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      What length will you go to for beauty?

      Art museum marketer Maddie has lived in the shadow of her older sister, and she’s desperate to be as beautiful and captivating. She makes a wish.

      An enigmatic artist offers Maddie a deal that seems too good to be true. He’ll paint her portrait and turn her into the beauty she longs to be–at a price.

      When she bumps into Cole, a former Navy SEAL haunted by a troubled past, she can't ignore the spark between them. But her transformation has a considerable cost.

      She’s torn between her attraction to Cole and her desperation not to hurt him.

      Has she been cursed by her beauty?

      Enter a world where desire and danger collide in Envy the Moon.
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        “There is only one thing in the world worse than being talked about, and that is not being talked about.”

        ~ Oscar Wilde, The Portrait of Dorian Gray

      

      

      MADDIE

      I stared at my reflection, and my lips turned into a scowl. After taking a deep breath, I forced the pleasant smile I’d have to plaster on for my sister’s gala as I half-listened to mindless small talk with strangers.

      I huffed. “Let’s get this over with.”

      Pushing back a loose piece of hair, I tamed it with a tiny burst of hair spray. I’d spent much of the last hour getting ready so I could hold my own at a fancy shindig where many women would be primped by professional stylists. I did my best, having learned long ago to master makeup to give the illusion I was prettier than average. Contouring to reshape my face, and foundation to even out my tone. Eyeliner and shadow to enhance my eyes, and mascara to lengthen my lashes. Lastly, outlining my lips and filling them with smooth precision to pull off a glossy pout.

      I gazed down at my emerald-green dress and twirled it in both directions to make sure nothing was amiss—like an embarrassing stain or train of wrinkles. The satin swished without any noticeable defects.

      What did it matter, anyway? Who would notice me at an event where my sister Victoria shined? She captured the attention in every room she entered. She was a spotlight, attracting gazes with her effortless, irresistible glow. I was invisible in comparison, like a spider slinking through the shadows in search of sustenance.

      Enough with the melodrama. I exhaled. In a few hours, it would be over. I wasn’t usually this morose, but I’d dreaded this event for the last two weeks despite my daily pep talks to slough it off. Worrying about something made you live through it twice, according to one of the guided meditations I listened to.

      I slid on silver, strappy sandals and grabbed a light shawl before exiting my studio north of Boston. I worked at a museum in the city, but rents there were insane. I often joked that I was paid more by the art nourishing my soul than by actual monetary compensation. Too bad jokes didn’t pay for a better apartment.

      My phone buzzed, indicating my rideshare had arrived.

      After I left my place, I headed down to catch the ride. Victoria was paying for it, fortunately. I generally took the T—Boston’s subway system—to get around but was grateful I didn’t have to trek down to the train in these heels and dress. Although it was a second-hand store find, it looked uber-fancy. I’d bet some rich woman wore it once and then cast it aside, as she wouldn’t dare to wear it to another event.

      Ah, what did I know about rich people? The only ones I knew were my sister and her tech genius husband. Once she married him, she didn’t have to worry about money anymore. She flitted to charity events, filling her days with luncheons and pampering herself rather than punching a time clock.

      I stared out the open window of the car as we headed into Boston and then Copley Square. The city lights highlighted the many people out having fun on a sultry summer Saturday night. At least tonight’s event was at the Boston Public Library, one of my favorite places in the city.

      The driver pulled up as close as he could get to the impressive, Renaissance-inspired building with its arched windows, numerous statues and inscriptions, and welcoming words above the entrance—Free to All. I thanked him and exited. As I climbed the stairs to the library, I pulled my gown up a few inches. The last thing I needed was to trip on my dress and tumble down these stairs, ruining my dress, perhaps a few bones, and definitely my pride.

      I pulled open one of the three main doors and entered the lobby. I drank in the ambiance, from the high-vaulted ceilings with tile mosaics to the grand marble staircase before me with two lion statues flanking each side. Everything about the library whispered classic elegance, even the slightly enigmatic scent. Perhaps my dread of tonight was unwarranted.

      Priceless art surrounded me, from the paintings symbolizing art, music, science, and knowledge, to the gorgeous construction of the carved granite and marble itself. As I ascended the marble stairs, some with fossils pressed into the steps, I rubbed one of the lion’s yellow marble tails for good luck, an odd superstition I’d learned about.

      In the hallway, I took a deep breath and circled around to capture the art on this level. Eight panels adorned the gallery amid the soft yellow marble, each representing a different discipline: philosophy, astronomy, history, chemistry, physics, pastoral poetry, dramatic poetry, and epic poetry. Flanking Bates Hall was a panel with muses of inspiration. After taking a deep breath, I rolled my shoulders back, exhaled, and continued walking. Might as well project confidence when I entered the gala.

      My faux poise wasn’t needed. Once I entered the room, I gaped at the gorgeous architecture with dark carved wainscoting, beamed ceilings with gold embellishments, and chandeliers. Vast paintings adorned the upper portion of the room, each panel representing a scene from Sir Galahad’s Quest of the Holy Grail. Bringing my gaze back to floor level, I wandered through a sea of black tuxes and colorful gowns over the red marble tile floor, feeling as invisible as an ant in a dark corner. The scent of appetizers from servers with passing trays stirred my appetite. I’d skipped dinner as there was usually a ton of food at these things.

      Some man in a monkey suit stood at a microphone in front of a band. He talked about the charity, which was supporting a children’s fund. I wandered over to get a glass of champagne from the closest server carrying a tray and a bacon-wrapped scallop from another. The speaker then introduced Victoria, and everyone cheered.

      Oh goodie, I arrived just in time to hear Victoria talk. My perfect, glamorous, beautiful older sister. I clenched the stem of my glass.

      “Thank you all for coming here tonight.” Victoria placed her hand over her heart and went on. Blah, blah, blah, I’d heard her give similar speeches before. Her blonde hair shined in cascading waves beneath the spotlight, the sides pinned back by sparkly hairpieces that likely cost a fortune. Her hair and makeup appeared to have been done professionally for the event. Oh, couldn’t we all be that lucky? My focus drifted to her dress. It was pale blue satin and probably cost two months of my rent.

      Did Victoria toss it aside for charity after wearing it once? She could offer it to me, but then, where would I wear it to? The only times I needed anything this fancy was one of her events. No way would she want me wearing a dress she’d already worn, which might be recognized.

      I stared at her and asked the question I’d pondered countless times: what would it be like if I’d been the one blessed with her charm and beauty? To have a shard of her brightness? Her star power?

      We had the same parents. We grew up in the same household, therefore, the same environment. How did she get all the exemplary genes whereas I landed the more average ones? She’d inherited our mother’s ethereal beauty with golden hair, fine features, and crystal blue eyes. Like my mother, Victoria walked with a regal presence. I had my father’s brown hair and blue-green eyes. Although I wasn’t unattractive, I was lackluster in comparison.

      Victoria’s handsome husband, James, stood closer to the stage, staring at her with admiration. He practically had stars floating out of his eyes, like some version of a cartoon character in love. My skin prickled. Would I ever find someone who’d look at me that way? Probably not. I didn’t have her looks or magnetism. I dug my fingers into my palm—I’d give anything to have her life.

      I walked next to him and turned. “Hey, James,” I greeted him in a friendly tone, speaking low as my sister was going on.

      He glanced at me and smiled. “Oh, Maddie, I didn’t see you here,” he said in a low tone.

      “It’s pretty packed tonight.”

      Even if it wasn’t, I doubt he’d see me. I was used to being invisible, especially in the same room as Victoria.

      “Thanks for coming. It means a lot to us.”

      My eyebrows twitched. Words, just words. What did they care if I took up space in a room with attendees with deep pockets? I certainly wasn’t going to be donating the big bucks tonight.

      James was smitten by Victoria as was the rest of the crowd. He had been since he first laid eyes on her at a corporate event where she worked as an events manager. He’d pursued her until she’d agreed to marry him. Since he’d inherited wealth from his family and acquired more from being a CFO at a flourishing tech company, Victoria didn’t need to market events for a living anymore. Yet she still did so, now on behalf of the numerous charities she collaborated with.

      Selfless, perfect Victoria.

      While everyone was captivated by my older sister, I pursed my lips and glanced around at the architecture. This building itself was indeed a work of art. Its vaulted ceilings and arched windows drew my gaze upwards. The scent of the books on the oak bookshelves made it smell like a book lover’s paradise.

      Victoria finished her speech, and I finished my champagne. While they applauded her, I headed through the crowd to find a refill. Hell, I could probably swig from a bottle of champagne, and who would notice?

      The band started playing “Some Enchanting Evening.” During the next century, I slogged through small talk with strangers while I tried to make my way through the sea of admirers circling around Victoria. Once people learned I was her sister, they extolled her virtues. How many times did I have to sit through these conversations?

      “Yes, she’s great.” I forced a smile I still hadn’t perfected and clenched my teeth so hard, I’d probably need dental attention in the morning.

      I finally waded through and reached Victoria.

      “Hey, Victoria. Just came to say hi and bye.”

      She turned to me and widened her eyes, which appeared an even more alluring blue set off by her dress. “What do you mean ‘bye’? You just got here.”

      “Actually, I’ve been here quite a while. Heard you talk and everything. I couldn’t make my way over until now.”

      “And now you’re here,” she pointed out, turning her hand palm up. “So stay.”

      Although she introduced me to a few old and boring rich people with cultured accents, her attention was soon diverted by others. I sighed. Why she wanted me to come to these things was still an enigma. Although she’d say it was for moral support, she never showed any signs of nervousness. Victoria was always so swept up in conversations that my status as a walking security blanket was as forgotten as an outfit tossed into a charity bin.

      I slogged through several more songs before I approached Victoria again.

      “My ride’s here.” I dashed away before she protested, fleeing the library like Cinderella at the stroke of midnight. Only a horse-drawn carriage didn’t await me. Just a rideshare.

      Back in my studio apartment, I undressed into a comfortable pair of sleep shorts and tank top. I brushed out my hair and piled it into a messy bun. After I washed off the layers of makeup, I stared at myself in the mirror again. The artifice was gone.

      I was back to being me again. Plain old Madeline DeMichele.

      Opening a drawer in my dresser, I pulled out a photo of Victoria and me. I hated these. My parents had many around the house, endless reminders of our differences. She was the pretty one, and I had my “pretty pictures.” That’s what they called my paintings.

      “Why couldn’t I be the beautiful one?” I stuffed the picture back into the drawer and shoved it closed.

      “I can help you with that wish.”

      I gasped and turned in the direction of the voice. A man with a trim brown beard stood there, his outline shimmering before he turned solid. He appeared to be around thirty and was quite attractive, with soulful brown eyes that gleamed with amusement.

      “What—who,” I stammered. “Who are you? How did you get in here?”

      COLE

      “Taline?” I knocked on my younger sister’s bedroom door.

      She didn’t answer. The silence suffocated me.

      I knocked again. “Taline? It’s me.” I couldn’t keep the tremor from my voice. “I’m coming in.”

      My heartbeat drummed faster and echoed in my ears, like the rising crescendo in a horror flick. When I turned the knob, my hand was clammy. I had to wipe it on my T-shirt and try again.

      Once I opened the door, something
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