
Charmed & Enchanted (Donovan Legacy)

By Nora Roberts

Charmed & Enchanted (Donovan Legacy) By Nora Roberts

Charmed

Her legacy had been as much a curse as a blessing, so Anastasia Donovan had
learned to keep it hidden. But when single dad Boone Sawyer swept into her
heart, she longed to reveal everything despite her fear of the consequences. Then
fate stepped in….

Enchanted

Lovely, guileless Rowan Murray was drawn to darkly enigmatic Liam Donovan
with a force she'd never imagined could exist. But before Liam could give
Rowan his love, he first had to trust her with the incredible truth about
himself…and his family.
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About the Author

Nora Roberts is a bestselling author of more than 209 romance novels. She was the first author to be
inducted into the Romance Writers of America Hall of Fame. As of 2011, her novels had spent a combined
861 weeks on the New York Times Bestseller List, including 176 weeks in the number-one spot. Over 280
million copies of her books are in print, including 12 million copies sold in 2005 alone.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.

When she saw the little girl peek through the fairy roses, Anastasia had no idea the child would change her
life. She'd been humming to herself, as she often did when she gardened, enjoying the scent and the feel of
earth. The warm September sun was golden, and the gentle whoosh of the sea on the rocks below her sloping
yard was a lovely background to the buzzing of bees and the piping of birdsong. Her long gray cat was
stretched out beside her, his tail twitching in time with some feline dream.

A butterfly landed soundlessly on her hand, and she stroked the edge of its pale blue wings with a fingertip.
As it fluttered off, she heard the rustling. Glancing over, she saw a small face peeping through the hedge of
fairy roses.

Ana's smile came quickly, naturally. The face was charming, with its little pointed chin and its pert nose, its
big blue eyes mirroring the color of the sky. A pixie cap of glossy brown hair completed the picture.

The girl smiled back, those summer-sky eyes full of curiosity and mischief.

"Hello," Ana said, as if she always found little girls in her rosebushes.

"Hi." The girl's voice was bright, and a little breathless. "Can you catch butterflies? I never got to pet one
like that before."

"I suppose. But it seems rude to try unless one invites you." She brushed the hair from her brow with her
forearm and sat back on her heels. Ana had noticed a moving van unloading the day before, and she
concluded she was meeting one of her new neighbors. "Have you moved into the house next door?"

"Uh-huh. We're going to live here now. I like it, 'cause I get to look right out my bedroom window and see
the water. I saw a seal, too. In Indiana you only see them in the zoo. Can I come over?"

"Of course you can." Ana set her garden spade aside as the girl stepped through the rosebushes. In her arms
was a wriggling puppy. "And who do we have here?"

"This is Daisy." The child pressed a loving kiss to the top of the puppy's head. "She's a golden retriever. I got
to pick her out myself right before we left Indiana. She got to fly in the plane with us, and we were hardly
scared at all. I have to take good care of her and give her food and water and brush her and everything, 'cause
she's my responsibility."



"She's very beautiful," Ana said soberly. And very heavy, she imagined, for a little girl of five or six. She
held out her arms. "May I?"

"Do you like dogs?" The little girl kept chattering as she passed Daisy over. "I do. I like dogs and cats and
everything. Even the hamsters Billy Walker has. Someday I'm going to have a horse, too. We'll have to see
about that. That's what my daddy says. We'll have to see about that."

Utterly charmed, Ana stroked the puppy as she sniffed and licked at her. The child was as sweet as sunshine.
"I'm very fond of dogs and cats and everything," Ana told her. "My cousin has horses. Two big ones and a
brand-new baby."

"Really?" The child squatted down and began to pet the sleeping cat. "Can I see them?"

"He doesn't live far, so perhaps one day. We'll have to ask your parents."

"My mommy went to heaven. She's an angel now."

Ana's heart broke a little. Reaching out, she touched the shiny hair and opened herself. There was no pain
here, and that was a relief. The memories were good ones. At the touch, the child looked up and smiled.

"I'm Jessica," she said. "But you can call me Jessie."

"I'm Anastasia." Because it was too much to resist, Ana bent down and kissed the pert nose. "But you can
call me Ana."

Introductions over, Jessie settled down to bombard Ana with questions, filtering information about herself
through the bright chatter. She'd just had a birthday and was six. She would be starting first grade in her
brand-new school on Tuesday. Her favorite color was purple, and she hated lima beans more than anything.

Could Ana show her how to plant flowers? Did her cat have a name? Did she have any little girls? Why not?

So they sat in the sunshine, a bright pixie of a girl in pink rompers and a woman with garden dirt smearing
her shorts and her lightly tanned legs, while Quigley the cat ignored the playful attentions of Daisy the dog.

Ana's long, wheat-colored hair was tied carelessly back, and the occasional wisp worked free of the band to
dance in the wind around her face. She wore no cosmetics. Her fragile, heartbreaking beauty was as natural
as her power, a combination of Celtic bones, smoky eyes, the wide, poetically sculptured Donovan
mouth—and something more nebulous. Her face was the mirror of a giving heart.

The pup marched over to sniff at the herbs in her rockery. Ana laughed at something Jessica said.

"Jessie!" The voice swept over the hedge of roses, deeply male, and touched with exasperation and concern.
"Jessica Alice Sawyer!"

"Uh-oh. He used my whole name." But Jessie's eyes were twinkling as she jumped to her feet. There was
obviously little fear of reprisals.

"Over here! Daddy, I'm right over here with Ana! Come and see!"



A moment later, there was a man towering over the fairy roses. No gift was needed to detect waves of
frustration, relief and annoyance. Ana blinked once, surprised that this rough-and-ready male was the father
of the little sprite currently bouncing beside her.

Maybe it was the day or two's growth of beard that made him look so dangerous, she thought. But she
doubted it. Beneath that dusky shadow was a sharp-featured face of planes and angles, a full mouth set in
grim lines. Only the eyes were like his daughter's, a clear, brilliant blue, marred now by an expression of
impatience. The sun brought out glints of red in his dark, tousled hair as he dragged a hand through it.

From her perch on the ground, he looked enormous. Athletically fit and disconcertingly strong, in a ripped
T-shirt and faded jeans sprung at the seams.

He cast one long, annoyed and unmistakably distrustful glance at Ana before giving his attention to his
daughter.

"Jessica. Didn't I tell you to stay in the yard?"

"I guess." She smiled winningly. "Daisy and I heard Ana singing, and when we looked, she had this butterfly
right on her hand. And she said we could come over. She has a cat, see? And her cousin has horses, and her
other cousin has a cat and a dog."

Obviously used to Jessie's rambling, her father waited it out. "When I tell you to stay in the yard, and then
you're not there, I'm going to worry."

It was a simple statement, made in even tones. Ana had to respect the fact that the man didn't have to raise
his voice or spout ultimatums to get his point across. She felt every bit as chastened as Jessie.

"I'm sorry, Daddy," Jessie murmured over a pouting lower lip.

"I should apologize, Mr. Sawyer." Ana rose to lay a hand on Jessie's shoulder. After all, it looked as if they
were in this together. "I did invite her over, and I was enjoying her company so much that it didn't occur to
me that you wouldn't be able to see where she was."

He said nothing for a moment, just stared at her with those water-clear eyes until she had to fight the urge to
squirm. When he flicked his gaze down to his daughter again, Ana realized she'd been holding her breath.

"You should take Daisy over and feed her."

"Okay." Jessie hauled the reluctant pup into her arms, then stopped when her father inclined his head. "And
thank Mrs…?"

"Miss," Ana supplied. "Donovan. Anastasia Donovan."

"Thank Miss Donovan for putting up with you."

"Thank you for putting up with me, Ana," Jessie said with singsong politeness, sending Ana a conspirator's
grin. "Can I come back?"

"I hope you will."



As she stepped through the bushes, Jessie offered her father a sunny smile. "I didn't mean to make you
worry, Daddy. Honest."

He bent down and tweaked her nose. "Brat." Ana heard the wealth of love behind the exasperation.

With a giggle, Jessie ran across the yard, the puppy wriggling in her arms. Ana's smile faded the moment
those cool blue eyes turned back to her.

"She's an absolutely delightful child," Ana began, amazed that she had to wipe damp palms on her shorts. "I
do apologize for not making certain you knew where she was, but I hope you'll let her come back to visit me
again."

"It wasn't your responsibility." His voice was cool, neither friendly nor unfriendly. Ana had the
uncomfortable certainty that she was being weighed, from the top of her head to the bottom of her grass-
stained sneakers. "Jessie is naturally curious and friendly. Sometimes too much of both. It doesn't occur to
her that there are people in the world who might take advantage of that."

Equally cool now, Ana inclined her head. "Point taken, Mr. Sawyer. Though I can assure you I rarely gobble
up young girls for breakfast."

He smiled, a slow curving of the lips that erased the harshness from his face and replaced it with a
devastating appeal. "You certainly don't fit my perception of an ogre, Miss Donovan. Now I'll have to
apologize for being so abrupt. She gave me a scare. I hadn't even unpacked yet, and I'd lost her."

"Misplaced." Ana tried another cautious smile. She looked beyond him to the two-story redwood house next
door, with its wide band of windows and its curvy deck. Though she was content in her privacy, she was glad
it hadn't remained empty long. "It's nice to have a child nearby, especially one as entertaining as Jessie. I
hope you'll let her come back."

"I often wonder if I let her do anything." He flicked a finger over a tiny pink rose. "Unless you replace these
with a ten-foot wall, she'll be back." And at least he'd know where to look if she disappeared again. "Don't be
afraid to send her home when she overstays her welcome." He tucked his hands in his pockets. "I'd better go
make sure she doesn't feed Daisy our dinner."

"Mr. Sawyer?" Ana said as he turned away. "Enjoy Monterey."

"Thanks." His long strides carried him over the lawn, onto the deck and into the house.

Ana stood where she was for another moment. She couldn't remember the last time the air here had sizzled
with so much energy. Letting out a long breath, she bent to pick up her gardening tools, while Quigley
wound himself around her legs.

She certainly couldn't remember the last time her palms had gone damp just because a man had looked at
her.

Then again, she couldn't recall ever being looked at in quite that way before. Looked at, looked into, looked
through, all at once. A very neat trick, she mused as she carried the tools into her greenhouse.

An intriguing pair, father and daughter. Gazing through the sparkling glass wall of the greenhouse, she



studied the house centered in the next yard. As their closest neighbor, she thought, it was only natural that
she should wonder about them. Ana was also wise enough—and had learned through painful experience—to
be careful not to let her wondering lead to any involvement beyond a natural friendliness.

There were precious few who could accept what was not of the common world. The price of her gift was a
vulnerable heart that had already suffered miserably at the cold hand of rejection.

But she didn't dwell on that. In fact, as she thought of the man, and of the child, she smiled. What would he
have done, she wondered with a little laugh, if she had told him that, while she wasn't an ogre—no,
indeed—she was most definitely a witch.

In the sunny and painfully disorganized kitchen, Boone Sawyer dug through a packing box until he
unearthed a skillet. He knew the move to California had been a good one—he'd convinced himself of
that—but he'd certainly underestimated the time, the trouble and the general inconvenience of packing up a
home and plopping it down somewhere else.

What to take, what to leave behind. Hiring movers, having his car shipped, transporting the puppy that Jessie
had fallen in love with. Justifying his decision to her worried grandparents, school registration—school
shopping. Lord, was he going to have to repeat that nightmare every fall for the next eleven years?

At least the worst was behind him. He hoped. All he had to do now was unpack, find a place for everything
and make a home out of a strange house.

Jessie was happy. That was, and always had been, the most important thing. Then again, he mused as he
browned some beef for chili, Jessie was happy anywhere. Her sunny disposition and her remarkable capacity
to make friends were both a blessing and a bafflement. It was astonishing to Boone that a child who had lost
her mother at the tender age of two could be unaffected, so resilient, so completely normal.

And he knew that if not for Jessie he would surely have gone quietly mad after Alice's death.

He didn't often think of Alice now, and that fact sometimes brought him a rush of guilt. He had loved
her—God, he had loved her—and the child they'd made together was a living, breathing testament to that
love. But he'd been without her now longer than he'd been with her. Though he had tried to hang on to the
grief, as a kind of proof of that love, it had faded under the demands and pressures of day-to-day living.

Alice was gone, Jessie was not. It was because of both of them that he'd made the difficult decision to move
to Monterey. In Indiana, in the home he and Alice had bought while she was carrying Jessie, there had been
too many ties to the past. Both his parents and Alice's had been a ten-minute drive away. As the only
grandchild on both sides, Jessie had been the center of attention, and the object of subtle competition.

For himself, Boone had wearied of the constant advice, the gentle—and not-so-gentle—criticism of his
parenting. And, of course, the matchmaking. The child needs a mother. A man needs a wife. His mother had
decided to make it her life's work to find the perfect woman to fit both bills.

Because that had begun to infuriate him, and because he'd realized how easy it would be to stay in the house
and wallow in the memories it held, he'd chosen to move.

He could work anywhere. Monterey had been the final choice because of the climate, the life-style, the
schools. And, he could admit privately, because some internal voice had told him this was the place. For both



of them.

He liked being able to look out of the window and see the water, or those fascinatingly sculptured cypress
trees. He certainly liked the fact that he wasn't crowded in by neighbors. It was Alice who had enjoyed being
surrounded by people. He also appreciated the fact that the distance from the road was enough to muffle the
sound of traffic.

It just felt right. Jessie was already making her mark. True, it had given him a moment of gut-clutching fear
when he'd looked outside and hadn't seen her anywhere. But he should have known she would find someone
to talk to, someone to charm.

And the woman.

Frowning, Boone settled the top on the skillet to let the chili simmer. That had been odd, he thought as he
poured a cup of coffee to take out on the deck. He'd looked down at her and known instantly that Jessie was
safe. There had been nothing but kindness in those smoky eyes. It was his reaction, his very personal, very
basic reaction, that had tightened his muscles and roughened his voice.

Desire. Very swift, very painful, and totally inappropriate. He hadn't felt that kind of response to a woman
since… He grinned to himself. Since never. With Alice it had been a quiet kind of rightness, a sweet and
inevitable coming together that he would always treasure.

Users Review

From reader reviews:

Michael Mazzariello:

Why don't make it to become your habit? Right now, try to ready your time to do the important act, like
looking for your favorite reserve and reading a publication. Beside you can solve your condition; you can
add your knowledge by the guide entitled Charmed & Enchanted (Donovan Legacy). Try to stumble through
book Charmed & Enchanted (Donovan Legacy) as your good friend. It means that it can being your friend
when you sense alone and beside regarding course make you smarter than in the past. Yeah, it is very
fortuned for you. The book makes you more confidence because you can know every thing by the book. So ,
let me make new experience as well as knowledge with this book.

Walter Goodwin:

In this 21st one hundred year, people become competitive in each and every way. By being competitive
currently, people have do something to make all of them survives, being in the middle of typically the
crowded place and notice simply by surrounding. One thing that at times many people have underestimated it
for a while is reading. Sure, by reading a publication your ability to survive boost then having chance to stay
than other is high. For you who want to start reading the book, we give you this kind of Charmed &
Enchanted (Donovan Legacy) book as starter and daily reading publication. Why, because this book is more
than just a book.



James Kline:

You may get this Charmed & Enchanted (Donovan Legacy) by browse the bookstore or Mall. Only viewing
or reviewing it could to be your solve trouble if you get difficulties to your knowledge. Kinds of this guide
are various. Not only through written or printed but can you enjoy this book by means of e-book. In the
modern era just like now, you just looking by your mobile phone and searching what their problem. Right
now, choose your ways to get more information about your reserve. It is most important to arrange you to
ultimately make your knowledge are still up-date. Let's try to choose suitable ways for you.

Bruce Smith:

Guide is one of source of know-how. We can add our knowledge from it. Not only for students but also
native or citizen will need book to know the up-date information of year in order to year. As we know those
textbooks have many advantages. Beside many of us add our knowledge, can also bring us to around the
world. By book Charmed & Enchanted (Donovan Legacy) we can consider more advantage. Don't someone
to be creative people? For being creative person must want to read a book. Just simply choose the best book
that acceptable with your aim. Don't be doubt to change your life with that book Charmed & Enchanted
(Donovan Legacy). You can more pleasing than now.
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