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One

Corrie McAfee was worried. And she knew that her hus-
band, Roy, was too.

Who wouldn’t be? Starting in July, Roy—a private inves-
tigator—had received a series of anonymous postcards, and
while the messages weren’t overtly threatening, they were
certainly distressing.

The first communication, which had been mailed to the of-
fice, spoke of regrets. During the intervening weeks, there’d
been several others. Corrie had read each postcard so often
she’d memorized them all. The first one stated: EVERYONE
HAS REGRETS. IS THERE ANYTHING YOU’VE DONE
YOU WISH YOU COULD DO OVER? THINK ABOUT IT.
There hadn’t been a signature then, or on any of the other
cards. They’d arrived at infrequent intervals and been mailed
from different locations. The cryptic messages kept playing
in her mind. The passing of time hadn’t helped; she was as
much in the dark now, in October, as when she’d seen that
first postcard.

There was a final gasping, gurgling sound as the coffee
drained into the glass pot. The noise distracted Corrie from
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her worries for a moment—Ilong enough to glance out the
wide office window that overlooked downtown Cedar Cove,
Washington. Serving as Roy’s secretary and assistant had its
advantages, and in this instance, disadvantages. Sometimes
ignorance truly was bliss; the current situation was definitely
one of those cases. She’d sleep better if she’d never learned
about the mysterious postcards.

And yet...even if Roy had managed to keep them hidden
from her, she would still have known—Dbecause the last mes-
sage had been hand-delivered, at night, to their front door. Not
to the office like the others, but to their home. Late one eve-
ning, someone had walked up the sidewalk and onto the porch
of their house. As it happened, Roy and Corrie were entertain-
ing dinner guests that night—and had opened the door to dis-
cover that an unknown person had left a fruit basket and an
accompanying note. Chills raced up Corrie’s spine at the
thought that this person knew their home address.

“Is that coffee ready yet?” Roy called from inside his of-
fice. Apparently she hadn’t delivered it fast enough.

“Hold your horses—it’s coming.” Corrie didn’t mean
to snap at her husband. Normally she wasn’t short-
tempered. This uncharacteristic outburst revealed how upset
she was by everything that was happening to them. Sighing,
she filled a clean mug for Roy and carried it, steam rising, into
his office.

“Okay, that does it,” she said, putting the coffee on the cor-
ner of his desk. “We have to talk.”

As if he didn’t have a care in the world, Roy leaned back
in his chair and locked his fingers behind his head. They’d
been married for twenty-seven years, and Corrie found him
as attractive now as she had in college. Roy had played foot-
ball for the University of Washington and been a “big man
on campus,” as they used to say. He was tall and broad-shoul-
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dered, still muscular, his posture as straight as ever. He stayed
in good shape without apparent effort, and Corrie envied,
just a bit, the fact that he’d never gained any weight. His dark
hair had thinned and was streaked with gray, which only
added a look of dignity to his appearance.

Of all the women he dated during college, he’d fallen in love
with her. Theirs hadn’t been an easy courtship, though. They’d
broken up for more than a year, and then reunited. Once they
were back together, they realized how much they loved each
other; there’d been no uncertainty about their feelings. They
were married shortly after graduation and their love had en-
dured through trials and tribulations, through good years and
bad. They’d had plenty of both.

“Talk about what?”” Roy asked casually.

His nonchalance didn’t fool Corrie. Her husband knew ex-
actly what was on her mind. “Does THE PAST HAS A WAY
OF CATCHING UP WITH THE PRESENT tell you any-
thing?”” she murmured, sitting down in the chair normally re-
served for clients. She wanted Roy to understand that she
wouldn’t be put off easily. She was afraid he knew more
about these postcards than he’d let on. It would be just like
him to try to protect her.

Roy frowned. “Those messages don’t have anything to do
with you, so don’t worry about it.”

His answer infuriated her. “How can you say that? Every-
thing that happens to you affects me.”

He seemed about to argue, but after all these years, he rec-
ognized that she wasn’t going to be satisfied with glib re-
assurances. “I’m not sure what to tell you. I’ve made enemies
and, yes, I have regrets, but who doesn’t?”

Roy had reached the rank of detective for the Seattle Po-
lice Department and been forced into early retirement because
of a back injury. In the beginning, Corrie had been excited to
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have her husband at home. She’d hoped they’d be able to
travel and do some of the things they’d always planned, but
ithadn’t worked out that way. Roy had the time now, but their
finances had been adversely affected when he’d had to take
early retirement. Their income was less than it had been by
at least twenty percent. In a money-saving effort, they’d
moved from Seattle and across Puget Sound to the commu-
nity of Cedar Cove. The cost of property was much more rea-
sonable in Kitsap County, which also offered a slower pace
of life. When the real estate agent showed them the house at
50 Harbor Street, with its wide front porch and sweeping
view of the cove and lighthouse, Corrie knew immediately
that this house and this town would become their home.

They’d moved from the big city, and it hadn’t been as
much of an adjustment as Corrie had feared. Folks in town
were pleasant, and Roy and Corrie had made a few good
friends—notably the Beldons—but kept mostly to them-
selves. They knew their neighbors’ names and exchanged
greetings, but that was about it.

To Corrie’s disappointment, Roy had grown restless with
retirement. His moods had reflected his boredom, and he was
frequently cantankerous. Everything changed when he de-
cided to rent office space and hang out his shingle as a pri-
vate investigator. It was a decision Corrie had encouraged.
Soon her husband was busy and looking forward to each day.
He took on the cases that suited him and turned down those
that didn’t. Corrie was proud of Roy’s skills, proud of his suc-
cess and the way he cared about his clients. Never did it occur
to her, or apparently to Roy, that one day he’d be solving his
own mystery.

“You could be in danger,” Corrie murmured, letting her
anxiety show. She refused to hide her feelings, refused to pre-
tend all was well when it wasn’t.
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Roy shrugged. “I doubt I'm in jeopardy. If anyone wanted
to do me harm, they would’ve done so before now.”

“How can you say that?” she asked irritably. “Bob was fol-
lowed, and we both know it wasn’t Bob they were interested
in. He was driving your car. They thought they were follow-
ing you.”

Bob Beldon, together with his wife, Peggy, was the owner
of the local Bed-and-Breakfast, Thyme and Tide. Bob had
borrowed Roy’s car and phoned in a near panic, sure he was
being followed. Roy had advised him to drive immediately
to the sheriff’s office. As soon as Bob had pulled in to the sta-
tion, the tail had left him. Only later did Roy and Corrie fig-
ure it out. Whoever had shadowed Bob had assumed it was
Roy driving.

“The letter said we’re in no danger,” her husband re-
minded her.

“Of course! That’s what they want us to think,” Corrie ar-
gued. “Whoever’s doing this wants us to lower our guard.”

“Now, Corrie—"

She cut him off, rejecting any further attempts to pacify
her. “That basket was delivered to our front porch. This...
stranger walked right up to our home and left it, and now
you’re telling me we have nothing to worry about?” Her voice
quavered, and she realized how close she was to losing con-
trol of her emotions. She was tired of being afraid, tired of
waiting for the next message—or worse. Tired of waking up
with her eyes burning from lack of sleep. Her first conscious
thought every morning was fear of what might happen that
day.

“The basket came over a week ago, and we’ve heard noth-
ing since.” Roy said this as if this was supposed to comfort
her. It didn’t.

“There was no postcard in the mail today, was there?”
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he asked, and she heard an unmistakable hint of tension in
his voice.

“No.” Corrie had collected the mail, flipped through it and
tossed the bundle of bills and circulars on her desk.

Roy nodded, as if to say Well, then?

“Roy,” she said with deceptive calm, “I can’t remember the
last time I slept a night straight through. You’re not sleeping
well, either.”

He didn’t agree or disagree.

“We can’t go on pretending everything’s all right.”

Roy’s handsome features tightened. “I'm doing everything
I can,” he told her curtly.

“I know, but it isn’t enough.”

“It has to be.”

Corrie wasn’t an expert in the area of investigations, but
she knew when it was time to seek help, and they were well
past that point. “You need to talk to somebody.”

“Who?” he asked.

The only person she could suggest was the local sheriff.
“Troy Davis...”

“Not a good idea,” Roy said. “Whatever this is about hap-
pened long before we moved to Cedar Cove.”

“How can you be so sure?”

“Regrets. Every postcard mentions regrets. There isn’t a
cop who doesn’t have regrets—about things we’ve done or
haven’t done or should’ve done differently.”

She thought—but didn’t say—that every human being had
regrets. It wasn’t restricted to cops.

“The last message said I JUST WANT YOU TO THINK
ABOUT WHAT YOU DID. DON’T YOU HAVE A SINGLE
REGRET? To me, that implies I did something—arrested
someone, testified against someone—when [ was a detective
for Seattle.”
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Her voice fell to a whisper. “You were on the force a lot of
years. Surely there’s a case or two that stands out in your
mind.”

Roy shook his head. “Do you think I haven’t thought about
that? You’ve seen me read through my files and notes, going
all the way back to my first year on the force, and there’s noth-
ing.”

“I don’t know... You haven’t talked to me. You block me
out.”

“I’m protecting you.”

“Don’t!” she cried with barely controlled anger. “I need to
know—I have to know. Don’t you see what this is doing to
me?”

Roy leaned forward then, bracing his elbows against the
desk. “I’m sorry,” he whispered. “T’'ve wracked my brain and
I can’t think of anyone who’d come after me like this.”

“But there must be some case... One you might’ve for-
gotten.”

Obviously at a loss, Roy shook his head again. “Clearly I
have. I’ve put murderers away and received my share of threats
over the years, but I can’t think of anyone who’d do this. Yet
who else could it be?” he said, almost to himself.

“What do you mean?” She was more in control now.
Clutching a wadded tissue in her hand, she inhaled a calm-
ing breath.

“The type of people I dealt with weren’t subtle. If they
wanted revenge, they wouldn’t bother with postcards.”

“A relative of some criminal you sent to jail? Or...a vic-
tim?” That was a possibility she’d entertained more than once.

He raised his shoulders in a slight shrug. “Could be.”

“What are we supposed to do now?” It was this constantly
being on guard, not knowing what to expect, that had driven
Corrie to such an emotional extreme.
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“We do nothing.”

“Nothing?” This wasn’t what she wanted to hear. “How can
we?”

“We have to, for now, until they make a mistake. That’ll
happen, sweetheart, I promise you, and once it does, this
nightmare will be over.”

“You promise?” she repeated.

Roy’s expression softened and he nodded. Offering her
further reassurance, he extended his arm across the desk.
Corrie reached for his hand and laced her fingers through
his. Her husband gazed deep into her eyes. She felt his love,
his comfort, and for now it was enough. For today, for this
morning at least, she would be fine. Her problem, Corrie de-
cided, was that she was just so tired. Everything would
seem less frightening if she could get even one decent
night’s sleep.

The front door to the office opened, and Roy abruptly re-
leased her and stood. From his years of police work he was
always on the alert, never more so than now.

“Mom, Dad?” Their daughter’s voice rang from the outer
office where Corrie’s desk was situated.

“Linnette,” Corrie cried eagerly, although her enthusiasm
might have seemed a little strained. “We’re in here.”

Their daughter came into the room, then paused, an uncer-
tain expression on her face. She was petite like Corrie, with
dark hair and eyes. Also like Corrie, Linnette had excelled in
school, and because she was the daughter of a policeman,
she’d always been sheltered. Her studies had kept her from pur-
suing much of a social life, but Corrie hoped that would change
now. Linnette had never had a serious boyfriend.

“I’m not interrupting anything, am I?” Linnette glanced
suspiciously from Corrie to Roy and back again. “Is every-
thing all right?”
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“It’s fine,” Corrie assured her in a rush. “Why shouldn’t
it be?”

Their daughter was far too intuitive to be easily fooled,
but thankfully she let it pass. “I’ve found an apartment,” Lin-
nette announced and did a small jig around the office.

“Where?” Corrie asked, hoping it was in town. Linnette
had been hired by the new Cedar Cove Medical Clinic as a
physician assistant, and Corrie was thrilled to have her closer.

“It’s on the cove, just down from the Waterfront Park,” Lin-
nette explained. “The complex next to the Holiday Inn Ex-
press.”

Corrie knew the apartment building, since she passed it
nearly every day when she went for her afternoon walk. The
building was close to the marina and a short distance from
the library. The two-story complex had a fabulous water view
of the cove and lighthouse, with the Bremerton shipyard in
the distance. As far as Corrie was concerned, this was per-
fect.

“I hope they aren’t charging you an arm and a leg,” Roy
cautioned, but Corrie could tell he was pleased.

“The rent, compared to what [ was paying in Seattle, is a
bargain.”

“Good.”

Roy was still protective of his little girl. Unfortunately, he
had a difficult time expressing his feelings for his children—
especially their son. Mack and his father were constantly at
odds. In Corrie’s opinion, they were too much alike. Mack
seemed to know exactly what to say to irritate Roy. And Roy
wasn’t blameless, either; he seemed to go out of his way to
find fault with their son. Because of the tension between
them, they generally avoided each other. Corrie didn’t like it.
Most of the time, she felt trapped in the middle. Thankfully
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that wasn’t the case with Linnette, who was two years older
than her brother.

Linnette was talking about the apartment and the move-in
date and her job at the clinic. Corrie nodded at the appropri-
ate moments but only listened with half an ear. Roy returned
to his work while Corrie walked back to her desk, Linnette
following her.

“Mom,” Linnette said as soon as they were in the other room.
She lowered her voice, and her face was thoughtful. Concerned.
“Are you sure everything’s all right between you and Dad?”

“Of course! What makes you ask?”

Her daughter hesitated. “Just now, when I came into the
office, it looked like you were ready to cry, and Dad...
he—his eyes were so...hard. I’ve never seen him that in-
tense. I didn’t know what to think.”

“You’re imagining things,” Corrie insisted.

“No, I’'m not.”

“It’s nothing. We’ll talk about it later.” Her daughter could
be obstinate, definitely a trait she’d inherited from Roy. The
last person Corrie intended to share her worries with was
Linnette. Eventually, perhaps, once this was all settled, they
could laugh about it over lunch. But for now, these postcards
were no laughing matter.

“You dropped a piece of mail,” Linnette said, gesturing to-
ward the desk.

Corrie froze. “1 did?”

“Yes, there was a postcard on the floor when I came in. I
put it on your desk.”

Roy must have heard because he came out of the other of-
fice. His eyes met Corrie’s. “Give it to me,” he instructed.

A small protest rose from her throat as she walked over to
retrieve the card. Carefully she turned it over and read the
message before handing it to Roy.
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It said in large block letters: ARE YOU THINKING YET?
“Mom,” Linnette demanded. “You’d better tell me what’s
going on.”



Make time for friends. Make time for Debbie Macomber.

CEDAR COVE
16 LIGHTHOUSE ROAD
204 ROSEWOOD AVENUE
311 PELICAN COURT
44 CRANBERRY POINT
50 HARBOR STREET
6 RAINIER DRIVE

BLOSSOM STREET
THE SHOP ON BLOSSOM STREET
A GOODYARN
OLD BOYFRIENDS
WEDNESDAYS AT FOUR
TWENTY WISHES
SUMMER ON BLOSSOM STREET
HANNAH’S LIST

THURSDAYS AT EIGHT

CHRISTMAS IN SEATTLE



DID YOU PURCHASE THIS BOOK WITHOUT A COVER?

If you did, you should be aware it is stolen property as it was
reported unsold and destroyed by a retailer. Neither the author nor
the publisher has received any payment for this book.

All the characters in this book have no existence outside the imagination
of the author, and have no relation whatsoever to anyone bearing the
same name or names. They are not even distantly inspired by any
individual known or unknown to the author, and all the incidents are
pure invention.

All Rights Reserved including the right of reproduction in whole or
in part in any form. This edition is published by arrangement with
Harlequin Enterprises II B.V./S.a.r.l. The text of this publication or any
part thereof may not be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by
any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording,
storage in an information retrieval system, or otherwise, without the
written permission of the publisher.

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade
or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out or otherwise circulated without the
prior consent of the publisher in any form of binding or cover other than
that in which it is published and without a similar condition including
this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

MIRA is a registered trademark of Harlequin Enterprises Limited,
used under licence.

Published in Great Britain 2010
MIRA Books, Eton House, 18-24 Paradise Road,
Richmond, Surrey, TW9 1SR

© Debbie Macomber 2005
ISBN 978 0 7783 0342 8
59-0410

Printed in Great Britain
by Clays Ltd, St Ives plc




<<
  /ASCII85EncodePages false
  /AllowTransparency false
  /AutoPositionEPSFiles true
  /AutoRotatePages /None
  /Binding /Left
  /CalGrayProfile (Gray Gamma 2.2)
  /CalRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CalCMYKProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)
  /sRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CannotEmbedFontPolicy /Error
  /CompatibilityLevel 1.3
  /CompressObjects /Off
  /CompressPages true
  /ConvertImagesToIndexed false
  /PassThroughJPEGImages true
  /CreateJDFFile false
  /CreateJobTicket false
  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default
  /DetectBlends true
  /DetectCurves 0.0000
  /ColorConversionStrategy /LeaveColorUnchanged
  /DoThumbnails true
  /EmbedAllFonts true
  /EmbedOpenType false
  /ParseICCProfilesInComments true
  /EmbedJobOptions true
  /DSCReportingLevel 0
  /EmitDSCWarnings false
  /EndPage -1
  /ImageMemory 1048576
  /LockDistillerParams true
  /MaxSubsetPct 100
  /Optimize true
  /OPM 1
  /ParseDSCComments true
  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true
  /PreserveCopyPage true
  /PreserveDICMYKValues true
  /PreserveEPSInfo true
  /PreserveFlatness true
  /PreserveHalftoneInfo false
  /PreserveOPIComments false
  /PreserveOverprintSettings true
  /StartPage 1
  /SubsetFonts true
  /TransferFunctionInfo /Preserve
  /UCRandBGInfo /Remove
  /UsePrologue false
  /ColorSettingsFile (Color Management Off)
  /AlwaysEmbed [ true
  ]
  /NeverEmbed [ true
  ]
  /AntiAliasColorImages false
  /CropColorImages true
  /ColorImageMinResolution 244
  /ColorImageMinResolutionPolicy /Warning
  /DownsampleColorImages true
  /ColorImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /ColorImageResolution 300
  /ColorImageDepth -1
  /ColorImageMinDownsampleDepth 1
  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeColorImages true
  /ColorImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterColorImages false
  /ColorImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /ColorACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.40
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /ColorImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.40
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasGrayImages false
  /CropGrayImages true
  /GrayImageMinResolution 244
  /GrayImageMinResolutionPolicy /Warning
  /DownsampleGrayImages true
  /GrayImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /GrayImageResolution 300
  /GrayImageDepth -1
  /GrayImageMinDownsampleDepth 2
  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeGrayImages true
  /GrayImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterGrayImages false
  /GrayImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /GrayACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.40
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /GrayImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.40
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasMonoImages false
  /CropMonoImages true
  /MonoImageMinResolution 1200
  /MonoImageMinResolutionPolicy /Warning
  /DownsampleMonoImages true
  /MonoImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /MonoImageResolution 1200
  /MonoImageDepth -1
  /MonoImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeMonoImages true
  /MonoImageFilter /CCITTFaxEncode
  /MonoImageDict <<
    /K -1
  >>
  /AllowPSXObjects false
  /CheckCompliance [
    /None
  ]
  /PDFX1aCheck true
  /PDFX3Check false
  /PDFXCompliantPDFOnly true
  /PDFXNoTrimBoxError false
  /PDFXTrimBoxToMediaBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXSetBleedBoxToMediaBox true
  /PDFXBleedBoxToTrimBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXOutputIntentProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)
  /PDFXOutputConditionIdentifier (CGATS TR 001)
  /PDFXOutputCondition ()
  /PDFXRegistryName (http://www.color.org)
  /PDFXTrapped /False

  /Description <<
    /CHS <>
    /CHT <>
    /DAN <>
    /DEU <>
    /ESP <>
    /FRA <>
    /ITA (Utilizzare queste impostazioni per creare documenti Adobe PDF che devono essere conformi o verificati in base a PDF/X-1a:2001, uno standard ISO per lo scambio di contenuto grafico. Per ulteriori informazioni sulla creazione di documenti PDF compatibili con PDF/X-1a, consultare la Guida dell'utente di Acrobat. I documenti PDF creati possono essere aperti con Acrobat e Adobe Reader 4.0 e versioni successive.)
    /JPN <>
    /KOR <>
    /NLD (Gebruik deze instellingen om Adobe PDF-documenten te maken die moeten worden gecontroleerd of moeten voldoen aan PDF/X-1a:2001, een ISO-standaard voor het uitwisselen van grafische gegevens. Raadpleeg de gebruikershandleiding van Acrobat voor meer informatie over het maken van PDF-documenten die compatibel zijn met PDF/X-1a. De gemaakte PDF-documenten kunnen worden geopend met Acrobat en Adobe Reader 4.0 en hoger.)
    /NOR <>
    /PTB <>
    /SUO <>
    /SVE <>
    /ENU <>
  >>
  /Namespace [
    (Adobe)
    (Common)
    (1.0)
  ]
  /OtherNamespaces [
    <<
      /AsReaderSpreads false
      /CropImagesToFrames true
      /ErrorControl /WarnAndContinue
      /FlattenerIgnoreSpreadOverrides false
      /IncludeGuidesGrids false
      /IncludeNonPrinting false
      /IncludeSlug false
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (InDesign)
        (4.0)
      ]
      /OmitPlacedBitmaps false
      /OmitPlacedEPS false
      /OmitPlacedPDF false
      /SimulateOverprint /Legacy
    >>
    <<
      /AddBleedMarks false
      /AddColorBars false
      /AddCropMarks false
      /AddPageInfo false
      /AddRegMarks false
      /ConvertColors /ConvertToCMYK
      /DestinationProfileName ()
      /DestinationProfileSelector /DocumentCMYK
      /Downsample16BitImages true
      /FlattenerPreset <<
        /PresetSelector /HighResolution
      >>
      /FormElements false
      /GenerateStructure false
      /IncludeBookmarks false
      /IncludeHyperlinks false
      /IncludeInteractive false
      /IncludeLayers false
      /IncludeProfiles false
      /MultimediaHandling /UseObjectSettings
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (CreativeSuite)
        (2.0)
      ]
      /PDFXOutputIntentProfileSelector /DocumentCMYK
      /PreserveEditing true
      /UntaggedCMYKHandling /LeaveUntagged
      /UntaggedRGBHandling /UseDocumentProfile
      /UseDocumentBleed false
    >>
  ]
>> setdistillerparams
<<
  /HWResolution [2400 2400]
  /PageSize [612.000 792.000]
>> setpagedevice




