I need to go check on
Miranda.” She spun on her heel and marched back toward the medical team. The girl tugged on
her sleeve and stared at her, even smiling a little.“I prayed God would send an angel to rescue
me,” she said in a soft voice.Olivia couldn’t help but chuckle. “I’m no angel, kid.”“But God did
send you. Thank you for coming to get me,” she replied as the paramedic inspected her
ankle.“You’re welcome, Miranda.”Liv hadn’t prayed in six years, and she didn’t plan on doing so
anytime soon.She had left God behind the day she had left the Amish.***“Olivia, come see me in



my office.” Captain Branson took a swig of his coffee and nodded his balding head toward his
office door at Covert Police Detectives Unit headquarters in Portland, Maine. Bodyguards, police
officers, special agents, and detectives all worked together in this building and in the field. Liv
loved this place. “In a minute. I’m just—”“Now, Liv!” he shouted and disappeared into the
office.With a sigh, she closed the vacation website on her laptop and put the gorgeous images
of the Bahamas out of her mind. She finally got a minute to herself at her desk, and now Branson
wanted to talk. She picked herself up and stepped into his office, wondering what she had done
wrong. Had she forgotten to label evidence or wipe out the microwave in the break room? Or
was it the prank she played on Jefferson last week?Man, she had gotten him good.“Have a
seat.”It had to have been the prank. Maybe putting a fake snake in his car had been too
much.“What’s up, Captain?” She plopped into one of his chairs. A feeling of dread began to
creep over her. Maybe she actually was in trouble.He settled in his chair and pulled it forward,
his round belly pressed up against the desk. “I have an undercover assignment for you.”At least
she wasn’t in trouble.“Captain, with all due respect, you know I was planning on going on a
vacation soon.”“Liv, I need you for this one. No one else will do.” He adjusted his glasses and
handed her pictures of a crime scene. “Bill Sullivan was shot and killed in his barn last night in
Unity, Maine. He was an Amish man in his fifties. Someone outside the community reported
this.”Shock ricocheted throughout her system. A crime in Unity? Her heart sank, even if she had
never really liked the man much. “I knew this man when I lived there. He was my father-in-
law.”“I’m sorry,” Branson said.“We weren’t exactly chummy, but still…” She stared at the photos in
disbelief, dozens of questions spiraling in her head. Liv had never witnessed any violence in her
community except for her husband’s abuse and the arsonist who had killed her family. Usually
Amish communities were peaceful, but sometimes criminals or rowdy teenagers liked to take
advantage of the fact that the Amish didn’t report crimes like vandalism or arson…or
murder.Was the rest of the community all right? Had anyone else been injured?Wait…no!“You
want me to go there, don’t you?” She was ready to argue her way out of this one. She slammed
her palms down on his desk as she stood. “You know I never want to go there ever again.”“Liv,
calm down. I know it’s against the Amish way to give police any information. But we need to find
this killer, and you grew up Amish. If I send any of my other detectives there, they’ll stand right
out. Besides, they don’t know anything about the Amish, and they won’t be able to blend in
unnoticed. I need you to go there and act like you’re one of them again. The killer won’t even
know the crime was reported or that we are onto him. Can’t you just ask to rejoin the
church?”“It’s really not that simple.” She crossed her arms, looked away, and plopped back down
in her chair.“Why not? Just tell them you want to come back like old times.”“I’m shunned. When
people leave, they are shunned. That means no one will speak a word to me unless I repent
before the church, beg for forgiveness, and act like I sincerely want to become Amish again.”
She shuddered at the thought.“Then do it. Whatever it takes. Since the community in Unity won’t
accept the help of the police or answer our questions, we think the only way to help these people
is for you to go there covertly and investigate without them even knowing it. And the killer will



have no idea. No one from their community even reported this crime or planned to. An outsider
found out through some gossip and reported it. One of the customers of the community store.”“I
know they don’t ask the police for help. They believe everything is God’s will, and they leave the
vengeance to Him. I’m just not sure they’ll welcome me back as easily as you think they
will.”“Come on. Aren’t they nice, forgiving people?”“They are, but…” She shut her eyes and saw
the flames engulfing her home with her parents and siblings dying inside. The arsonist was
never found. The elders had told her not to report the crime or look for the man who had
murdered her family because their way was to forgive and move on.But she had held on to the
bitterness. She couldn’t forgive the killer.And now she had to go back there? To the place where
her family had been killed and her husband had abused her?Her heart clenched at the thought
of returning to her hometown. She hadn’t been there in six years. And she had not left on good
terms. It wouldn’t be as easy as Branson thought it would be. She couldn’t just waltz into the
community and ask to be forgiven for leaving, could she?And for killing Jake in self-defense?
She didn’t think so. All those memories would come rushing back, and it would be too much to
deal with. Bile rose in her throat at the thought of returning.“I can’t do this, Captain. I’ll do
anything else. Send me on a dangerous mission. I don’t care. Just don’t make me do this.
Please.” She leaned forward in her chair, put her nice face on, and pleaded with wide-open eyes.
“I’d rather run through gunfire than go back there. I’d rather die.”Branson shook his head firmly.
“Don’t be so dramatic, Liv. If you want your vacation time—if you want your job—you have to do
this.”“My job?” A feeling of dread and panic settled over her. Her job was everything to her. She
had no life outside of work.“Look, Liv. Our funds have been reduced, and we have been forced to
make cuts. You’re a great detective, but you’re one of the newer ones. Some of our people have
been here ten or fifteen years or more. The board would probably pick you as the first to go if we
have to lay people off. So if you do this mission and prove yourself worthy, you would make them
reconsider.”She’d rather rot in jail than go back there. She scowled.“Olivia. I need you to do
this.”She gave him a sideways look.“I’ll give you an extra week of vacation time if you go
tomorrow and stay until this killer is caught.”“Seriously?” Her eyebrows rose as her interest
piqued.“Don’t you go telling anyone. Consider it a bonus for a job well done. I don’t know much
about what your history is with that place. I’m sorry if this is personal, but don’t let it be. Just do
your job, and you’ll be on the beach sipping a margarita before you know it.”“I don’t
drink.”“Whatever. Just imagine this—two weeks in the Bahamas, and you don’t have to talk to
me the entire time.”She nodded slowly, smiling. Sounded like paradise. “How’d you know I want
to go there?”“I’ve got ears everywhere.” He chuckled and leaned back in his chair.Jefferson must
have talked to him.“Okay, fine. If it will help save lives and catch the killer, I’ll do it.”“One more
thing. Isaac Troyer, a thirty-year-old Amish man, was also attacked last night. Blunt force trauma
to the head. He had traces of wood in his wounds, which were from whatever he was rendered
unconscious with.” He slid another photo toward her.Isaac? Her mind screamed at the image of
the man she had once loved. She jumped back from the photo as if she had been burned on a
hot wood stove.“He was then left on one of the lanes in the community near his house until a Sid



Hoffman brought him to the local hospital. Since this happened on the same night as the murder,
we think he was possibly a witness to the crime. You need to covertly protect him, since the
Amish won’t accept police protection, and he could be the perp’s next target. The thing is, Troyer
has localized amnesia. He can’t remember what happened the night he was assaulted, but keep
asking him questions without being obvious. Once you take him home, he might remember more
of what happened.”Could this get any worse? She had to take Isaac back to Unity and protect
him? Him of all people?How was she going to act normal around him, try to get information from
him, and protect him during what would be the most awkward encounter of her entire life? She
had asked him to run away with her and leave the church, but he had refused and broken her
heart. Spontaneous butterflies erupted in her stomach at the thought of him, but she ignored
them.How would he react to her?The last time she had seen him she had kissed him. Right after
her husband had died. After that, he had testified on her behalf during her trial. The jury had
acquitted her, finding she had acted in self-defense once they saw the evidence—her bruised
neck and other injuries, some of which were older and had not properly healed. Because she
had left the church after Jake’s death, she had reported what had happened to the police
herself, knowing she’d be found innocent.After the verdict, she hadn’t had the courage to speak
to him. All she had been able to do was give him a small smile, silently thanking him for testifying
before a swarm of news reporters surrounded her, all wanting more details about the Amish
woman who had killed her husband in self-defense.“What’s the matter? You know him too?”
Branson asked.“Yeah, I do.”“Are you okay?”“Yes, Captain.”“You sure? Anything I should know
about?”“I dated him a long time ago when I was a teenager. That’s all.”“Okay, that actually works
in our favor. Since he is a potential witness, we need you to go talk to him. If he is still single,
rekindle your relationship with him—whatever it was you shared—and drive him back home. The
closer you get, the better. Stick to him like glue. If he is a witness, he needs your protection.”Like
glue? Really? She let her head drop in her hands dramatically.“Okay, Liv?” Branson prodded,
leaning forward and slightly raising his voice.“Okay.” She sighed heavily.The Bahamas would
have to wait.“Hey, this is none of my business either, but I know a little bit of what happened
there, how you killed your husband in self-defense.”“Yeah. I did.”“Why? What did he do? If I may
ask.”Could he get any nosier?“After abusing me for three years, he tried to choke me to death,
so I stabbed him,” Olivia said emotionlessly. “I had no choice. The community didn’t report it. I
did, because I knew I was innocent. And the jury and judge agreed once they saw the evidence
and heard the testimonies.” She stood up and walked out of the office, leaving her boss wide-
eyed.Chapter TwoSix years later“Jefferson! Run the other way!” Olivia shouted as she sprinted
around the side of a broken-down house in Augusta, Maine. Her partner, Officer Jefferson
Martin, bolted around the opposite side of the house, hoping to catch the culprit, who had just
run to the other side. Maybe they could meet him in the middle, and the criminal would be
trapped in the fenced-in yard.When Olivia thought of the young girl this man had kidnapped, she
pushed herself even faster, her hair flying behind her. She reached the corner of the house, lifted
her pistol, and swept the area. The perpetrator swung a rusty crowbar at her head. She ducked



just in time to dodge it.It thudded into the house right beside her face. She whipped around and
shoved him up against the wall. “Nice try.”He struggled in her grasp, but she held onto him tightly
as her partner rounded the corner and helped hold him down. When the perp would not stop
wriggling and shouting protests, Jefferson pinned him to the ground and handcuffed him.
“George Burke, you are under arrest for kidnapping. You have the right to remain
silent…”Jefferson finished reciting Burke’s rights to him as he led him to the police car and shut
the criminal inside. Jefferson questioned him about where the girl was, but the man said
nothing.“You think the girl is in there?” Olivia asked her partner, nodding toward the shabby
house.“Maybe, since he bolted out the back door when we pulled in the driveway. Let’s go check
it out.”A second patrol car arrived as backup and guarded the criminal while Olivia and Jefferson
entered the house, weapons drawn.“Not exactly a home fit for being in an interior decorating
magazine.” Olivia wrinkled her nose at the piles of dirty dishes in the kitchen, the messy floors,
the questionable smells. In the laundry room, baskets of clothes covered the top of the washing
machine. She held up her Smith and Wesson M&P Shield pistol as she poked her head around
the corner. “Clear!”“Clear in the living room!” Jefferson called.“Let’s check the basement.”They
approached the door, and he quickly pulled it open. “Anybody down there? Police!”No response.
The partners glanced at each other, nodded, and descended the stairs, looking carefully for any
sign of life or movement.They poked around for about ten minutes, looking for some clue where
they could find Miranda Nelson, the little girl Burke had kidnapped. They had evidence he had
taken her, but they didn’t know where he was keeping her.“Hey, wasn’t there a washing machine
upstairs?” Olivia raised an eyebrow at the beat-up appliance placed crookedly against a
wall.“Yeah, there was.”“This one is just taking up space. I know this guy isn’t very tidy, but why
have two washing machines, especially when one looks like that? This might be nothing, but I
have a weird feeling about it.” Liv walked over to it and looked behind it. “There’s something back
here.”Jefferson hurried over and helped her move it aside to reveal a small door in the floor.
Olivia reached down and flung it open. “Miranda? We’re the police. Are you down there?” She
reached for the flashlight on her belt.A soft whimper sounded in the darkness. While Jefferson
called the paramedics, Olivia aimed the beam of the flashlight in the hole in the floor, which
revealed a space a little bigger than a small closet. There, illuminated by the light, sat a young
girl with her hands tied and her mouth covered with duct tape.Anger flooded Liv’s veins. How
could a person do this to a little girl? She had been missing for days. Who knew how long she
had been down here? If only Olivia could get her hands on that guy…but she wouldn’t. Besides,
the other inmates in prison would show him how people felt toward criminals who kidnapped
little children.“Miranda, my name is Detective Olivia Mast, and I’m from a unit called Covert
Police Detectives Unit. May I come down? This is my partner, Officer Jefferson Martin, and we
are going to take you home.”The girl looked up at them for a moment with tired eyes, then slowly
nodded.Olivia climbed down, and Jefferson followed.The girl began to make sounds, as if she
was protesting. She couldn’t speak with that tape over her mouth. What was she trying to tell
them? “Jefferson, go back up. I think she is afraid of men right now,” Liv told him quietly. “You go



ahead.” He climbed up and took a few steps away.Olivia bent down and crawled to the girl in the
small space. “I’m going to take those ropes off, okay? I’m going to cut them, but I’ll be very
careful.”The child calmed down and let Olivia saw through the knots with her pocket knife. “I’m
going to take off the tape now.”After Liv pulled off the tape, Miranda winced but quickly
recovered. “Are you really taking me home?” Her eyes grew big, hopeful.“Yes, Miranda. Your
family is waiting to see you. They missed you so much.” Liv offered her hand. The girl’s small
hand held on, and Liv pulled her up. The child wobbled and fell into Liv’s arms.“My foot hurts. I
can’t walk.” Miranda pointed to her ankle. Olivia wasn’t sure if it was a sprain or not, but
paramedics would be waiting outside soon.“May I carry you, Miranda?” Olivia asked the
girl.Miranda nodded and reached up towards her. Olivia scooped her up and went back upstairs
with Jefferson, who made sure the way was clear before them.When they stepped outside,
Miranda covered her eyes to shield them from the bright light. She probably hadn’t seen the sun
for several days. Olivia handed her to the paramedics so they could examine her.“Stay here with
me, Olivia.” Miranda’s voice sounded soft but desperate.“Okay. I will.”“You did it again, Liv.”Liv
turned to see Jefferson smiling at her. Her partner was a few years older than she was, around
thirty, and handsome. She knew he liked her, but Olivia wanted to keep things professional.
Besides, she was too devoted to her career to have time for a boyfriend.“I’m impressed with how
you found those clues that led us to the kidnapper. How did you know about the washing
machine? And how did you know she didn’t want me to come with you when you got her out?”“If
I were a little girl kidnapped by a man, I think I’d be afraid of men I don’t know. Even a police
officer.”“Well, it’s a good thing we have female police officers, especially you. Victims trust you
more, and you have a way with kids.” He smiled at her again. “When you talk to kids, you’re
actually nice to them.”“What are you saying?” She playfully hit his arm. Liv didn’t trust anyone,
and she liked to be upfront with people, even if it wasn’t polite. She was not the same meek and
quiet woman who had left the Amish.“You’re not always as sweet as sugar, that’s all.” He gave
her a nod. “I still can’t believe you cut all your hair off. It looks great.”She tried not to blush as she
reached up for the ends of her hair. “Thank you.” She had recently cut her long, dark brown locks
and now had a bob haircut with bangs. It had caramel highlights and was longer in the front,
since the hairdresser had said that was in style. Liv hadn’t really cared. She had just wanted it
shorter.Liv had grown up with long hair and had never been allowed to cut it. For a few years
after she left her Amish community, it was hard for her to let go of. But finally she decided she
needed a change, and she liked it. It was much better than the long French braid she had always
worn it in, which always got in the way when she worked.It had been her last tie to her Amish
roots. She had even changed her last name from Sullivan back to her maiden name, Mast. Now
that she didn’t look Amish at all anymore, she could fully move on. Well, except for her Amish
dress and prayer kapp in a box on the top shelf of her closet. She’d never be able to part with
them because her mother had sewn them for her.“So I hear you’ve got some vacation time
saved up. You going to go anywhere?” Jefferson asked.“I was thinking somewhere without snow.
Maybe the Bahamas.”“You deserve it, Liv.”She didn’t know about that, but she sure couldn’t wait



to get out of Maine for a while, away from all the heinous things she saw every day. She
imagined a sparkling ocean with soft sand between her toes with no one shooting at her.Some
commotion drew her attention, and she turned to see Miranda’s father, Mr. Nelson, approaching
and asking lots of questions. Olivia and Jefferson walked toward him.“Hi, I’m Officer Jefferson
Martin from Covert Police Detectives Unit. Detective Mast and I found your daughter today.”
Jefferson extended his hand.“I just got to see Miranda, but I wanted to quickly thank the team for
finding her. Where is this Detective Mast? I’d like to thank him personally.” Mr. Nelson shook
Jefferson’s hand.She cleared her throat. “I’m Detective Mast, sir.” She stuck out her hand.Mr.
Nelson ignored her hand and stuck his hands in his pockets. “Oh. You’re a detective? Really?”
He gave her a once over.Olivia tamped down her annoyance and crossed her arms. This was
not the first time she had seen someone react like this. “Yes.”“She’s the one who coaxed Miranda
out of the house. Miranda wouldn’t come near me. It’s a good thing we have great detectives like
Liv.” Jefferson gave her a proud smile. That was one thing she loved about him. He always had
her back in any situation. “In fact, Detective Mast found most of the clues today that led us to
your daughter. She was the one who discovered where she was being kept, in a secret room
under a washing machine.”“Is that so?” Mr. Nelson looked her over again. “You don’t really look
like a cop. You’re too pretty to be a detective.” He flashed her a smile, and Jefferson raised one
eyebrow. She wanted to roll her eyes.Ugh.“Well, nice to meet you. I need to go check on
Miranda.” She spun on her heel and marched back toward the medical team. The girl tugged on
her sleeve and stared at her, even smiling a little.“I prayed God would send an angel to rescue
me,” she said in a soft voice.Olivia couldn’t help but chuckle. “I’m no angel, kid.”“But God did
send you. Thank you for coming to get me,” she replied as the paramedic inspected her
ankle.“You’re welcome, Miranda.”Liv hadn’t prayed in six years, and she didn’t plan on doing so
anytime soon.She had left God behind the day she had left the Amish.***“Olivia, come see me in
my office.” Captain Branson took a swig of his coffee and nodded his balding head toward his
office door at Covert Police Detectives Unit headquarters in Portland, Maine. Bodyguards, police
officers, special agents, and detectives all worked together in this building and in the field. Liv
loved this place. “In a minute. I’m just—”“Now, Liv!” he shouted and disappeared into the
office.With a sigh, she closed the vacation website on her laptop and put the gorgeous images
of the Bahamas out of her mind. She finally got a minute to herself at her desk, and now Branson
wanted to talk. She picked herself up and stepped into his office, wondering what she had done
wrong. Had she forgotten to label evidence or wipe out the microwave in the break room? Or
was it the prank she played on Jefferson last week?Man, she had gotten him good.“Have a
seat.”It had to have been the prank. Maybe putting a fake snake in his car had been too
much.“What’s up, Captain?” She plopped into one of his chairs. A feeling of dread began to
creep over her. Maybe she actually was in trouble.He settled in his chair and pulled it forward,
his round belly pressed up against the desk. “I have an undercover assignment for you.”At least
she wasn’t in trouble.“Captain, with all due respect, you know I was planning on going on a
vacation soon.”“Liv, I need you for this one. No one else will do.” He adjusted his glasses and



handed her pictures of a crime scene. “Bill Sullivan was shot and killed in his barn last night in
Unity, Maine. He was an Amish man in his fifties. Someone outside the community reported
this.”Shock ricocheted throughout her system. A crime in Unity? Her heart sank, even if she had
never really liked the man much. “I knew this man when I lived there. He was my father-in-
law.”“I’m sorry,” Branson said.“We weren’t exactly chummy, but still…” She stared at the photos in
disbelief, dozens of questions spiraling in her head. Liv had never witnessed any violence in her
community except for her husband’s abuse and the arsonist who had killed her family. Usually
Amish communities were peaceful, but sometimes criminals or rowdy teenagers liked to take
advantage of the fact that the Amish didn’t report crimes like vandalism or arson…or
murder.Was the rest of the community all right? Had anyone else been injured?Wait…no!“You
want me to go there, don’t you?” She was ready to argue her way out of this one. She slammed
her palms down on his desk as she stood. “You know I never want to go there ever again.”“Liv,
calm down. I know it’s against the Amish way to give police any information. But we need to find
this killer, and you grew up Amish. If I send any of my other detectives there, they’ll stand right
out. Besides, they don’t know anything about the Amish, and they won’t be able to blend in
unnoticed. I need you to go there and act like you’re one of them again. The killer won’t even
know the crime was reported or that we are onto him. Can’t you just ask to rejoin the
church?”“It’s really not that simple.” She crossed her arms, looked away, and plopped back down
in her chair.“Why not? Just tell them you want to come back like old times.”“I’m shunned. When
people leave, they are shunned. That means no one will speak a word to me unless I repent
before the church, beg for forgiveness, and act like I sincerely want to become Amish again.”
She shuddered at the thought.“Then do it. Whatever it takes. Since the community in Unity won’t
accept the help of the police or answer our questions, we think the only way to help these people
is for you to go there covertly and investigate without them even knowing it. And the killer will
have no idea. No one from their community even reported this crime or planned to. An outsider
found out through some gossip and reported it. One of the customers of the community store.”“I
know they don’t ask the police for help. They believe everything is God’s will, and they leave the
vengeance to Him. I’m just not sure they’ll welcome me back as easily as you think they
will.”“Come on. Aren’t they nice, forgiving people?”“They are, but…” She shut her eyes and saw
the flames engulfing her home with her parents and siblings dying inside. The arsonist was
never found. The elders had told her not to report the crime or look for the man who had
murdered her family because their way was to forgive and move on.But she had held on to the
bitterness. She couldn’t forgive the killer.And now she had to go back there? To the place where
her family had been killed and her husband had abused her?Her heart clenched at the thought
of returning to her hometown. She hadn’t been there in six years. And she had not left on good
terms. It wouldn’t be as easy as Branson thought it would be. She couldn’t just waltz into the
community and ask to be forgiven for leaving, could she?And for killing Jake in self-defense?
She didn’t think so. All those memories would come rushing back, and it would be too much to
deal with. Bile rose in her throat at the thought of returning.“I can’t do this, Captain. I’ll do



anything else. Send me on a dangerous mission. I don’t care. Just don’t make me do this.
Please.” She leaned forward in her chair, put her nice face on, and pleaded with wide-open eyes.
“I’d rather run through gunfire than go back there. I’d rather die.”Branson shook his head firmly.
“Don’t be so dramatic, Liv. If you want your vacation time—if you want your job—you have to do
this.”“My job?” A feeling of dread and panic settled over her. Her job was everything to her. She
had no life outside of work.“Look, Liv. Our funds have been reduced, and we have been forced to
make cuts. You’re a great detective, but you’re one of the newer ones. Some of our people have
been here ten or fifteen years or more. The board would probably pick you as the first to go if we
have to lay people off. So if you do this mission and prove yourself worthy, you would make them
reconsider.”She’d rather rot in jail than go back there. She scowled.“Olivia. I need you to do
this.”She gave him a sideways look.“I’ll give you an extra week of vacation time if you go
tomorrow and stay until this killer is caught.”“Seriously?” Her eyebrows rose as her interest
piqued.“Don’t you go telling anyone. Consider it a bonus for a job well done. I don’t know much
about what your history is with that place. I’m sorry if this is personal, but don’t let it be. Just do
your job, and you’ll be on the beach sipping a margarita before you know it.”“I don’t
drink.”“Whatever. Just imagine this—two weeks in the Bahamas, and you don’t have to talk to
me the entire time.”She nodded slowly, smiling. Sounded like paradise. “How’d you know I want
to go there?”“I’ve got ears everywhere.” He chuckled and leaned back in his chair.Jefferson must
have talked to him.“Okay, fine. If it will help save lives and catch the killer, I’ll do it.”“One more
thing. Isaac Troyer, a thirty-year-old Amish man, was also attacked last night. Blunt force trauma
to the head. He had traces of wood in his wounds, which were from whatever he was rendered
unconscious with.” He slid another photo toward her.Isaac? Her mind screamed at the image of
the man she had once loved. She jumped back from the photo as if she had been burned on a
hot wood stove.“He was then left on one of the lanes in the community near his house until a Sid
Hoffman brought him to the local hospital. Since this happened on the same night as the murder,
we think he was possibly a witness to the crime. You need to covertly protect him, since the
Amish won’t accept police protection, and he could be the perp’s next target. The thing is, Troyer
has localized amnesia. He can’t remember what happened the night he was assaulted, but keep
asking him questions without being obvious. Once you take him home, he might remember more
of what happened.”Could this get any worse? She had to take Isaac back to Unity and protect
him? Him of all people?How was she going to act normal around him, try to get information from
him, and protect him during what would be the most awkward encounter of her entire life? She
had asked him to run away with her and leave the church, but he had refused and broken her
heart. Spontaneous butterflies erupted in her stomach at the thought of him, but she ignored
them.How would he react to her?The last time she had seen him she had kissed him. Right after
her husband had died. After that, he had testified on her behalf during her trial. The jury had
acquitted her, finding she had acted in self-defense once they saw the evidence—her bruised
neck and other injuries, some of which were older and had not properly healed. Because she
had left the church after Jake’s death, she had reported what had happened to the police



herself, knowing she’d be found innocent.After the verdict, she hadn’t had the courage to speak
to him. All she had been able to do was give him a small smile, silently thanking him for testifying
before a swarm of news reporters surrounded her, all wanting more details about the Amish
woman who had killed her husband in self-defense.“What’s the matter? You know him too?”
Branson asked.“Yeah, I do.”“Are you okay?”“Yes, Captain.”“You sure? Anything I should know
about?”“I dated him a long time ago when I was a teenager. That’s all.”“Okay, that actually works
in our favor. Since he is a potential witness, we need you to go talk to him. If he is still single,
rekindle your relationship with him—whatever it was you shared—and drive him back home. The
closer you get, the better. Stick to him like glue. If he is a witness, he needs your protection.”Like
glue? Really? She let her head drop in her hands dramatically.“Okay, Liv?” Branson prodded,
leaning forward and slightly raising his voice.“Okay.” She sighed heavily.The Bahamas would
have to wait.“Hey, this is none of my business either, but I know a little bit of what happened
there, how you killed your husband in self-defense.”“Yeah. I did.”“Why? What did he do? If I may
ask.”Could he get any nosier?“After abusing me for three years, he tried to choke me to death,
so I stabbed him,” Olivia said emotionlessly. “I had no choice. The community didn’t report it. I
did, because I knew I was innocent. And the jury and judge agreed once they saw the evidence
and heard the testimonies.” She stood up and walked out of the office, leaving her boss wide-
eyed.Chapter ThreeAfter work, Olivia drove home to her small white house on a street lined with
similar houses in Augusta. It was in a part of the city that was complete with quaint parks, but
she never took advantage of them. She preferred to give her life over to her job, to help the
victims of horrific crimes. It was the only thing that made her forget her past.She pounded the
steering wheel in frustration. The last thing she wanted to do was put on her old Amish clothing,
which she had avoided looking at since she had moved here, and go see the man she had loved
before she was married.A long time ago, Liv had convinced herself that they had never loved
each other. That it had just been a summer infatuation. Teenage puppy love. Nothing real.But her
heart said her head was lying. Especially when she had kissed him the day she had left
Unity.The heart said all kinds of foolish things. How many times had she questioned criminals
and victims alike who had just been “following their hearts”?She didn’t trust what her own heart
had to say. When she had left the faith, she had vowed to make decisions based on logic, not
emotions.Isaac had probably forgotten all about her years ago and had most likely married some
sensible woman by now. He probably even had a few kids.Her stomach churned at the
thought.Get it together, Liv. She pulled into her narrow driveway. Isaac’s personal life was none
of her business. She had to get dressed, head over to the hospital, and somehow convince
Isaac and the entire community that she wanted to be Amish again.She laughed aloud at the
thought. She would rather die than rejoin their church. But this would all be for her cover. It wasn’t
real.Forgiveness was very important to the Amish, but would Aunt Mary, Uncle Gideon, and
Maria be able to forgive her once they found out the truth? She’d be shunned again after this
was over anyway, but she still hoped they would understand she was just doing her job.There
would be no turning back. But if that was the price she had to pay to keep the community safe



and stop the killer, so be it.She shut off her car and gathered her purse, cell phone, and keys.
Before opening the door and stepping outside, she looked around for anyone nearby who could
be a potential threat. A hooded man, a shadow… She had recently investigated a woman who
had been murdered while getting out of her car. She briefly touched the edge of her M&P Shield
pistol in her holster, just to reassure herself the gun was still there, even though she knew it was.
It made her feel safer.Some would call her paranoid. She was just cautious.Sometimes she
swore someone was watching her, and sometimes she thought she saw a shadow moving
outside or in her house. But it always ended up being nothing. No one was ever there.Maybe she
really was just paranoid.She hurried up the short walkway, then let herself in and locked the
door. Dropping her things onto a black wooden table near the door, she looked around her neat,
modern house. Black wooden furniture, beige walls, splashes of red in the kitchen and blue in
the living room. Her mother would never have approved of all the luxuries, appliances, and color.
Though her mother had been very old-fashioned, Liv had loved her dearly, and she smiled at the
thought of her.Liv filled up a glass of cold water and drank it as she envisioned the dress packed
away in a box high up in her closet. She dreaded taking it down and putting it on.But she had to
do it. Then, when this whole thing was over, she could keep her job and go to the Bahamas.And
she would forget about Unity. And Isaac. Again. All while sitting on the sandy shores of
paradise. Alone. As always.Good plan. She double-checked that the deadbolt on the door was
locked, then walked to her bedroom. She wanted to procrastinate. Well, she was hungry. She
decided to eat dinner, then get the dress. Satisfied with her decision, she went to the kitchen and
heated up a microwavable meal of chicken alfredo from the freezer.As she ate, she thought
about what she would say to Isaac. Since his amnesia was only related to the night he was
attacked, he would remember her. Would he believe her? Would he laugh at her?Oh, gosh.
What if he was still single?She felt bad enough for abandoning him for the jerk she had married.
Knowing that there was still a possibility of them getting back together…A small flame of hope
sparked within her, then she shook her head. Who was she kidding?She was an Englisher, an
outsider who was not Amish. Isaac would never break the rules and knowingly start a romantic
relationship with an outsider, and he would never leave the community. Besides, she never let
emotions interfere with her job.She was finally beginning to accept that she might be single for
the rest of her life.She practically threw her fork and cup in the sink, barely cringing at the
crashing sound, and trudged over to her closet. She had to get this over with or it would make
her crazy.She tore open the door and yanked down the box before she changed her mind. After
ripping off the lid, she slid the plain fabric between her fingers, fighting back tears. Longing
swelled inside her, those feelings she had hidden just like this box of clothes for so many
years.Oh, how she missed her mother. Her father. Her siblings.Life in Unity had been great when
they were alive, but once they were gone, the grief of their deaths had consumed her.Anger and
sorrow welled up within her as the memories of the flames seeped into her mind. The fact that
the arsonist had not been caught was one of the biggest reasons why she had become a
detective.She lifted up the white prayer kapp her mother had helped her stitch. Her mother used



to laugh at her when she sewed. Olivia had always been terrible at sewing, cleaning, cooking,
and all the things an Amish girl was supposed to excel at. Instead, as a child Olivia had usually
been caught racing the boys outside, getting dirty or climbing trees. She had never been the
ideal Amish girl, but her family had adored her, anyway.Liv pulled out the dress, a lavender one
with a black apron, and put it on.Her mother had hand-sewn this only a few months before the
fire. Liv ran her fingers over the impeccable stitching and willed her heart not to break all over
again. This was what she had worn when she had sneaked out on the night of the fire. It was all
she had left of her former life.Recently she had been having fewer memories and flashbacks of
Jake’s outbursts and rampages. Fewer memories of her family’s love. Even fewer memories of
Isaac. Each day she thought of her old life less and less. Sometimes a whole day would pass
and she would realize she had not thought of her past once all day.And then this had to happen.
Branson had to pick her to become buddy-buddy with the people who had shunned her for
leaving. And to protect the man she had once loved.She squeezed her eyes shut. The beaches
of the Bahamas would be worth it, right? She moved on with her task of dressing.She let out an
exasperated sigh. Where the heck was she supposed to conceal her .45 and be able to pull it
out at a second’s notice?She felt around, looking for a flap in the dress or somewhere she could
hide the weapon. She wouldn’t be able to easily pull out a firearm without hiking her skirt up,
which would be quite scandalous in Unity. But that was the way it was going to have to be.She
secured her M&P Shield pistol on her leg and clipped her badge onto the leg holster. She really
didn’t like leg holsters much. Her normal holster was so much more accessible and comfortable.
But it was only temporary.Liv tried to pull her hair into a bun, which was hard to do since it was
so short, so it ended up being a messy ponytail. She smoothed out the kapp and yanked it on,
not bothering to tie it, and looked in her full-length mirror.This was as Amish as she was going to
look. Oh wait. She had to wipe off her makeup.She washed her face, removing the mascara,
eyeliner, and light brown eyeshadow she had been wearing. She adjusted her kapp back into
place.Now she looked the part. She looked just as scared as she had the day she first
approached her mother-in-law about Jake’s cruelty. The same wide eyes, pale face, and racing
heart.Chapter ThreeAfter work, Olivia drove home to her small white house on a street lined with
similar houses in Augusta. It was in a part of the city that was complete with quaint parks, but
she never took advantage of them. She preferred to give her life over to her job, to help the
victims of horrific crimes. It was the only thing that made her forget her past.She pounded the
steering wheel in frustration. The last thing she wanted to do was put on her old Amish clothing,
which she had avoided looking at since she had moved here, and go see the man she had loved
before she was married.A long time ago, Liv had convinced herself that they had never loved
each other. That it had just been a summer infatuation. Teenage puppy love. Nothing real.But her
heart said her head was lying. Especially when she had kissed him the day she had left
Unity.The heart said all kinds of foolish things. How many times had she questioned criminals
and victims alike who had just been “following their hearts”?She didn’t trust what her own heart
had to say. When she had left the faith, she had vowed to make decisions based on logic, not



emotions.Isaac had probably forgotten all about her years ago and had most likely married some
sensible woman by now. He probably even had a few kids.Her stomach churned at the
thought.Get it together, Liv. She pulled into her narrow driveway. Isaac’s personal life was none
of her business. She had to get dressed, head over to the hospital, and somehow convince
Isaac and the entire community that she wanted to be Amish again.She laughed aloud at the
thought. She would rather die than rejoin their church. But this would all be for her cover. It wasn’t
real.Forgiveness was very important to the Amish, but would Aunt Mary, Uncle Gideon, and
Maria be able to forgive her once they found out the truth? She’d be shunned again after this
was over anyway, but she still hoped they would understand she was just doing her job.There
would be no turning back. But if that was the price she had to pay to keep the community safe
and stop the killer, so be it.She shut off her car and gathered her purse, cell phone, and keys.
Before opening the door and stepping outside, she looked around for anyone nearby who could
be a potential threat. A hooded man, a shadow… She had recently investigated a woman who
had been murdered while getting out of her car. She briefly touched the edge of her M&P Shield
pistol in her holster, just to reassure herself the gun was still there, even though she knew it was.
It made her feel safer.Some would call her paranoid. She was just cautious.Sometimes she
swore someone was watching her, and sometimes she thought she saw a shadow moving
outside or in her house. But it always ended up being nothing. No one was ever there.Maybe she
really was just paranoid.She hurried up the short walkway, then let herself in and locked the
door. Dropping her things onto a black wooden table near the door, she looked around her neat,
modern house. Black wooden furniture, beige walls, splashes of red in the kitchen and blue in
the living room. Her mother would never have approved of all the luxuries, appliances, and color.
Though her mother had been very old-fashioned, Liv had loved her dearly, and she smiled at the
thought of her.Liv filled up a glass of cold water and drank it as she envisioned the dress packed
away in a box high up in her closet. She dreaded taking it down and putting it on.But she had to
do it. Then, when this whole thing was over, she could keep her job and go to the Bahamas.And
she would forget about Unity. And Isaac. Again. All while sitting on the sandy shores of
paradise. Alone. As always.Good plan. She double-checked that the deadbolt on the door was
locked, then walked to her bedroom. She wanted to procrastinate. Well, she was hungry. She
decided to eat dinner, then get the dress. Satisfied with her decision, she went to the kitchen and
heated up a microwavable meal of chicken alfredo from the freezer.As she ate, she thought
about what she would say to Isaac. Since his amnesia was only related to the night he was
attacked, he would remember her. Would he believe her? Would he laugh at her?Oh, gosh.
What if he was still single?She felt bad enough for abandoning him for the jerk she had married.
Knowing that there was still a possibility of them getting back together…A small flame of hope
sparked within her, then she shook her head. Who was she kidding?She was an Englisher, an
outsider who was not Amish. Isaac would never break the rules and knowingly start a romantic
relationship with an outsider, and he would never leave the community. Besides, she never let
emotions interfere with her job.She was finally beginning to accept that she might be single for



the rest of her life.She practically threw her fork and cup in the sink, barely cringing at the
crashing sound, and trudged over to her closet. She had to get this over with or it would make
her crazy.She tore open the door and yanked down the box before she changed her mind. After
ripping off the lid, she slid the plain fabric between her fingers, fighting back tears. Longing
swelled inside her, those feelings she had hidden just like this box of clothes for so many
years.Oh, how she missed her mother. Her father. Her siblings.Life in Unity had been great when
they were alive, but once they were gone, the grief of their deaths had consumed her.Anger and
sorrow welled up within her as the memories of the flames seeped into her mind. The fact that
the arsonist had not been caught was one of the biggest reasons why she had become a
detective.She lifted up the white prayer kapp her mother had helped her stitch. Her mother used
to laugh at her when she sewed. Olivia had always been terrible at sewing, cleaning, cooking,
and all the things an Amish girl was supposed to excel at. Instead, as a child Olivia had usually
been caught racing the boys outside, getting dirty or climbing trees. She had never been the
ideal Amish girl, but her family had adored her, anyway.Liv pulled out the dress, a lavender one
with a black apron, and put it on.Her mother had hand-sewn this only a few months before the
fire. Liv ran her fingers over the impeccable stitching and willed her heart not to break all over
again. This was what she had worn when she had sneaked out on the night of the fire. It was all
she had left of her former life.Recently she had been having fewer memories and flashbacks of
Jake’s outbursts and rampages. Fewer memories of her family’s love. Even fewer memories of
Isaac. Each day she thought of her old life less and less. Sometimes a whole day would pass
and she would realize she had not thought of her past once all day.And then this had to happen.
Branson had to pick her to become buddy-buddy with the people who had shunned her for
leaving. And to protect the man she had once loved.She squeezed her eyes shut. The beaches
of the Bahamas would be worth it, right? She moved on with her task of dressing.She let out an
exasperated sigh. Where the heck was she supposed to conceal her .45 and be able to pull it
out at a second’s notice?She felt around, looking for a flap in the dress or somewhere she could
hide the weapon. She wouldn’t be able to easily pull out a firearm without hiking her skirt up,
which would be quite scandalous in Unity. But that was the way it was going to have to be.She
secured her M&P Shield pistol on her leg and clipped her badge onto the leg holster. She really
didn’t like leg holsters much. Her normal holster was so much more accessible and comfortable.
But it was only temporary.Liv tried to pull her hair into a bun, which was hard to do since it was
so short, so it ended up being a messy ponytail. She smoothed out the kapp and yanked it on,
not bothering to tie it, and looked in her full-length mirror.This was as Amish as she was going to
look. Oh wait. She had to wipe off her makeup.She washed her face, removing the mascara,
eyeliner, and light brown eyeshadow she had been wearing. She adjusted her kapp back into
place.Now she looked the part. She looked just as scared as she had the day she first
approached her mother-in-law about Jake’s cruelty. The same wide eyes, pale face, and racing
heart.
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Julie Morales, “OUTSIDERS ON THE INSIDE. Olivia left her Amish community after the death of
her abusive husband. She became a police officer and a detective. Then her Amish community
is being terrorized by a killer and Olivia is sent to go undercover to investigate. To do that, she
has to pretend to rejoin the church. A former boyfriend might be a target, so part of her job will be
protecting him. Olivia can’t think of anywhere she’d rather be less than her old community, but
she goes and does what she has to do. Will it be enough, though? Can she catch the killer and
return to her old life, or will things be changed forever?This was a really good book with a lot of
fast-paced action. I couldn’t put it down once I started.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Enjoyable. This work by author, Ashley Emma, is the story of a former
Amish woman asked to return to her roots to investigate crime in her former community. She
works undercover and is forced to face her feelings for a former love interest. The story is sweet
and the characters are likeable.  Good solid read.”

Christy, “Undercover Amish. I chose this book and the books that go with it because: (a) this is
one of my favourite genres; and (b) because the synopsis and title intrigued me. I was not
disappointed.Detective Olivia Mast joined the team after a series of events in her life left her
shines from her former life, her community, friends and family. Now that she is working with law
enforcement, her superior asks her to return to that community to help investigate murder case.
I admire Detective Mast for her courage and work ; I'm not so sure I would've been that
courageous. Now on the read book number 2 later on.”

Helen, “Filled With Action and Suspense. The Undercover Amish is book one in A Covert Police
Detective Unit series. Detective Olivia Mast grew up in an Amish community in Maine. While
there she witnessed her family’s home being burned down with her family inside and she was
terribly abused by her husband. After his death she left the Amish community and became a
police detective. She vowed never to return to the Amish community but is sent there when a
murder and other incidents are reported.The Amish do not report legal situations. They leave it
in God’s control, so Olivia has to convince the community she wants to come back so they will
talk with her. The person she is sent to protect just happens to be an old boyfriend.This is a
really good book! It is filled with action and suspense. Yet it still contains the simple life the
Amish live, one filled with faith. The characters and communities are well introduced. This is the
first Amish detective story I have read and I was so drawn into it that I kept reading the series.
Olivia and her husband are briefly introduced in the prequel, The Amish Schoolteacher’s
Escape. The author has written these books so they do not need to be read in order. But some
characters are mentioned in following stories.The author generously gave this ebook to readers.
I was not required to write a review.”



Ebook Library Reader, “Great Plot. Great plot and well written. I really enjoyed this story and the
twists at the end.”

Pigeon, “Sweet story…. I loved it! The characters were believable. The storyline was fantastic. I
enjoyed this read. 1 night I couldn’t even go to sleep because I needed to know what happened!
Looking forward to my next read from this author in this series.”

Sharona, “Amish fighting back!?!. I was sucked in from the first page and didn’t want to put the
book down! Olivia was Amish but something happens that she leaves. But then a happening
back there and she has to go back undercover to protect someone, pretending she really wants
to come back. Is she able to protect him? Does she stay? Read and enjoy!”

Shirley Z, “This book is full of surprises, a great book.. This book had me going trying to figure
out the bad guys. There were twists and turns that kept the action moving. Liv is a young
woman being abused by her husband. She finally defended herself while he was strangling her.
She then left the Amish community and became an Englisher detective saving lives. Her boss
sends her back to her Amish community undercover to learn who murdered a man. She really
didn't want to until she learned the man she once loved was injured, plus her boss threatened to
fire her if she didn't. She hated lying to her family and the community but mostly to Issac. It
doesn't take long to discover the murderer but she needed Issac to help her. Other crimes were
discovered she wanted to solve. Once again she needed Issac to help. The entire time she was
there she had mixed feelings about staying or going back. The ending was a surprise to me.
This book was so hard for me to lay down and get my work done. I really enjoy reading Ashley
Emma's writings.  I'm ready for the next one.”

Sam, “Easy read and enjoyable. Was not sure when I purchased this book as it was described
as a romantic mystery book but to my surprise found it a great read more mystery than romance
but they combined just right will definitely try another book by the same author.”

Stephanie Blore, “A page turner from the very start. I loved this story, it provided mystery, intrigue
and lots of emotion. It was a page turner from the start, I literally couldn't put it down. The author
brought so many characters to life, and it gives you a look inside the Amish community which is
fascinating. The story was filled with plenty of twists and surprises and likable characters, I will
definitely look out for future novels from this author and I would certainly recommend this to
anyone in search of a great read.”

Robin Beattie, “Secret leads to murder Abuse. Realistic police undercover re murder and assault
in an AmishCommunity Who believe to forgive is best and keep it private”

Ebook Library Reader, “A Great Read. I was hooked right from the start with this book. I couldn't



put it down! Apart from a great detective story based around the Amish community I found it an
emotional rollercoaster. The main character, Olivia, faces may tough choices and decisions and
I could feel the pain of each of these. This is thanks to great writing.”

The book by Ashley Emma has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 1,447 people have provided feedback.
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