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The turtle ambo slowed to a stop, and the back doors opened to reveal Mateo. There was 

a small crowd behind him, craning to get a look at Hope. Behind that was a scene that was 

nothing short of a celebration. From Molly’s limited vantage point, she was able to make out 

brightly colored banners and the large screen with a digital clock counting down until the release. 

Music blared from speakers she couldn’t see, and the mood of the crowd was electric. 

“Right on time,” Mateo said, still as serious and stony-faced as when he’d left the facility. 

“Everything’s all good here,” Claire said, hopping out of the truck. “Let’s get started.” 

She held her radio up to her mouth and started talking. 

Mateo drew in a breath. “You two sit tight, and we’ll be back. T-minus twenty-nine 

minutes and counting.” 

Before she could respond, he closed the doors, and the sounds of the activity outside 

faded into a muffled murmur. 

Molly sat perfectly still in the silence for a moment, straining to hear what was going on 

outside. There were no windows back here, no way for her to see the party that was in full swing 

all around her. It was a weird feeling, but she could see how this quiet, closed-in space would be 

less stressful for the turtle who had no idea what was going on. Being cocooned in their own 

little space was oddly peaceful. 

This was also the first chance she’d had to slow down since she’d shown up to the facility 

this morning. From the moment she’d stepped into the gift shop until she’d been loaded into the 

turtle ambo, time had seemed to move at warp speed. To be honest, it felt like time had been 

moving in warp speed ever since she’d pulled into Emerald Cove. It was nice to have a moment 

to sit down and take it all in. 

Molly leaned over and pulled back the cover to peer down at Hope, sitting snugly in her 

transport crate. “It seems somewhat poetic that it started with just the two of us, and it’s ending 

with just the two of us.” 



The loggerhead blinked, which Molly took as her way of agreeing. 

“I guess this is goodbye, then.” She pushed herself off the bench and sat cross-legged on 

the floor next to the crate. She knew touching the turtle excessively this close to returning her to 

the wild was discouraged. Wild turtles shouldn’t be sensitized to humans. They were meant to be 

free and alone, exploring the depths of the ocean. Molly probably shouldn’t even be talking to 

her at this point, but this turtle had been a major factor in her healing process. Somewhere on her 

own road to recovery, Hope had been the one to help Molly recover. 

“I’ll be forever grateful to you,” Molly continued. “I came here with a broken heart I 

thought was unrepairable, and you played a big part in putting it back together again. You 

reminded me what it meant to hope.” 

The turtle moved her head closer to Molly as if urging her to go on. 

“Fine, it wasn’t just you. Turtle Rehab reminded me why I got into animal medicine in 

the first place, Hadley and Ellyn reminded me what true friendship looks like, and Grant…” 

His name got stuck in her throat. 

Grant. 

It was hard to put into words the role Grant played during her time in Emerald Cove. She 

closed her eyes and leaned her head against the bench behind her, sucking in a deep breath. 

Grant had been responsible for reminding her of all the L-words. 

How to live, how to laugh, how to listen and be listened to. How to linger and to learn. 

How to love. 

The word swirled around in her chest like the colors of a kaleidoscope. Was she in love 

with Grant? Possibly. Or maybe it’d be more accurate to say probably. What she felt for Grant 

was unlike anything she’d ever felt before, mostly because he was unlike anyone she’d ever met 

before. 

No, the problem wasn’t if she loved him or not. The problem was if love was enough. 

The truth was, as much as her time in Emerald Cove had healed her shattered heart, there 

were still scars that went deeper than time could repair. The question she had to figure out before 

she met up with Grant later tonight was, could she go all in? Or would those scars cause her to 

hold back forever? 

“What do you think, Hope? Stay on or get off?” 

Hope moved both her front flippers as if trying to paddle forward. 



“Stay on, huh?” It wasn’t a surprising choice. Hope had been the poster child for hope 

since the first weekend Molly had arrived in Emerald Cove. She’d hung on long enough to get 

rescued. She’d worked through all of her rehabilitation goals in record time, and she hadn’t 

hesitated to meet her release criteria the day they’d been set. Hope didn’t give up. “And you’ll do 

great once you’re home. The whole wide ocean is waiting for you, my friend.” 

But Molly wasn’t sure the same was true for her. 

 


