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He doesn’t even know her name…

The night Demitrius Petrakis meets a masked storyteller at a party, he loses his heart. She spins him tales of love and adventure, captivating him. No other woman has ever elicited these kinds of emotions in the wealthy playboy. When she disappears, with only a bracelet as proof she was real, Trey is devastated.
On the final day of her summer job at a resort on Last Chance Beach, Destiny Fortunato, uncharacteristically, spends an enchanted evening under the moonlight. The bond she has with the masked stranger is undeniable, but she needs to return to her schoolteacher life and forget him.
That night is a treasured memory…until she discovers her mystery man is the owner of the resort. Despite their connection, and the way he stirs her heart, she won’t get involved with an employer again. Trey is desperate to prove they’re meant to be, but with his reputation, he’ll need to accomplish the impossible for them to get their fairy tale ending.
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Dedication


To all the little brothers out there. 
May you achieve the goals that make your heart soar. 
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CHAPTER ONE
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Destiny Fortunato held up the mulberry chiffon material and shook her head. “I don’t think so. There isn’t enough here to cover a freckle.”
Her roommate and fellow teacher, Cheri Townsend, laughed. “That’s the point, Desi. You got such an amazing tan this summer; you need to show it off.”
Destiny eyed the costume and glared at her friend. They’d been rooming together at the exclusive Ocean Pearl Resort on Last Chance Beach all summer. It had been an unbelievable experience working at the new Klub Kid that the resort started this year. 
“I shouldn’t go to the masquerade party tonight. I’m scheduled to work.” She cleared her throat, but it still held a raspy tone from the salt water she’d swallowed this afternoon when one of the kids had pushed her under the waves. 
Cheri flopped back on her bed. “You’ve been putting in a ton of extra hours and changing shifts with many of the Klub staff. Especially me. I owe you.”
“You just want to hang out with Dana now that the two of you have discovered your mutual attraction. Don’t deny it.”
“I’m not denying anything. It’s great hanging with Dana, and we want as much time together before the summer ends. We all go home tomorrow. However, it’s not like we can make out in front of the kids.”
“I don’t know.” Destiny held up the gold chains and bangles that went with the rest of the outfit.
Cheri jackknifed to a sitting position and scowled. “It’s your thirtieth birthday for Pete’s sake. You need to live a little. Have some fun.”
“I’ve had lots of fun this summer.”
One eyebrow rose. Cheri’s pale skin had been slathered in SPF five thousand during their time here. “Fun with the kids. It’s not the same as adult fun. I’m happy to finally pay you back for switching all those shifts with me. Take advantage of it.”
“All the parents will be at the party. Won’t they think it’s strange my being there?”
Shooting off the bed, Cheri dug underneath and pulled out a mask. “They won’t even know it’s you in this.”
Destiny gawked at the gorgeous item. Gold plated and dotted with multi-colored gems, it took her breath away. The size of it would cover half her face. From her nose to her forehead, anyway, leaving only her lips visible. Could she do this? 
She picked up the costume, shades of Scheherazade, and gathered her courage. It was her birthday, and she deserved to have some fun. Who would know? The party was open to the public, and the owners, Konstantine Petrakis and his wife, Eleni, had encouraged any of the staff who weren’t working to attend if they wanted. 
Destiny was so thankful for the opportunity to work here this summer after the mess she’d made of her last job. Pushing that disaster to the back of her mind, she smiled at how great it had been on Last Chance Beach. It was a low-key island vacation spot that also had plenty of tourist attractions. And more on the way, she’d been told. Some of the locals weren’t thrilled with the development, while others loved seeing more tourist money being poured into the community. Since Destiny’s job was ending tomorrow, it didn’t matter to her. 
“So you’re gonna do it? Go to the party? I heard the other Mr. Petrakis is going to be there. Play your cards right and maybe you can stay here for good. It’s a beautiful location.”
Destiny cringed. “Demitrius, the playboy? Why in the world would I even care about meeting him? I’m aware of his reputation, and he’s the last man I’d ever want to get involved with.”
Cheri bundled her in a hug. “I know that no-good assistant principal used you and tossed you aside like a dirty tissue, but you can’t let it color the rest of your life.”
Destiny squeezed back, then released her friend. “I won’t, but I also won’t get involved with anyone I work for again, especially someone with a reputation as a love ’em and leave ’em kind of guy. Now, let’s get me decked out in this costume, so you can get to the kids. You’ve got to be in the Klub room thirty minutes before the party begins.”
The two of them giggled like schoolgirls as she donned the small satin vest that hugged her B cups, pushing them up to appear larger. The fact the front fabric didn’t touch and was only held together by a few small metal closures made Destiny feel decadent and inordinately sexy. Something she’d never considered herself before. She was an elementary schoolteacher and had to maintain a certain professional persona. In public, anyway. 
The teeny bikini-like bottom made her gasp. However, the skirt with the swirling layers of scarves covered most of her bottom and legs, unless she spun around, which she did in front of the mirror just to see what others would see. 
“Bellissimo. Not too shabby,“ as her nonna would say.
“Girl, you are stunning. Gorgeously tanned skin, long legs and arms. Tiny waist, curvy hips and top. You’ll have every guy there tripping over himself to be with you.”
Destiny rolled her eyes. “Many of the guys there are married. Hopefully, they won’t be tripping anywhere.”
“Sure, some of the Klub parents are married, but a bunch of guys are still here from that wedding two days ago. Go a little wild tonight. Have some grown-up fun. I’ll even make you a deal. Dana’s roommate left early today. I’ll stay there, and you can have this room to yourself.”
“I’m not a one-night stand kind of girl, Cher. But I will go and flirt and dance and have some fun. I promise.” 
Once she’d slipped her feet into the soft gold shoes, she examined herself in the mirror. The wig with the long, dark, curly hair changed her entire appearance. Cheri had outlined her eyes in smoky grays and blues and attached false eyelashes. The deep burgundy lipstick was applied to enlarge her mouth and form a sexy bow. Holy cow. She’d never looked like this before.
Turning one way, then the other, Destiny peeked at all the exposed skin. The bangles on her wrists jangled, as well as the row of coins that hung from her neck and waist. More gold coins hung from the twisted scarf that surrounded her head. On her ears hung large gold loops. 
“Put these on, too.” Cheri clasped wide metal cuffs to her upper arms, then attached anklets that also made noise.
“Everyone will hear me coming, that’s for sure.” Destiny did a little hip wiggle, then held her hands up, twisting them seductively like she’d seen belly dancers do. This could be so much fun. 
“Now to add the mask.” Cheri placed it on her face and wove the string through the wig before she tied it. “That should keep it from falling off.”
The reflection in the mirror was someone Destiny didn’t know. Her Italian heritage and the summer sun had helped darken her normally lighter skin. The physical activity she’d done with the children had toned up every visible ounce of her. Not bad for an old schoolteacher of thirty. 
“You’re sure?” she asked one last time. 
Cheri narrowed her eyes and growled. “This is your time to do anything you want to do. No one will even recognize you in that get up.”
Anything she wanted to do. Sounded great. Too bad she was practical, reliable, conservative Destiny. Swiveling in the mirror this way and that, she had to admit she looked hot. For one night, she could become someone completely different. Not that she’d go off and hook up with a guy, but she could have some fun with the single ones there. Maybe even a few. Who would know?
If someone somehow figured out it was her, what was the worst that could happen? They didn’t invite her back to teach at Klub Kid during the next vacation week. However, the owners had made it a point to invite any staff not working tonight to come and have a good time.
A good time. That’s what she’d have. 
[image: image-placeholder]The twins jumped up and down as Demitrius Petrakis entered the fancy hotel suite.
“Uncle Trey, your costume is epic.” Xander darted in front of him and touched the fake rapier at his side. The all-black Zorro outfit gave him a rakish air. Hopefully, it would lure in the ladies tonight. 
“Thanks. I think.” Trey patted his nephew on the head, then smiled at his niece, Thea. “Are you two ready for a fun night at Klub Kid?”
Thea patted the stuffed puppy in her hands. “Yup. Cuddles is all ready, too. It’s a sleepover party. Did you know that?”
“I did. I think that’s why your parents got this room for the night.”
“Nah.” Xander waved his hand in the air. “They didn’t want Dad to have to drive in his devil costume. The horns would poke the roof of the car.”
Trey still hadn’t gotten used to the nine-year-olds calling his brother Dad. Konstantine Petrakis had been a loner his entire life, until he’d met the twins’ mom, Eleni. Then, Dean had fallen hard and fast. For the woman and her children. 
“Whose idea was it to have a ridiculous masquerade party, anyway?” Dean complained, entering the living area of the suite from the bedroom. The red suit, black tie combination with the devil horns on his head made Trey bite his lip. 
“Don’t be such a fuddy duddy.” His wife, Eleni, followed behind, resplendent in a white frothy gown with feathered wings and a golden halo on her head. “It’s the last full day of Klub Kid for the summer, and the parents need something fun while their children are having their slumber party.”
“I think I’d rather be at the slumber party.” 
“You and twenty-five kids watching three hours’ worth of cartoons? You’re sure about that?” Trey had grown to love his niece and nephew over the past eight months. That didn’t mean he wanted an entire room filled with little people like them. 
Xander planted his hands on his hips. “We aren’t watching three hours of cartoons. Mom would have a cow.”
Thea tossed Cuddles into the air, then caught the toy. “There’s gonna be crafts and games, too.”
“More than half of the Klub staff will be on duty tonight.” Eleni adjusted the white lace mask on her face. “There are some nice young ladies there, Trey. Maybe you should stop in and help them out.”
Trey barked a laugh at the thought. “I like the idea of ladies, but the kids would kind of cramp my style.”
Eleni rolled her eyes, and Dean shook his head. 
“You gotta grow up some time, little bro.”
The more Trey saw Dean with Eleni and her kids, the more he gave serious consideration to doing just that. He’d been a man with a lady in every port for so long he wasn’t sure what he’d do with just one. Yet the longing Dean had for his wife couldn’t be ignored. Strangely, envy showed up often when Trey watched the couple together.
Add in the adorable children who’d welcomed him into their family with warmth and love, and Trey didn’t know which end was up in his world.
Eleni straightened Dean’s tie, and the look of love he sent his wife almost knocked Trey over. He couldn’t imagine someone having that kind of feeling for him. Most of his female friends were in it for the trinkets he bought them and the luxury places he took them. Eleni, on the other hand, had fallen for Dean when he’d been pretending to be a maintenance man at the resort they owned. 
“How was Fiji? All good at the hotel?” Dean picked up his black mask and held it to his face.
“They seem to run themselves when we choose the right managers. I’m not sure why I spend so much time visiting each one anymore.”
Dean chuckled. “Because you don’t like being tied down to a single location. We won’t get into the women you string along at each place.”
Trey swallowed hard, remembering the mess he’d made last year at this resort. Last Chance Beach had been one of his favorite places to visit since he’d hired Reva to work at The Ocean Pearl Resort, but her jealousy had backfired and caused all sorts of problems for Yios Corp. The only good to come of it was Dean had gone undercover here to find the traitor and had met and fallen in love with Eleni. 
It almost made Trey want to do some undercover work himself, except cleaning toilets and emptying trash was far at the bottom of his list of chores he was willing to take on.
“Are you two all ready with your overnight gear?” Eleni waved at the children to grab their sleeping bags. They already wore pajamas and carried stuffed animals, though Xander had tucked his inside his bag where no one would see it. 
Dean pointed at Trey. “Where’s your mask? It’s a masquerade ball. If I have to put a rag over my face, so do you.”
Trey dug the black strip of fabric from his pocket and tossed his flat black hat onto Xander’s head while he tied the mask on. He wasn’t used to being clean shaven, but Zorro typically was in the movies, so he’d given in and scraped the stubble off his chin. 
“Ready. Let’s rock this place.”
“Yeah,” Xander shouted, pumping his fist in the air. 
Trey tagged along as Dean and Eleni dropped the kids in the function room that had been converted into a kids’ paradise. Tables with games and art supplies lined two of the walls. A slide projector and screen stood to the back, ready for two dozen children to settle down for a show. A large area in the middle had a parachute and what looked to be a small obstacle course set up. 
He scoped out the adults working the Klub, easily separating them from the parents by the pajamas they wore versus the masked costumes. A few caught his eye as being attractive, but the interest wasn’t there. Maybe if he’d spent some time with them over the summer, but he’d been making the rounds of the Yios resorts in Bora Bora, the Philippines, and Fiji the last few months and had only returned yesterday. He’d slept most of the day, so he’d be ready for tonight’s event. 
Thea and Xander gave hugs to Eleni and Dean, then raced to him and threw their arms around his waist. “You’ll be here tomorrow, right, Uncle Trey? Dad said you would play basketball with us.”
“I wouldn’t miss it.” Even if he found someone to warm his bed tonight, he’d make sure they were gone long before morning. 
The masquerade party was being held by the pool decks out to the beach area. Both the pool cafe and the beach snack shack were set up with drinks and appetizers. Guests drifted between both pools, the beach, and the garden patio. 
“We’re heading over to chat with our friends, Nadine and Marek.” Dean lifted his chin toward a couple dressed in seventies hippy-style clothes. Large Afros, massive bell bottom pants, and psychedelic patterns completed the outfits. He wasn’t sure how they managed to walk in the platform shoes. 
“Do you want to come?” Eleni asked. “You’ve met them before.” 
His sister-in-law was sweet that way, and he could see why Dean had fallen for her. “I think I’ll take a stroll around the party and check out the other costumes. I’ll catch up with you later.”
As the couple wandered toward their friends, Trey scouted the area. A mermaid with King Triton. Peanut butter and jelly. And oh, that was an interesting costume. A plug and an outlet. He could guess where that was heading later tonight. 
He ordered a beer at the beach snack shack and meandered through the growing crowd. Tipping his head, he greeted others but stayed to himself for a bit. It dawned on him that none of these people knew who he was. He wasn’t Demitrius Petrakis, the owner and CFO of Yios Corp., the multi-million-dollar company that owned and managed over a dozen luxury resorts worldwide. He was just some tourist dressed in a Zorro costume. 
This was an opportunity he likely wouldn’t have again. Anonymity. The opportunity to mingle with people who had no idea of his net worth. That was pretty heady stuff. He could understand why Dean had enjoyed being undercover as long as he had. Trey only had one night. He should make the most of it.
As he circulated around the pools and beach, he chatted with as many people as he could. 
A buxom blonde dressed as a German beer maid introduced herself. “I’m Trina. What’s your name?”
The thought of letting her know he owned the hotel crossed his mind for only a second. The old Demitrius Petrakis would have done it to get her interested with the hope of hooking up later. The new Trey—yes, he was thinking he needed to rebrand himself—liked the idea of someone wanting to be with him because of his personality, not his bank balance.
“I’m Zorro,” he said with a flourish, whipping out his rapier and slashing a “Z” in the air. 
Trina giggled and covered her mouth with long green talons. How did women do anything with fingernails that long? 
“No, really. Who are you?”
“For tonight, can’t I just be Zorro?”
She rolled her eyes. “I guess. For now. Want to dance?”
He followed her to a makeshift dance floor on the patio near the pool deck. The song was fast, and as they swayed to the beat, Trina kept peeking over his shoulder like something better would come along. When the song ended, he bowed low with a flourish. 
“Thank you for the dance. I take my leave.” She didn’t seem to care and toddled off toward some guy dressed as a surfer dude. Hard to tell if it was a costume or he’d just come from the waves. 
Trey watched as couples came together and drifted apart. He never really gave much thought to analyzing what people did during social functions, but today he was curious. There were plenty of single women in the group, though none of them tickled his fancy. Was he losing his touch? With his brother finding love at forty-two, he held out hope that he could discover someone to care for him at thirty-eight. 
As he scoured the partygoers, a flash of color caught his eye on the other side of the pool. Long dark curls cascaded down the back of a woman with hips that swayed to the rhythm of the music. Her hands wove in a pattern around her hips, then up to her shoulders. The undulation of her curves mesmerized him. He took a few steps closer in the dim light, wanting to see more of her. 
Two men danced around her, attempting to get her attention. She seemed either disinterested or in her own world. 
The costume she wore was straight out of the Arabian Nights with layers of silky scarf-like fabric. Her copper skin glowed, and he couldn’t tear his eyes away from the beautiful sight. It was hypnotizing, tantalizing, and completely stole his breath. 
When she finally pivoted toward him, he couldn’t move. The dark eyes that peered at him from behind the elaborate mask deepened with an emotion he couldn’t interpret. Interest? Desire?
Her tongue ran along the bottom of her luscious lips, full, rich, and begging to be kissed. Some unknown feeling punched him right in the heart, and he couldn’t figure out what it was. All he knew was he had to meet her. 




CHAPTER TWO

[image: image-placeholder]

As Destiny swung her hips back and forth and wove her hands through the air in a figure eight pattern, she surveyed the rest of the party guests. She’d been here for about an hour and already she’d had a dozen requests to dance and two invitations to go back to her room. With a flirty laugh, she’d blown them off. The guys who wanted just sex. The others she took turns dancing with, however two were currently trying to horn in on one another. With a full glass of wine imbibed and more than a few sips of another consumed, she was feeling pretty good. 
She was hardly drunk, but the alcohol had helped her ditch the inhibitions that usually held her back from truly enjoying herself. As she rotated, her hips still jerking to the beat, she gazed across the pool and her heart stuttered. 
From his knee-high boots and snug pants with a satin sash to his loose shirt that had three or four buttons undone, the man was dressed all in black. His intense gaze roped her in and held her captive. Her heart picked up speed and raced as if on a speedway. Who was he?
Zorro, obviously. Underneath the costume, was he a parent, one of the leftover wedding guests, another hotel visitor, or someone from the island who had bought a ticket to the masquerade event? As long as he was single, she didn’t care.
The music ended. The two muscle-bound superheroes, who had paid more attention to one upping each other than her, began caressing her arms and waist.
“I didn’t give you permission to touch me.” She took a step back.
Captain America smirked. “That costume sure says otherwise.”
Thor punched Cap in the arm. “I’d have to agree.”
“I think the lady said you don’t have permission.” The deep voice from behind caused the skin to tingle on her arms.
Both superheroes faced the newcomer, stances defensive. “Nobody asked you,” Thor thundered, raising his hammer.
“I did.” Destiny nipped sideways to the black-suited man, then appraised the others. “Thank you for the dance. It was fun, but now it’s over.”
Pivoting away, her skirts floating behind her, she latched onto her hero’s elbow and said, “Shall we?”
“Whatever you wish, m’lady.”
As they strode away, Destiny’s heart raced. What had she been thinking, dancing so freely and sensuously with guys she didn’t even know? Now, here she was strolling toward the beach with another stranger. Actions had consequences. She knew this more than anyone.
“They’re distracted again. I think you’re safe now.” 
Hardly the seduction she’d been expecting, yet the deep, gravelly voice had her insides quivering. That naughty girl who’d been flirting earlier banged on the door to get back in. 
“Am I? With you?” She added a bit of a flourish to her speech pattern.
The man swept his hat off his head and gave a low bow. “Zorro, at your service. Defender of those who need it.” 
Destiny cocked her head and pursed her lips, feeling coquettish. “Most likely, I could have handled those young men myself, but I appreciate your making it easier. Zorro, you say? Intriguing name. Sounds Spanish.” She rolled her Rs like her Italian grandmother always had. 
Zorro grinned. Behind his mask, his eyes glinted with devilment. “Si, and what is your name, lovely senorita?”
If he could hide behind Zorro, she certainly wouldn’t give up who she was. Her voice still husky from the salt water, she answered dramatically, “You may call me Scheherazade.”
His dry chuckle drilled deep into her, and she shivered. When he gently lifted her hand and pressed his lips to her knuckles, she almost passed out. Who did that these days? Two people who were playacting with masks, apparently.
“Scheherazade. Sounds Arabian.” He kept up the joke. “Can I make the assumption you have fabulous stories of faraway to weave throughout the night?”
The fact he knew who Scheherazade was, and that she was a teller of tales, thrilled her. “I have many tales for those who wish to hear them.”
“A thousand and one perchance?” His eyes barely showed behind the mask, but they expressed so much.
Destiny extricated her hand from his and coasted away on the sand. “If you are fortunate enough.”
He swiftly caught up and bowed his head, his hat still in his hand. A strand of thick dark hair fell over his forehead. “What must one do to be worthy of your stories?”
Stopping a distance away, the sounds from the party still drifting around them, she faced the ocean and the full moon, then gulped down a steadying breath. 
“I come from a land far over this sea, where the moon sits on the horizon, beckoning all who would listen. For the moon has observed stories for centuries longer than you or I.”
Her pulse skittered as he edged in behind her, close but not touching. His clean scent aroused her as no other had. 
“Has the moon shared these stories with you?”
It thrilled her how he went along with her silliness. “Of course he has. I am the teller of the tales. He trusts no one else to share his musings. I am the chosen one.”
“Yes, you are,” he muttered so softly she wasn’t sure she’d heard correctly. This flirting was so different from her earlier dancing. It was far more intoxicating. 
“For your bravery in defending my virtue, I will share with you one tale. Do you wish to experience it?”
“Experience it? Sounds fascinating.” His lips curled up as he nodded. 
She waved her hand with a flourish to a few low boulders closer to the surf, still in sight of the hotel. “Sit, and I will weave a tale of such adventure you will be spellbound.”
Destiny hoped she could weave a great story, one that would keep this man’s attention for a while. Often, in her classroom, she made up stories and held the children in thrall. When she used their names in the tales and spoke in an enchanted tone, they loved it even more.
Zorro lowered himself to the rock and leaned back on his hands. The amusement that alighted on his lips urged her on.
“It was a dark night, and the moon was hiding behind the clouds,” she began slowly, dramatically, her hands gesticulating at the shiny orb in the sky. “Yet he still saw all. Saw the lonesome young man who plodded through the dessert, mile after mile, looking for something. He knew not what.”
“I’ll bet it was you,” Zorro whispered, and Destiny almost lost her nerve. His focused gaze captured hers, and she had no choice but to continue. 
“Perhaps it was. But no ordinary man had come close to catching the heart of the storyteller. Many tasks were required to be worthy of Scheherazade.”
“I need to know what they are. Please, tell me.” The seriousness of his tone urged her on.
Destiny swiveled to face the moon again and held up her arms. She rocked back and forth to the beat of the waves rushing in. “Is he deserving of this tale?”
She paused momentarily and did a little dance for effect, then rounded toward him again. “It seems you have pleased the moon. You may hear the details of this story.”
Zorro released an extended breath, the act seeming genuine and not just for show. Was she really entertaining this man with her ridiculous mutterings? Her mind raced, filling in the details she’d need to weave the story together. 
“The young man begged the storyteller for her affections, for he had fallen deeply in love with her. As all men did when she spun her tales of strangers and exotic lands. But none could accomplish the tasks she set forth to prove their worth.”
Destiny sidestepped and twirled as she continued the story. The black-suited man’s eyes never wavered, his gaze mesmerized. His attention was powerful and bolstered her courage, adding more energy to her narrative. 
“The storyteller was intrigued by this lonely man but could not make each task any easier. He must prove his love and dedication to her. ‘The first quest,’ she told him, ‘is to gather some stars, so I will always be filled with light. Bring those to me, and you will earn the right to go further.’ The man, knowing stars could not be gathered from the sky, sadly wandered away.”
“He just gave up?” Zorro slumped with his forearms on his thighs and huffed out a huge breath. 
“He did at first, but his desire for the storyteller was so strong he knew he had to try. Over and over, he attempted to jump into the night sky to retrieve the twinkling lights. Over and over, he failed, until one night he lay exhausted on the ground in a grove of trees. He thought of closing his eyes and never opening them again, when small twinkling lights floated and buzzed about his head. The moon, seeing his desperation, had sent him insects with glowing tails to comfort him. The lonely man jumped to his feet and captured many of the creatures inside a glass bottle. He quickly returned to the storyteller and presented his gift.”
Zorro surged to his feet, closing in on her but not touching. “So he earned her love.”
Destiny threw her head back and laughed. “Love is not earned quite so easily.”
“Catching fireflies isn’t simple. They fly pretty fast, and when you get a few in the jar, some of the others try and escape. My brother and I used to do it when we were young.”
One clue surrounding her mystery man. He had a brother. Not much to go on, however Destiny found she was turned on by the secrets they both held onto tonight. 
Sashaying toward the surf, she pivoted toward the long dock that divided the water. Zorro followed her. It might be crazy and unsafe to be this far away from the resort, but it was heady stuff having this man listen to her talk. 
At the end of the pier, the moonlight shining brightly on them, she gestured to the wood floor, and he immediately sat. Leaning back against one of the pilings, she lifted her face to the moon. 
She wove a tail of the lonesome man being given another quest. Find a lost treasure buried deep on the ocean floor. It gave the man pause, but his love knew no bounds. He grew obsessed with discovering a way to complete the task. Almost drowned and with little energy left, he crawled to the storyteller with his prize. 
“There is but one task remaining. If you are successful, you will have proved your worth.”
Zorro’s eyes watched as she told of the last quest. The lonesome man must transport the storyteller to a deserted island and find the enchanted stone that would give him all that he wished for. 
“He quickly acquired a small rowboat and settled his love into it. His muscles ached as he rowed to the island through the turbulent waves. Soon, he carried her to the shore and set her on a small boulder while he searched for the magical stone.”
Zorro leaned forward, his eyes never leaving hers. “He found it, right?”
Destiny threw him a mysterious smile. “Yes. She had been sitting on it from the beginning. But the truly difficult quest was still to come. The man must get both the storyteller and the rock back to their home. No matter how he tried, the boat was not strong enough to carry all of them.”
Zorro’s lips flatlined, and his body tensed.
“The man had a choice. Take the rock himself and leave the storyteller on the island. He would still get everything he wished for.”
“So he could wish for her. That would work.”
“Alas, it would not.” She shook her head, the long curls billowing around her bare shoulders. “Once on the island, she could not leave.”
“He left her there?” Zorro’s voice rose in anger.
“The lonely man loved the storyteller, and his dearest wish was for her to be happy. He set her off in the boat with the stone, knowing she could use the enchanted object for her own wishes. He couldn’t live knowing he’d left her on the island. He would rather stay there himself and give up his happiness for hers.”
“No, no, no. He did all that only to be left all alone again?” Zorro stood and paced back and forth on the dock. 
Destiny reached out and stroked his arm where his sleeve had been rolled up. The contact sent chills up her spine. He spun toward her, his eyes glued to where she’d touched him.
“Ah, but the storyteller had only been testing him. As he set the boat in motion, she waved her hand, and suddenly they were back in their village. ‘The rock has no power,’ she said. ‘It was merely a ploy to see how strong your love is. You have proved to me that you would sacrifice your own happiness for mine. That is the mark of true love. Love is not earned quite so easily, yet you have earned mine.’”
Taking her
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