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        Zinnia Franklyn met the love of her life when she was just fifteen years old, and then lost him to Hollywood three years later. Now he’s arrived on her island, hotter than ever, and ready to pick up where they left off. There’s only one problem… he’s supposedly engaged to his costar.

      

        

      
        Reed Sinhawk, television star of Engaged to a Werewolf, has only ever loved one woman. And the moment he walks back into her life, he’s determined to make her his. But will the tabloids, a jealous costar, and his overbearing father succeed in destroying his one chance at happiness?
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      Zinnia Franklyn stood at her workstation, flexing her cramping hand, and said, “If I have to decorate one more hairy asshole, I’m going to scream.”

      “That sounds unpleasant,” a deep, raspy, all too familiar voice said from behind her.

      Zinnia froze. Oh, no. That did not just happen. She slowly turned around, and when her gaze landed on the jaw-droppingly sexy werewolf, her heart nearly got caught in her throat. How long had it been since they’d spoken? Twelve, thirteen years? Back then he’d been a tall, gangly teenager with piercing blue eyes and a pretty face just perfect for Teen Wolf magazine. Now he was ruggedly sexy, with broad shoulders, narrow hips, and a five o’clock shadow that would bring any witch to her knees.

      Reed Sinhawk, the current television star of Engaged to a Werewolf, stood just inside the backroom of her bakery, an amused smile on his chiseled face. He laughed. “Are those the werewolf cookies the production assistant ordered for the set?”

      Her face heated as she dropped the pastry bag on the counter and wiped her hands on a towel. The cast of the popular television show were on location on Witch Island for the next couple of months. And while the production assistant had placed the custom bakery order, Zinnia certainly hadn’t expected Reed Sinhawk to inquire about them. They weren’t even due until much later in the evening. Surely there was some low-level assistant who could’ve made the trip over to the bakery.

      Maybe he’d learned she now lived and worked on the island and had wanted to reconnect with her. The thought had her shaking her head. Why would he do that? He was a television star now, while she was just a bakery owner who specialized in wedding cakes.

      “Reed,” she said breathlessly as she walked around the table and held her hand out. “It’s been a long time. How are you?”

      He glanced down at her hand and then raised one eyebrow. “A handshake? Is that all you have for an old friend?”

      “I… um…”

      “Come here.” He held his arms open and gestured with one hand for her to step into his embrace.

      She went willingly, breathing in his familiar woodsy scent. The faint forest aroma wasn’t one she’d forgotten, and she was instantly transported back to her senior year in high school. They’d been best friends, inseparable for the better part of three years, right up until he’d left for Hollywood and instant stardom. And she’d been left behind, her heart shattered.

      “Damn, Zinnia. I missed the hell out of you,” he said into her red curls.

      “You did?” She pulled back, staring up at him, her eyes wide with shock.

      “Of course I did.” He gave her a strange look as he dropped his hands to her hips but didn’t let go. “What did you think? That I just forgot about the prettiest girl back at Ocean Dunes High?”

      “Well… you were busy.” She shrugged and stepped back, suddenly feeling as if all the air had left the room. He’d sent her three postcards after he’d left their tiny little town. They’d been filled with the expected excitement of a teenage boy who’d suddenly landed in La La Land. Those cards were still in her keepsake box and had meant so much to her at the time. She’d written pages back, telling him all about the colleges she’d gotten into and how much she missed him. But he’d never responded. That had been the end of their friendship and any girlish dreams that she’d grow up to marry her high school crush.

      “Sure,” he said with a nod. “But then I guess you were, too, with the end of school and college.”

      “Right,” she said, slightly flustered. She took a full step back, needing some space. Goddess, he was beautiful. Even more beautiful than he’d been at eighteen. She wanted to reach out and touch him again. When they were in high school, she wouldn’t have thought twice about it, but today she kept her hands firmly by her sides. Over a decade had passed, and neither of them were who they’d been back then. “Anyway, that was a long time ago for both of us. I’m sure you didn’t stop in here just for a trip down memory lane. Are you here about the cookies? Is there a problem with the order?”

      “Nope. I’m definitely not here about the cookies. And to be honest, memory lane is exactly why I stopped in. I overheard the production assistant say your name, and I just had to find out if you were my Zinnia.” He reached out and wrapped his fingers around hers, his eyes sparkling with amusement as he brought her hand up and gently placed a kiss on her wrist. “Looks like you could use a break. Join me for coffee?”

      Zinnia’s mouth dropped open. Then she stammered, “Um… You want… coffee?”

      “Yeah. I could use a little caffeine and some conversation that doesn’t have to do with work. Who better to show me around the island than my old friend from high school?”

      Old friend. Yikes. Even though his description was entirely accurate, that wasn’t exactly how she wanted to be remembered. She found herself nodding anyway. “Sure. I could do that.”

      He tucked her arm under his and started to pull her toward the door. “You know a good place?”

      She shook her head, trying to clear her fuzzy brain. “We have a coffee pot here.”

      Reed paused and gazed down at her. “Are you trying to gently brush me off?”

      “No! Not at all.” Jeez. What was she doing? The hottest man in America, the one she’d loved since she was fifteen years old, had just asked her out to coffee, and she was making a right fool of herself. “Sorry, you just caught me off guard. I wasn’t expecting a coffee invitation. Not that I was expecting anything at all. You don’t have to do this, you know. Just because we knew each other in high school doesn’t mean you have to—”

      “Zinnia,” he said cutting her off. “I wouldn’t have come in if I didn’t want to see you.”

      She quickly clamped her mouth shut, realizing she’d been rambling. A smile tugged at her lips as she took in what he’d said. “Sorry, it’s been a long day.”

      He returned the smile then glanced at the clock, his gray eyes narrowing in focus. “It’s not even noon yet.”

      “Yeah.” She let out a nervous chuckle. “I’ve been working since about four-thirty.” Zinnia pulled her apron off and laid it on the counter. After running a hand through her curly red locks, she gave into her temptation and pressed her hand against his chest. “A cup of joe sounds perfect right about now.”

      His gaze dropped to her hand for just a moment before he returned his focus to her, his grin widening. “You’ve been up since four-thirty?”

      The nonverbal exchange made a tingle shoot straight to her toes. Trying to pretend as if she hadn’t felt a thing, she gave a one shoulder shrug. “No, I was up at a quarter of four. I started working at four-thirty.”

      “On decorating werewolf assholes?” he asked, giving her a curious look.

      Zinnia let out a bark of laughter as she relaxed, feeling as if no time had passed between them. “Yeah, you could say that.”

      He pulled her toward the front door as he said, “I’m not sure that’s what the production assistant had in mind when she ordered werewolf cookies.”

      “Me neither.” She held up one finger, indicating he should wait. Then she ran back into her work room and grabbed one of the cookies. On her way back out, she called to her assistant, “Greta, I’m taking lunch!”

      “Okay,” her assistant called back.

      Zinnia bounced over to Reed, finally recovering from her shock at finding the television star in her store. She held up one of the unfinished cookies. “See this?”

      He glanced at it and nodded.

      “My sister Frankie—you remember her, right?”

      Reed nodded. “Sure. How could I forget? She asked me out on her tenth birthday. Did you know that?”

      Zinnia nodded. Her sister had been completely moony-eyed over him. But then, who hadn’t? “Yeah. She was heartbroken when you turned her down.”

      The amusement fled, and his expression turned serious as he said, “I had my eye on someone else.”

      “You did?” she asked, her throat suddenly dry. “Who?” Jealousy rose up and threatened to choke her.

      “I’m looking at her,” he said with that glint of mischief back in his brilliant blue eyes.

      “You did not,” she said, smacking his arm and rolling her eyes. There was no way he’d had a thing for her. If he had, why hadn’t he ever made a move? He was just messing with her.

      “If you say so.” He laughed and glanced down at the cookie. “Now what where you saying about those?”

      “Oh, right.” She cleared her throat. “Frankie did the wolf outlines last night for me. I don’t know why she decided to use a wolf showing his backside, but that’s what I found in the shop this morning.” The wolf was facing away with his tail lifted and his head pointed up in a howl. “I didn’t have time to redo them, so I’ve just been filling in the outline with frosting.”

      “Please tell me you aren’t actually depicting the wolf’s… ah, nether region,” he said with a grimace.

      Laughing, she shook her head and took a bite of the chocolate fudge cookie. “No, just making it look like fur. I don’t think actual anatomy would be very appetizing.”

      “Especially not when they’re chocolate.” He plucked the cookie from her hand and finished it off in two bites as he followed her out the door.

      “Good?” she asked as they strolled down the cobbled streets of Witch Island. The storefronts were decorated with spider webs, enchanted spiders, animated ghosts, ghouls, and goblins, as well as cute pumpkin lights and jack-o-lanterns. Halloween was four weeks away, and the town was already primed for celebration.

      “They’re better than good. Excellent actually,” Reed said. “No one is going to care what they look like once they get a taste.”

      “Hey! Don’t underestimate me,” she said, feigning offense. “They’ll still look amazing.”

      “My apologies to the artiste.” He winked and pulled open the door to the Caldron Café. Inside the song “Monster Mash” was playing over the sound system. A skeleton standing near the entrance, placed one hand on Reed’s shoulder. He jerked back, obviously startled by the movement.

      “He’s waiting for your jacket,” Zinnia said.

      Reed stepped away from the skeleton, shrugged out of his sports coat, and handed it over. The skeleton did a twirl and slipped into the jacket, buttoning it in front before he stilled. “Well, that’s something I haven’t seen before.”

      “The residents of Witch Island love Halloween,” Zinnia said, moving backward toward the counter. “Just wait until Halloween night. The town turns into a giant haunted house. It’s great.”

      “It sounds like it.” Reed pulled his wallet out of his back pocket and ordered a large black coffee.

      Minnie, the barista, gaped at him.

      Zinnia waved a hand in front of her friend’s face. “Earth to Minnie. Can I get a pumpkin spiced—oomph!”

      Someone rammed into Zinnia from behind, slamming her into the counter. An elaborate display of boxed chocolate pumpkins toppled, spilling all over the counter and the floor. “Oh, my gosh,” Zinnia huffed out as she immediately started collecting the little boxes and putting them into a pile. “I’m so sorry.”

      Minnie was still staring over her shoulder, seemingly unconcerned about the chocolate pumpkin massacre.

      “Zinnia, are you all right?” Reed said into her ear as his large hands landed gently on her waist.

      “Yeah, I think so,” Zinnia said as she turned and spotted a small blonde staring at her. Their eyes met and held for just a second, then the woman grabbed onto Reed’s arm and said, “Reed, there you are. I’ve been looking for you all morning. I thought we were going to meet in my room and rehearse that love scene we’re supposed to have tonight.”

      “Krissy, what the hell?” he asked her. “You just knocked my friend over and didn’t even apologize.”

      “Oops,” she said, arranging her face into the picture of innocence as she covered her mouth with the tips of her fingers. “My bad. I’m so clumsy sometimes. My apologies. I saw Reed and must not have seen you there.”

      Sure she hadn’t. Zinnia was tall, with long legs, and bright red hair. And while she certainly didn’t need to lose weight, she wasn’t a waif either. Zinnia took a good look at Krissy Kimble, Reed’s co-star. She was tiny, no taller than five-two and not an ounce of extra weight anywhere. She had big blue Kewpie Doll eyes, perfectly straight, shiny hair, and full red lips that matched the thigh-high skirt that showed off her shapely legs and her perfect hourglass figure.

      Krissy Kimble was simply gorgeous and made Zinnia feel like something out of The Night of the Living Dead. There was no doubt Zinnia had dark circles under her eyes from lack of sleep. She was wearing old frayed jeans, a frosting-stained sweatshirt, and zero make up. On days when she got up way before the crack of dawn and expected to be in the back decorating, she didn’t spend much time worrying about her appearance.

      Zinnia crossed her arms over her chest and wondered if she could just spell herself to disappear. She probably could, considering she was a witch. The only problem was she had no idea where she’d end up.

      “So, about that rehearsal,” Krissy was saying to Reed as she ran her fingers over his biceps. “My place? Thirty minutes?”

      He grabbed her wrist, stopping her from fondling him. “Not now, Krissy. I’m busy.”

      “It’s okay,” Zinnia said, not wanting him to feel obligated to hang out with her if he needed to work. “You don’t need to stay for me.”

      “See, there you go,” Krissy said and slipped her arm around Reed, snuggling in close.

      Zinnia stared at the two of them. She’d read a while ago that they were an item. It had made sense to her at the time. On screen, they had that sort of magical chemistry that always kept the audience coming back for more. But there in the coffee shop, Reed was stiff and uncomfortable, looking almost as if he wanted to come right out of his skin.

      Was there trouble in paradise? Hope welled up inside of her and she immediately mentally chastised herself for thinking she’d ever have a chance with him, glamorous girlfriend or not. Reed was on the island to film a show, not to sweep her off her feet as if she were living in some sort of fairy tale.

      Reed grabbed Krissy’s wrist and very deliberately removed her arm from his body. He stepped away from her, positioning himself right next to Zinnia. Then, to her surprise, he slipped his hand into Zinnia’s and squeezed lightly. “Sorry, Krissy, but since you obviously missed it, let me be clear; I’m on a date with Zinnia here. So, no, rehearsing isn’t going to happen. I’ll see you tonight at the shoot.”

      Date? Had he just said date?

      Krissy’s eyes practically burned holes through Zinnia’s skin, and if Reed hadn’t been holding on to her, she would’ve taken a step back just to put distance between them. “Reed,” the actress whined, “you know how badly things went last week. I don’t want Delaney getting upset. I could really use some rehearsal time. Can’t you just reschedule with the townie for tomorrow?”

      Townie? What the hell? Had Krissy just popped out of
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