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Jude Deveraux, the New York Times bestselling author of unforgettable romance, returns with a breathtaking first book in a fantastic new series – the Nantucket Brides trilogy, introducing characters from a new generation of Montgomery-Taggerts, the beloved family from her classic novels.


Just as Alix Madsen is finishing up architectural school, Adelaide Kingsley dies and wills her, for one year, the use of a charming nineteenth-century Nantucket house. Alix accepts the quirky bequest, in part because it gives her time to plan her best friend’s storybook wedding.


But it seems that Adelaide Kingsley had a rather specific task for Alix: to solve the strange disappearance of one of the Kingsley women, Valentina, more than two hundred years ago. If that wasn’t troubling enough, Alix must deal with the arrogant (and extremely good-looking) architect Jared Montgomery, who is living in the property’s guesthouse and who harbours secrets of his own.


As sparks fly, the ghosts of the past begin to reveal themselves. Finding their lives inextricably entwined with the turbulent fortunes of their ancestors, Alix and Jared discover that only by righting the wrongs of the past can they hope to be together.




To Sea Forever
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Jared Montgomery Kingsley


NANTUCKET


“She’s coming on Friday,” Jared said in answer to his grandfather Caleb’s question, “so I’m leaving before then—and I think it’ll be better if I stay away the whole time she’s here. I’ll get someone to pick her up at the ferry. Wes owes me for drawing the plans for his garage, so he can do it.” Jared ran his hand over his face. “If someone doesn’t meet her, she’ll probably wander down an alley and never be seen again. Some ghostly figure might carry her off.”


“You always did have too much imagination,” Caleb said. “But perhaps in this instance you could imagine less and try for some kindness. Or has that become an outmoded commodity in your generation?”


“Kindness?” Jared said, suppressing his anger. “This woman is going to take over my house for an entire year and force me out. My house. And why? Because as a kid she could see a ghost. That’s it. My house is being confiscated because now, as an adult, she might possibly be able to see someone other people can’t.” His tone conveyed his disgust at the whole arrangement.


“It’s a little more complicated than that, and you know it,” his grandfather said calmly.


“Oh, right. I can’t very well forget all the secrets, now can I? First of all, there’s the girl’s mother, Victoria, who is hiding twenty years of visits to this island from her own daughter. And of course there’s the Great Kingsley Mystery that needs to be solved. It’s the two-hundred-year-old unanswered question that has plagued our family since—”


“Two hundred and two.”


“What?”


“For two hundred and two years it’s been unsolved.”


“Right.” Sighing, Jared sat down on one of the old chairs in the house his family had owned since it was built in 1805. “A mystery that no one has been able to solve for two hundred and two years, but for some unfathomable reason this outsider is supposed to be able to figure it all out.”


Caleb stood with his hands clasped behind his back and looked out the window. It was early in the summer season, yet traffic was already increasing. Soon the cars would be bumper to bumper even on their quiet lane. “Perhaps the mystery hasn’t been solved because no one has truly looked into it. No one has really tried to find … her.”


Jared closed his eyes for a moment. After his great-aunt Addy died it had taken months to sort out the ridiculous will she’d left. The will said that a young woman, Alixandra Madsen, who hadn’t been in the house since she was four years old, was to live in it for one year. During that time she was to try to solve the family mystery—if she wanted to, that is. Aunt Addy’s will clearly stated that if she didn’t want to do any searching, she didn’t have to. Instead, she could spend her time sailing or whale watching or doing any of the thousands of things that Nantucketers came up with to occupy the god-awful number of tourists who invaded their island every summer.


If that was the only secret involved, Jared could have handled it, but concealing a lifetime of people and events was too much to ask of him. He knew it would make him crazy to try to keep this young woman from discovering that her mother, Victoria Madsen, had spent a month each summer at his aunt Addy’s house in order to research her bestselling historical novels. Jared took a breath. Maybe he should change tack. “I don’t see why an off-islander was given this job. You can’t throw a harpoon without hitting someone whose family has been here for centuries. If one of them was given the job of researching, this girl wouldn’t need to come here. The researchers could solve the mystery, and the secrets Victoria insists on keeping would be safe.”


His grandfather’s look stopped his words. There wasn’t anything that hadn’t already been said.


“You’ve made your point,” Jared said. “One year and that’s all, then this girl leaves here and everything goes back to normal. I will get my family home and my life back.”


“Except maybe by then we’ll know what happened to Valentina,” Caleb said softly.


It was annoying to Jared that he was so angry and the old man was so calm. But he knew how to even out the playing field. “So tell me again why dear Aunt Addy didn’t look for your precious Valentina.”


His grandfather’s handsome face immediately changed to stormy. Like at sea. His shoulders went even farther back, his chest out. “Cowardice!” he bellowed, a sound that had frightened shiploads of men. But Jared had been hearing it all his life and was unperturbed. “Pure cowardice! Adelaide was afraid of what would happen if she did find out the truth.”


“Meaning that her beloved ghost might disappear and leave her all alone in this big old house,” Jared said, grimacing. “And besides, people thought she was a spinster lady with money inherited from Kingsley Soap. The soap money was long gone, but you and Aunt Addy and Victoria figured out a way to keep a roof over this house, didn’t you? That it involved airing our ancestors’ dirty laundry to the world seems to have bothered only me.”


His grandfather looked back out the window. “You are worse than your father. You have no respect for your elders. And you must know that I advised Adelaide in the matter of the will.”


“Of course you did,” Jared said. “And everything was done without consulting me.”


“We knew you would say no, so why should we have asked?”


When Jared failed to answer, his grandfather turned to look at him. “What are you smiling about?”


“You’re hoping this girl will fall in love with the romance of the Kingsley ghost, aren’t you? That’s your plan.”


“Of course not! She knows about that world thing, that … What’s it called?”


“Why ask me? I’m not consulted about anything.”


“Spiders … No, that’s not it. Web. That’s it. She knows about the Web and can look on there.”


“For your information I also know about the Web, the Internet, and I can assure you that the Valentina Montgomery you’re looking for isn’t on there.”


“It was all a very long time ago.”


Jared got up from the chair and walked to the window to stand by his grandfather and look out at the tourists who were already beginning to arrive. They were as different from Nantucketers as dolphins from whales. However, it was amusing to watch them stumble across the cobblestones in their high-heeled shoes.


“How is this girl going to find what we can’t?” Jared asked, his voice calm.


“I don’t know. It’s just something that I can feel.”


Jared knew from long experience that his grandfather was lying, or leaving out information. There was a great deal more about why Alix Madsen was being given possession of Kingsley House for one whole year, but Caleb wasn’t telling. And Jared knew that he’d never hear the full story until Caleb was ready to tell it.


But Jared wasn’t giving up. Not yet. “There are things about her that you don’t know.”


“Then you must tell me all.”


“I talked to her father last week, and he said his daughter is in a bad way right now.”


“And why is that?”


“She was engaged to be married, or something, but they recently broke it off.”


“Then she will enjoy being here,” his grandfather said. “Her mother has always loved this island.”


“Is that the mother she doesn’t know was here every year?!” Jared was having difficulty getting his anger under control. He waved his hand. “Forget that. This girl just broke up with her boyfriend or her fiancé—one of them, I don’t know. You know what that means, don’t you? She’ll be all weepy and miserable and stuffing herself with chocolate, then she’ll see …”


“A ghost.”


“Yes,” Jared said. “A tall, handsome, never-aging ghost who is so very sympathetic, so courteous, so charming, and she’ll fall in love with him.”


“Do you think so?”


“This isn’t a joke,” Jared said. “She’d be a woman from yet another generation to give up her real life for an empty one.”


His grandfather frowned. “Adelaide never wanted to get married, and her life was far from empty.”


“If you call four tea parties a week fulfilling, then no, her life wasn’t empty at all.”


Caleb looked at his grandson with a face full of fury.


“All right,” Jared said as he threw his hands up in the air. “So I’m off base about Aunt Addy. You know how much I loved her. This whole island did and it wouldn’t be half what it is today if it weren’t for my dear aunt’s hard work.” He took a breath. “It’s just that this girl is different. She’s not from our family. She’s not used to ghosts and family mysteries and two-hundred-and-two-year-old legends. She’s not even used to creaky old houses or islands where you can buy a thousand-dollar jacket but no store carries cotton underwear.”


“She’ll learn.” His grandfather turned to him with a smile. “Why don’t you teach her?”


A look of dread went across Jared’s face. “You know what she is and what she would want from me. You know that she’s training to be … to be an …”


“Get it out, boy!” his grandfather yelled. “What is she training for?”


“To be an architect.”


His grandfather knew this but he didn’t understand Jared’s dislike of the subject. “Isn’t that what you are?”


“Yes,” Jared said. “That’s exactly what I am. But I have an office. I have—I am—”


“Oh,” Caleb said. “I see. You’re the master and she’s the cabin boy. She’ll want to learn from you.”


“Not that you have any reason to know this, but there’s a recession going on right now. A collapse in the housing market. One of the jobs hardest hit has been the architect’s. No one is hiring. It makes recent graduates desperate and aggressive. They’re sharks feeding on one another.”


“So give her an apprenticeship,” his grandfather snapped. “After all, you owe her parents for your entire life.”


“Yes, I do, and that’s another reason why I can’t stay. How can I hide all these secrets from her? How do I keep what Victoria did while she was here on this island from her own daughter?” Jared asked, his voice showing his frustration. “Do you realize what a position my aunt’s idiot will has put me in? Not only am I supposed to guard the secrets of people I owe my life to, but my firm is in New York and this girl is a student of architecture. It is an impossible situation!”


Caleb ignored the first part of that rant. “Why should her studies bother you?”


Jared grimaced. “She’ll want me to teach her, to look at her drawings, to analyze and critique them. She’ll want to hear about my contacts, my … my everything.”


“Sounds to me like a fine thing.”


“It isn’t!” Jared said. “I don’t want to be the bait that gets fed on. And I like to do, not teach.”


“So what glorious deeds do you plan to do”—he emphasized the word—“while she’s here? Will it involve any of those floozies you parade past the windows?”


Jared gave a sigh of exasperation. “Just because girls today wear fewer clothes doesn’t mean they have low morals. We’ve been over this a thousand times.”


“Are you referring to last night? How were that one’s morals? Where did you meet her?”


Jared rolled his eyes. “Captain Jonas’s.” It was a bar near the wharf and it wasn’t known for its decorum.


“I daren’t ask what ship he captained. But who are the parents of this young woman? Where did she grow up? What is her name?”


“I have no idea,” Jared said. “Betty or Becky, I don’t remember. She left on the ferry this morning, but she might be back later this summer.”


“You are thirty-six years old with no wife, no children. Is the Kingsley line going to die out with you?”


Jared couldn’t help mumbling, “Better that than an architecture student to deal with.”


Although Jared was taller, his grandfather managed to look down his nose at his grandson. “I don’t believe you need to worry about her attraction to you. If your sainted mother were alive, even she wouldn’t recognize you as you are now.”


Jared stood where he was by the window and ran his hand over his beard. His grandfather had told him this would be Aunt Addy’s last year alive, so he’d rearranged his architectural firm to spend the final months with her on the island. He’d moved into the guesthouse and spent as much time as he could with Aunt Addy. And she was an understanding woman. She’d always warned him when she was going to have a tea party so he could go out on his boat. She never mentioned the women who occasionally came home with him. And most of all, she pretended that she had no idea why he was there.


In their last weeks together they’d shared a lot. Aunt Addy had told him stories about her life, and as the days passed she began to mention Caleb. At first she explained who he was. “He’s your fifth great-grandfather,” she said.


“I’ve had five of them?” he teased.


She was serious. “No. Caleb is your great-great-great-great-greatgrandfather.”


“And he’s still alive?” Jared had asked, playing dumb as he refilled her glass with rum. All the Kingsley women had a remarkable capacity for rum. “Sailors’ blood in them,” his grandfather said.


Jared saw the way his aunt got slower every day. “She’s getting closer to me,” his grandfather had said to Jared, and Caleb began to stay with her every night. They had lived together for many years. “The longest of any of them,” Caleb said and there were tears in those eyes that never aged. Caleb Kingsley was thirty-three when he died, and over two hundred years later he still looked thirty-three.


But for all that Jared had shared with his aunt, he never came close to telling her that he too could see, talk, and argue with his grandfather. All the Kingsley men had been able to, but they didn’t tell the women in their lives. “Let them think Caleb belongs to them,” his father told Jared when he was a boy. “Besides, it emasculates a man for it to be known that he spends his evenings with a dead man. It’s better to let the women worry that you’re having a flirtation.” Jared wasn’t sure of that philosophy, but he’d maintained the code of silence. All seven of the Jared Montgomery Kingsleys could see Caleb’s ghost, and most of the daughters and a few of the younger sons could. Jared thought the truth was that Caleb could let people see him or not, but the old man would never clarify the matter.


To say it was odd that this young woman, this Alix Madsen, could see the Kingsley ghost was a great understatement.


His grandfather Caleb was frowning at him now. “You need to go to a barber and remove that beard from off your face, and your hair is much too long.”


Jared turned to look in a mirror. Caleb had chosen the mirror in China on that last disastrous voyage so long ago. Jared saw that he did indeed look bad. Since his aunt’s death, he’d hardly been off his boat. He’d not shaved or cut his hair for months. There were gray streaks in his beard and strands of gray in his hair, which now reached down the back of his neck. “I don’t look like my New York self, do I?” Jared said thoughtfully. If in the next year he couldn’t stay away from his beloved island, it would be better if he was unrecognizable.


“I do not care for what you’re thinking,” Caleb said.


Jared turned back to smile at his grandfather. “I’d think you’d be proud of me. Unlike you, I’m not trying to make some innocent girl fall in love with me.” That was another statement guaranteed to take the smile off his grandfather’s face.


The explosion was instant. “I have never made a woman—”


“I know, I know,” Jared said, taking pity on the handsome ghost. “Your motives are pure and clean. You’re waiting for the return—or the reincarnation, whatever—of the woman you love, your precious Valentina. And you’ve always been faithful to her. I’ve heard it all before. Heard it all my life. You’ll know her when you see her, then you two will go off into the sunset together. Which means that either she dies or you come back to life.”


Caleb was used to his grandson’s disrespect and general insolence. He’d never say it, but this particular grandson was the one most like himself when he was alive. He kept the frown on his face. “I need to know what happened to Valentina,” he stated simply. What he didn’t add was that he now knew there was a time limit. He had until the twenty-third of June, just weeks away, to find out what had happened to the woman he loved so much that even death couldn’t separate them. If he didn’t put it all back together, he didn’t think that any of them—all the people who had been involved so long ago—would find the happiness they deserved. All he had to do was make his stubborn, never-listens-to-anyone grandson believe.




Chapter One
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Alix continued weeping as Izzy handed her one chocolate after another. So far it had been two doughnuts, one of those flat bars of sixty percent cocoa, a whole Toblerone, and a Kit Kat. If this kept on Alix was going to start in on chocolate chip cookies, which meant Izzy would join her and would probably gain ten pounds and not fit into her wedding dress. Wasn’t that above and beyond the call of friendship?


They were on the fast ferry that went from Hyannis to Nantucket, sitting at one of the tables by the snack bar. All sorts of delicious, fattening things were within their reach.


Alix had done well in the past few weeks as she and Izzy finished their last semester of architecture school. They’d turned in their final projects, and as always, Alix had been praised by the teacher to the point of embarrassment.


It was that night that Alix’s boyfriend had broken up with her. Dropped her flat. Eric said he had a different plan for his life.


After the disastrous date, Alix went straight to Izzy’s apartment. When the knock came, Izzy and her fiancé, Glenn, had been snuggled on the couch with a big bowl of popcorn. She wasn’t in the least surprised when Alix told her what happened—she’d even prepared for it by having two quarts of chocolate caramel ice cream in the freezer.


Glenn kissed Alix on the forehead. “Eric is a stupid man,” he’d said before heading off to bed.


Izzy thought she’d be in for a whole night of misery, but an hour later Alix was asleep on their couch. In the morning, she was quiet. “I guess I better go pack,” she said. “Now there’s no reason for me not to go.” She was referring to spending a year on the island of Nantucket. A few years before, right after Izzy had met Glenn—and she’d immediately known she was going to marry him—the girls had made a pact. After their last semester of school, they would take a year off before going job seeking. Izzy wanted time to just be a wife and to think about what she wanted to do with her life.


Alix had always known that she wanted to prepare a portfolio of designs that she’d present to a possible employer. Since most students went directly from school to a job, all they had to show was the work they’d done for assignments, all heavily influenced by the likes and dislikes of a teacher. Alix wanted to show her own work, all of it original.


When Alix was told of the year in Nantucket, she had been reluctant. Going somewhere she knew no one was too much. And then there was Eric. Could their relationship stand so much separation? Alix began to come up with excuses for why she couldn’t go, starting with Izzy needing her for the wedding.


But Izzy had said that this was a once in a lifetime chance and Alix had to take it. “You have to do this!”


“I don’t know,” Alix said. “Your wedding … Eric …” She shrugged.


Izzy glared at her. “Alix, it’s as though your fairy godmother waved her magic wand and gave you just what you need at exactly the right time. You must do this!”


“Think my fairy godmother has green eyes?” Alix had asked and the two of them had dissolved into laughter. Alix’s mother, Victoria, had emerald eyes. Of course she’d been behind obtaining this year of work and study for her precious daughter.


What made them sure Alix’s mother was behind the hiatus was that she’d been the one to tell Alix about the strange provision in Adelaide Kingsley’s will. Izzy had always been in awe of Victoria. Even if she weren’t internationally famous for all those wonderful, exciting books she wrote, she’d still be magnificent. For one thing, she was gorgeous. She had thick auburn hair, a figure like a Spanish soap star’s, and a personality that commanded a room. Victoria wasn’t loud, wasn’t really flamboyant, but when she entered a room everyone took notice. A hush fell over people as they stopped talking and turned to look. It was as though they felt Victoria’s presence as much as saw her.


The first time Izzy met Victoria, she wondered how Alix would react to her mother getting all the attention, but Alix was used to it. To her, that was how her mother was and she accepted it.


Of course it helped that whenever Victoria spotted her daughter entering a room, she stopped charming the people who’d gathered around her and went straight to Alix. They would link arms and turn away to some quiet corner, just the two of them.


When Alix had first been told about the contents of the will of some woman she didn’t remember, she’d said no. Yes, Alix had always planned to take a year off, but not on some isolated island.


The real problem was that she hadn’t told her mother she had a boyfriend whom she was thinking about marrying. If Eric asked, that is.


“I don’t understand,” Izzy said. “I thought you and your mom told each other everything.”


“No,” Alix said. “I said that I find out everything about her. I am very selective about what I tell her.”


“And Eric is a secret?”


“I do my best to keep my love life with any man away from my mother. If she knew about Eric, she’d be here interrogating him. He’d probably run away in terror.”


Izzy had to look away so Alix wouldn’t see her frown. She’d never liked Eric and she wished Victoria would do whatever it took to get rid of him.


After Alix had finished her designs for the last school year and made her model, she’d “helped” Eric with his. The truth was that she’d almost done his whole project for him.


After the breakup and Alix’s decision to go to Nantucket, she’d been very adult about it. “I’ll also have time to study.” To become a licensed architect, one had to take a series of truly horrific exams. “I’ll do well on the tests and make my parents proud,” Alix vowed.


Izzy thought that Alix’s parents couldn’t be more proud of her than they already were, but she didn’t say so. When Alix finally said she was going, it was her depressed, fatalistic tone that made Izzy decide that she would travel with her friend and stay in Nantucket until Alix got settled. She wanted to be there when Alix finally broke down.


It happened when they stepped onto the ferry to Nantucket. Until then there’d been so much to do to get ready for the trip that Alix hadn’t had time to brood about Eric. Her mother had covered all expenses, even shipping their luggage to the island, so the two young women would only have to deal with overnight bags. And they’d left days earlier than the original plan because Izzy was afraid Alix would see Eric again.


Alix had seemed to be doing well until the ferry pulled away from the dock. When she looked at Izzy, there were tears running down her cheeks. “I don’t understand what I did wrong.”


Since Izzy had known this was coming, she had a big Toblerone bar in her bag. “What you did wrong was to be born smarter and more talented than Eric. You intimidated the hell out of him.”


“I didn’t,” Alix said as Izzy opened the chocolate and they took a seat at a table. It was still early in the season so the big boat wasn’t packed with people. “I was always very nice to him.”


“Yeah,” Izzy said. “You were. That’s because you didn’t want to hurt his teeny tiny ego.”


“Come on,” Alix said, chewing. “He and I had some great times. He—”


“He used you!” Izzy’d had to stand back and watch Eric cuddle up to Alix while she practically did his work for him. All the other males in their classes were intimidated by her. Her father was a successful architect, her mother a celebrated writer, and, worse, Alix’s designs won every competition, every prize, and were praised by the entire school. “And what did you expect from him when you were always in the top five in your class? I thought Professor Weaver was going to kiss your feet when he saw your last project.”


“He just appreciates designs that can actually be built.”


“Well, duh. That thing Eric designed before you started helping him couldn’t have been put together by the crew that built the Sydney Opera House.”


Alix gave a small smile. “It was rather like a spaceship, wasn’t it?”


“I expected it to go into orbit at any second.”


Alix seemed to be recovering but then her eyes turned sad again. “But did you see his date at the farewell party? She was barely twenty, if that.”


“Go ahead and say it,” Izzy said. “She was dumb. Really stupid. But that’s what Eric needs for his fragile ego. To make him go up, others have to come down.”


“I don’t know if you’re a therapist or a guru.”


“Neither. I’m a woman and I see things. You’re going to be a great architect and the only way you’re going to find love is with a man who is in a completely different field.” She was speaking of her own fiancé, who sold cars. He didn’t know Pei from Corbusier from Montgomery’s latest organic masterpiece.


“Or I could find an architect who is so good he isn’t intimidated by me,” Alix said.


“Frank Lloyd Wright is dead.”


Alix gave another small smile and Izzy was encouraged to change the subject. “Didn’t you tell me there was a man living in the guesthouse of where you’re going to be staying?”


Alix sniffed as she bit into a chocolate muffin Izzy had bought for her. “The lawyer said that Miss Kingsley’s nephew is staying there and that he can answer any questions I have. Or if the house needs repair he can do it. He’s called Mr. Kingsley.”


“Oh.” Izzy’s voice showed her disappointment. “If Adelaide Kingsley was ninety-something when she died, that means her nephew is at least sixty. Maybe he’ll give you a ride on his electric scooter.”


“Don’t make me laugh.”


“I’m trying to. Is it working?”


“Yes,” Alix said, “it is.” She looked toward the snack bar. “Do they have any chocolate chip cookies?”


Groaning, Izzy silently cursed Eric the ex-boyfriend. As she went to the counter she muttered, “If I gain weight, I’m going to put hair gel in all his glue. His models will fall apart.” She was smiling as she took four big plastic-wrapped cookies out of a basket and paid for them.


By the time the ferry docked, Alix had stopped crying, but she still looked like a martyr about to be led to a stake.


Izzy, full of cookies and hot chocolate—she couldn’t let Alix eat alone—had never been to Nantucket and she was looking forward to seeing the place. With their big leather bags (gifts from Victoria) over their shoulders, they stepped onto a long, wide wooden wharf. Little shops that looked like they used to be fishermen’s shacks were filled with shirts with tasteful logos of Nantucket on them. She would have liked to stop to buy her fiancé some caps and sweatshirts but Alix was plowing on, chin up, eyes straight ahead, looking at nothing, just walking.


Izzy saw some kids come around a corner, ice cream cones in their hands. Maybe if she could get Alix settled with a cone, she could do some shopping.


“This way!” Izzy called and Alix followed her. There was a little ice cream place on the edge of the wharf and Izzy sent Alix inside. “Butter pecan for me,” Izzy said.


Numbly, Alix nodded and went inside.


Izzy took out her cell phone and called her fiancé. “Not good,” she said in answer to his question. “And I don’t know when I’ll be back. The way she is now, she’ll climb into bed and never get out. I know,” she said. “I miss you too. Uh-oh. Here she comes. Oh, no! She’s bought herself a cone with three scoops of chocolate on it. At the rate she’s going she won’t need the ferry to get back. She’ll float. I think—”


Izzy broke off because a man walked between her and Alix. He was tall, a little over six feet, broad shouldered. He had a rough, graying beard and a tangle of hair that reached almost to his shoulders. He walked with long strides, and his jeans and denim shirt showed his toned body. He glanced at Izzy, seemed to dismiss her, then looked at Alix, who was walking toward her friend, her hands filled with two ice cream cones. He looked Alix up and down, seemed to hesitate for a moment, as though he were going to speak to her, but then he walked on and disappeared around the corner.


Izzy stood there staring after the man, her eyes wide, her mouth open. Her phone was still to her ear and Glenn was talking but she wasn’t hearing him.


When Alix reached her, Izzy said in a whisper, “Did you see him?”


“Who?” Alix held out Izzy’s cone to her.


“Him.”


“Him who?” Alix asked with no real interest.


“HIM!!”


From Izzy’s phone came Glenn’s shout, “Isabella!”


“Oh, sorry,” she said into the cell. “I just saw him. Here on Nantucket. I have to go.” She clicked off the phone, took her cone from Alix, and dropped it into a nearby trash bin.


“Hey!” Alix said. “I could have eaten that.”


“You didn’t see him?”


“I didn’t see anyone,” Alix said as she bit into her ice cream. “Who did you see?”


“Montgomery.”


Alix paused, her lips on the piled-high ice cream. Big chocolate chunks stuck out the sides.


“I saw Jared Montgomery walk right past here.”


Alix pulled her mouth away from the ice cream. “The Jared Montgomery? The architect? Designed the Windom building in New York?”


“Who else would I mean? And he looked at you. He almost stopped to speak to you.”


“No,” Alix said, eyes wide. “He couldn’t. He didn’t.”


“He did!” Izzy said. “But you—”


Alix dropped her triple cone in the bin, wiped her mouth, and grabbed Izzy’s arm. “Where did he go?”


“There. Around the corner.”


“And you let him get away?!” Alix dropped her friend’s arm and hurried forward, with Izzy close behind. They arrived just in time to see the bearded man standing on a beautiful white boat, with a cabin below. He was smiling up at some girl on the dock who had on indecently short shorts. That it was a cool day didn’t seem to make any difference to her. He smiled at her, a grin of such warmth that Alix thought it rivaled the sun. He took the bag the girl handed down to him, then sped off alone, leaving dual waves of water behind him.


Alix fell against the weathered shingles of a building. “It was him.”


Izzy leaned back beside her, both of them staring at the boat that was quickly disappearing in the distance. “His office is in New York. So why do you think he’s here? Vacationing? Building something divine?”


Alix was still staring out to sea. “It really was him. Remember when we heard him speak at that hotel?”


“Like it was yesterday,” Izzy said. “When he smiled at that girl just now, I was sure it was him. I’d recognize those eyes anywhere.”


“And that bottom lip,” Alix murmured. “I wrote a poem about it.”


“You’re kidding. I never saw any poem.”


“That’s because I didn’t show it to you. It’s the only poem I’ve ever written.”


They stood there in silence, not sure what to do or say. Jared Montgomery was their hero, a man whose designs were legendary in the architectural world. To them he was the Beatles, all the vampires, and Justin Bieber rolled into one.


Izzy was the first to recover. To her left was a young man tying up his old boat. She stepped over to him. “Do you know the man who just left in that white boat?”


“Sure. He’s my cousin.”


“Reeeaaallly?” Izzy asked, sounding as though that was the most interesting thing she’d ever heard in her life. “What’s his name?”


Alix had come to stand beside her friend and they were looking at the man with their breaths held.


“Jared Kingsley.”


“Kingsley?” Alix asked, puzzled, then her face fell. “He isn’t Jared Montgomery?”


The man laughed. He was not bad-looking, but his clothes looked like they hadn’t been washed in a while. “Oh. It’s like that, is it?” He was obviously teasing them. “He’s Kingsley here but he’s Montgomery in America.”


“America?” Izzy asked. “What does that mean?”


“There.” The man pointed across the water. “In America. Where you just came from.”


Both Izzy and Alix smiled at the idea that the island of Nantucket was a separate country.


Izzy wanted to make absolutely sure he was the man they thought he was. “Do you know what he does for a living?”


“He draws house plans. He drew a garage for me and it’s a nice one. I rent out the apartment over it in the summer. You girls need a place to stay?”


It took the two young women a moment to digest the idea that one of the greatest architects in history had been reduced to “he draws house plans.”


Alix spoke first. “No, thanks. I’m—” She broke off because she didn’t want to tell this stranger her business.


He smiled as though he knew what they were thinking. “If you girls are interested in him, you’d better get in line. And you’ll have to put it off because ol’ Jared’s going to be out for at least three days.”


“Thanks,” Izzy said.


“If you change your mind, I’m Wes. Just think of the direction of the beautiful Nantucket sunset and that’s me.”


Izzy and Alix went back around the building to the ice cream shop. They were both starry-eyed. Stunned.


“Jared Montgomery is also Jared Kingsley,” Alix finally managed to say.


It dawned on Izzy what was in her friend’s mind. “And you’re staying in Kingsley House.”


“For a year.”


“Do you think he’s the Mr. Kingsley who lives there with you?” Izzy’s eyes were so wide they were circles. “That he’s the man who’s supposed to help you if you have any problems with the house?”


“No. I mean, I don’t think so. I couldn’t imagine such a thing.”


“But you hope so!” Izzy put her fingers to her temples. “I foresee plumbing disasters by the dozen. You’ll forget and turn on the water and douse him. He’ll have to remove his clothing and you’ll be wet too, then you’ll look at each other and tear your clothes off and—”


Alix was laughing. “I won’t be that blatant but I could see … maybe dropping a packet of my latest designs that just happen to land faceup and right at his feet.”


“That’s good,” Izzy said. “The fabulous sex can come later. First let him see what you can do in the way of architecture, then you sit back and let him take over and be the man. That’s a good plan.”


Alix was dreamy-eyed. “He’ll tell me that he’s never seen such innovative and well-thought-out designs in his life. He’ll say that I have a talent like he’s never seen before and he wants me with him every moment so he can teach me everything he knows. An entire year with my own private tutor. A year of learning and—”


“That’s it!” Izzy said.


“What is?”


“This whole will thing,” Izzy said. “Your mother said that this old woman who you never even met—”


“Mom says she and I spent a summer with her when I was four. And I guess they stayed in touch.”


“Okay, she’s a woman you don’t remember meeting, but she left you her house for a year. Victoria said it was because you wanted the break before you got a job. I’ve always thought the whole thing was fishy, because the old woman—”


“Miss Kingsley.”


“Right. Miss Kingsley didn’t know when she was going to die. For all she knew she could have lived to be a hundred and you’d be running your own company by then.”


“Maybe,” Alix said, “but only if I pass my tests.” It was an inside joke among architecture students that they spent longer in school than doctors, and at the end was a series of agonizing tests. But when they got out there were no jobs. “I don’t get your point.”


“I think Miss Kingsley, and probably your mother too, wanted you to meet the unmarried architect nephew, Jared Montgomery. Or in this case, Kingsley.”


“But if she’d lived to be a hundred, by that time he could have half a dozen kids.”


“Why let facts ruin a good story?”


“You’re right,” Alix said. “Miss Kingsley wanted me to meet her nephew, so she—with my mother’s encouragement—put me in the house next to him. Of course he lives and works in New York and is probably only here two or three weeks a year, but what does that matter to a whopping good story?”


“Are you saying you don’t think your mother had an ulterior motive for getting you into this old house?”


Alix knew her mother far too well to say no to that. The truth was that Alix didn’t care why or how this had been arranged. All that mattered was that she was being given this unbelievable opportunity. And was it actually possible that Jared Montgomery would be living right next door to her? In a guesthouse on the same property? “I will pick his brain clean,” she said. “I’m going to learn everything he knows, from design down to the drains. Remind me to send my mother roses. Come on, let’s go to the house.”


“No more ice cream?” Izzy asked.


“Are you kidding? Let’s walk fast and work up a sweat. Why did you let me eat all that chocolate?”


“Of all the ungrateful—” Izzy began but Alix’s laugh cut her off. “Very funny. Pardon me for not laughing. We have three days before he returns so we have a lot of work to do.”


“And I hear the shopping on Nantucket is good,” Alix said.


“Oh, no you don’t,” Izzy said. “I’ll do the shopping. You need to work. This is going to be the presentation of your life.”


“I do have a few ideas in my head,” Alix said, and Izzy laughed, as Alix always had an abundance of design ideas.


As they started walking, the first thing they noticed, now that the specter of what-Eric-did-to-Alix was no longer hanging over them, was the incredibly beautiful view of downtown Nantucket. The street was cobblestones, difficult to walk or drive on, but so very beautiful. The sidewalk was wide and laid with bricks. Over the centuries the trees and the settling of the earth had made them undulate and flow in an artistic way.


But what stood out the most for Alix were the buildings. One after another, each was exquisite. Perfect in design and execution.


“I think I’m going to faint,” Alix said as she stood in one spot and stared down the street at the town’s beauty.


“Yeah, it’s even better than the pictures I saw.”


“It’s … I don’t know, but I think it’s heaven. And …”


Izzy was looking at her friend in curiosity. They’d met each other on the first day of architecture school and they’d both been trim, pretty young women, but there the similarities stopped. Izzy’s ambition was to live in a small town and have an office where she did remodeling work. Her primary goal in life was a husband and children.


But Alix had inherited from her father a deep love of building. Her paternal grandfather had been a contractor and his son had spent his summers building houses. In the winter her father had worked in a shop and made cabinets. He’d earned his degree in architecture before Alix was born, and later it had been natural to him to begin teaching at the university level.


Her parents had divorced when Alix was a child and, as a result, she had grown up in two worlds. One was with her father, which involved everything about building, from her father’s design to hammering in the studs to choosing paint colors for the interior. And he loved teaching his daughter what he knew. She could read blueprints by the time she was in first grade.


The other half of her life revolved around her mother’s writing. Part of the year Alix and her mother lived quietly, just the two of them, while Victoria wrote novels that the whole world enjoyed. Every August her mother went away to a cabin in Colorado to isolate herself so she could plot that year’s novel. Her wildly popular books took a seafaring family down through the ages. When each book was finished, there were cocktail parties, extravagant dinners, and vacations. Alix’s life with her mother was a wonderful mix of quiet work and great excitement.


Alix had loved it all! She liked sitting on the tailgate of a pickup with her father’s crew and eating sandwiches, and she liked wearing a designer dress and laughing with the top publishing people in the world.


“They’re all the same,” Alix always said. “They all work for a living. Whether their tools are claw hammers or six-syllable words, they’re all workers.”


Between her two very successful parents, Alix had come out talented and ambitious. She had her father’s love of building and her mother’s belief that the top was the only place to be.


Izzy looked at Alix, her friend’s eyes glazed as she studied Nantucket, and Izzy almost felt sorry for Jared Montgomery. When Alix wanted to know something, she was insatiable.


“I’ve seen this before,” Alix said.


“Maybe you remember the place from when you were four.”


“Not likely, but …” Alix was looking around her. Across the road was a beautiful white wooden building with dark green window-frames across its front. On one side was painted a map that showed the distance from Nantucket to other parts of the world. Hong Kong was 10,453 miles away.


“‘We are the center of everything,’” Alix quoted. “That’s what I hear someone saying when I look at that map. ‘Nantucket is the epicenter of the earth.’ I must have heard that when I was four. I had never heard that word before, but in a funny way, I knew what it meant. Does that make sense?”


“Actually, it does,” Izzy said, smiling. It looked like she was going to be able to leave soon. She could tell by Alix’s tone that her friend remembered more about Nantucket than she thought she did. And even better, she was beginning to feel like Nantucket was home. If Victoria and the late Miss Kingsley had planned all this so Alix could meet the famous Jared Montgomery, it seemed to be working.


“Let’s go in here,” Izzy said. “We need to celebrate.” It was Murray’s Beverage store and inside were rows of wine, beer, and liquor. Izzy felt that they needed something cold and fizzy so she headed to the refrigerator against the back wall.


But Alix went to the old-fashioned wooden counter and looked at the shelves behind it. “I want rum,” she said to the woman behind the counter.


“Rum?” Izzy asked. “I didn’t know you liked that.”


“Me neither. I think I’ve had one rum and Coke in my life. But here on Nantucket I want rum.”


“It is a local tradition,” the woman said. “Which one do you want?”


“That one.” Alix pointed to a bottle of seven-year-old Flor de Caña.


“No rotgut for you,” Izzy said as she put a bottle of champagne on the counter.


Alix pulled her cell out of her bag and checked past emails. Her mother had given her directions to Kingsley House but in her upset over Eric, Alix hadn’t printed out a map. But then her mother’s directions were rather cryptic—which wasn’t uncommon. Her mother thought and wrote like a novelist, and she liked mystery.


Alix looked at the woman behind the counter. “I’m staying at a house here on Nantucket and my mother said it’s walking distance from the ferry. It’s number twenty-three Kingsley Lane and she said”—Alix checked her phone—“the lane turns beside West Brick. I don’t know what that means. How do I find West Brick Road?”


The woman, very used to tourists, smiled. “I bet it says the West Brick.”


“It does, actually,” Alix said. “I thought it was a typo.”


“You must mean Addy’s house,” the woman said.


“Yes. Did you know her?”


“Everyone did, and we all miss her a lot. So you’re the one who’s going to live there for a year?”


Alix was a bit shocked that the woman knew that. “Yes,” she said hesitantly.


“Good for you! And don’t let Jared bully you. He may be my cousin but I can still tell you to stand up to him.”


Alix could only blink at her. To her mind, Jared Montgomery slash Kingsley was a person to be revered, a god in the world of architecture where Alix lived and worked. But no one on Nantucket seemed in awe of him.


Izzy stepped forward. “We already met a man who says he’s … uh, Mr. Kingsley’s cousin. Are there many more?”


The woman smiled again. “A lot of us are descended from the men and women who first settled on this island, and we’re related one way or another.” She went to the register and rang up their purchases. “At the bank, go left. That’s Main Street. Up the road on the right are three brick houses that are just alike. Kingsley Lane turns to the right beside the last of the three brick houses.”


“The West Brick,” Alix said.


“You got it.”


They paid, said thanks, and left the store.


“Now all we have to do is find the bank,” Izzy said.


But Alix had gone back into her trance of looking at the town. Across the road was a building that stopped Alix in her tracks. A two-story center flanked by one-story additions with low, slanted roofs. A half-moon window above, a louvered octagon above that.


“I hate to interrupt your moment here but at this rate it’s going to be night before we get there.”


Reluctantly, Alix began to walk again, still studying each building they passed and admiring its perfection. When they came to what looked to be a movie set for a nineteenth-century drugstore Alix got excited. “I remember this place! I know it.” She opened the old-fashioned screen door and rushed inside, Izzy right behind her. To their left was a well-used counter, complete with stools in front and a mirror behind.


Alix put down her packages and sat on a stool. “I want a grilled cheese sandwich and a vanilla frap,” she said decisively to the young woman behind the counter.


Izzy took the stool next to her. “How can you be hungry, and what’s a frap?”


“Milk, ice cream.” Alix shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s what I always ordered and I need it now.”


“Ordered when you were four?” Izzy asked, smiling, pleased that her friend was remembering things.


A “frap” turned out to be an Americanized term for frappé—a milk shake. Izzy ordered the same and got tuna sandwiches to go.


“She bought things here,” Alix said as she ate her sandwich, which was served on a thin paper plate. “In the back.”


Izzy couldn’t resist a look around the store. At first glance it seemed to be a rather simple place, but a closer examination showed that the merchandise was very high-end. The skin products were the kind you found on Madison Avenue in New York.


“I bet your mother loved this store,” Izzy said when they were back outside on the sidewalk.


Alix looked at her friend. “What an interesting thought. If my mother did arrange all this about the will, when did she do it? She told me we spent a summer here when I was four. That’s when she and Dad split up, but she’s never mentioned Nantucket since then. When was she here? How did she know this Miss Adelaide Kingsley?”


“What I want to know,” Izzy said, “is who is ‘she’?”


“What are you talking about?”


“In the drugstore you said, ‘She bought things here.’ Did you mean your mother?”


“I guess so,” Alix said. “But I don’t think so. Right now it’s like I’m sinking down into another time. I have no conscious memories of this island but with every step I take I see something familiar. That store …” She was looking at Murray’s Toggery with its gray and white painted wood and the full glass front. “I know that children’s wear is upstairs and she … someone, that is, bought me a pink cardigan there.”


“If it was your mother, surely you’d remember her. Victoria is rather distinctive.”


Alix laughed. “Are you referring to her red hair and green eyes and a figure that causes car wrecks? I’m glad I look more like my father. Where do you think the bank is?”


Izzy was smiling at her friend. To hear Alix tell it, a person would think she was a plain little sparrow when compared to her mother, but far from it. While Alix didn’t stand out in a crowd as her mother did, she was extraordinarily pretty. She was taller than her mother and slender, with reddish blond hair that was naturally streaked. She wore it long with wispy bangs swept to one side and fat curls at the end. Whereas Izzy had to work to get curls in her dark hair, Alix’s were natural. She had blue-green eyes and a small mouth with full lips. “Like a doll’s,” Victoria had said at lunch one time, and her daughter had turned red at the compliment.


Alix’s modesty about her looks, her background, and even her talent was something Izzy had always admired about her friend.


Alix drew her breath in and came to a halt. “Look at that.” She was pointing to a tall, majestic-looking building at the end of the street. It was on a raised foundation, with a steep curved staircase leading up to the front door, which was set under a curved roof portico. The elegant building seemed to look over the town, a grand empress watching her subjects.


“A knockout,” Izzy said, but she was more interested in finding Kingsley House.


“No. Look at the top.”


Raised letters said THE PACIFIC NATIONAL BANK.


Izzy had to laugh. “Doesn’t look like my bank. What about you?”


“Nothing here looks like anything anywhere else,” Alix said. “If that’s the bank, we need to take that road on the left.”


They crossed the cobblestones on the brick walkway and headed up Main, past Fair Street. It was a road of houses, and each place was a historian’s dream nestled under graciously weathered old shingles. There were very few of the usual gaudy Victorians that so many small American towns treasured as historic homes. Nantucket had been formed by Quakers, people who believed in plainness in their clothes, their attitudes, and especially in their houses. As a result, the homes weren’t covered in unnecessary ornament. To Alix’s trained eye, every roof, door, and window was a work of art.


“Think you can stand looking at this town for a whole year?” Izzy asked, laughing at Alix’s expression.


When they reached the three brick houses Alix looked like she might go into an old-fashioned swoon. Big, tall, impeccably maintained, the three houses were indeed impressive.


Alix seemed to be glued to the sidewalk as she looked up at the buildings, but Izzy moved past her.


Next to the last house a narrow lane opened up, the entry to it almost hidden by trees. A little white sign said KINGSLEY LANE.


“Come on,” Izzy called and Alix followed.


There was a narrow sidewalk on the right and silently the two of them started down it, looking at the house numbers.


“They’re named,” Izzy said in surprise. “The houses have names on them.”


“Quarterboards,” Alix said.


“Is that a word you just made up?”


“No. It’s—I don’t know how I know the word but that’s what those wooden plaques are called.”


“FIELD OF ROSES,” Izzy said, looking at a house set close to the road.


“BEYOND TIME,” Alix read on another house on the right. There was a driveway beside it but a gate blocked their view into the garden behind. In fact, there was a parking place beside each house they passed. Some were so narrow the cars nearly scraped the sides, but it did get the vehicles off the street.


“Look, that’s a B&B. SEA HAVEN INN.”


“And that …” Izzy said, looking across the road, “is number twenty-three. It’s called TO SEA FOREVER.”


Before them was a large, stunningly beautiful white house. Since the simplicity of it gave it a timeless feeling, the house could be new or hundreds of years old. There were five windows above, four below, each flanked by dark shutters, with a wide white door in the center. The roof was topped with a railed walkway.


“This is it?” Alix whispered from behind Izzy. “Where I’m to live for a whole year?”


“I think so,” Izzy said. “It’s the right number.”


“Remind me to send my mother orchids.”


Alix fumbled in her big Fendi bag in search of the keys her mother had sent. She found them and made it to the door, but her hands were shaking so much she couldn’t get the key into the lock.


Izzy took the key and unlocked the door. They walked into a big hallway with a staircase going up on the left. To the right was a living room, to the left a dining room.


“I think …” Izzy began.


“That we just traveled even further back into time,” Alix finished for her. She hadn’t given much thought to how such an old house would be furnished, but she’d assumed it would be rather formal, done by some decorator’s idea of how the house should look. But this house had been occupied by the same family for centuries. Everything was a mixture of old and new—and new meant no later than about the 1930s.


The hallway had a tall secretary desk and a trunk inlaid with what looked to be ivory. In the corner was a big Chinese porcelain umbrella stand painted with branches of cherry blossoms.


They peeked into the living room to see furniture upholstered in striped silk, the arms showing wear. The rug was a pink Aubusson with walking patterns worn into it. There were tables, ornaments, and portraits of distinguished-looking people.


The two young women looked at each other and started laughing.


“It’s a museum!” Izzy said.


“A living museum.”


“And it’s yours,” Izzy said.


In the next second they started running from one room to another, exploring and yelling comments.


There was a small room behind the living area, which held a television.


“What do you think of that TV?” Alix asked. “Circa 1964?”


“Send that one to the Smithsonian and get your mom to buy you a flat screen.”


“Top of my list.”


All the way to the back was a large, light, airy room with bookshelves on two walls. Two chintz-covered couches flanked a huge fireplace; a wing chair and a club completed the picture.


“This is where she lived,” Alix whispered. “Tea was served to the ladies in the more formal front parlor. But family stayed in here.”


“You want to stop that?” Izzy said. “It was fun at first but now you’re beginning to creep me out.”


“Just memories,” Alix said. “I wonder why Mom never brought me back here?”


“Miss Kingsley’s gorgeous nephew probably had the hots for your gorgeous mother. That would have been awkward.”


“If I was four, then that nephew was just a teenager.”


“My point exactly,” Izzy said. “Race you upstairs!”


Izzy beat her, but that was because Alix slowed down to look at the framed cutout silhouettes hung on the wall. There was one of a lady wearing a big hat with feathers in it. “I remember you,” she whispered so Izzy couldn’t hear. “You look like my mother.”


“I found him!” Izzy yelled over the railing. “And I’m going to get into bed with him.”


There was no need to ask who “he” was.


Alix ran up the stairs and looked for Izzy in the bedroom on her left. It was a pretty room, all chintz and gauzy muslin—but no Izzy.


Across the hall was a truly beautiful room, quite large, and done all in blue, from a pale creamy shade to deep and dark. In the middle was a four-poster bed with damask hangings. To the left was a big fireplace and beside it was a portrait, but she couldn’t see all of the picture for the draperies on the bed.


“Here,” Izzy said as she crawled to the end of the bed. “Get in and look at his royal highness, Jared Montgomery. Or Kingsley, as he’s known here in the country of Nantucket.”


Alix climbed onto the bed, which was rather high off the floor, and looked where Izzy was pointing. There on the wall to the right of the fireplace was a life-sized portrait of what looked to be Jared Montgomery. Maybe the man was a few inches shorter and he was dressed like some sea captain in a period drama, but it was him—or more precisely, his ancestor. The face was clean shaven, the way Jared Montgomery’s had been when she and Izzy had seen him years ago at one of his rare lectures. The hair was shorter and curled a bit by his ears. The strong jaw and those eyes that seemed to look through a person were there.


Alix turned onto her back and flung her arms out. “Dibs.”


“Only because you live here,” Izzy said as she put her hands behind her head and looked up. The underside of the big canopy had pale blue silk pleated into a sunburst pattern with a rose in the middle. “Do you think Miss Kingsley lay here when she was in her nineties and drooled over that man’s picture?”


“Wouldn’t you?”


“If I wasn’t about to get married …” Izzy began but didn’t finish because she knew it wasn’t true. She wouldn’t trade Glenn for any man, famous or not.


Izzy rolled off the bed and went to do more exploring, but Alix turned over to look at the portrait. The man in the picture intrigued her. When she was four had she snuggled on this bed and looked at that portrait while Aunt Addy—as she was beginning to call her in her mind—read her a story? Had she made up her own stories about him? Or did Aunt Addy tell her about this man?


Whatever happened back then, Alix could almost imagine him moving about, almost hear him talking. And his laugh! Loud and deep, a roar, really. Like the sea.


There was a little plaque at the bottom of the picture and she got off the bed to look at it. CAPTAIN CALEB JARED KINGSLEY 1776 TO 1809, it said. Only thirty-three years old when he died.


She straightened to look up at his face. Yes, it looked like the man she’d seen years ago and again today on the wharf, but something else about the picture stirred a memory deep within her. It was there but she couldn’t quite get hold of it.


“I found your mother’s room,” Izzy shouted down the hall.


Alix turned to leave but then stopped and looked back at the portrait. “You were a beautiful man, Caleb Kingsley,” she said, then on impulse, she kissed her fingertips and put them on his lips.


For a second, less than a second, she thought she felt breath on her cheek, then a touch. Very soft, very quick, then gone.


“Come on!” Izzy said from the doorway. “You have a whole year to lust after that man and the one in the guesthouse. Come see the room your mother’s done.”


Alix thought about saying that maybe the man in the picture had kissed her, but she didn’t. She took her hand from her cheek and went to the door. “How can my mother have a room here? And how do you know for sure it’s hers?” she asked, following Izzy down the hall, past the stairs, to another bedroom.


But the instant Alix saw it, she knew her mother had decorated it. It was done in shades of green, ranging from a dark forest color to a pale yellowish shade. One of her mother’s vanities was her green eyes; she often dressed to match them and nearly always chose colors for her house to complement her eyes.


The bed was covered in a dark green silk with tiny honeybees woven into it. The pillows, a full dozen of them, were subtlety monogrammed with her distinctive, intertwined VM.


“Think it’s hers?” Izzy asked sarcastically.


“Could be,” Alix said. “Or maybe Miss Kingsley was a great fan of Mom’s books.”


“Could I …? You know … tonight?”


Alix had teased Izzy that she was her mom’s biggest fan, and with every book, one of the first copies off the presses was given to Izzy. “Sure. Just as long as you also don’t sleep in the nude.” Alix left to explore the other rooms.


“What?” Izzy asked, following her. “Your mother sleeps naked?”


“Shouldn’t have said that,” Alix muttered as she looked in the fourth bedroom. It was pretty but didn’t look as though anything new had been put in it for about fifty years. “It wasn’t me who told you,” Alix said.


Izzy crossed her heart and made a motion of zipping her lips and throwing away the key.


“It’s just one of my mother’s many peccadillos. Extremely expensive sheets and her bare skin together. A true love match.”


“Wow,” Izzy said. “Your mother …”


“Yeah, I know.” Alix opened a narrow door at the back of the house and entered what had obviously once been the maid’s quarters. A sitting room, two bedrooms, and a bath.


As clearly as though she were seeing a movie, she knew that she and her mother had stayed in these rooms. She looked in the doorway to her right and saw a pretty little room done in pink and green, and she knew that as a child she had chosen the fabric for that bedspread and those curtains. On the floor was a needlepoint rug with a mermaid swimming about in coral. She’d always loved mermaids. Was that rug the source of her fascination with them?


A white desk had a bowl of shells that Alix knew she had collected off the beach. And she also knew that the hand she’d been holding while walking through the sand had been old. Certainly not her mother’s hand.


When she heard Izzy in the sitting room, Alix left the little bedroom and closed the door.


“Anything interesting?” Izzy asked.


“Nothing,” Alix said, knowing she was lying. She looked in the other bedroom. It was larger but impersonal; everything was of the most utilitarian nature. The bath was all white, with a pedestal sink and a big enameled tub. She could remember how cold the tub could be and how she’d had to stand on a box to reach the sink.


“You okay?” Izzy asked.


“Great. In awe, I guess. Shall we open the bottles and toast the Kingsley family?”


“Now you’re talking.”




Chapter Two


[image: orn_missing]


An hour later they were sitting on the floor of the little TV room eating tuna sandwiches and a pizza they’d found in the freezer.


“Wonder what the grocery stores on Nantucket are like?” Izzy asked. They’d found some beautiful crystal glasses and she was using one. “Maybe Ben Franklin drank out of it,” she said, knowing his mother was from Nantucket.


As for Alix, the only thing she wanted to drink was rum.


On their first survey of the house they’d missed the kitchen. They found it hidden away at the back of the house, behind the dining room. Compared to the kitchen, the rest of the house was downright modern. Nearly everything was exactly as it had been in about 1936. The stove was green and white enamel with a lid over the burners. The big sink had drainboards on both sides and all the cabinets were metal. The fridge was new but quite small, as it had to fit into a space that had been made for a thirties-era refrigerator. On the far wall under the window was a seat and a little table with a well-worn top of wood that she’d be willing to bet was once decking on a ship. Alix knew that she used to sit there and color while someone made her a sandwich. Again she had a vision of an older woman. If that was Aunt Addy, the owner of the house, where was her mother? And if they were guests of Aunt Addy, why had they stayed in the maid’s quarters? None of it made any sense.


“Doesn’t this make you itch to tear it out?” Izzy asked as she looked around the kitchen. “I think there should be granite countertops and maple cabinets. And I’d take down that wall into the dining room.”


“No!” Alix said with too much force, then calmed herself. “I’d leave it just as it is.”


“I think this place is taking you over,” Izzy said, then exclaimed over finding a frozen pizza. “We’ll feast tonight! Think this thing works?” She was referring to the oven in the old range.


To the amazement of both of them, Alix knew how to ignite the pilot light in the oven, knew that the knobs were quirky and just how to jiggle each one.


Izzy stood back, watching her, but refused to comment.


Alix was looking around the kitchen and again she had the idea that she knew something but couldn’t remember what it was. When she saw the doorknob of a pirate’s head next to the fridge, she said, “Ah-ha!” and gave a pull.


Izzy went to see what she’d found.


“This cabinet was always locked and I was fascinated by it. I even tried to steal the key but I couldn’t find it.” She had a vague memory of a man with a deep voice telling her that she couldn’t have the key, but Alix didn’t tell Izzy that.


For a moment the two women stood there staring in disbelief. The cabinet held bottles of booze and mixers. What was unusual was that nearly all the bottles were rum: dark, light, gold, white, and at least a dozen flavored varieties. In the middle of the cabinet was a marble-topped surface, and below it was a single-drawer refrigerator full of fresh citrus fruits. The kitchen may not have been modernized in nearly a century, but the bar was straight out of a decorating magazine.


“We can see where Miss Kingsley set her priorities,” Izzy said.


Alix wondered if the reason she’d associated rum with Nantucket was from having seen people drinking it in this room. Whatever the logic behind the cabinet, there were drink recipes taped to the back of the doors and she wanted to experiment. “How about a Zombie?” she asked Izzy. “It takes three kinds of rum. Or maybe a Planter’s Punch?”


“No, thanks,” Izzy said. “I’ll stick to champagne.”


It didn’t take them long to get their food and drinks into the TV room. For tonight the other rooms were too big, too intimidating for them to use.


“You have three days,” Izzy said and they both knew what she meant. “He” would return in three days. “I wonder if today is one of the three? Which means that you only have two left. I’ll have to do a lot of shopping quickly.”


“The luggage should be here tomorrow and I have plenty of clothes.”


“I saw what you packed. All you have are sweats and jeans.”


“Which is what I’ll need,” Alix said. “I plan to work while I’m here. I thought about asking my dad if he knows anyone who summers here and if I can get a job. It would have to be under his license, and his approval, but maybe it could work out.”


“I’m not talking about your father,” Izzy said.


Alix took a deep drink of her Planter’s Punch. Usually she got drunk easily but she was on her second rum drink and wasn’t even feeling a buzz. “I want to learn from Jared Montgomery. If I show up in shorts and a halter or some designer concoction, he’s going to look at me like he did at that girl today.”


“So where’s the problem with that?” Izzy asked.


“I don’t think he took her seriously as an intelligent being, do you?”


Izzy sipped her champagne. “You and work! Don’t you ever think of anything else?”


“And what’s wrong with that?”


“What’s wrong with you thinking only about work?” Izzy was incredulous. “Jared Montgomery is over six feet of muscle! He walks into a room and every female in there goes limp. Her forehead lights up with a sign that says TAKE ME. PLEASE. There’s never been a woman who has turned him down, but you … All you can think about is his mind. I didn’t know he had one. Alixandra, you’re getting old.”


Alix took another long drink, then set her glass on the rug. “You think so? You think I don’t see him as a man? Stay here and I’ll show you something.”


She ran up the stairs to get her laptop and turned it on so that by the time she got back down to Izzy the screen was on. She had to go through about eight levels of files before the document she’d always hidden came up.




Jared’s Lower Lip


Soft and succulent, luscious and firm


Beguiling, enticing, calling to me


A Siren’s song, Pied Piper’s flute


I dream of it asleep, awake


To touch it, caress it, kiss it


The tip of my tongue, breaths mingling


To draw it in, to caress it


To feel it against my own


Ah, Jared’s lower lip.





Izzy read it three times before she looked up. “You do think of him as a man. Wow! Do you ever!”


“It was a few years ago—after we’d heard him speak, and you and I’d spent hours talking about him. Remember how he built his final project for school? No drawings or model for him. He built it with hammer and nails. My dad says that it should be mandatory that one year of architecture school be spent doing construction. He said—” She broke off because Izzy had stood up.
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