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Jaime’s wedding was a week away, and she was a bundle of nerves. For the past few months, she had thought of little else. Her family had been involved in the preparations and had helped with the details. She had no idea how she would have done it without them.

Despite the decisions, disasters, and numerous last-minute changes, the wedding plans had been executed and the big day was coming up. The excitement had Jaime on edge, but in a good way. With her family around her, and everything in place, she should have been able to relax—but that didn’t seem possible.

On another front, it had been quiet. That should have comforted Jaime, but instead she was unsettled. After electrocuting Elijah, the sorcerers had faded into the background and left Jaime and her family in peace. There had been no further incidents, and so far, Nefarious hadn’t made a move to usurp her family’s witchcraft. Yet Jaime couldn’t believe that the sorcerers had given up.

During the months following the last conflict, Jaime had tended to coven matters and aided a few ghosts to move on—yet there hadn’t been any notable crises. She assumed that the amulet Harper had created for her had worked. It had been designed to keep away any danger that might derail Jaime’s wedding plans, and shortly it would be too late for any such disaster.

Early in the week, Jaime went to visit Olivia at the bed-and-breakfast. March was a lovely time of year, when the leaves grew on the magnolias, and the azaleas were in full bloom. The landscape wasn’t lush yet, as the live oaks were losing leaves, as they did in the spring. But there were plenty of evergreens to make up for it.

It was late morning and the guests were out sightseeing for the day. Olivia was in the kitchen finishing a discussion with her cook about the lunch menu. When Jaime arrived, she turned and gave her a hug.

“What’s the news about the house?” Jaime said.

Olivia wanted to expand her business, so had purchased a Victorian home adjacent to her property. She had known the owners, but the house had been vacant for years. Since the owners had been willing to sell, Olivia bought the place.

“It was a friendly transaction,” Olivia said. “That place has been vacant ever since I’ve lived here. The owners inherited it but didn’t move into the house. And from the looks of it, they didn’t take care of it either.”

“I figured that you’d renovate.”

“It’s more involved than that,” Olivia said, wrinkling her brow.

“Why don’t you show me the house?” Jaime said. “I’ve been so crazy busy lately that I haven’t had a chance to see it.”

The Sanders Bed and Breakfast was on a large lot, with plenty of space for guests and family events. Neighboring homes weren’t visible beyond the gardens. Jaime followed Olivia out the back door and across the manicured lawn, then they walked through a grove of trees to edge of the property.

Across a gully was the adjacent lot, and Jaime spotted the run-down house. It was Victorian style, two levels with a railed porch in front, and a third level with an attic room. The place was large, with many bedrooms.

“Once you fix it up, the house will be fantastic,” Jaime said. “Can we go inside?”

“Not before your wedding,” Olivia said.

“You’re superstitious?” Jaime said, with a smile.

“The place is haunted, and I’m not taking any chances.”

“Since when do we have trouble dealing with a ghost?” Jaime said. “And why are you frowning?”

“I didn’t have an inspection done before buying the house,” Olivia said. “I would have bought the property regardless of the condition of the home. If it couldn’t be renovated, then I could have it torn down for a rebuild. Plus, your wedding planning has been my first priority, so I didn’t take the opportunity to go inside the house until yesterday.”

“Why are you afraid to go in the house now?”

“The ghost is very disturbed,” Olivia said. “In the few minutes that I was in there, doors slammed and heavy furniture moved around. It’s not worth taking a chance when you’re only days away from getting married. We’ll wait until later and bring Harper with us.”

“The house is furnished?”

“I guess the last tenant left in a hurry,” Olivia said. “The place has curtains, furnishings, lamps, and other antiques. I’m not sure I’ll keep all of it, but Lily can have a look too—once we clear the place of ghosts. There might be a few good items for her shop.”
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Two days before the wedding, Jaime went to the seamstress for a final dress fitting. Her sisters went along to assist and for lunch afterward. The ivory V-neck dress was knee-length, with exquisite lace detailing. The bodice molded to Jaime’s petite figure and a low back gave the dress a romantic flair.

“That is the perfect dress for you,” Harper said. “I like it more every time I see it.”

“And it has that adorable short jacket,” Olivia said. “I don’t trust the weather, so it’s good that you will be able to stay warm, if you need to.”

“I’m nervous about my hair,” Jaime said. “It seemed to take forever when the hairdresser created the style for me. What if we run out of time that morning?”

“You’re imagining things,” Olivia said. “There will be plenty of time. We’ll be there to make sure that things go smoothly.”

Jaime was happy to have her sisters with her. She would be a nervous wreck without them. Once the dress was approved, they went to lunch at a nearby café. It was good to have a chance to talk through any last-minute details.

But Jaime was distracted. Her mind drifted to Ian, and her heart warmed at the thought of him. He’d been so wonderful about all the preparations, and agreeable about most things. But the most important thing was the future.

Jaime was fortunate to be with Ian. He was a special person, and it was a marvel that they hadn’t gotten together sooner. Ian had been married once before and Jaime had been married twice. The timing hadn’t been right. When one of them had been free, the other hadn’t.

Ian had grown up in Blairsville, so Jaime had known him in school. They had been friends for a long time, but in her youth, she hadn’t viewed him with romantic interest. She had always thought that he was handsome, and he had become better looking as he matured.

Jaime had loved Liam, her first husband, but he had died tragically when the kids were very young. And her second husband had been a huge mistake, because she’d married for the wrong reasons. And worst of all, she had failed to see into the heart of the person she’d chosen—much to her horror afterward.

But Ian had been there all along, caring about her and supporting her. He even accepted her abilities as a witch and admired what she had achieved. Ian didn’t fully understand magic, but he didn’t need to. As long as he viewed Jaime’s talents in a positive light, she was happy.

Despite Jaime’s love for Ian, and her commitment to the relationship, she wasn’t naïve enough to think there wouldn’t be challenges. She tried not to overburden him with the details of the coven and didn’t expect him to understand things that were beyond him.

Jaime loved Ian for who he was, and that was enough. She had talked to Ava about how a marriage could work when the wife was a witch and had been given words of wisdom. Ava’s husband had only balked at witchcraft because of the danger she was in, as part of the Sanders family.

Ava had understood that it was her husband’s concern for her safety that was behind his reservations about magic. But he knew that Ava was a witch by birth, and supported her in any way he could. And their marriage had survived. Jaime had talked about the issue with Ian, and he had voiced a similar view. He admitted that he worried about Jaime when she faced danger, but he accepted the fact that she was a natural-born witch, so danger was unavoidable. It was a welcome relief that danger hadn’t reared its head recently, and Jaime hoped that would continue—at least for a while longer.
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On her wedding day, Jaime arrived early with her sisters. Ian had stayed overnight with his friend, Abe, who worked in the sheriff’s office and would get dressed there. The kids were on spring break, so Sophia had invited them to stay with her, stating that she would ensure they arrived dressed properly for the wedding.

Jaime and Ian’s wedding was held at the Ridges Resort on Lake Chatuge. The location included a gorgeous lake, mountain views, and an expansive lakeside lawn. Jaime had chosen it for its rustic elegance. She’d wanted a cozy place for the special event, and the resort was ideal.

There was on-site dining for the reception, and the restaurant was capable of serving all the wedding attendees. The cousins would be there, along with Ian’s friends from the sheriff’s office. The only family Ian had was his aging parents, and they weren’t healthy enough to travel. Jaime and Ian planned to visit them at a later date, but a video of the ceremony would be sent to them.

Ian had been part of Jaime’s family for a while. Her sisters, as well as her kids, adored him. The list of attendees was long. Even Mellie and Anna were coming, and Lily too. With the cousins and all the nieces and nephews, there would be quite a turnout for the event.

Jaime managed to get ready in time, but not without plenty of help. Her long hair was twisted up into a sophisticated look, and she wore a pearl necklace with matching earrings. A glance in the mirror was satisfying and made her glad about her choice of wedding dress, since the style didn’t overwhelm her small stature.

Flowers were everywhere in vases and baskets, plus there were rose petals scattered across the lawn. The weather cooperated that morning. The temperature was pleasant and there was no rain predicted. The high mountains gleamed under fluffy white clouds, and the lake’s surface shimmered in the pale sunlight.

Sophia and Roxanne arrived with the kids. They’d managed to get everybody dressed and groomed for the occasion. The twins looked so grown-up in gray jackets and bow ties. Abigail wore a blue satin dress, and Eve wore a cream-colored blouse with a silver skirt. The girls looked very pretty and seemed more mature in their dress-up clothes.

Cory had driven from Atlanta to accompany Olivia, and Vic attended with Harper. As the relatives crowded in and ushers directed them to their seats, Jaime stayed inside until the last minute, to avoid messing up her hair or makeup.

Jaime’s sisters waited with her, nearly as excited as she was. The rest of the day went by in a joyful blur. Music played and guests took their seats on the pier. Ian arrived dressed in a tuxedo, stealing Jaime’s heart all over again. He waited for her under the arbor, and Ava’s husband Tom ushered Jaime down the aisle past a hushed audience.

Jaime looked into Ian’s eyes, and his warm smile melted her heart. They exchanged vows against a backdrop of the majestic lake and mountain views. The sun peeked from behind the clouds, and the diamonds in Jaime’s ring sparkled as Ian slipped on the wedding band to match it.

Then Ian and Jaime were man and wife. He kissed the bride, lingering before guiding her through the mass of people wishing them happiness. The reception lasted all afternoon. There were tables laden with platters of food and a wooden floor for dancing. Champagne flowed and laughter abounded.

The afternoon drifted into the evening, and guests began to filter outside to say farewell to the newlyweds. Jaime and Ian were staying behind to enjoy a long weekend at the lake. For a few days, they would be alone to enjoy a lakeside barbecue, a boat ride, or a swim in the lake—whenever they weren’t in the luxurious bed. The resort staff had already stowed their suitcases inside their rented cabin.

Ian helped Jaime onto a boat deck, and they sailed off into the stars, as their guests waved and cheered from the shore. The day had been as special as Jaime had imagined. The boat captain steered the boat across the lake, while Jaime and Ian sat, watching the pier recede into the distance.

Their stay at the lake was a short honeymoon, but a longer one was planned for the summer. Ian took Jaime’s hand and fingered her ring. “May I kiss the bride again?”

Jaime smiled. “I wish you would.” She leaned
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