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Quinn’s Curse

Cursed to haunt dry land for three hundred years, forbidden to touch the ocean he loves, Nathaniel Quinn’s spirit lingers near the Logan Point Lighthouse until his sentence is served. All the pirate wants is an end to the curse so he can haunt the seas instead of the shores. Until the day Miranda Kent buys the lighthouse with the intent to turn it into a B&B. She hopes the presence of a ghost will bring in the tourists, but Quinn has finally found a benefit to his time on land.

She’s the only one who can hear him. See him. Touch him. He may only have a short time remaining at the lighthouse, but at least now he can enjoy it like a sailor on shore leave. But pleasure turns to impending pain as these doomed lovers discover they’re touching more than each other’s bodies. They’re touching each other’s hearts. The long-awaited end of Quinn’s shore curse might just mean a different kind of curse...
Because an eternity sailing the seas means an eternity separated from the woman he loves.
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Three hundred years ago

Nathaniel Quinn had lived his life at sea, it was only fitting that he die at sea as well. Quinn swallowed another mouthful of icy seawater and coughed as he scrambled to keep his purchase on the small piece of hull he’d managed to snag from the waves churning around him. 

The storm had come out of nowhere, tossing the Tempest as if it were a child’s plaything. The churning waves dashed the ship and its crew against the rocks that hid beneath the surface of the water along this rugged Maine coastline. Cries of drowning men surrounded him. Men he’d lived with and worked beside for many years. Good men. Well, as good as a pirate could be. 

Quinn tried to catch a glimpse of land. Where was the damned lighthouse? But even if he could have spotted a speck of light through the drenching rain, the possibility of swimming through the massive waves was nil. 

He always knew he’d meet his end at sea, but he thought it would be years from now, when he was a gnarled old salt with nothing to offer a ship of pirates but a head full of fantastic stories to entertain the men when they were bored between battles.

Another wave crashed over his head, tossing him around as if he weighed nothing. He nearly lost his grip on the bit of wood and feared his frozen fingers might not hold on much longer.

Damn, he didn’t have near enough stories saved up yet.

If ever there was a time for regrets, this was it. He’d regret never again burying his face between Naughty Nina’s enormous tits and hearing her moan beneath him. Never again plunging his cock into Cecelia, or Monie, or any of the other flashy whores who sold themselves on the shadowed streets by the docks. Truth be told, he’d paid them for their company as much as for the pleasures of the flesh they offered. 

But he wouldn’t wish to have lived his life differently. He would never have wanted to be tied to the solid ground, his days never changing, with no adventures to look forward to.

If only he could make it through the storm. If he could hang on through the darkness and the cold and the drowning rain and the monstrous waves, he might live to see tomorrow. 

A pitiful cry for help, more a mewling than a shout, caught his ear through the howling wind.  Quinn looked over his shoulder and saw young Henry Jones behind him, struggling in the churning water. This was the lad’s first voyage. Most likely his last.

Quinn’s numb and frozen legs felt like lead as he tried to kick over to where Jones was flailing in the water. His arms didn’t want to obey him when he stretched them out to push the broken bit of wood far enough for Jones to grab onto.

“Thank you,” young Jones gasped. “You’re a good man, Quinn.”

If the lad only knew the things he’d done. Quinn tried to hold onto his end of the hull, but their combined weight was too much for the small piece of wood. It wasn’t big enough to hold the both of them. 

If the lad only knew the sins he’d committed. It was too late for Quinn, but the lad had his whole life ahead of him. A family waiting for him to come back.  

There was no one waiting for Quinn.

Another wave washed over them, sweeping Jones under the surface. Using what little strength he had left, Quinn reached down and pulled the lad back up onto the flotsam. Then without another thought, Quinn let go. His arms were too tired to hold on any longer, anyway. Jones cried out his name as Quinn sank beneath the water.

He was too tired to struggle much as the water filled his lungs. The pain, the pressure was overwhelming. His oxygen-starved brain conjured up the image of a woman with hair the rich color of a sunset and bright eyes that sparkled like the finest emerald. A familiar image that was his only weakness. He’d often met this woman in his dreams and each time he did, he woke feeling bereft. He’d often sat alone in a seedy tavern and drank to her memory. A memory that never was. In his most drunken stupors, he’d thought he would meet her someday, perhaps even give up the sea for her. 

It was never to be.

As the darkness swallowed him up, maniacal laughter rang in his head. “He’s mine now!” a dark, raspy voice cried. “Nathaniel Quinn, you are damned forever. Hear me now. You are cursed to forever walk this point of land, with the sea within sight but never to be sailed on again,”

Hell. He’d been sent to hell. For it would be hell to look upon the sea and know he could never sail on it again.

“Wait!” another voice cried, a voice filled with light and hope. “Nathaniel Quinn may have killed and pillaged and thought only of himself, but in the end he sacrificed his life to save another. That does not deserve eternal damnation.

“I cannot remove the curse,” the second voice went on, “but I can alter it. Nathaniel Quinn, hear me now. For three hundred years you are bound to this point of land, surrounded by the sea you love. If you can resist the temptation to sail away, resist the pull of the ocean, resist even stepping one foot in the surf, at the end of that time you can sail your ship on the sea forever.

“But, if you cannot control your self-serving impulses, as you have been known to do too often in the past, Nathaniel Quinn, you will be sucked into the bowels of hell for all eternity.”

Darkness.

Silence.

Then Quinn found himself washed up on the shore. It was an eerie feeling to look down and see his body bloated and broken on the sharp rocks. Several other seamen’s bodies had washed up as well, mixed up with the debris of seaweed, shattered bottles, and pieces of timber.

Quinn stood beside his broken body and knew his time in hell had begun.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two



[image: ]


Present Day

––––––––
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“Don’t worry about me, I’m fine.” Miranda Kent took her cell phone out onto the new deck that overlooked the Atlantic Ocean. “How often do you get the chance to buy a haunted house?”

“So now you’re going to tell me you’ve seen a ghost?” 

“Of course, not.” Miranda smiled at the sarcastic snap of Piper’s voice. She could picture her friend sitting in the office they used to share, her desk piled high with legal briefs. Her push-up bra would be strangling her, her heels killing her feet. Miranda looked down at her jeans and sneakers. She wiggled her toes and knew once again she’d made the right choice.

“I don’t believe in ghosts any more than you do,” Miranda continued. “But the old stories about the haunted lighthouse will certainly help business once I open my B&B.”  

“Randi, are you sure this is what you want to do? You don’t know anything about running a bed and breakfast.”

“I’m fine, Piper.” She sighed. “I busted my ass for years. I’ve turned forty and I don’t want that stress anymore. I want to enjoy the moment.” She glanced out to sea and watched the gulls lazily circle the point. “As soon as I saw this old lighthouse for sale, I knew this was the place for me. I can’t explain it. I just feel like I’ve come home.”

“I worry about you.”

“No need.” She could hear hammering through the open window. The workmen had finished their break. “The kitchen is almost finished. Can you believe it? I’m so excited. I’m going to finish papering the front bedroom this afternoon. I’ll give you a call in a couple of days.”

“I never thought I’d hear you excited about manual labor. You’re crazy, you know.”

Maybe. Miranda smiled. “I’ll talk to you later. Bye.”

Instead of going back in, she crossed the lawn to the edge of the cliff that overlooked the ocean.  What an awesome view. The waves crashed against the rocks far below her feet, the spray shooting up into the air. How could she have lived her whole life in the middle of Philadelphia and never experienced the raw beauty of the coast?

Wow, this was all hers. The house. The lighthouse. The view.

To think if she hadn’t been doing that genealogy research for her mother, she never would have checked out Logan Point, Maine. And she never would have been on-line reading the Logan Point Gazette and she never would have seen the ad for the lighthouse and the large keeper’s house. The minute she saw the photograph of the tall white lighthouse standing proudly on the rocky point of land overlooking the ocean, Miranda was hooked.

Time to get to work. She turned toward the house and as she did, she thought she heard some heavy breathing behind her. She whirled around, but there was no one there. Must have been the surf.

***
[image: ]


Quinn followed the lovely lass back into the house as he’d found himself doing often in the weeks since she’d arrived on his point. Her long legs had been bare when he first saw her wandering around the grounds. Her tits were high and full, truly a sight to behold. But it wasn’t her body that caught Quinn’s attention that first day, although it was certainly enough on its own. When he first caught sight of those riotous auburn locks dancing in the breeze, he had been frozen in place. When she turned and he gazed into those large green eyes Quinn knew he’d found the woman of his dreams.

He was drawn to her as he had never been by the many other women to pass this way over the past three centuries. Oh, he’d had his fun with them, likely adding to the stories the lass was referring to. Something about the curse let him touch objects but not people. So to relieve the boredom over the years, he may have knocked his share of hats off a gentleman’s head. Or lifted the skirts of the ladies. He liked the idea of becoming the legend in death he never became while he was alive.

He didn’t know why it was so important that he’d finally found her, but he knew it was. Knew there had to
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