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A Midnight Spell

With a midnight kiss as bewitching as the
moonlight,

Starlight will no longer be a prison.

Like sand is to the sea will the spark of
first love be to fire.

With a midnight kiss as bewitching as the
glow of midnight,

True love’s first love will fall under the
magic of a moonlight spell.







 Chapter One

Montgomery Island

 


Lizzie stared at the water as the
white boat distanced itself from the deserted jetty. There went her
ride back to civilization. If she had any second thoughts, now was
the time to scream to the top of her lungs and hope the skipper
heard her. Instead, she stood there, reminding herself the water
taxi would return six weeks from today. 

Determined to enjoy her time in
Montgomery Island, the Carmichael’s private getaway near St. Barts,
she turned into a circle, basking in the warm breeze enveloping
her. Montgomery Island was thirty minutes away in all
directions from the nearest neighboring isles, which meant minimal
to no interruptions. She’d be able to explore and learn more about
her great-aunt Charlotte’s life here. Why had the love of her life,
Giancarlo, abandoned her? Why was she forced to wander the
earth forevermore?

Lizzie grabbed her suitcases and
rolled them down the jetty until she reached the cobblestone
path. Manicured shrubs, blue iris, and multi-colored tulips
lined the walkway leading to the house. The iron table and chairs
next to the pond would be the perfect place to relax in the
afternoon. She pictured herself sipping a chilled glass of wine
while watching the sunset.

A worn pathway came into view, and
Lizzie made a mental note to add it to her list of things to check
out later. She didn’t recall her friend Rosalind mentioning
anything about a secret path.

She came to a full stop, and her mouth
dropped open at the neo-gothic, three-story château before her.
Anyone who wasn't familiar with her family’s singular style would
say it was an unusual architecture design for the Caribbean. Ivy
clambered a wall to the balconies on the second and third floors.
The elaborate decorative twists, arched windows, and the steeply
sloping roof took her breath away. It was a shame her ancestors had
sold this jewel, and a miracle the structure stood as if it had
been built a few decades ago.

Enchanted by its dark resplendent
beauty, she resumed her progress and rolled her two cases the rest
of the way to the front door. She had her work cut out, but if
everything went as planned, she’d have no trouble locating the lost
book of spells to set Charlotte’s soul free on the night of the
three-hundred-year anniversary of her disappearance.

She twisted the pentagram ring on her
finger to calm her sudden nerves. “I can do this.”

“Do what?”

Startled by the man’s voice, Lizzie
faced the door, recalling she’d yet to ring the bell. Clear
gray eyes studied her, rendering her speechless for a moment. “Are
you the housekeeper?”

Her insides cringed as soon as the words
came out of her mouth. A man who looked like he did wouldn’t be a
housekeeper, but she wouldn’t apologize for her mistake. To buy
herself time and figure out who the handsome stranger was, she
stared and waited for him to correct her.

A shaft of the late afternoon sun struck his
tousled black hair and she fought down the urge to brush it. She
bit the inside of her cheek, studying him. No way would she allow
him to see he intimidated her in a way she couldn’t explain. Why
hadn’t Rosalind told her there’d be someone else in residence
besides the housekeeper?

“I fired her,” he replied, raking his
gaze over her body. “Seeing you’re at my door, I’m sure you know
your way back.” He lifted his chin in the direction of the
dock.

Distracted by his height and massive
shoulders blocking her way in the doorway, she tried her best to
process his words and form a reply that’d set him in his
place. She was going nowhere, and he’d better get
that.

“I’m afraid that’s not possible.” With
her thoughts back in order, her confidence increased. “See. I
rented this place for the next six weeks and would be happy to call
a water taxi while you collect your belongings. I’m sure thirty
minutes is plenty of time.” Not waiting for an answer, Lizzie
pushed her way in, rolling her cases behind her. “I’ll need the
housekeeper’s number.”

“That’s interesting, because I don’t
recall renting my house to anyone.”

His what?
Stopping mid-stride, Lizzie turned around. She wasn’t ready
to give up her claim to this place. If this was one of Rosalind’s
practical jokes, she did not appreciate it. “What do you
mean?”

“It means what you heard. I own this
house.”

Lizzie narrowed her eyes at him. “Prove
it.”

“I don’t have to prove anything to
you.” He took two steps forward. A shadow of irritation covered his
features. “Care to explain who you are, what the hell you’re doing
here, and who sent you?”

Bothered by his harsh tone and determined
not to get kicked out of the place she’d carefully planned to
visit, she replied, “Does Rosalind Carmichael ring a bell?”

Swearing under his breath, he ran a hand
through his hair. “I should’ve known Aunt Rosalind would do
something like this.” He paced to the opposite side of the room,
then faced her again. “You can’t stay here.”

The warning in his eyes should’ve scared
her, made her run away and fast. Instead, anger rose in her throat.
He wouldn’t dare kick her out, would he? Lizzie weighed her
options. She could get in a war of words with him or play the
damsel in distress. She sized him up and decided to take a
risk.

“But it’s late.” She forced her voice
to crack.

“You’re seriously not doing this.” He
scowled at her in disbelief.

She regarded him through her lashes,
realizing he’d be harder than anyone she’d ever fooled. Lizzie
willed tears to her eyes and sat on top of her luggage. Fine. She
didn’t have an issue ramping up her act if needed. “I just flew in
from L.A. and I’m jetlagged.”

“I fail to see how that’s my
problem.”

“You can’t kick me out. I got nowhere
to go.” A fat tear rolled down her cheek as she met his eyes across
the room. The way he flinched in response to her tears was almost
comical, and it took everything in her to suppress the giggle
bubbling up in her throat. If she laughed, she’d end up outside
faster than she’d made her way in. “I don’t know anyone in the
area.”

“Not my problem.”

More tears streaked down her cheeks as she
imagined what a frightening sight she must be with dark-brown
mascara staining her face. “This place cost me a fortune to rent.
Do you know how many hours I had to work to save enough to afford
this trip?”

Zero. All
right, so she lied. She hadn’t paid a penny for her expenses.
Rosalind had offered to pay for everything the night she’d told
Lizzie and her family Charlotte’s story.

“Like I said. Not. My. Problem. Please
stop with the crying because it’s not working on me.” Or so he
wanted her to think. As he approached her, he looked skeptical but
concerned.

“What am I supposed to do now?”
Another sob escaped her. Lizzie covered her face with her hands,
fearing he’d call her bluff if she gave him the chance to see her
up close.

“Stop that,” he said once
more.

“Stop what? You’re not the one being
thrown out and with no place to go or money.” She glanced up at
him, hoping her smeared makeup and her sobs did the trick. “Can’t
you see? Your dear Aunt Rosalind played me.”

“Unbelievable,” he
murmured.

His annoyed reaction every time she
mentioned Rosalind could work to her advantage, so she continued.
“How was I to know that someone as sweet as your aunt would take me
for a fool?”

“Fine. Just stop.” He gestured with
his hand. “You can stay here tonight.” He didn’t have to say it for
her to hear the but in
whatever he’d offer next. “I’ll reimburse you and check you into a
hotel in St. Barts tomorrow.”

“Didn’t you hear me? I’m not moving
into a hotel. This place is mine for the next six weeks,” she tried
again.

Crossing his arms, he said, “You’re pushing
it. The way I see it is, you can stay here tonight, take your money
back, and enjoy the rest of your stay at a nice hotel in St. Barts
or Sint Maarten—I don’t care where. Or, you can leave right this
second, and write off your life savings. The choice is yours.
What’s it going to be?”

What’s it going to
be? She repeated his words in her head, mimicking his
impatient tone. Jerk. She
wouldn’t leave a day earlier than she had to. If anyone is leaving, it’s you.

Lizzie would love to hear Rosalind explain
her way out of this. Between witches, there were no mistakes, only
pure intent. Good or bad, it didn’t matter. That Rosalind’s mix-up
was intentional was clear, though its purpose remained a complete
mystery.

“What choice do I have? I’ll take your
offer.” Lizzie rose to her feet and dried her cheeks with the back
of her hand. “Thank you.” Not expecting him to say anything else,
she grabbed her luggage and hurried to the elegant curved
staircase.

“Third floor, first door to your
left,” he said.

Lizzie glanced at her cases then at him. “I
don’t suppose you’ll help me up the stairs.”

With his arms still crossed, he replied,
“You suppose right.”

After giving him a once over, she inhaled
and pulled up her luggage behind her, struggling as she made her
way up.

Jerk.

Why would Rosalind lie about owning
Montgomery Island if she didn’t? Or what if the liar was the
handsome ogre downstairs? Regardless of who owned this place, the
truth was Rosalind had misled her, which made her uneasy. Why was
her nephew here? A nephew she hadn’t even bothered to mention in
all the years Lizzie and her family had known her.

Lizzie pushed the door open to her bedroom
and crossed the threshold. Warmth and comfort surrounded her. A
four-poster bed stood to her right, and an elaborate crystal
chandelier suspended from the ceiling right in the middle.

The door closed behind her, and Lizzie
approached the bed. She ran her fingers on the old wooden
double-door that served as the headboard and lifted her gaze to the
beams where the white sheer bed curtains hung.

Simply exquisite.

She scanned the rest of the room, holding
her breath at the beautiful mix and match of 1700s and contemporary
décor. The room most likely held more history than the Smithsonian.
Well, okay, maybe that was an exaggeration. Unfortunately, she’d
have to rein in her curiosity to study who’d owned each item and
how all of it had ended up here. She couldn’t afford to waste her
energy on anything other than her top priority: finding the lost
book of spells to set her great-aunt Charlotte’s wandering soul
free.

Lizzie made her way to the French window
where the sight of the sunset and the ocean greeted her. The
private dock came into view.

Charlotte, what did you do to bring such a
damning curse upon you?

Six weeks wasn’t a lot of time. Finding the
book would be hard, but figuring out the right spell to break the
curse would be hardest. Lizzie couldn’t afford to rush reading
through the book when she found it. She only had one chance to cast
the right spell and if she chose wrong Lizzie might never make it
home again.


Chapter
Two

 


 More
Uninvited Guests

 


“Where are you, Aunt Rosalind?” Phone
in hand, Jake paced his study as he stared at his aunt’s name on
the display. None of the calls he’d placed in the past hour had
reached her. He hadn’t left her any messages because she wouldn’t
bother listening to them. Emailing or texting her wasn’t an option
either. He knew firsthand she’d never respond.

Letting out a slow breath, he sat behind the
large wooden desk and placed his phone on top. He’d come here for
the peace and quiet the island offered. In fact, he’d banked on it.
The promise of no distractions meant he’d be able to focus in his
research of Paititi—the Lost Inca City of Gold allegedly hidden in
the rainforest of southeast Peru. Had he known Aunt Rosalind had
changed her mind about letting him have the place all to himself,
he would have stayed in Connecticut. And now, while he wasted
precious time trying to get a hold of her, his surprise houseguest
was upstairs making herself comfortable.

Did she think he hadn’t known she’d
been bluffing? Her forced tears had done nothing for him. It
must’ve been the mischievous glimmer in her sea-green eyes that
persuaded him to allow her to stay tonight. The annoyance at his
change of heart had weighed heavier when she’d walked past him to
the stairs. It’s only one
night, he’d reminded himself as he’d followed the
bounce of her long bronze-golden hair.

Jake would admit seeing her struggle as
she’d climbed the stairs pulling her suitcases had been comical. At
one point he’d almost offered to help her, but then the noise of
the wheels prompted him to remember she wasn’t supposed to be here.
If she stayed longer than tonight, she’d be an unwanted
distraction. As it was, thanks to her, he’d already lost his
concentration.

What’s her name?

He’d let a stranger into his home, and he
hadn’t even asked for her name. Jake dialed Rosalind’s number and
wasn’t at all surprised when he went straight to voicemail yet
again. Getting a hold of her today would be impossible. Jake
fidgeted with a pencil. What the heck was she up to? He’d been
explicitly clear about his need for solitude, and she’d promised
he’d have it at Montgomery Island. What a way to keep one’s
promises.

Shine or rain, his uninvited houseguest
would leave tomorrow. No ifs, buts, or tears would change his mind.
Even if it meant he’d have to throw her over his shoulder and carry
her out of the château. He’d check her into a hotel of her choosing
or put her on the first flight out to L.A. if he had to.
Frustrated, Jake powered up his laptop and opened a copy of a
Paititi archive dating back to 1600. If he tried hard enough,
perhaps he could regain his focus and get both women out of his
head.

The chime of the doorbell jarred him out of
his thoughts, and he snapped the pencil in two. How many more
interruptions would he have today? The doorbell rang a few more
times as though he hadn’t heard it the first time. At the insistent
ringing, he stalked off to answer the call and see who’d dared
interrupt his peace. Yet again.

Clenching his jaw, he pulled the door open
resolved to send away his new visitors.

“Jake, my favorite nephew, it’s been
so long since I last saw you.” Aunt Rosalind beamed at him, then at
his silent reply, she added, “Are you just going to stand there?
Help me in, won’t you?” She pushed her way in, leaving several
suitcases behind her.

Jake exchanged glances with Sofia, his
aunt’s young companion. She shrugged and offered him an apologetic
smile before picking up one of their bags. After scanning the
number of suitcases, he grabbed a couple. “Exactly how long is she
planning to stay?”

“For as long as it takes,” Sofia
replied.

“As long as it takes for what?” he
asked in a sharp tone.

“I’m not sure. She won’t tell me, and
you know her. When she gets something in her head, there’s no
talking her out of it.” Sofia grabbed a suitcase. “I need another
job.” She touched her fingers to her parted lips. “I’m sorry, I
didn’t mean to say that aloud.”

“No apology needed.” Jake didn’t blame
her. He wouldn’t last a day working for his aunt.

“Is Angeline here?”

Who the fuck is
Angeline? He cocked his head. “I think you have me at
a disadvantage.”

“She’s both the housekeeper and
cook.”

He considered what he’d say next. The last
thing he needed were more people on the island. Soon it would be
overcrowded. Then again, while he could live on cereal and milk, he
was sure Aunt Rosalind, her companion and her guest wouldn’t find
that acceptable. “Great.” He swore under his breath. “Can you do me
a favor?”

“Sure.”

“Can you call Angeline and let her
know things at the island have changed?”

Sofia frowned. “Why?”

“I’m afraid she would hang up on me if
I called her myself,” he replied. “I’d be forever
grateful.”

“All right.” With a nod, Sofia rushed
past him inside the house. Jake busied himself lugging the cases
in, cussing under his breath. What would he do with a house full of
women? All their chit-chat and noise would interfere with his
research. If he weren’t on a deadline, he’d have his boxes full of
his research files shipped back to Connecticut. But that’d take
time he didn’t have. Leaving the last suitcase with the rest in the
foyer, he headed to the living room. “We need to talk.”

Aunt Rosalind draped herself on a couch.
“What about?”

Anything he’d say she’d twist to her
advantage, but he had to try. “We had a deal.”

“You won’t even know I’m here,” she
said with a slight smile.

“This isn’t what we discussed. You
agreed to let me use the château for the next couple of months.”
Hands in pockets, he strolled forward, anticipating the argument
she’d give him. “You assured me there’d be no one. I had all my
research shipped here so I can complete planning for my next
expedition with the Institute. Remember Antoine? He’ll be here a
week from today. This is a full house, and I can’t have
that.”

“Antoine is coming? I haven’t seen him
in years.” For as old as she claimed to be, with her
strawberry-blonde hair, she looked at least twenty years younger.
“Well, a promise is a promise. I misplaced something last time I
came, and once I find it, you can have this place all to yourself.”
Her tone subtly challenged him to continue pressing his case. “Is
Lizzie here yet?” she asked, her assessing gaze trained on
him.

“Who?”

“Lizzie. She’s tall,
blonde.”

Learning her name fueled his
frustration with current events—all of which had started with
her. Lizzie. “Who is
she?”

“Is she here yet?”

The eagerness in her tone intrigued him.
“She’s in one of the guestrooms on the third floor.”

“Excellent. Then we’re all
set.”

No, they weren’t. It was obvious no one
would go anywhere tonight, but tomorrow would be another day. Since
he couldn’t very well kick Aunt Rosalind out of her own damned
house, perhaps he could help her find whatever she’d misplaced. It
would take time away from his research, but then again, it’d be the
fastest way to get rid of everyone. “Maybe if you tell me what
you’re looking for, I can help you.”

“Why, thank you. But I think it’s best
if you focus on your research and I handle my own affairs.”
Rosalind rose and crossed the room toward the door. “We’ll be out
of here in no time. I promise.”

“Aunt Rosalind?” he asked over his
shoulder, his curiosity getting the best of him. “What’s she got to
do in all of this?”

“Everything.”


Chapter
Three

 


 The Journal Entry

 


Lizzie descended the stairs following the
smell of freshly brewed coffee. She didn’t have to like the
drop-dead-gorgeous tyrant living under the same roof to drink his
coffee.

She hummed one of her favorite songs as she
poured herself a cup and sat at the kitchen island. Last night,
she’d heard the bell ring, but at the risk of him changing his
mind, she had stayed up in her room. Lizzie had figured he’d take
care of their new visitor, and instead busied herself unpacking her
suitcases. Her eyes had closed as soon as her head hit the soft
pillow. She’d thought she’d sleep through the night, but to her
surprise, she had woken up past midnight and had a hard time
falling asleep again.

Every time she’d closed her eyes, she’d see
his face. His voice’s deep timbre sent a shiver through her
whenever she replayed their banter. He hadn’t believed a word she’d
said. Yet she’d known deep down his conscience hadn’t allowed him
to turn his back on her.

He’s got moral sense, and that’s got to
count for something.

Lizzie could sit here and analyze him inside
out all day long, but that’d be wasting her time and energy when
her focus should be elsewhere. She had little time to carry out
what she’d set out to do, and nothing—not even him—would stand in
her way.

A gentle wind slipped through the open
window carrying a folded sheet. Lizzie followed every twist and
turn of the rectangular piece of paper making its way toward her
until it landed next to the fruit bowl. She sucked in her breath
and looked around the kitchen, making sure she was still alone.
Tapping her fingers on the counter, Lizzie glanced down at the
yellowish sheet of paper wondering where it’d come from. She took a
sip of the strong black coffee bidding her time. The hot, bitter
liquid slid down her throat and warmed her belly as she debated on
what to do.

Her curiosity won. Against her better
judgment, she picked up the paper and unfolded it. Her fingertips
hummed with the heartbreaking sentiment poured into every word on
the page. Lizzie tuned out the creaking sounds of the old house,
along with the birds singing outside, and concentrated on the
energy creeping up her arm.

Her mind was transported from the present to
the past in a matter of seconds, and she stood behind a woman who
sat at the same desk in her bedroom. The blurry image playing in
front of her eyes didn’t allow her to see farther than the entry
the woman was writing in her journal.

7 June 1717

Fear and pain twisted around my heart as I
stood at the top of the tower looking down at the love of my life.
His head hit one rock then another as he fell to his death. Bit by
bit, every violent crash against each rock deformed his once
beautiful features.

He’d said he loved me and I believed him. He
loved me in his own way I presume. The problem was he also loved
another priestess. My best friend. The woman who I considered my
sister.

I could never make him change and choose one
of us because lying was in his nature. Blinded by his deception my
best friend and I swore no man on this earth would ever hurt one of
us again.

I loved him and always would. His betrayal
was a deep wound to my heart inducing an uncontrollable pain that
could see no reason. I was a woman in love. A woman scorned. All I
wanted was to punish Giancarlo by causing him a third of the pain
he’d caused me. It seemed like a great idea. I never intended to
kill him, but I did. I murdered him.

Charlotte

Lizzie held her breath and remained still,
processing what she’d read and seen. Her great-aunt had killed the
love of her life. The shock of Charlotte’s confession to murder hit
her full force and goosebumps ran up her arms.

“What in the…” Where had this come
from? With her coffee forgotten, Lizzie shot to her feet and rushed
to the window. The tree leaves and flowers swayed to the rhythm of
the ocean breeze as though nothing had happened. As though she’d
imagined everything from the mysterious journal entry to the vision
of Charlotte’s confession.

With a frown, she studied the paper in her
hand. Someone had wanted her to read it. Who? Why? Were there other
entries like this? This was part of a journal—where was the
rest?

Question after question rushed through her
mind. How could a love like Charlotte’s turn so tragic? No man
should ever have such sickening power over a woman. Lizzie had
never fallen for anyone—and didn’t have any plans to change that in
the near future—so it was hard for her to relate. Whenever she
dated and things became serious, she’d break up with them.
Charlotte’s heartbreak was proof nothing good ever came from
falling in love. Plus, who would want something serious with
someone like Lizzie? She couldn’t picture herself ever telling a
guy she was a priestess. That she cast spells for fun. Lizzie
couldn’t even fathom how the poor guy would react.

Lizzie traced her fingertips over each word.
Had Giancarlo known Charlotte was a priestess? She recalled every
detail in the story Rosalind had told her and didn’t remember her
ever mentioning Charlotte had a best friend.

The story as she knew it was about
Charlotte’s unrequited love for Giancarlo, and a spell that doomed
her to stay earthbound. Had that been her punishment for murdering
a man? Was Rosalind aware of it, and had she purposely omitted that
detail? The other priestess had been Charlotte’s accomplice. She’d
had to have been: there wasn’t anyone else mentioned in Rosalind’s
version of the story. No way would have Charlotte been able to
commit murder on her own.

“Care to tell me what you and my aunt
are up to?”

She jumped at the sound of his voice. Lizzie
folded the paper in her hand and shifted in his direction. “Good
morning to you too.”

He stood beside her. “I hope you’re ready to
go, because my offer is only good for another hour, which means you
better hurry.”

A trace of his sporty, citrus fragrance hung
in the air between them. As much as she hated to admit it, the man
smelled good. Lizzie moved to the kitchen island and grabbed her
coffee. “Your determination to get rid of me is commendable.” She
lifted her cup in a toast. “When I came down this morning, I
realized we slept under the same roof and I don’t know your name.
That’s a first.”

“No names are required. Are you ready
to go?” He scanned the kitchen as if he’d expected to see her
suitcases there. The fool. He had no clue who he was dealing
with.

Lizzie studied him, reading every
laugh line on his forehead, around his eyes, and mouth.
Jason. Jay. Jack. Jacob. “Jacob or
Jake?”

Bewildered, he looked at her and strode in
her direction. “Excuse me?”

“I asked, do you prefer Jacob or
Jake?” Though he opened his mouth to speak, he didn’t seem able to
say anything, possibly disturbed by the fact she’d figured out his
name. Satisfied at throwing him off balance, Lizzie shifted until
their bodies nearly touched. The vibrancy of their nearness hummed
between them. Jake straightened as though he felt the zing too, but
didn’t add distance. With an inward smile, she said, “This is how
it’s going to work, Jake.” She emphasized his name. “I’m not
leaving today, tomorrow, or for the next six weeks. I’ll be here
not a day less, not a day more.”

At his silent response, Lizzie lifted her
chin aware of his annoyance. He wasn’t backing down, but neither
was she. “Now if you insist on not wanting to be bothered and have
a place all to yourself, please be my guest. Love it or hate it,
I’m here to stay.” She paused, enjoying his vexation. “You and I
know this property isn’t yours. Don’t you know better than to lie
to a woman? Tsk. Tsk. Tsk.” She palmed his chest and stepped
back.

“I’m as bad a liar as you are an
actress. I call bullshit on your bluff last night,” he
said.

“Then we’re even.” With a wink, she
headed for the door before he had a chance to say something
else.

The fact of the matter was Rosalind had
thrown them into this place for reasons Lizzie did not yet know,
and neither she nor Jake were willing to leave. Ignoring his
presence would take work. His maddening energy sent waves of
excitement through her whenever he was near. After this morning’s
encounter, she’d be sure to stay clear of his path.

Her shoulders released their tension the
moment she set foot in the gardens. The fresh air cleared her mind
and helped her focus once more on the task at hand: locating the
book of spells.

“Lizzie!”

She halted and looked over her shoulder.
“Rosalind?”

“I thought you’d be too tired to catch
up last night.” Rosalind hastened to close the distance.

After taking a quick glance back at the
house, Lizzie grasped Rosalind’s arm and led her down the path to
the beach. “Why didn’t you tell me your nephew would be here? Gosh.
I didn’t even know you had a nephew,” Lizzie said in a low
voice.

“A small oversight, that’s
all.”

“Small?” Lizzie shook her head in
disbelief. “You can do better than that,” she went on. “Let me put
it to you this way. Neither he or I want the other to remain on
Montgomery Island. You need to do something. Tell him your
girlfriends will be joining us and you’re sure he won’t be
comfortable in a house full of women.”

Rosalind stopped their progress. “Jake will
stay.”

“But—”

“When we made plans, I forgot I’d
already promised him the château, and I can’t ask him to leave now.
You can just you ignore him.”

Lizzie angled her body away from Rosalind as
the events of the last twenty-four hours ran through her mind. “Why
did you come? You never said you’d be joining me.”

“Jake can be difficult at
times.”

She played with the pentagram ring on her
finger, taking note of the change in Rosalind’s pitch. Jake could
be a jerk but deserved the benefit of the doubt. Who was to say
he’d be a total different person under other circumstances?

“He’s handsome, too clever for his own
good, if you ask me,” Rosalind continued. “That’s neither here nor
there. My point is, stay focus on your task and pay no attention to
him. I should warn you, though—Jake can be a charmer when he wants
to.”

Lizzie hooked a finger in her pocket and
took a step forward, puzzled by Rosalind’s nonsense. “Let’s be
clear about this. I didn’t come here to meet your nephew or be
charmed by him. Frankly, I don’t even see how that’d be possible,
because when I met him yesterday it was hate at first sight. The
only reason we’re even having this conversation is because of your
faulty memory.”

“Be that as it may, don’t let his good
looks distract you from your end goal,” Rosalind said. “I don’t
want either one of you to leave this island with a broken
heart.”

“What are you talking about?” Lizzie
blinked. “We can’t even stand to be together in the same room. Oh
my god, I can’t believe we’re talking about this.”

“Lots can happen. You wouldn’t even
see it coming.” Rosalind sidestepped her and headed back the way
she’d come.

“You’re wrong,” Lizzie called to her
back.

“When love makes its way to you, it’ll
be like a smooth-talking stranger. You’ll be so high and blind you
won’t even recognize it,” she replied.

Her stomach quivered at the meaning behind
Rosalind’s words. Jake didn’t strike her as a smooth talker. And if
he was, he’d no longer be a stranger, so Lizzie would see it coming
before he even tried.

Lizzie resumed her walk and did her best to
forget what Rosalind had said. A light wind caressed her hair, and
the sun rays kissed her skin. The beach relaxed her. Small waves
crashed the shore and foam slid toward her but never reaching her.
Lizzie removed her flats and her feet sank into the delicate, warm
white sand.

She reached the jetty and took her time
walking to the edge, studying the quiet, Zen-like surroundings
while trying to understand the mystery that surrounded Montgomery
Island. Lizzie lowered herself down and let her feet hang in the
air. She hadn’t yet gotten over her astonishment in discovering the
role Charlotte played in Giancarlo’s death. The foolish man
should’ve known better than to date two priestesses at a time. It
didn’t excuse Charlotte from doing what she had. She’d committed a
crime. Even if it’d been out of love, it was a crime. Had she
disappeared that same night Giancarlo died?

“What a twisted fairy tale,” she said
to the wind.


Chapter
Four

 


 The
Truce – Part I

 


Jake had spent the past hour
spying—no—following Lizzie’s every move. He’d been sitting at his
desk reading a file when he glanced out the window and caught sight
of Lizzie walking on the beach. Once he’d removed his glasses, he
hadn’t been able to resume his work.

He rubbed the earpiece of his glasses
between his index finger and thumb as he considered his next steps.
Aunt Rosalind wouldn’t tell him the real reason she’d come. Jake
could ask her questions all day, but his efforts would be
fruitless. The odds Lizzie might tell him something weren’t any
greater either—especially not after the two times he’d tried and
failed to evict her from the island.

Convinced he wouldn’t be able to continue
his work until after he took a break, he left his bedroom. Careful
not to attract unwanted attention, he exited the château through
the back door. Within a few minutes, he made it to the jetty where
he slowed to a halt. Lizzie’s long golden tresses blew about her.
Jake had no idea how long he stood there before he walked forward.
“It’s a magnificent sight, isn’t it?”

Lizzie shaded her eyes with her hand as she
gazed up at him. “Oh, it’s you. What do you want, Jake?”

“We started on the wrong foot and I’d
like to apologize.” He sat next to
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