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PASSION AND PUMPKINS
 
CASS WEBSTER SHUT the door on the last of her sisters with a decisive click and sternly ordered the house to behave itself. Naturally, the stately Victorian, still on an architectural high from having four powerful witchy whirlwinds over for brunch, completely ignored her. Doors and cupboards flapped, drawers opened and closed, and the lights flickered out a rhythm that might have been a samba.
Feeling headachy and tight with pent-up magic, Cass sank into her favorite overstuffed chair and rubbed her temples.
A week of peace and quiet, at last.
It had taken every last ounce of stubbornness to convince the girls that joining them for the annual Halloween clan reunion in Ireland was a bad idea. Her powers were still too new, too uncontrollable, and all Cass wanted was to make bats out of construction paper with her third-graders, lounge on the porch swing with a mug of hot cider and a good book, and daydream about a certain sexy, green-eyed neighbor down the block. 
Thinking about the reunion, Cass shuddered. The clan was huge – a crazy and powerful blend of witches and warlocks, half-fairies, elves, goblins, and so forth, who all descended on a crumbling Irish castle for a week of revelry away from oblivious mortals along with their spouses, friends, and significant whatevers. It was loud, bawdy, and they couldn’t get through the week without at least one orgy or someone being set on fire or turned into a butter churn or something equally problematic. Cass loved her extended family, but a small dose went a long way.
Brooding, Cass took a deep breath and attempted to conjure up a cup of tea.
SNAP!
A teabag and a frying pan plopped into her lap and she sighed. 
I suppose that’s progress.
Cass had grown up without powers, which was a great source of humiliation for the shy little girl and the family at large. Her sisters alternately tormented her and stood up for her – seemingly a full mortal, she made an easy target. Cass wrinkled her nose, remembering nasty hexes and humiliating transformations. The goat incident had been the worst. Her father was baffled and upset, but her mother just patted her knee and reassured her – it would all work itself out eventually. Cass grew up not fitting in anywhere, having to hide her family’s secret from the world, but not being able to relate to the thrill of great power at her fingertips. And so she did her best to carve out a perfectly normal life for herself. She loved being a teacher, she loved her little New England village, and aside from the occasional family magical disaster, life was blessedly ordinary.
Until the incident.
Two weeks ago, on a frigid morning, Cass had been making breakfast and listening to the sound of Tom Owens chopping firewood in his backyard a few houses down. One moment she was dreamily thinking about the hard muscles of his shoulders under a thin t-shirt as he hefted the axe, about how those gorgeous rough hands would feel on the sensitive flesh between her thighs, and the next moment – POP! – she was standing ten feet behind him, in her pajamas, holding a tea kettle. Completely shocked, she’d rushed home before he could spot her and called her family in an absolute panic.
They were thrilled. Beyond thrilled. Her mother couldn’t stop crying, and her father gruffly informed her that he always knew she had it in her. Her sisters had been celebrating ever since.
Cass, on the other hand, was spooked. Once the door was opened, her being was flooded with magic that she had almost no control over, that worsened when she was upset or emotional. Her sisters were dismissive, reassuring her that it just took practice, and ready to drag her off to magic-soaked revelry in Ireland. Cass dug her heels in. This was a small community, with everyone in everyone else’s business. She had a hard enough time explaining away the occasional magical nonsense that inevitably occurred when her family visited. Now all she wanted was to avoid accidentally turning one of her students into a guppy while she got a hold of her new abilities.
Magic or no, Cass had errands to run. Her stomach jumped a little at the thought of the first item on her list. She pulled on a blue velvet jumper that brought out the glints in her straight black hair and darkened her eyes to violet, along with her favorite knee-high boots.
Maybe he’ll notice.
Cass dismissed the foolish thought, grabbed a jacket and scarf, and headed out the door. The house was calming down now, with only a few lingering cupboards banging in the kitchen. It was a beautiful fall day as Cass made the short walk down the street to the Owens’ house. Leaves carpeted the sidewalk in bright orange and red splotches, and her neighbors nodded a greeting as she passed. They were busy erecting a bandstand in the middle of the street for the annual Halloween block party that night. Cass usually hung back from the party, enjoying the music and festivities from afar.
Feeling a little breathless, Cass stepped up to Tom’s gate, where neighbors were lined up, waiting for a chance to make their selection from the pumpkin patch. There had been an Owens living on this property for the last hundred years, and when Tom had inherited the house from his parents, who moved to Florida, he’d kept up the family nursery business and the pumpkin patch, which both brought visitors from miles around. In one corner of the massive lot, next to the greenhouse, Tom’s special prize-winning patch was roped off from the rest, the beautiful gourds nurtured with passionate attention to detail. Cass shivered at the thought of Tom running his hands over the smooth orange surfaces with the tenderness of a lover.
“Cass!”
She pulled herself together as Tom stepped forward. He was tall and broad, and as always, Cass had to force herself not to take a step backward when he approached. Or a step closer. His beautiful green eyes were alive with warmth, his brown hair tousled by the chill bluster that swept along the block, skidding leaves down the street. Cass could feel the sparks running along her nerve endings and tried to ignore them. So what if the guy was warm and funny and intelligent, and filled out a pair of jeans in a way that was almost criminal? Relationships with mortals were a bad idea, and relationships with her own kind were always doomed from the start – warlocks apparently didn’t want a girlfriend who exhibited all the magical prowess of a turnip. It wouldn’t be an issue from now on, but the past snobbery left a bad taste in her mouth. And standing in front of her was everything she couldn’t have.
And he can have any woman he wants, she reminded herself. Why the gorgeous man didn’t have a girlfriend was a mystery. He was straight. He was available. Every unattached woman and bored housewife in the neighborhood went out of their way to try and snag his attention. Especially Viola Perkins, recently divorced for the third time and aggressive in a way Cass could never envision being herself. And she couldn’t keep his hands off of him.
That bitch. Cass couldn’t even bring herself to feel guilty for the observation. 
Tom touched her arm in greeting.
“Hi.” She almost sounded normal, as though the innocent press of his hand to her skin didn’t make her meltingly hot.
“Did you come to pick out a pumpkin?” He grinned.
“I just wanted to make sure it was still okay to bring the kids by on Monday.”
“Of course. They can have as many as they want. I’ll save your class the good ones.” He winked at her, and she blushed.
“It’s so nice of you to do this every year.”
“Who am I to mess with tradition? My great-grandfather gave out pumpkins once upon a time. It makes the kids happy and it’s good for business.”
Cass took in the long line of contented customers, many of whom pocketed a business card for the nursery on their way out.
“I can see that.”
“Besides, the temperature’s dropping. If I don’t give them away, the cold will get ‘em. Harvest Festival is in a couple of weeks, and I’m hoping the weather holds out. I think I’ve got some winners this year.”
Cass smiled at the glee in his voice. Tom’s love for his prized pumpkins was well known.  She glanced at the beautiful orange monsters in the corner of the lot.
“They’re beautiful. I’m sure you’ll win.”
“Thanks.”
The warmth in his smile sent a rush of heat and magic through her body, as an extra-strong surge of magical wind kicked up. Behind them, the party organizers lunged at tarps and flyers, trying to keep everything held down.
Not now, Cass groaned internally.
Her scarf whipped from her throat to smack Tom in the face. He clawed away a mouthful of wool, chuckling, and settled the rebellious material back around her neck. 
Cass froze, every inch of skin tingling when he didn’t stop there. He lingered, tucking the scarf in, tugging a lock of hair from its grip. The sensation of his warm fingers against her throat invoked a hard pulse of arousal in her pussy, and her heart raced as power welled up, eager to be let loose.
“I have to go.” She stepped back.
Tom let his hands drop, frowning.
“Everything okay?”
“I’m fine.  Just – I have a ton of things to do today.”
“Are you coming to the party tonight?”
Cass hesitated. That was probably a bad idea. But –
“Maybe.”
Tom grinned.
“Great. Save me a dance.”
Now I really have to get out of here. The thought of being held close against Tom under a glorious autumn moon, sharing his heat, breathing him in, was too much. She was either going to combust or set something on fire.
With a slightly panicked smile, Cass fled.
 
TOM WATCHED CASS walk away, that perfect ass molded by soft blue velvet that offered flirty glimpses of her thighs as she walked, the black leather boots making her legs look a mile long.
Those boots are going to kill me.
He was swamped by the thought of a naked Cass, her shapely calves encased in black leather, shyly cupping her sweet tits for him as she rode his cock, blushing as she held her nipple up to his mouth.
God, who knew shy could be so fucking hot?
When Cass had first moved in down the block five years ago, Tom had barely noticed. His parents had just left him the business and the house and settled in a comfortable condo in Florida, and he was too busy trying to keep his head above water to acknowledge the quiet little schoolteacher. He’d see her at the supermarket or on the street and nod a greeting. She had a horde of loud and eccentric family members that liked to drop in at all hours of the day and night, but in contrast, she was sweet and demure, and painfully shy around everyone except her students. Tom realized after a while that he was finding excuses to be outside when she walked by, straining to catch a glimpse of her or hear the gentle music of her laugh. She was smart and sweet and completely fascinating.
And then the dreams had started – heavy, erotic dreams that left him hard and aching for the feel of her delicate fingernails scoring down his back, the lash of her raven hair against his chest, and her sweet pussy baring its secrets, opening for him like a dusky, hothouse flower. He always woke aroused, drenched in sweat, and frustrated past his breaking point, his dick wrapped in a brutal grip. It was enough to drive a man insane. 
Tom prided himself on being a patient man. He liked growing things, and growing things took time and care. And so he’d taken things slow, tried to make her comfortable, and took every little flicker of interest in her dark blue eyes like a fucking gold medal. He didn’t do casual relationships, and swatted off the neighborhood matchmakers with good humor and very little effort, channeling all of his focus into the goal – Cass in his life and in his bed. Or the shower, the kitchen floor, the back of his truck… He wasn’t picky.
She disappeared around the corner and Tom sighed, tugging the edges of his jacket down to hide the erection swelling behind the zipper of his jeans. 
We can wait as long as it takes, he reminded his unruly cock, regretting that he didn’t have time to disappear inside and jerk one out. The woman always left him hard as a fucking rock. And she didn’t even know it. Shit. That would have to change. Waiting for Cass was worth the effort, but maybe it was time to be a little more obvious. She’d been acting strangely the last couple of weeks, more jumpy than usual, and hiding in her house as much as possible. He was starting to worry that there might be someone else in the picture, and the thought of losing his chance with her had a hard knot of worry building in his gut. He squelched the image of Cass shyly peeling her dress down to bare those luscious breasts for some undeserving bastard, and determination filled him. 
Not going to happen.
 
Cass stood in front of the closet, trying to decide what to wear. Outside, the sun had set and the neighborhood had turned up in full force for the block party. The sounds of music and laughter drifted into the room. It had been a good afternoon – not a single magical “episode,” and Cass was beginning to believe that her sisters were right A little patience and practice would give her a handle on her powers and let her get back to her normal life, to some extent at least.
She hadn’t planned on attending the party, but temptation was curling around her.
Tom asked me to dance.
This morning, she was sure she could never handle it, but the lure was strong, and the thought of being held hostage by her newly awakened powers was aggravating. 
She could handle a party, for a few minutes at least. A couple of glasses of cider, a few minutes to chat with the parents of the students that lived in her neighborhood…
A chance to have Tom Owens wrap those strong arms around me.
Swallowing nervously, Cass reached for a pair of jeans and a soft sweater.
She could do this.
Fifteen minutes later, Cass hesitantly approached the revelry down the block. She was relieved when ten-year-old Susie Pratt rushed forward to tug her toward the refreshments table to show off the blobby cookies she had made herself. Cass had always felt more comfortable around children than adults, and praised the little girl for her efforts. She glanced around – the party was in full swing, with a band playing music for couples swirling around the dance floor, Halloween games and pumpkin carving stations, and enough food and drink to feed an army.
Cass spotted Tom by the pumpkin table, lighting the jack-o’-lanterns and putting them on display as the children finished them.  As usual, he looked good enough to eat, and apparently she wasn’t the only one who thought so – Viola Perkins was sticking to him like a barnacle in tight purple leggings, her manicured nails stroking the soft leather of his jacket. To his credit, Tom didn’t seem terribly interested in taking her up on her blatant invitation, and Cass took a few deep breaths, relieved when the surge of magic churning in her belly settled down again. Susie tugged on her jacket and handed her a cup of cider.
“Thank you, Susie.” She smiled at the little girl and took in the party around her, content to stand on the edge and drink it all in. Reminding Tom that he’d asked her to dance was too much, even though she was dying to be in Viola’s place, petting the hard muscles underneath that jacket. Maybe in a few minutes she’d work up the courage to go say hi. Maybe.
 
IT TOOK TOM ten minutes of advanced evasive maneuvers, but he finally managed to get rid of Viola Perkins. The woman was determined, and while at one point Tom had been flattered by her eagerness to get into his pants, she couldn’t take a hint. Besides, where Viola was all aggressive attitude with a side of man-eater ruthlessness, Cass was gentle seduction, heady and addictive. Tom knew without a doubt which one he preferred.
He’d spotted Cass the minute she showed up, hovering by the refreshments with little Susie Pratt, too nervous to go say hi to the other neighbors. One or two approached to strike up a conversation, and she always seemed pleased but a little surprised, making hesitant small talk and basking in the unexpected attention. Tom had deflected Viola by pointing her in the direction of Bill Hoss, a widowed contractor. Hopefully the divorcée would decide to sink her claws into a new target.
Tom couldn’t help the jolt of anticipation as he sidled up next to Cass.
“Hey.”
She gasped and started, and he reached out to steady her, taking her hand. She must have bumped the table, because a dozen brownies tumbled to the ground, seeming to leap off their place on the platter, bouncing to the ground.
“I didn’t mean to scare you.”
“That’s okay. I’m just a little jumpy.”
He hadn’t let go of her hand, and watched with interest as a fine pulse beat in her throat and a blush crept into her cheeks when he rubbed a slow circle into her palm with his thumb. He liked that she responded to such a simple touch. He like that a lot.
“Those look great.” She waved her free hand at the jack-o’-lanterns.
“Thanks. The kids did a great job. But now my duties as the King of Pumpkin Town are finished, and I’m hoping you’ll take me up on that dance.”
He felt the nervous tension in her hand, but the flare of heat in her eyes was going to incinerate him, and he let out a breath as sooty lashes dropped down over those blue pools of fire.
“I should probably go – ”
She tugged gently, but he didn’t release her hand. He slowly started moving them toward the dance floor, where the band had struck up something slow and sweet, perfect for sweethearts. The floor was crowded with couples who turned curious glances in their direction. Tom saw Cass tense up and sensed impending flight, and impulsively wrapped an arm around her waist, pulling her close.
She was stiff in his arms, uncertain, holding herself away, her eyes on the neighbors that watched with unabashed interest.
 “One dance, Cass. That’s all,” Tom coaxed, arousal dropping his voice to a deep rumble.
Her eyes flickering up to his, she nodded abruptly and cautiously let herself relax into his hold, her hands gripping his shoulders.
Heaven. He nearly groaned at the feeling of her pressed against him, soft and hot, the sweet curve of her waist incredible under his hands as they gently swayed to the music.
“Put your arms around my neck.” He felt like a king when her slender arms hesitantly crept up to do as he asked, and the new position pulled them even closer together, her breasts pressed against him, her hot breath gusting against the hollow of his throat.
Tom knew the moment she registered his swollen cock nudging against her stomach through his jeans. She stiffened, and her startled gaze flew up to his. Crap.
He quirked a wry smile.
“Ignore that. He has a mind of own. Sorry. “
He started to pull back, but suddenly, she surprised him by tightening her arms around his neck and pressing herself even closer. Their breaths mingled in the cold night air.
“Cass—”
“Shhh...”
And she floored him again with the lightest tentative brush of her lips against his before she buried her face in his jacket.
And so they swayed on the edge of the dark, pressed as tightly together as their clothes would allow, Tom’s mouth against her hair, stroking the small of her back where her sweater rode up, his cock cuddled against her softness like it belonged there.
Tom was caught up in the music, the moment, and the spicy scent of Cass that enveloped them. She smelled like apples and cinnamon, welcoming and exotic at the same time. He would happily drown in her scent, and his mouth watered, wondering if she tasted as good as she smelled.
He dragged his eyes open as the song began to wind down, and frowned.
“Huh. That’s weird.”
 
CASS DRIFTED IN a sensual fog, reluctant to leave her comfortable position against the hard plane of Tom’s chest. She felt a little drunk, glowy and sparkly from the inside out, her nerve endings overloading on sensation and the still unfamiliar rush of magic in her blood. She couldn’t believe she’d been brave enough to ever get this close to Tom. To kiss him. Now she had firsthand knowledge of how good all those delicious muscles felt crushed against her breasts, the heat of his body, and the clean smell of his soap mixed with something uniquely his, and all she wanted was more and more and more.
And his cock, large and thick under the denim of his jeans. Hard. For her. That was a mindboggling revelation in and of itself. She’d yielded to impulse and the results were surprisingly wonderful. Cass wasn’t sure what to do with all the new sensory information, but a greedy inner voice suggested she examine it more closely. Preferably when both of them were naked.
Cass forced herself to focus.
“What’s weird?”
“The air. It’s…sparkling.” 
Cass’ eyes flew open.
The music had stopped, and the puzzled neighbors murmured to each other in wonder as sparkle trails playfully swirled around, whipping through hair and curling around the bemused partygoers. The fiddler futilely swatted at one swirl with his bow and the children jumped up and down, trying to catch the glowing sparks.
“It’s not fireflies – what is that?”
“Pollen or something.” Cass tried to shrug it off, dying inside.
“It doesn’t look like pollen. It looks like…I don’t know, pixie dust?”
“Probably just some teens playing a prank.”
Apparently Cass’ grip on her powers still needed some work. She groaned and pulled away from Tom, chastising herself for her lack of self-control.
You can’t even handle five minutes of human contact, she scolded herself. Granted, those five minutes were spent pressed up against Tom Owens’ warm, hard, tempting form. Witch or not, no red-blooded female could be faulted for a lapse in self-control under those circumstances. The man had her hot and aching with no more than a smile and the caress of his fingers against the small of her back.
An answering sparkly swirl stroked the curve of his jaw and Tom jerked back, unnerved.
Cass scowled at the happy sparkle trail. She was pathetic.
“I have to go.”
“Wait, don’t – ”
“I’ve got things to do.”
As she turned to go, Viola plowed through the crowd and launched herself into Tom’s arms.
“Oh Tom, what is it? Do you think it’s dangerous?”
Cass tamped down on the urge to gag as the voluptuous bitch cuddled close, her breasts spilling out of a tight top. She took some solace in the fact that Tom didn’t put an arm around her, but only patted her shoulder soothingly. Still, it was only a matter of time before Viola wore him down. He was a guy and therefore not immune to breasts, and Viola was clearly unafraid to go after what she wanted. Plus, there was no chance that she would accidentally transform him into something unsavory.
The thought of the two of them entwined brought a wave of depression that had one positive result – the joyous sparks swirled one last time, and then twinkled out of existence, leaving the neighbors even more baffled than before.
Cass breathed a sigh of relief.
After some confused chatter, the music started up again, and Viola immediately wrapped Tom’s arms around her.
“You owe me a dance, Mister.”
Cass rolled her eyes and hurried away, ignoring Tom’s “Wait, Cass – ”
She headed back down the street toward her house, which suddenly looked very lonely in the dark at the end of the block.
Cass shivered, feeling dejected.
It was going to be a long, cold night.
 
TOM STARED AT his prized pumpkins in the weak morning light. It didn’t look good. The pumpkins were his pride and joy, his own crafted vines, lovingly tended for months in preparation for competition at the festival. They were round and orange and monstrous, just as they should be, but the sharp bite of cold that swooped in overnight threatened to undo all his hard work. Grim, he started tucking blankets around his babies, the best he could do at the moment.
It had been a rough night. After Cass had fled, Tom had spent fifteen minutes trying to dodge Viola’s clutches. The woman was like an octopus. Then, he’d hurried over to Cass’ house and spent another ten minutes knocking on the door, coaxing her to talk to him, to no avail. Confused and wondering what he’d done to spook her, Tom had given up and headed home, only to have his sleep ruined by dreams of Cass, a hundred times worse now that he’d gotten close enough to touch her, to breathe in her cinnamon scent. The vivid vision of taking her from behind, her ass titled to take his thrusts, the softness of her hair in one tight fist, and her cries of pleasure as he fucked her slow and deep had him waking with a shout, his climax rushing out to coat his abdomen and chest.
So much for sleep. At dawn, Tom had given up on any pretense and bundled up to check on his prized gourds, dismayed at the impending disaster and the icicles hanging from the roof. It wasn’t supposed to be this cold in October. Ever. Steeling himself against an icy blast of wind, Tom reached for another blanket.
“Tom?”
The gentle voice sent a lick of heat up his spine, and he straightened to see Cass surrounded by a throng of eight-year-olds. The relief and frustration that swamped him in equal measure left him dizzy. He stomped across the pumpkin patch, eyes narrowing as she took an involuntary step back.
“You said it was okay to bring the kids by to pick out their pumpkins?”
“Sure.” He couldn’t help the gruffness in his voice. She was tying him in knots whether she meant to or not, and it took everything in his power not to reach for her.
Relief flickered across her face.
“Alright kids, go choose your pumpkin. Carefully.”                                                                                            
Squeals of delight filled the cold air as the kids scampered off in search of the perfect gourd.
Cass still hadn’t looked him in the face. Tom tugged off a glove and tucked a knuckle underneath her chin, tilting her eyes up to his, savoring her quick intake of breath.
“You ran off last night.”
“I was cold.”
“You should have stuck around. I could have warmed you up.”
“You looked a little busy with Viola.”
Tom stroked her cheek. Soft as silk under the pads of his fingers.
“She’s not my type.”
Her tiny smile was like a wicked stroke along the length of his dick.
                “No?”
                “No.”
                Knowing he was taking a chance, he twined a loose lock of her hair around his finger and tugged gently. It felt like a ribbon of silk, and Cass’ eyes were wide as she looked up at him, apparently struggling with some internal debate.
“Tea,” she blurted out.
“What?”
“Maybe you’d like to come over for…tea? Tomorrow after school?”
Cass twisted the ends of her scarf with tight fingers.
Tom knew he was grinning from ear to ear like a complete idiot, but he couldn’t help it. He was just grateful for the presence of the children running around the pumpkin patch. If they had been alone, he would have pushed her up against the side of the house and kissed the hell out of her, damn the consequences.
“It’s a date.”
The cold wind swirled around them and Cass shivered. Tom rubbed her arms.
“Let’s get your pumpkins together. I’ve got to get the patch tucked in before the ice gets to them. I’ve never seen cold like this before.”
Cass glanced over at his prize pumpkins, tucked up like blanket-wrapped orange beach balls.
“I’m sure it’s just a fluke.”
“Yeah, well. That fluke is going to destroy my chance at a blue ribbon at the Harvest Festival.” He couldn’t quite keep the frustration out of his voice, but the gentle press of her fingers against his went a long way toward soothing him. Despite the cold, despite the pumpkins, the prospect of a date with the delectable schoolteacher had just made his day.
 
WHAT A DISASTER. Cass pored over the musty old tome, looking for something, anything that could help her. She knew she was responsible for the fast-encroaching Ice Age that enveloped the neighborhood, brought on by stress and anger and frustration after walking away from the dance floor last night, and despite being flooded with warmth over the prospect of a date with Tom, oh God, the cold just wouldn’t go away.  
A panicked call to her oldest sister Ivy had proved pointless. Shouting over the raucous party behind her, she had advised Cass to relax and get laid. Twenty minutes of sisterly bickering, and Cass had finally gotten Ivy to grudgingly admit that there might be a spell to counteract the condition somewhere in her old schoolbooks, currently taking up space in Cass’ attic, along with all the other junk the sisters dumped on her at regular intervals. It was convenient having a sister with a house.
“You’re making such a big deal out of this, Cass. Your magic is an extension of you. You chill out and – hey, that was funny! Seriously, sis. Forget the incantations and spells and just go out, have a drink, and wrap your hands around a nice, big, throbbing –” 
Cass hung up on her.
Long hours later, Cass was shivering on a low stool in the attic, wishing her flannel nightshirt was warmer, reading through yet another spell book, her anxiety mounting. What if I can’t make it stop and the whole town stays in deep freeze forever? I can’t really date a mortal, can I? What if Tom finds out what I am? What if he finds out that I killed his pumpkins? What if he doesn’t like how I look naked?
                It was a lot for a girl to consider, and Cass was a little desperate as she tossed away the book in her lap and reached for another one. Please, please, please. She wrenched it open and – there it was.
                “A spell to build heat, to drive away the cold, and to swell with all the warmth of passionate intent. Close enough.”
                Even if it was only temporary, it might stave off the icy blast long enough to save Tom’s pumpkins. Her sisters would be home in a few days and they would step in and handle the situation in two seconds flat.  She’d never hear the end of it, but it was the best she could do. Cass scanned the spell – a simple incantation, a rune drawn in the dirt under a full moon, and presto. She glanced at her watch – almost midnight. Ripping the page out of the book, she flew down the stairs, sliding her feet into the closest available footwear, a pair of fuzzy boots. Throwing her coat over her flannel nightshirt, she hurried outside.
                The neighborhood was asleep, bundled securely inside their warm houses. Frost glittered on every surface, and trees and plants were rigid with ice. Holding her coat close and clenching her teeth against the cold, Cass regretted not stopping to put on real clothes, but dismissed it and swiftly headed toward Tom’s property, which was as dark and silent as the rest of the houses on the block. 
                Here we go.
                Cass let herself into the pumpkin patch and carefully made her way across to the special crop in the corner. The lot was crystalline with frost, and only the panes of the greenhouse were fogged over as the heat inside held back the cold. Cass pulled back the blankets carefully tucked around the gourds and puffed out a sigh of relief – not good, but not completely frozen yet.
                She grabbed a nearby stick and knelt to trace the rune into the dirt, not an easy feat as the ground was rock solid. When she’d managed to carve it an inch deep, she tossed the stick away, brushed her hair out of her eyes, and reached for the incantation.
                “Calidum magicae relegant frigus…”
                It was long and intricate, and Cass stumbled on a few words. She’d never bothered taking sorcery classes with her sisters – what would be the point? Finished, she stood back and anxiously regarded the pumpkins. For a long moment nothing happened.
Come on, come on.
Suddenly, a spark appeared, small and bright and winking in the cold night air. Then another, and another, until the pumpkin patch glittered with hot little glowing sparks, lighting up the night as they bounced off the pumpkins and into each other. Cass felt a wave of relief as swirls of warmth rushed around her ankles and teased through her hair. It was going to be okay.
Or not.
The rumbling started low, and then grew. And so did the pumpkins.
“Oh no – stop – ”
Cass could only watch in horror as Tom’s dozen prized gourds swelled and sprouted, growing bigger than any pumpkins should, overtaking the fence and the ground, massive and pulsing with heat and magic. When they towered ten feet tall, they stopped.
Cass could only gape.
What have I done?
She scanned the incantation, desperate.
“Isn’t there an undo or something?”
She waved her hands. Nothing.
Cass put a hand out to touch the smooth orange flesh and nearly swooned as sensation rushed through her. Not only were they seductively warm to the touch, but they emanated waves of pure, unadulterated lust. Cass felt her pussy go damp as arousal coursed through her body, tightening her nipples and ripping a soft moan from her throat.
“A spell to swell with all the warmth of passionate intent.”
With a sinking feeling, she knew exactly what had happened. Her out-of-control magic had warmed things up in more ways than one, taking the spell a step farther, banishing the cold and filling the gourds with all of her unfulfilled passion for Tom. 
The result? Giant sex pumpkins. 
This couldn’t get any worse.
“Oh my God!” 
Okay, now it was worse.
Tom raced out the back door, pulling on a shirt he didn’t bother to close. He wouldn’t be cold – the air in the garden was now sticky sweet with magic, warm and sultry. Cass’ lust-addled brain went blank for a moment at the sight of his hard muscled chest, the ridged torso, and the dusting of brown hair under his navel. Yum.
“Cass, get back!”
He hurried forward and pulled her away from the monster pumpkins, eyes wide and fearful.
“What happened? How did this happen?”
“I’m so sorry. It’s all my fault.” Worse than just turned on, now she was now turned on and humiliated, and the only way out was to come clean. Her family would be so disappointed.
Tom rubbed her arms.
“How could this possibly be your fault? This is – something in the pesticides…” His voice trailed off. It sounded ludicrous even as he said it.
Cass took a deep breath and braced herself.
“The cold is my fault.  And it was killing your pumpkins. So I decided to try and…heat them up…until I could get rid of the ice.”
“You’re not making any sense, Cass.”
“I’m a witch.”
 
TOM STARED AT Cass, at a complete loss. He’d gone to bed an hour ago, tense with stress over the pumpkins, only to be awakened by the rumbling from the patch outside. Whatever he’d expected to see, ten-foot pumpkins pulsing with…magic…was not it. He didn’t believe in magic. He didn’t believe in witches. But here was Cass, wearing a flannel nightshirt, a light coat, and snow boots, standing in his pumpkin patch in the middle of the night, telling him – 
“What exactly are you saying?”
“Witches, magic, warlocks, things that go bump in the night. All real. My family…” She waved a hand impatiently, and a shower of sparks shot from her fingers.
Tom jumped back so quickly he stumbled, crashing to the ground and scuttling back when Cass hurried forward to give him a hand.
She couldn’t hide the hurt in her eyes, but let him be, wrapping her arms around her middle.
“I’m sorry, Tom. My powers are new, and I don’t have a lot of control yet. When I get revved up…” She shrugged unhappily. “I’m going to fix this, I promise.”
Cautiously, Tom pulled himself to his feet. Giving her a wide berth, he stepped over to the pumpkins and tentatively put out a hand. Some sort of energy rose off the glossy orange surface, and as Tom stroked a hand along the skin, still amazed that they were real, he was shocked to feel his cock harden so swiftly his knees started to buckle. Groaning, he leaned his forehead against the pumpkin.
“And there’s that.” Cass was breathless, and he turned to look at her, pushing through the sudden lust that fogged his brain to focus on what really mattered at the moment.
“You did this.”
“I did.”
“And you can turn them back.”
“I think so. Maybe.”
“And you’re a witch.”
“Yes.” The last was said so quietly, he barely heard it. “I’d appreciate if you wouldn’t say anything to anybody, once I fix this. I’d understand if you did, but I love my home. I don’t want to have to move.”
She wasn’t looking at him and that irked him, but what irked him more was the thought of her packing up and vanishing from his life without a trace. A few hours ago the highlight of his life was the chance at having tea in Cass Webster’s kitchen, but now – she’s a witch. He shook his head, incredulous, but the evidence was right in front of him. Magic. Witches.
She was a witch this morning, he reminded himself, and last night when you danced with her body pressed so close you might as well have been naked…
“The sparkles at the block party. That was you.”
She nodded miserably.
“Until two weeks ago I didn’t have any powers at all, honest to God. My family thought I was a dud. And then suddenly, whoosh.”
She sighed, and the husky sound wove through him. Almost involuntarily, Tom palmed his aching cock, swallowing a whimper as Cass’ eyes followed the movement. 
“So you tried to warm things up. That doesn’t explain why my pumpkins are now gigantic and, for lack of a better term, in heat.”
Cass licked her lips. “I may have a tiny crush on you that got a little…amplified.”
Tom didn’t need to hear that. Not now. He’d been nurturing the little spark between them, hoping for more, desperate not to scare her away. The knowledge that the lust coursing through his body, tightening his muscles and drawing his balls up tight, all came from her was enough to bring him to his knees. So you turn her on. A lot. Hallelujah. Table it, Owens.
With epic self- control, Tom pushed aside thoughts of screwing Cass blind against one of the throbbing gourds and the whole “witches are real” mind-fuck, and focused on the immediate problem.
“How do you turn them back? Is it a spell, or – ”
Cass stared at him.
“Come on, Cass. You grew them, you can shrink them, right?”
“In theory, yes.” She twisted her fingers together, tight. “I haven’t quite figured out how to get my powers to do what I want. Or to stop showing up at inappropriate times.”
“Maybe if you didn’t work so hard to control them, they’d stop fighting you. You’re overthinking it, Cass.”
“That’s what my sister Ivy says, that I should just go out and – ”
“And what?”
Cass blushed.
“Nothing.”
Tom noted with interest that with her blush, the pumpkins pulsed hard. Everything clicked into place as heat thrummed along his senses. Cass’ eyes widened as he stepped toward her like a lion stalking its prey.
“What are you doing?”
“Taking your mind off of things.”
He fitted his hands to her waist as his mouth came down on hers. Hot, wet, spicy. Cass’ taste exploded through him and he groaned, ignoring her gasp of surprise to pull her close, tangling their tongues together. He had started with the theory that if the pumpkins were seething cauldrons of lust, Cass might be too, and releasing some of that sexual tension could only help the situation. The moment his lips touched hers, all pseudo-rational thought went out the window. He wanted her. He needed her. The desire coursing through his veins burned away his restraint with a few hot licks. All that mattered was Cass – touching, tasting, and feeling her come apart underneath him. Her coat pooled at her feet, pushed aside by impatient hands, quickly followed by his shirt, and he sucked in a breath as those delicate fingers he’d fantasized about explored the muscles of his back. 
She pulled her mouth away for some much-needed air.
 “I don’t think this is working.”
Tom’s lips discovered the soft skin of her throat, sucking at the point where neck met shoulder until she shuddered.
“Wrap your legs around my waist.”
She only hesitated for a moment, and then kicked off her boots and hopped up, holding on tight as he gripped her and started toward the greenhouse, still nuzzling her throat. Every step rubbed his aching cock against her heat, only separated by a few measly layers of fabric. She was going to burn him alive at this rate.
“What about the pumpkins?” she breathed as he fumbled with the latch on the door, one-handed.
“Fuck the pumpkins.”
 
CASS COULDN’T THINK with Tom’s bare skin under her hands, the broad ridge of his cock nudging her clit, and his mouth returning to ravage hers, demanding a response she was helpless to refuse him. The air swirled with sex and magic in the lush humidity of the dark greenhouse, where rows and rows of Tom’s beloved vegetables and flowers grew year-round. The only light came from the moonlight and magical sparks streaming through the windows.
Tom set her down near an old couch piled high with books and newspapers, and unceremoniously started shoving them to the floor. The momentary respite gave Cass’ self-doubt a chance to rear its ugly head.
“We don’t have to do this. It’s not real.”
Tom froze, a pile of newspapers in his arms. They fluttered to the floor and he stepped over them to grip her arms, grim.
“It’s the spell, Tom.”
“You’re saying I don’t really feel like this?”
His voice was rough. He nipped the lush pad of her lower lip. Her eyelids fluttered.
“I don’t really want to peel this nightshirt off your body and play with your sweet tits? I don’t really want to spread you wide on that table over there and memorize the shape of your pussy with my tongue? I don’t really want to fill you with every inch of my dick slowly, so slowly, until you’re begging me to fuck you? None of that is real?
“It’s the magic,” she squeaked, but she arched for him as he trailed his tongue down her throat.
“I’m okay with that.” 
                “You’ll regret it.”
                He snorted in disbelief, expertly maneuvering her toward the couch.
“You ran off the other night. I was this close to pulling you behind the bandstand and having my wicked way with you.”
                Cass frowned, uncertain.
“Ten minutes ago you were worried I was going to turn you into a frog or something.”
He had the grace to look a little embarrassed.
“It’s not every day you learn that the girl of your dreams is a…”
“Witch. You can say it.”
“A sweet, sexy little witch.”
Okay, that was hot. But it could also be the fingers carefully unbuttoning the front of her shirt while his cock rocked against her stomach, slow and sure.
“You should be totally freaked out.” Her fingers twined in the belt loops of his jeans.
“What I’m feeling right now is not freaked.”
“That’s just your cock.”
“Oh yes, it is, baby.”
He pushed the shirt off her shoulders with all the gleeful anticipation of a shiny present on Christmas morning. Cass fought to let him look his fill as she stood there in just a pair of modest purple silk panties. His eyes gleamed with heat and hunger in the moonlight, visually devouring her breasts, her belly, and the curve of her waist. 
Cass had a bad feeling about tomorrow. But that was tomorrow. Right now, she just wanted Tom. Fingers trembling, she traced his waistband and then slowly undid the snap of his jeans.
 
TOM STRUGGLED TO stay still and let Cass lower his zipper and then peel back the edges, her soft fingers playing over the bulge of his dick. He’d never been this hard, this big before, and while he acknowledged that Cass’ powers might be a factor, he knew in his heart that it was Cass herself, who didn’t need any help from magic to get him primed. He sucked in a breath as she eased the soft cotton of his boxer briefs down to bare his cock to her greedy hands, and nearly lost it when she gripped the shaft, too thick to fit her fingers around, and squeezed.
Before he knew it he was moving, sinking down to the couch and pulling Cass down on top of him so that she sat straddling his stomach, her wet heat searing him through those insanity-inducing panties. He ran his hands up her flanks.
“I don’t know what’s going to happen, Tom. What if I can’t control – ” Her nerves were back.
“You don’t have to control anything, baby. So you get turned on and things go a little haywire. Congratulations, you’re a teenager again.”
Cass managed a little chuckle, then gasped as his hands found her breasts and started a slow, kneading motion.
“They’re not very big,” she managed.
“Perfect,” he murmured, and sat up to lick a rosy nipple, which tightened even further.
Heat swirled around them in a magical rush.
Tom grinned.
“That’s one hell of a tell, baby. Don’t you know you’re supposed to make me work for it?”
 
CASS COULD BARELY think, much less answer him.
Tom was licking her nipples now with slow, wet strokes, occasionally alternating between the two and tracing his tongue along the soft skin in between.
She rocked her pussy against his abdomen, timing the movements with his eager laps.
He finally pulled back and she sucked in a shuddering breath, trying to compose herself, pointless as he those long fingers down to tease her navel and then lower, to stroke the soft purple silk covering her mound.
“Please, Tom – ”
He just chuckled and tugged the silk aside, exposing the soft folds of her sex. The chuckle died on his lips as he stared down at the flesh he’d bared, for so long that she got nervous. With the pad of one finger he petted the small trimmed patch of raven curls she maintained at the top of her cleft, setting off a tremor from her pussy to the tips of her fingers and toes.
“So sweet,” he managed in a choked voice. “I want to lick you from head to toe. Starting here.”
The next moment her perch moved as Tom scooted down, ripping the panties from her hips. When he was horizontal, he lifted her thighs over her shoulders one at a time, spreading her pussy wide over his face.
“Oh, yeah.”
Cass had never felt more exposed. Or turned on. Her pussy wept at the scrape of his stubble against sensitive flesh.
“I’m not entirely sure about this.” Her breathy voice was not at all convincing.
Tom traced the bare cleft of her pussy with his tongue.
“Ok, then. Let me know when you make up your mind.” 
He used his fingers to spread her further, and then slid his tongue through the damp folds to flicker against her swollen clit. Cass stopped thinking as he tasted and teased, flicked and sucked and drove her closer and higher, and OH MY GOD.
Cass exploded, her head falling back as waves of pleasure swamped her, so powerful she wondered if she’d ever be the same. Below her, Tom groaned, and then grabbed a fistful of her hair to wrap around his cock. The light tug on her scalp set off a series of smaller explosions, and Cass gave herself up to them. When she resurfaced, she was sprawled across him, her ass cushioned on his chest, her cheek against his hip. The muscles in her thighs protested, but she didn’t care, pleasure still thrumming through her body while she watched in fascination as he stroked himself, fucking his hand and a fistful of her hair with jerky, brutal strokes. 
She could see the effort it took to let go of his dick, looking up at her over the apex of her thighs to stroke a knuckle down his cheek.
“You okay?”
“Wonderful.”
She nuzzled his cock, her tongue peeking out to flicker against the damp head, broad and ruddy, gathering his taste. It twitched at her attentions and he groaned.
“Keep doing that and I’m going to be fucking your sweet mouth before you can say trick or treat.”
“Do you want to?” Cass cringed internally at the eagerness in her voice, but he was long and thick and throbbing, and she felt drunk on power and pleasure, and feeling him shudder and let go against her tongue suddenly seemed like the best idea in the world.
He nipped the soft skin of her inner thigh and then soothed the bite with gentle suction as heat raced up from the spot. In retaliation, she drew him into her mouth, suckling lightly, humming in approval at the heady pulse against her tongue.
“God, Cass – holy shit.”
 
                TOM THOUGHT THAT only force majeure would have been sufficient cause for him to voluntarily remove his aching cock from the hot, wet haven of Cass’ mouth, but he’d never seen anything like this. He dislodged her warm weight and sat up, barely registering her shriek as he stared at the greenhouse, or rather, the lush jungle that used
to be the greenhouse. Every plant in every row had exploded into glorious bloom, and magic clung to green tendrils and seeped from flowering pods, so dense that the windows and roof were completely covered in greenery. His orchids clambered around support beams, the roses were a wall of thorns and delicate blooms against one wall, and the lettuces had multiplied into a leafy, six-foot mound.
                “I’m so sorry, Tom! It’ll stop…eventually…” Cass tried to sound hopeful.
                Holding his jeans up with one hand, Tom moved to examine a tomato the size of a basketball.
                Cass sank back on the couch cushions, hands over her face, her natural self-consciousness trumped by the latest mortification.
                “Why can’t I just be normal?”
                Tom grinned.
                “You know, if I buy you a new vibrator, we might be able to end world hunger.”
                She started laughing, unable to stop.
                “You tease, but do you know what it feels like to feel completely helpless?
                Tom set the tomato down and leaned against a work bench.
                “Baby, I feel like that every time you smile at me.”
He’d shocked her silent again, her eyes big and dark in the gloom and the weird glow from the moonlight and the pumpkin sparks outside.
“You’re killing me here,” she whispered.
“The feeling’s mutual,” he whispered back.
“Then why don’t you come over here and fill me up?”
He could see the effort it took for her to be brave, and his heart rolled over in his chest, slow and sweet.
So fucking sweet.
His mouth went dry when she leaned back on the couch, a shy blush filling her cheeks as she slowly spread her legs…
 
CASS’ HEART WAS racing, but she forced herself to open wider, as far as she could, putting her wet pussy on display as she watched Tom’s throat work, eyes locked between her thighs.
“All my condoms are inside the house.” He sounded tortured.
Cass’ eyes widened. Maybe she could do something about that. Not giving herself time to think about it, she thought about what she wanted and – 
POP!
A foil-wrapped condom appeared between her fingers.
Tom started laughing.
“That’s a handy trick.”
Encouraged by her success, Cass giggled.
“Let’s try this.”
Cass delighted in the thrill of witchy naughtiness, marveling at her little accomplishment. This must be what her sisters felt like all the time.
She opened her fingers, and Tom gasped as the condom hovered in the air, and then shed its wrapper and floated across the room to land with unerring precision on the head of his cock.
Bullseye.
 
TOM SHUDDERED AT the feeling of warm, invisible fingers stroking the condom down his thick shaft. White-knuckled, he gripped the edge of the table while the phantom touch proceeded to stroke and cuddle his balls. The inferno inside kicked up a notch when he caught a glimpse of the slow grin that spread across Cass’ face as he pumped up into the air. The impish glee on her face pulled a low groan from his throat and his head fell back on his shoulders.
And then she was there, pushing him back on the table, yanking his jeans off his legs, and clambering up to straddle him, settling her sweet pussy against his desperate cock. An empty flowerpot crashed to the ground.
“I’m sure there’s a joke here about witches’ broomsticks and hard wood,” he groaned, “but all the blood has left my brain.”
“I can still turn you into a frog. In theory.”
He couldn’t think of anything to say, because at that moment she fitted the fat crown of his dick against her slick folds and started sinking down, blissfully tight and hot.
This is witchcraft right here, he thought, and then stopped thinking altogether.
 
CASS FELT EVERY inch of Tom’s hard cock as he filled her with his own kind of magic, rasping each nerve ending in her weeping pussy, taking him to the hilt. Her sheath felt tight and stretched, and he throbbed within her, tension coiling low in her abdomen when she started to move.
“Ride me, sweet witch,” Tom murmured underneath her, his fingers gripping her hips, helping her glide up and down as they found their rhythm, straining against each other, skin sheened with sweat. Faster and faster, the heat building with each delicious stroke, his body a wonder as she rode him, drowning in the green fire of his eyes and the pulse of his blood under the thin skin of the shaft buried deep within her body. She barely noticed when they left the table, levitating higher and higher until her head brushed the leafy canopy that had grown from her previous orgasm.
Tom’s eyes only widened at the sudden change in elevation, but he said nothing, just held her hips down and started fucking her hard and deep, ramping up the tension coiled in her body. Cass could do nothing but hold on as he jackhammered up, hot and thick and so male she wanted to melt. Just when she thought she couldn’t stand it another second, he moved one hand to flick her swollen clit.
“Come, Cass. Come for me.”
Cass screamed as she detonated, pleasure consuming her in flames so bright she thought she might go blind. Her vision wavered. Below her, she felt Tom following her over with a guttural shout of his own, arching his back before going limp. She collapsed against his chest, wrecked, as they drifted down to the table. Suddenly, from outside –
BOOM! BOOM!
Something wet and heavy splattered against the glass roof of the greenhouse, like rain or mud. 
Cass’ eyes widened.
“Oh no.”
She sucked in a breath as she separated herself from Tom, the thick warmth of his shaft rubbing against tender flesh as he pulled out.
Cass slid off the table, grabbed her nightshirt, and pulled it on in one swift motion as she raced for the door, skidding to a halt in the doorway, her stomach dropping.
Tom came up behind her.
“Fuck me,” he breathed.
The pumpkin patch was a field of sticky orange goo, with shattered pieces of twelve giant pumpkins scattered as far as the eye could see. Cass groaned as the truth hit her like a freight train. Tom had given her pleasure like she’d never known, and when she’d exploded in ecstasy, the pumpkins had followed suit.
The last straw.
Ignoring the curious neighbors that were starting to make an appearance, Cass swallowed her tears and took off barefoot across the lot. She didn’t stop running until she reached the safety of her house. Alone.
Tom didn’t follow.
 
THE NEXT MORNING dawned crisp and cold, but normal cold, not magical, freeze-your-nuts-off-kill-everything-that-grows cold. After a sleepless night, Tom spent the morning fielding questions and condolences on the destruction of his beautiful crop, and started cleanup. The questions he handled with a carefully vague answer – a burst pipe in exactly the wrong place, a buildup of pressure, blah blah blah. He gathered debris for mulching and salvaged a few wheelbarrows full of seeds for next season. The greenhouse was still overgrown, but the tendrils of magic had dissipated. He’d need more than a weed whacker to get the place back to normal. Through it all, Tom tried not to think. He wasn’t ready to process everything, and focused instead on physical activity, pushing himself to exhaustion.
Unfortunately, his mind couldn’t block Cass, no matter how hard he tried to distract himself.
Cass, whose raven hair felt like cool silk against his skin…who made the sweetest little cries of pleasure when he sucked her tasty clit… and whose pussy was hot enough to melt his cock as she rode him to oblivion. Cass, who was a witch that accidentally destroyed a year’s work by coming too hard.
Tom sighed and wiped the sweat from his face with the edge of his shirt.
He tried to convince himself that if she never spoke to him again, he’d be dodging a bullet. No doubt last night’s episode was just the tip of the iceberg. Who knows what might happen if they were in a real relationship? Who knows what might happen if he sank his cock into her again, maybe from behind this time, or up against the wall. Maybe he’d just strip her and fuck that sweet mouth while she played with her tit.
 Tom groaned. He wasn’t going to be able to forget her – the bright, curious eyes, her sweet laugh, or the way she gently teased him. So she destroyed a few pumpkins. So fucking what? He could grow more for next year. Missing the competition was a blow to his ego, but missing out on Cass would be fatal to his heart.
He picked up a small pumpkin from the corner of the lot by the gate, mostly undamaged, and headed down to Cass’ house.
Tom knocked.
And waited.
And knocked again.
“I’m not going anywhere until you answer the door, Cass.”
A long pause, and the door cracked open to reveal a very wary Cass still in her flannel shirt from the night before. Her hair was a mess and her eyes were red and swollen. She’d clearly been crying. She was beautiful.
Solemnly, Tom held out the little pumpkin.
Cass burst into tears again.
Shit.
Tom set the pumpkin on the porch and pulled Cass into his arms, letting her sob against his shirt. While she held tight and cried herself out, he noted the chaos inside – the house seemed to be having its own meltdown. He winced at the sound of breaking glass.
“Sweetheart, you have to calm down. Your homeowners insurance probably doesn’t cover damage by witchcraft.”
Cass muttered a watery chuckle and the noise level inside abated somewhat.
“You shouldn’t be here, Tom. I blew up your pumpkins.”
“Yes, you did. But you also blew my mind, so I figure it’s a fair trade.”
“You don’t mean that.”
Tom tilted her head up.
“Look, everyone’s got their little eccentricities. I once dated a girl who thought that eating salad was murder. I can handle a little magic, Cass.”
“But it could be months before I figure out how to control it. Or years. It’s part of who I am. It’s never going to go away, and anyone who wants to be with me is going to have to deal with a certain amount of magical disaster,” she said, adding, “And my family.”
“Then you’ll have to find lots of interesting ways to make it up to me when you accidentally leave me stranded in the Gobi desert or turn my customers into fruit bats.”
He explored her curves through the flannel, sliding his hands back to cup her ass in a firm grip. She plucked a pumpkin seed from the collar of his shirt.
“You’re covered in pumpkin guts.”
“Yes, I am. Let’s go take a bath and you can scrub my back, my sweet little witch.”
Cass seemed to waver for a moment, and then wrapped her hands around his neck.
“Are you sure?”
“Where am I going to find another girl who can literally sweep me off my feet?”
He kissed her, pleased with her gasp as he lifted her far enough to press his cock into the vee of her thighs. Oh yeah.
“You know, I might be able to put your pumpkins back together,” she murmured.
“Leave my pumpkin patch alone.”
“It was just a suggestion.”
“Are you making fun of me?”
He grinned as Cass chuckled, and then swept her up into his arms, his mouth already moving on hers as he stepped inside the house and shut the door behind them.
 
THE END
 


COMING SOON, STEAMY ROMANTIC SUSPENSE FROM LILY REDE…
 
SAFE FROM THE DARK
 
EXCERPT
 
"SON OF A BITCH!"
Evie Asher swerved to avoid the fallen tree, only to feel the sedan jerk as the front tires sank six inches into the mud off the side of what only the most charitable of lunatics would call a road. It was only mid-afternoon, but the thunderclouds and sheets of rain had darkened the October day to twilight and turned the dirt road into sludge. Ten minutes and spinning wheels confirmed her rotten bad luck – stuck fast.
Fucking perfect, Evie thought, and slammed her hand against the steering wheel, instantly regretting it as splinters of pain shot up her aching arm to the newly healed scar tissue in her shoulder and side. She had ignored the sling for the trip from New York, finding it awkward to drive one-handed, but after ten hours, even Evie's legendary stamina was giving out and her whole left side was one big, burning ache.
She squinted through the rain-slicked windshield at the split road ahead and considered her options. If memory served, her grandmother's cabin was about a mile up the right fork. The nearest neighbors were the Daniels, a half mile down the opposite fork. Evie had a vague recollection of her grandmother taking her to visit Martha Daniels, who smelled of lemon and clean linen, cooing over her and wishing she'd had a little girl of her own. It was a nice memory, one of Evie's last good ones before her life went to hell. She wondered if Mrs. Daniels would remember her fondly or if disapproval would fill her eyes when she opened the door. If Evie were lucky, she wouldn't remember her at all. Evie had changed, grown up miraculously in one piece, and remade her life as a tough and capable member of the NYPD, until a month ago, when two bullets knocked her out of commission and her monumentally bad relationship decision had blown up in her face. Apparently the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree.
The discovery that her grandmother had left her the property in Bright’s Ferry, despite everything, had been a welcome surprise. There was a chance the gossip hadn't spread this far. Bright’s Ferry was about as rural as one could get, tucked against a secluded New England bay, quiet, a good spot to start over. Unless, of course, your parents were at the center of the biggest town scandal in decades. Still, it had been twenty years, and Evie had nowhere else to go.
Maybe this time it will stick, she thought with a sigh.
At the very least, Martha and Hank Daniels would let her use the phone to call the town's lone garage. It was the good human thing to do, regardless of whatever news about her might have made it back to them.
Evie checked her cell phone, unsurprised at the lack of bars, and shoved it into her backpack. There was no way around it, she was going to get soaked. Evie Asher had never waited around to be rescued, and she wasn't about to start now. She took a quick glance around the car, reached for the door handle, and then stopped.
You don't need the gun, she reminded her inner cop, who grumbled.
A brief hesitation and Evie opened the glove compartment, grabbed her 9mm, and awkwardly shrugged into her shoulder holster, gasping in pain. She immediately felt better when the weight of the weapon settled into its customary place, and cautiously eased her hoodie on.
One more hour, she promised herself, One more hour and you'll be soaking in a hot bath, drinking a nice pinot, and reading about the dark-eyed Sabatino doing deliciously illicit things to his Contessa on the library floor.
She hefted the backpack onto her good side and stepped out into the rain.
 
SHIVERING AND COMPLETELY DRENCHED, Evie dropped her backpack on the Daniels' porch. It was a beautiful hundred-year-old farmhouse that was obviously in the process of being restored - scaffolding protected what looked like a new wing off the side of the two-story structure. Evie spared a quick glance around, but her teeth were starting to chatter.
Fingers tight with cold, Evie raised a hand to knock.
Nothing.
Come on, come on.
Someone had to be home, judging from the sporty little SUV in the driveway sitting behind a more utilitarian truck. The lights blazed with beckoning warmth and the smoky scent of a fireplace teased her with promises of heat and comfort.
She knocked harder, kicking the door for good measure, stumbling back as it jerked open.
"What the hell, Tom? Can't a guy take one Sunday afternoon – ”
He broke off abruptly, hazel eyes widening.
Evie tried to form words, but her brain inconveniently chose that moment to shut down, obviously overloaded by impending hypothermia and the sight of six plus feet of bare, tanned muscle standing in the doorway, clutching a blanket around his waist with lean, elegant hands. His skin had a light sheen of sweat and his dark hair was ruffled over those bright hazel eyes.
Hot.
Even the inner cop whimpered and she gave it a mental shove. 
Pull it together, Asher.
"I'm so sorry to bother you, but I was looking for Mr. or Mrs. Daniels – ”
His brows snapped together with a frown.
"They're dead. For the last five years. Car accident."
"I’m sorry, I didn't know. I was headed to the old Asher cabin down the road and my car got stuck."
"You were trying to get out there in this?"
Incredulous, he gestured and the blanket slipped just a bit, exposing another inch of taut waist and a narrow pelt of dark hair under his navel that arrowed downward in a most interesting manner.
Evie swallowed and kept her eyes on his.
"I just need a phone to call the garage, if that's okay."
"Colin?" The breathy voice drifting down the hall had Evie's face heating in a blush, despite her shivers, as her brain stuttered back into working order.
Two cars in the driveway, panting sex god in the doorway. Way to go, Asher. You just cock-blocked your new neighbor.
Said sex god muttered something that sounded suspiciously like, "Fucking hell," and stepped back to open the door.
"Give me five minutes and I'll take you myself."                
"You don't have to do that, really." 
She wavered slightly as she stepped into the warmth of the house, closing her eyes for a moment as heat curled around her frozen limbs and she shuddered in reaction.
“Colin.” 
The voice was less breathy and more annoyed, and Evie caught a glimpse of a buxom blonde in a blue lace confection at the top of the stairs. It looked uncomfortable, but Evie supposed it wasn't designed to be worn for long. The woman's silicone breasts were clearly trying to make a strategic escape to avoid chafing.
“Wait here while I get some clothes on.” He pointed toward a living room, where a fire crackled merrily in the fireplace and the remains of a romantic interlude were strewn on the coffee table – half a bottle of wine, a couple of glasses.
“It’s really not necessary – ”
The sex god paused at the foot of the stairs, impatient.
“Pete Jackson runs the garage by himself, and I’m pretty sure he’s got his hands full helping other stranded drivers crazy enough to be out in this mess. I’m not going to make him drop everything to come all the way out here when I can have you over at the Asher cabin in fifteen minutes. Okay?”
Evie started to retort, then shut her mouth and nodded. She was cranky, wet, and still freezing. If there was ever a time to make her Type-A tendencies take five, this was it. Her half-naked knight in shining blanket turned his back on her and headed up the stairs, treating her to the sight of the strong curve of his spine and more slabs of muscle leading down to what was no doubt a perfectly sculpted ass.
Evie squelched the long-dormant lust-circuits that sparked to life and made a bee-line for the fireplace.
 
“I’M BEING PUNISHED,” COLIN muttered as he pulled on jeans in front of a seriously pissed off Deirdre Small. She was busily covering up those bombshell curves she had been so busily baring for him just a little while ago.
Sorry, old buddy, he thought to his poor, neglected cock.
“I knew this wasn’t going to happen.”
“Come on, Deirdre, this will only take a few minutes. Then I’ll be back and we can – ”
“I’m not in the mood anymore.”
Fully dressed, she glared at him with icy baby blues.
“Last week it was that meeting for the Harvest Festival, and the week before it was the high school pep rally, and the week before that it was that stupid Town Hall meeting that went over by like, six hours. It’s always something, Colin!”
“I’m the mayor, Deirdre, remember? You were at the swearing-in?”
“Well, I didn’t realize that meant you were never going to fuck me again! You work twenty-four hours a day and now you’re leaving me to go help some stranded tourist?”
“I couldn’t just leave her out there. What do you want me to do?”
“Get your priorities straight, Mr. Mayor.”
Fluffing her blond curls, she disappeared into the bathroom and slammed the door.
Colin sighed and reached for his boots. Deirdre had always been something of a drama queen, but she was eager and available and more interested in his body than in any long-term relationship. Unfortunately, in recent weeks, the sex – when his schedule actually opened up enough to permit such a thing – had become a little boring. Colin couldn’t quite pinpoint the problem. She was hot, uninhibited, and always let him take charge. Lately, it just left him a little…uninspired.
He pulled on a sweater and grabbed a clean sweatshirt from a drawer before reaching for his keys and heading back downstairs. Maybe once he took care of his clueless half-drowned guest, Deirdre would be back in the mood to help him burn off some of the stress he’d built up in the six weeks since he’d become mayor of Bright’s Ferry. Colin sighed, knowing she’d be out the door by the time his truck cleared the driveway. Irritation sizzled through him and he decided to place the blame squarely on the crazy woman downstairs.
“I thought you might want – ”
Colin stepped into the living room and stopped short, awareness prickling along every nerve ending. Talk about inspiration.
His guest was standing in front of the fireplace, eyes closed, mouth dropped open in pleasure as she absorbed the heat. Her hair was drying to long ribbons of rich brown, and she’d removed the soaked hoodie to reveal a white tank top that lovingly hugged a curvy, compact little body and sweet breasts that would fit his hands to perfection. Colin drank in every line, feeling a little like a voyeur, and then frowned as his eyes landed on the bandages that covered one shoulder and spread down her side.
The frown deepened at the sight of the gun in the shoulder holster, lying on the coffee table.
“I hope you have a permit for that.”
She looked up as he spoke, her clear gray eyes wide, framed by thick lashes. Her face was devoid of makeup, and she nervously licked a lush lower lip.
“I’m a cop. That is, I was a cop.”
God, she’s pretty. He hadn’t noticed before, but now she was warm and dry, with firelight licking along those sweet curves. The hard punch of lust surprised him, settling low in his abdomen. He struggled to focus on more important things.
“What happened?” He gestured at her bandages.
“It’s nothing.” She reached for her soaked hoodie, grimacing in distaste.
“Here.” Colin stepped forward with the sweatshirt, and for a moment it looked like she was going to turn it down. “Come on, I’m just trying to be helpful.”
“I don’t need help.”
His skepticism must have shown on his face because she had the grace to blush and snatch the sweatshirt from his hands. For a moment, Colin watched her try to pull it over her head, jostling her bad side as little as possible, and trying to smother the little gasps of pain when she moved the wrong way. Rolling his eyes, he stepped forward and carefully untangled her from the fabric. She stiffened immediately. Colin worked on keeping his hands to himself, though his fingers tingled at the accidental brush of soft skin at her waist where her tank rode up. He stepped back.
“Thanks,” she murmured grudgingly, “I’m Evie.”
The sweatshirt bagged on her, covering her to her thighs and slipping off one shoulder as she reached out a hand. Something hot moved through Colin at the sight of her wrapped in his clothes, but he shook it off and enveloped her hand in his, noting the firm grip and graceful fingers.
“Colin Daniels. Welcome to Bright’s Ferry.”
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