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      “We shouldn’t be here.” It was about the millionth time Gabriella Cooper had said those words in the last hour.

      Her hand ached from pressing against the slippery rock of the stone rubble where she sat perched on what was left of the wall of Fort Sumter. Her simple and unadorned full white chiffon skirt, damp now, whipped around her ankles, catching in the buckles of her strappy heels.

      Her wedding dress.

      The biting wind coming in off the choppy waters of Charleston Harbor brought tears to her eyes. Heavy dark clouds that had been looming on the horizon were closer now.

      She squinted through the mist to the Bertram yacht her fiancé had rented for the day bobbing against the shore. Everyone else had heeded the hurricane warnings and left the island hours ago. At this moment she and Jesse were the only people left on Fort Sumter Island.

      The only people ignoring the hurricane warnings.

      Her fiancé, Jesse Haynes, standing three yards away, peered through his Nikon remote controlled camera, secured his tripod, and dashed up the rubble to perch next to her. She scrunched her nose at the smell of the damp wool of his confederate uniform.

      “Smile,” he spoke through a fake grin, showing off the dimples that had stolen her young girl’s heart.

      Gabriella rolled her eyes and shoved her long dark hair out of her face. She didn’t bother to smile even as the camera flashed twice. Last summer when he’d first dragged her out here to watch a reenactment, they’d brought a picnic. Boiled shrimp and avocadoes. Her favorite food. As they sipped bubbly champagne, he’d gotten on one knee and proposed.

      He’d been handsome in his gray uniform, the same uniform that now smelled stale and musty.

      “We can come back and do this later.” Gabriella suggested. Again.

      Though there was little chance she’d be wearing this particular wedding dress. They said it was bad luck for the groom to see the bride in her wedding dress before the wedding.

      But what groom insisted on taking wedding pictures before the wedding? With hurricane warnings blasting all over the news?

      He looked at her sideways. “The wedding is Saturday. We have to post the pictures on Facebook tonight.”

      “Right.” Facebook. Gabriella didn’t have a Facebook account. She was probably the only person in America under forty who didn’t use social media. As a speech language pathologist, she stayed buried in the routine of work. After traveling from school to school, working long days with children, Jesse had been a much needed respite.

      So she’d said yes.

      “You know what,” he said, climbing off the rubble and retrieving his camera. “We could just skip the pictures.” He picked up the tripod, camera and all, and stopped in front of her.

      “Ok.” Her mood lightened a little. She preferred to keep things private. Not to blast everything all over social media.

      He scrolled through the photos, scowled. “You don’t seem to be all that into it anyway.”

      “You know how I feel-” She stopped in mid-sentence at his expression. His eyes were hooded as he looked at her. She couldn’t remember him ever looking at her this way. He looked cold. Distant.

      “I don’t want to do this.”

      “You don’t want to do what?” Her voice was low and she wasn’t sure he heard her, but her tongue felt thick with a sense of foreboding.

      “I don’t want to marry you. I want to break up.”

      The wind whipped hair into her face, stinging her eyes. “Why?” Her stomach flipped. She wasn’t sure whether she was about to laugh or cry.

      Jesse looked over his shoulder. “There’s a hurricane coming in.”

      “That’s what I’ve been saying.” Her indiscernible emotion settled into frustration. Finally. They could get out of there. Away from the churning, lethal ocean. Gabriella didn’t like the ocean anyway. It was too vast. Too dangerous. And this island was about to be swallowed by a hurricane.

      She’d been daft to let him talk her into coming out here. Jesse loved storms. There was only one thing he liked better. Civil War reenactments. He liked anything turbulent. Storms. The Civil War. If he liked his relationships turbulent, she was the wrong girl for him. Gabriella preferred calmness. Planning. Serenity.

      He slipped his camera bag over his shoulder just as the first few drops of rain splashed the already slick ground. “I’m taking this to the boat.”

      “Wait.” Gabriella said, her fingers digging into the rocks. “Help me down.” She’d only climbed up here because he insisted. And he’d helped. There was no way she would have climbed up here in spiky heels on her own. That would just be… careless.

      “I’ll come back,” he said, not even bothering to make eye contact. “I don’t want my equipment to get wet.”

      Another gust of wind whipped at her skirt, her hair. But now the wind brought rain with it. Not just the mist that already coated everything, but big fat heavy raindrops.

      She watched Jesse walk away from her. Toward the boat. A wall of white clouds had formed in the harbor. A wall of slowly swirling clouds, layer upon layer coming across the water, heading for the island.

      The waves propelled by the fierce wind crashed against the banks. The hurricane was supposed to make landfall when? Tomorrow? Gabriella wished she paid more attention to such things.

      It didn’t matter. She needed to get out of there.

      But if getting out of there, meant going into those clouds in a boat with Jesse or anyone else, perhaps she would just stay here.

      Holding her breath and biting her lower lip, she prepared to slide off the rock. Digging her freshly manicured nails into the slippery stone, she lowered one foot onto the next rock below.

      Her heel slipped first, then her hand. She grabbed at the rock with her fingers, but there was nothing to grab.

      She knew she was falling, but there was nothing she could do to stop it.

      She lay on the ground, flat on her chest, in front of the pile of rocks, listening to the wind as it whipped around her.

      Too stunned to move, she lay still, fat, slow rain drops hitting her on the back of the head, on her shoulder, on her cheek.

      She pushed herself into a sitting position. She didn’t appear to have any broken bones, so she stood up, wobbling a little in the heels.

      Gabriella rarely wore heels. From the time her feet hit the floor in the morning, to the time her head hit the pillow at night, she was moving. She’d learned a long time ago that comfortable shoes were a necessity of life.

      The storm must have fallen over the island.

      She looked toward the boat. Toward Jesse.

      But she couldn’t see more than three feet into the mist.

      If she was going to get out of this, she had to think.

      There was a shelter to her right – where she and Jesse had picnicked when they used to come out here.

      She walked in the general direction of the shelter, keeping the wall to her right in her line of sight. As she walked the rain came down harder now, hitting her in the face.

      It came in sideways, pushing her toward the stone wall. She put one hand out on the slick stone and kept moving, her head down.

      She wondered if Jesse had made it to his boat. Though she hoped he had, she was suddenly relieved that she hadn’t gone with him.

      She and Jesse had been in the eleventh grade when he’d started bringing her out her to the island. She’d found his fascination in the Civil War and Fort Sumter cute. He wasn’t fanatical yet. Not like he was now.

      College had split them up. He’d stayed close, but she’d gone to Texas.

      After she’d come home, college degree in hand, it had been no more than two weeks before she’d bumped into Jesse again. He’d been the photographer for a wedding she’d attended.

      That had been fourteen months ago.

      Their relationship had moved fast. Familiarity, she supposed.

      The vetting process had been done in high school, so he’d proposed after just six months.

      Since then, Gabriella had learned that the charming interest he’d shown in the Civil War back in high school had grown into an obsession.

      Just as she reached the door leading into the shelter, the water from the harbor must have splashed over the embankment. A river of water gushed over her shoes, nearly knocking her down.

      She managed to step up out of the water through the open door.

      Relieved to be out of the rain, she pushed her hair out of her face and looked about. She was standing in the part of the fort that was still intact.

      It was more intact than she remembered, actually.

      She stepped into an empty room and blinked rapidly. It was dark, but dry. She walked up a flight of stairs into another room.

      Only seconds later, she heard footsteps coming quickly toward her.

      She folded her arms. Jesse could grovel all he wanted to. She wasn’t going back to him.

      He’d probably decided to ride out the storm. It’s what anyone in their right mind would do.

      She heard men shouting in the distance. I’m imagining things.

      It’s just the wind.

      But the man who stopped at the door wasn’t Jesse.

      This man in a gray uniform carried a rifle instead of a camera.

      Great. Just great.

      Another reenactor.
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      The sea port of Fort Sumter had finally been surrendered by the Yankees after thirty-four hours of being bombarded by Southern artillery.

      Lieutenant Nathan Boucier had been stationed at the neighboring Fort Moultrie during the day, watching as the southerners aimed their cannons at Fort Sumter. It really hadn’t seemed fair. Fort Sumter was sorely outgunned. Besides, their return fire seemed more obligatory with their shots falling short, doing little more than sending up gullies of water in the harbor.

      Now, after all the ceremonies of the surrender were over, Nathan was charged with securing the northwest corridor of Fort Sumter.

      The Yankees had surrendered.

      After hours of being fired upon.

      They were stubborn. He had to give them that.

      His footsteps echoed on the stones as he entered the barracks.

      The scent of cigar smoke lingered among the pallets and cracker boxes used for sitting. Not the sweet southern tobacco, but northern tobacco.

      A true southerner could tell the difference, subtle though it was.

      Nathan had grown up just outside of Augusta. He considered himself a southern gentleman. A southern gentleman could not only recite poetry and waltz with grace, but he could also shoot down a wild duck while riding on the back of a galloping horse. Granted, it had only happened once, but still… he claimed it.

      Hours after the surrender, his men had come across a Yankee hiding out in the fort. The Yankee was no more than a boy who had been terrified when the confederate soldiers came upon him. But the boy had worn a shiny new blue uniform, so he’d had to be dealt with.

      Nathan had two soldiers escort him back to the mainland. The boy would be released, of course. It would be dishonorable to hold a lad for being in the wrong place at the wrong time – Northern or Southern.

      But now Nathan was wary that he might come across other Yankees inside the fort. Yankees that might be up to no good. Perhaps planning to exact revenge.

      Even after all the pomp and circumstance that went with the surrender of the fort, there may be a few zealots intent upon keeping their hold on the fort.

      President Lincoln had responded to the surrender of the sea fort by issuing a proclamation to quell the Southern insurrection.

      There would be war then.

      Everyone knew it would come to this.

      It wouldn’t last long. The southerners would send the Yankees home with their tails between their legs.

      City boys. That’s what they were. They would be no match for the southern army.

      Halfway up a flight of stairs, Nathan stood still. He’d heard… something.

      Something that sounded like the echo of thunder.

      It was probably just his imagination. Nothing more than his ears still ringing with the cannonballs they’d fired upon this fort.

      He continued up the flight of stairs, albeit as silently as was possible with boots upon stone.

      Reaching the top of the stairway, he turned right and entered what could only be an officer’s quarters.

      A desk filled one corner giving whichever officer had occupied this room a full-fledged view of the harbor.

      On the other side was an actual cot, not a pallet on the cold floor.

      There were the usual items on the desk – a map, a chipped coffee mug, a lantern.

      And a young lady wearing a white dress standing at the rectangular window.

      The dress was soaked. As was her hair.

      Behind her, he had an unrestricted view of the clear blue skies.

      He turned his head, blinked, giving the apparition time to go away.

      But when he looked back, she was still there, dripping water onto the stone floor.

      Or perhaps it was blood.

      He took a step forward, peering at the lady more closely. Not only was she dripping wet, her arm was bleeding.

      A drop of blood dripped from her elbow onto her white dress.

      The skirt of the dress was ripped at a diagonal angle across the front.

      The bodice was also ripped, leaving one shoulder exposed.

      Besides being dripping wet, the dress looked like it’d been dragged through the mud.

      Perhaps she’d come by way of the harbor.

      He placed a hand on the hilt of his sword. No one could swim that harbor, not even a man. Certainly not a girl in a long dress.

      Her gaze bounced off him and then she turned her face away staring
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