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Dedication
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I hope that all of you enjoy my newest series, and the journey that it takes you on.

To all my friends and family:

For once in my life I am doing something for myself that I totally enjoy. I couldn’t have done it without all of your support

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prelude
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THE WAVES BROKE AGAINST the ship. They were as ravaging as he could ever remember them.  The men were beginning to panic. 

“Pull the sails down before the storm rips them to shreds,” the captain screamed out trying to be heard over the thunder that was cracking in the angry black sky.  The blue waves of the ocean were a formidable enemy.  He watched carefully for the light that would tell him he was almost home.

Mary would not be waiting for him upon his return. She never worried when he was gone in fact he thought perhaps she enjoyed too much his time away. Their marriage was nothing but a sham. 

Something their parents had contrived as a way to become even wealthier than they already were. 

Outside of a few drunken sprees on both their parts, there was no love lost between the two of them.

Lizzie however was something quite different. She was beautiful, her long dark curly hair circled around her face. She would wait at the dock for every return of the ship. She would carry a basket of bakery for all the men as they departed the ship. It was Lizzie that made coming home a desire in his heart. 

He was bringing treasures from India this time. The load would bring much wealth to all of them providing he could get the ship to ride out this storm.  With this kind of wealth he could go anywhere, hide from the life he dreaded. 

“Maybe we should lighten our load Captain?” The first mate said begging the Captain for fear the weight of their cargo would be the death of them all.

“No Mr. Carson, we will not lighten our load until I say so.”

“Yes, sir” he responded directly as he shouted out orders to the rest of the crew. They all knew if they didn’t make it to the protection of the cove soon they would perish in the storm.

They were faithful to the Captain though and followed his orders unquestionably. The storms raging waves did not distract the Captain for one moment. His thoughts were focused on returning safely to Lizzy. 

His precious Lizzy, unlike his wife, would surely be waiting anxiously for his return. His trip had been delayed which angered him, but she told him she had something important to tell him. She seemed anxious, when he left that day, but told him the news could wait until he returned. He regretted now that he had put her off.

If Smiley hadn’t told him there was a crack in the boom he could have spent the time she needed. He regretted the way that he put her off that day.

The six week voyage had turned into six months and he had a sense of foreboding that he could not shake.

He couldn’t wait to see her beautiful face smiling back at him when he stepped off the ship. She would surely be on the dock in anticipation. 

He thought of all the wasted years with Mary. It was only Matthew that meant everything from their vows.  His father had forced him into this loveless marriage. This time it was over.  He would not allow his father to keep him from his love. 

He would rid himself of Mary, take Matthew and travel off with his beloved Lizzy.  With the riches he brought back he, Lizzy, and Matthew could travel the world and never return to Ravenswood Manor.

The men were soaked by the waves of the storm but the light was just ahead. 

“We’re home men. We made it to the light.” They were all shouting as the ship pulled into the cove.  

The Captain jumped from the ship to the dock not even waiting for the gang plank to be laid out, but Lizzy wasn’t there and his heart felt fear for the first time. 
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Chapter One
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“COME ON CATHERINE, what do you mean they have another set of edits they want me to do on the book? Castaway Cove is perfect just the way it is.” She sighed out of aggravation. “By the time they get done with it there won’t be a word of what I originally wrote.” 

“I know Ali, but this is what they want and if they are producing it you have to give them what they want.” 

“Alright Cat, I will rewrite ... again.”  “I think we need to look at other publishers though. I seem to spend more time in rewrites than when I come up with the original story.”

“I swear Ali; this should be the last of the edits. Remember this is important and don’t forget. I set you up with a very important book tour in New England a week from Monday.” 

“Yeah, yeah a book tour, how lovely. Now I have to call Eddie to get me a car rental and book me in the local hotel.”  She mumbled as she hung up the phone. 

“Can you get me Eddie Danner please?” she says nonchalantly talking to her cell phone. 

“Hey Eddie, Its Ali, can you get me booked in a hotel close to Bosh Bookstore somewhere around New Haven?  Yes, that is Connecticut. Cat says that is centrally located to where all these stores are for this new book tour. Can you book me a rental car too? I think I am going to drive this time instead of fly. Thanks Eddie, you’re a doll catch ya later.”

Ali got off the subway with her suitcase in hand.  She slung the briefcase that contained her laptop over her shoulder and started looking for a cab. 

Travel was all she ever seemed to do anymore. 

It was great for her book sales, but sometimes she just wanted to spend some time with her boyfriend Joe. They shared a small apartment just south of 5th street. It wasn’t great but then the rent was reasonable for two people just starting out. 

Meeting Joe had been a God send at the time. She was fresh out of college and had high hopes of being a famous writer.  Joe was in construction and the local tavern was the place that they both hung out.  The bar had free Wi-Fi so Ali would go there and sit in the back to write while he caroused with his friends. The cost of internet was too expensive and not quite on her budget so meeting and then having Joe share the cost of the apartment most certainly helped.  Their personalities were quite different though. She was quiet and more withdrawn while he was loud and boisterous. He had friends galore while she had none. With the apartment being so small it was hard sometimes to concentrate on writing. 

He would blast the game on TV, invite all his buddies over for a game party where they would all drink and carry on. 

Joe was the kind of guy that liked to have fun, almost all the time actually, not to say she didn’t but with all the book tours and traveling going on she liked to just come home to a glass of wine and silence. If it wasn’t listening to his woes of how she always leaves him alone, it was party central with all his cronies. 

He wasn’t expecting her for another day so this was going to be a great surprise for him she thought.   She had a bottle of sparkling wine that a bookstore owner gave to her to celebrate the success of her newest hit book.  This would be the perfect ending, a quiet night alone to celebrate with Joe. She would set out her grandmothers hand cut wine glasses, and hopefully turn her exhausting trip into a elaborative night of love. 
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HER COMMISSION ON THIS book was astronomical, and all she could think about were the possibilities now waiting for them. Her claim to fame was on the way.  All the struggling would now be behind her and life was on the upswing.  

The cab dropped her off at the front of the brownstone and she struggled to pull the suitcase up the long staircase. 

“Oh for an apartment on the first floor” she mumbled to herself looking at all the stairs she was going to have to climb. “I think I will put that first on my agenda” she thought. 

She stood in front of the door with the bottle of wine in one hand, suitcase next to her on the floor and keys in her other hand. She opened the door. 

“Surprise Joe I am home early” she rang out.  Joe standing naked in the living room was quite a sight.  The naked girl on the couch however did not set very well.

“Ali, your home early” he coughed out the sweat now pouring down his ashen face. 

“Not going to get out of this one easily are you Joe?” she replied staring at the naked boobs of the girl now scrambling to find her shirt and pants. 

“Well, what a nice welcome home present. Oh don’t leave sweetie” she said sarcastically as the girl scrambled to put on her clothes.  Joe just stood there stark naked trying to explain.

“It’s not what it seems” he fumbled for his words.

“Really, don’t leave sweetie, stay with him, it seems you both deserve each other.”

Ali was red with anger as she turned, grabbed her suitcase, and slammed the door behind her.  How could he do that to her she thought and of all nights?  

This was their one year anniversary. Another year wasted, down the drain.  This time she was done with men. 

“I am absolutely not the guilty one in this” she mumbled under her breath although in her head the guilt pushed through. Joe had tried many times to tell her he was lonely when she was gone, and she was gone a lot lately.

“Take a deep breath” she told herself softly as she hailed herself another cab. 

She would stay at the hotel down the road until Eddie got her a rental car.  She would just head off to New Haven early and spend a few days getting her head together before starting on the new tour. She was robotically handling the situation as usual. She had a need to put it into some neat little package to avoid the tears she was holding back. After all wasn’t this the normal thing for her to do compartmentalize things when chaos entered the scene. 

“Call Eddie” she spoke to her cell phone again just as if nothing was wrong. 

Move on, she internalized before the terror of it all would hit her from behind. The message machine came on so she started to leave him a message.

“Hey Eddie, do me a favor book me a hotel room tonight at the Historian, and if you haven’t booked my trip do it now. I am going to leave first thing tomorrow and I will pick up a car at the rental place attached to the Historian. Thanks again Eddie, you’re always my lifesaver.” 

“Hey, wait Ali, I am here. Hang on a minute.”

She barely gave Eddie the chance to catch his breath as he stopped what he was doing and picked up the phone.

“What’s up Ali?  You sound upset.” 

Eddie could always tell when things were not going her way. 

“It’s ok Eddie just another jerk out of my life.” 

“Oh man, I can only imagine that it has to do with Joe and another woman?” 

Eddie was very perceptive when it came to things of her heart. Eddie had been with her for several years now.

He had seen the guys come and go out of her life. Joe Dagger had lasted the longest.

He kept telling her that there was hope for her yet. What number was this, five, six? He wasn’t trying to keep track, but her record was pretty bad. 

She hoped Eddie wasn’t counting but he probably was keeping close score. Maybe he was even betting on her, after all her love life was the joke of the office. 

“Well Eddie, there was a naked woman in my apartment when I arrived home, and she was not exactly alone.” She said trying not to sob in the phone. 

“Holy cow Ali, I am sorry about that one, but you know I told you he didn’t seem like the type to wait around alone. If you want them to stay home you have to keep their tail a wagging.” 

“Where do you come up with this cheesy crap Eddie?”

“Authors Ali, where else” 

“Well Eddie, you were right on the target with this one. What’s wrong with me? 

I can’t seem to find someone that understands what writing means to me. All of this touring is just a part of it. Maybe I am better off alone.” 

“Nah, there is a guy out there somewhere who will understand you, and love you for who you are. It’s hard being on that ladder going up. I think everyone falls for a few frogs before they find the right one.” Eddie laughed. 

He always had a way of turning things around and making her laugh. 

“Well I wonder if Kermit is available” she asked Eddie joking about the frogs. 

“I took care of all the reservations including the one here. Have a good trip and call me if you need something, even if it is just to talk.” 

“Hey Eddie, just in case I am careless, thoughtless, and forgetful, thank you, you’re a great assistant and I definitely don’t tell you that enough.”

“Yeah, keep remembering that too. I will take care of everything for you. You just take care of yourself Ali.  I’ll see you when you get back.” 

She stumbled through the lobby tired, hurting, and dragging her heavy luggage behind her. 

“God I have to learn to pack lighter.” She mumbled as she stopped at the front desk. 

“I think I have a reservation?” she questionably told the attending clerk. 

“Ali Watson is the name.” She said as she wiped her hand across her face to get her straggly bangs out of her eyes. 

“Ahhh yes, Ms. Watson, we do have you
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