
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_a4cef465273b2c9774a8a070e10398f3_mA9ZFv_html_5faa0758.jpg]

 



 


[image: tmp_a4cef465273b2c9774a8a070e10398f3_mA9ZFv_html_767cf5ac.jpg]

 


 


Published by Evernight Publishing ® at
Smashwords

 


www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2014 C.R. Moss

 


 


ISBN: 978-1-77233-125-7

 


Cover Artist: Sour Cherry Designs

 


Editor: Brieanna Robertson

 


 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names,
characters, and places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual
events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is
entirely coincidental.

 


 



 


DEDICATION

 


To my other half—I’m glad my wish upon a star
came true and brought me to you.







A WISH ACROSS TIME

 


Raritan Manor Ranch, 3

 


C.R. Moss

 


Copyright © 2014

 


 


 



Chapter One

 


Present day…

 


Goddess, what frickin’ luck I have.
Cassandra sank down further in her seat on the red velvet cushioned
pew. The church’s white walls seemed to close in on her.
Greek-looking columns appeared to inch toward the packed center
section of the sanctuary. Her logical mind told her the church
wasn’t shrinking, but the reassurance didn’t help her imaginative
side. Her panic grew. Her breath quickened. It was bad enough she
was in the enclosed religious space. She didn’t need to run
into…

“Cass, do you mind? I love you, but you’re a
little too close.” Julie’s harsh whisper made a few heads turn.
Around them, many gazes glared disapproval that she and her cousin
had the gall to taint the wedding ceremony with their chatter.

“Sorry, Julie.” Cassandra realized she had
slid over a couple inches and invaded her cousin’s space. She edged
away and lined herself up behind a woman whose head sported a blue,
wide-brimmed hat. “I just don’t want that guy up there to see
me.”

Julie raised a quizzical brown eyebrow.
“Who? The minister?”

Cassandra shook her head.

Julie studied the male side of the wedding
party. “Well, I doubt you mean the groom. So who is it? The best
man?”

She nodded and toyed with her lower lip with
her teeth. Memories of high school and one fateful afternoon
invaded her mind. Cassandra wished she had one of her essential oil
tinctures with her to help stave off her brewing anxiety, calm her
nerves, regulate her breathing. The chamomile and orange mix would
have been nice. With a sigh, she pictured the small vial full of
amber liquid sitting where she placed it last—on the altar in her
bedroom with some of her other Wiccan objects and tools.

Julie snickered. “He’s hot. Why would you
want to hide from him?”

Peeking around the guest in front of her,
Cassandra tutted, her thoughts in turmoil. Because it’s him.
Ryan Keene. The guy who ripped out my heart, threw it to the
ground, and trounced on it all those years ago.

Ryan, tall and resplendent in his tuxedo,
stood on the dais behind the groom. He slipped a finger between his
neck and ivory shirt and pulled on the collar. His gaze jumped from
the minister to the groom and back. He rubbed the back of his neck,
disturbing golden-bronze locks of hair, then looked out to the
congregation. Ryan’s attention swung to her.

Those eyes. So gorgeous. Once upon a
time, his jade-eyed gaze caught me in its magnetic snare. Too bad I
hadn’t realized the deceit those eyes hid. “Bastard,” she
muttered, her voice a hair over a whisper.

She tugged on her lower lip with her teeth
again, pulled her purse onto her lap, and dove into it to pull out
a small notebook and a pen, careful not to make noise and disturb
those enthralled with the wedding. Of all the people the bride and
groom associated with, it had to be him. She swept the pen across
the paper in an irritated flourish, scribbling a note for her
cousin.

Why don’t I want him to notice me? It’s
Ryan, the guy who led me on senior year of high school. Being hurt
by him once in my life was enough, thank you.

Her cousin gasped, her gaze shooting to him.
“Ryan? Are you sure?” she questioned sotto voce.

The woman with the overgrown hat turned. Her
bright red lips thinned, smoothing out deep wrinkles around her
mouth. Her pale, blue-eyed gaze shot daggers. “Shush.” The one word
revealed lipstick-stained teeth.

“Sorry,” Cassandra mouthed to the woman,
then scratched Yes! on the page of the pad she always had on
hand. She loved her little books since she never knew when a new
tincture, or herbal recipe, or spell for that matter, would come to
mind.

Julie grabbed the book and pen. Okay, so
you recognize him. That doesn’t mean he’ll recognize you. You’ve
changed a lot since then.

Cassandra read her cousin’s scribbles and
shrugged a shoulder. Julie shook her head and continued to write.
It’s true. Your hair is different. You’ve changed your nose.
Your whole body in fact. You wear colored contacts. The only thing
that hasn’t changed is how you feel about him. How come you didn’t
know he’d be here? Didn’t Lara tell you who’d be in her wedding
party?

She snatched the writing material and
flipped to a clean page. Lara and I are more acquaintances than
friends. She’s a regular customer at my boutique, and we’ve seen
each other at the gym. We’ve chatted, but haven’t discussed all the
details of our personal lives. So I had no clue about the wedding
party. She verbally invited me to the ceremony, but not the
reception, which is just for close friends and family. As for the
last name, I had a short, disconcerting moment when she told me her
fiancé’s last name, but it’s a common one so I tried not to get
upset about it. How was I to know Ryan would still be in the
same area we grew up in?

“The rings, please?” the minister asked.

Her gaze darted from the paper to the people
at the altar. Rings. Her heart sank in anguish. Sorrow sat
heavy on her stomach. She fingered the black cat pin she wore on
the lapel of her navy blue jacket. The handmade accessory was an
artist’s rendition of her cat, Myrddin.

That night, long ago, when Ryan had dumped
her, a kitten had wandered out of the tree line surrounding the
mountain home of her childhood and into her life. The cat seemed to
have known she needed consoling. It only took an instant for the
two of them to become attached to each other. Myrddin grew to be a
great companion and familiar. Cassandra had the pin created and
cast a spell on it to always stay connected and comforted by her
feline friend. Sometimes she wondered if Myrddin would have trotted
out of the tree line had she and Ryan stayed together.

Ryan rubbed the back of his neck again and
glanced into gathered throng of guests. His haunting gaze caught
hers.

“Ryan…psst…Ryan,” the groom uttered.

Ryan shook his head and looked at the man in
front of him. Subdued snickers tittered through the sanctuary.

“The rings, please?” The minister held out
his hand.

“Oh, geez, sorry,” Ryan stammered, shoved
his hand into his pocket, and fumbled to remove the rings. He held
the bands out in the palm of his hand.

The minister blessed them and handed one to
Lara and the other to the groom. Jeffrey placed the band on Lara’s
finger, repeating the words per the minister’s prompts, “I give you
this ring as a symbol of my love and faithfulness. As I place it on
your finger, I commit my heart and soul to you. I ask you to wear
this ring as a reminder of the vows we have spoken today, our
wedding day, and as a reminder of my undying love for you.”

Cassandra drew
in a shuddering breath. Way back when, on an autumn evening,
Ryan had almost said the same to her during a romantic moment.
Remembering his words, tears clouded her eyes. You’re my love. My heart and soul I
promise to you with this ring. He had then slipped a
silver ring with a solid, milky white
opal heart shape onto her right finger, the humps facing her nail,
and placed a soft kiss on her lips. Her heart had been
captured.

What a fool I was then.

Ryan
glanced her way again.

She traced the
edge of her pin and nibbled her lip. Was he trying to place her? Figure out who she was? A
shiver ran through her body.

“Cass? Are you
all right? You’ve gone pale,” Julie murmured near her ear.

Cassandra
nodded, keeping her gaze glued to the wedding ceremony while toying
with the cat pin. Calm yourself. You’re not that young girl anymore.

Lara took the other ring. She placed the
band on Jeffrey’s finger and repeated the vows, “I give you this
ring as a symbol of my love and faithfulness. As I place it on your
finger, I commit my heart and soul to you. I ask you to wear this
ring as a reminder of the vows we have spoken today, our wedding
day, and as a reminder of my undying love for you.”

“By the power vested in me by the State of
Nevada,” the reverend stated, “I now pronounce you husband and
wife. You may kiss each other.”

Jeffrey and Lara sealed their vows. Ryan
took one more look in her direction. One of his eyebrows rose in
tandem with the corner of his lips.

Her gaze widened. No. He can’t remember.
I can’t deal with him. I don’t want to deal with any man, not after
what he did—and after the fiasco with Charlie. She touched her
pin and chanted under her breath, begging the universe to make him
forget any memories he had of her.

****

Ryan rested his elbows on the railing of the
second floor balcony overlooking the hotel’s grand atrium. A
handful of people milled around the small trees and bushy plants in
huge planters that decorated the area. Some sat on gold and
cream-colored couches and chairs reading books and newspapers. A
few lined up at the reception desk. Behind him, in the ballroom
where his cousin, Jeffrey, and his cousin’s new wife, Lara, had
first met during a work seminar, the wedding reception was in full
swing. Try as he might, though, he couldn’t get into a festive
mood.

Who was that woman in the congregation?
Why do I think I know her? Why do I remember a ring? Her image
sprang to the forefront of his mind. He wiped a hand over his face,
hoping to erase it, but the picture of the woman with the dark
brown hair and dark eyes stayed. Phantom feelings of affection and
caring wisped through him, followed by a faint scent of
vanilla—ghostlike memories somehow connected to her. Why can
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