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   Book Blurb
 
    
 
   Zula Price’s powers as a witch were handed down from mother to daughter for generations. Her five times great-grandma Zula was a beautiful, strong witch who was caught up in the madness of the witch trials. She was the only one to have been drowned, hanged, and burned at the stake – and survived it all. Her powers were passed down through the years and Zula was the strongest witch yet. However, something strange has been happening. Every time she shuts her eyes to sleep, she’s pleasured in ways she has never known in real life, and she doesn’t know who the dream-lover is either. 
 
   When her plumbing goes on the fritz, she calls a plumber, and he turns out to be the most handsome man she’s ever seen. They begin dating but never once does he attempt to woo her into bed. He doesn’t even attempt to kiss her beyond a chaste goodnight kiss and Zula is getting quite perturbed by the lack of affection because she can tell Connor wants her. 
 
   And after a visit from great-grandma Zula and her current beau, who looks exactly like Connor, Zula begins to suspect their relationship goes much deeper than either knows. After a strange warning from grandma Zula, that leaves Zula wondering what’s really going on, she winds up in a very unfamiliar place. Trussed up like a hog, Zula is tossed into a pond while the crowd chants, “Witch, witch, kill the witch.” As the water engulfs her, Zula holds her breath and prays for a miracle. But she’s all alone and every cell in her body is gasping for air. Where is her dream lover now that she really needs him?[bookmark: _GoBack]
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[bookmark: _Toc365714433]Two's Company
 
   Book Blurb:
 
   Ian James was raised in the lap of luxury, but he was also raised knowing that
 
   nothing worth having comes without working for it. Expected to follow in his
 
   father’s footsteps and take over the law firm one day, Ian works as an errand boy
 
   during the summer months between high school and college. One of those
 
   errands sends him to a very young, very wealthy, and very sexy widow who has
 
   plans of her own for Ian. When Ian discovers that older, wealthy women will pay
 
   him for sex, becoming a lawyer is no longer in his future.
 
   Gillian Carmichael needs a vacation, so when her best friend, Sylvia suggests she
 
   accompany her back home to Chicago, Gillian accepts. But when Gillian meets
 
   Sylvia’s brother, Ian, the attraction is instant. There’s just one little thing standing
 
   in the way . . . .
 
    
 
   [bookmark: _Toc365714434]The Many Shades of Love
Book Blurb:
Jim Williams is tall, black and beautiful and when he meets gorgeous
Steve Wheeler, the attraction is instantaneous and hot!
Steve Wheeler hasn't been with a man in more than seven months, but
when he meets his new associate, Steve wants to know more about Jim.
As the two men get to know each other over golf and beer, they realize
their chemistry is right on target and when they have dinner together at
Steve's house, the sex is hotter still. But when Jim's ex-lover, Alan,
comes back into his life with devastating news, will it be more than Jim
and Steve's new love can survive?
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Toc365714435]Love without You
 
   Book Blurb:
 
   When Jessica is blindsided by her husband Ben leaving her, his excuse simply being they are no longer compatible.  She is left wondering, what did she do wrong and did she miss any signs? Jessica continues on with life as best as she can only to be constantly reminded about Ben and the life they had, life often becomes so unbearable that she resorts to other methods to alleviate the pain.  Life seems bleak until Jessica meets Josh, she is instantly attracted to him, who is this mystery man?  Is it love at first sight or a heartbreak in the making?
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Grounded
 
   Book Blurb:
 
   Patty just recently lost her job due to her company downsizing.  Even worse, she has no way to take care of her financial obligations.  On her way home from just being fired, things get worse, while Patty is struggling to get together all of her belongings, she looks up to meet Dion.  Dion instantly falls for Patty, and figures out a way to see her again.  Dion knows this is not allowed, but proceeds with his plan anyways, knowing what consequences may come for such actions.
 
    
 
   GRRR! 
Book Blurb
Do you like it rough? Rico and Katia are drawn to one another and share a night of passion, then go their separate ways but can’t stop thinking about each other. After a string of one nighters, they meet again, and this time the fur is gonna fly!
 
    
 
   
  
 



~ One ~
 
   [bookmark: _Toc366079635]Dream Lover
 
    
 
                 She closed her eyes as he caressed her body and his fingers lightly touched her skin, causing a tremor to run through her. A sigh escaped her lips as his tongue followed the trail his fingers made across her abdomen. The warmth of his touch, the warmth of his tongue, and his heated breath on her skin sent a ball of fire floating through her body, settling low inside of her. She could feel the weight of his body as he moved across hers and flicked one puckered nipple with the tip of his tongue just before he sucked it deeply into his mouth. Her back arched to meet him and her hands moved over his shoulders to his head, urging him to suckle her tit with even more force. 
 
                 He moved to her other breast, leaving a wet trail between them, and suckled that nipple just as rigorously. He worked her other breast with one hand, while the other one moved down her leg, then back up to her abdomen. He squeezed the soft flesh, kneading it in his palm, and then moved his hand between her legs. She parted her thighs as his fingers found their way to her clit and rubbed it gently in a tight circle. The little nub hardened beneath his touch and her hips rocked rhythmically against his hand.
 
                 She could feel his hard, swollen cock pressed against her thigh and her pussy grew even wetter as she thought of him entering her. She moaned as his lips moved up her neck to her ear, and he sucked the lobe into his mouth. Her hips rocked faster against his hand as he inserted two fingers inside of her. 
 
   “Yes,” she whispered.
 
                 “Tell me what you want,” he said against her ear. “Tell me.”
 
                 “You,” she said. “I want you to fuck me. Fuck me hard. Make me scream.”
 
                 He drew a line with his tongue down her body until his face was between her legs. He flicked her clit with the tip of his tongue, and then flattened his tongue against her and rubbed until she was begged. 
 
                 “Make me come,” she cried hoarsely. “I need your cock in me. Fuck me, please, just fuck me!”
 
                 On his knees in the middle of the bed, he grabbed both of her legs and threw them over his shoulder, as he slammed his cock into her in one savage motion. He crossed his muscular arms across her thighs and held her tightly against him, as his hips thrust back and forth. His cock slammed into her over and over, and each time he heard her cry out. 
 
                 She massaged her tits with both hands and pinched the nipples hard between her fingers and thumbs. His large cock pummeled her so hard, she thought he might tear her perineum. But she was too far-gone to care. The only thing she could do was feel his energy zinging through her bloodstream as her body coming to life beneath him. Her skin felt electrified and every raw nerve ending became attuned only to the man holding her. He pummeled her pussy, invaded her body and caused such sweet torment, she thought she’d die if he didn’t give her the only thing she really needed at that moment.
 
                 “Yes,” she breathed, “fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me! Make me come. Now, yes, oh yes, I’m gonna come, I’m gonna...cooommmeee!”
 
                 He watched her face, every twist of her mouth, every move of her hands. She squeezed her tits, then moved one hand over her stomach to her pussy and began rubbing her clit in a violent motion as he continued to slam into her. He’d never felt such a violent force before, such an animalistic instinct to take, to capture, and to own. He felt her pussy contract around his cock as she screamed out, and he rammed into her again. Once, twice, and then he held as his balls tightened against his body. With his head thrown back, his eyes shut tightly, he sank his fingers into the soft flesh of her thighs as a guttural sound escaped his chest, and he shot his hot load into her.              
 
   He stood at the foot of the bed and watched her sleeping soundly, a slight smile caused her lips to curve and he smiled too. Would she remember him in the morning? He wondered. But he wondered that each time he left her and still had no answer. He took a step backward, his solid form fading quickly until he was a white mist barely even visible, and then he was nothing at all. 
 
   ~ * ~
 
   Zula Price sat quietly at the table, her crystal ball before her. She inhaled through her mouth and exhaled slowly through her nose. Eyes closed, she listened with all her senses and waited. When she opened her eyes the inside of the crystal ball appeared blue, and then, as if a great wind blew through it, the blue haze disappeared.
 
   Zula sighed. “Is it too much to ask? I want a boyfriend, a lover, a real man in my life! I’m tired of the only man who touches me being in a dream. Oh, Thad, what do you think? Are you going to be the only man in my life?” Thaddeus merely arched his back and flexed his claws in a lazy stretch, and then meowed loudly, as Zula carried him to the kitchen. “I bet you’re hungry. How about some tuna?” Thaddeus meowed again in response and waited patiently as Zula opened the can and dumped the contents into his dish. “There now. You eat while I get ready. It won’t be long before the trick-or-treaters come knocking on the door.”
 
                 Leaving Thad to his meal, Zula climbed the stairs to her room and changed into her costume. She wore a long, black gown with flowing sleeves a scooped neckline, and a tall, pointed hat perched on her head. Her legs were covered by red and white-striped thigh-high socks, and she put on ankle-high lace-up boots with heels. She stopped in front of the mirror and wrinkled her nose. 
 
   “I guess it’ll due since it’s what they all expect a witch to look like,” she said with a laugh.
 
                 Down stairs she picked up her broom and set it beside the door, turned on the CD player already loaded with haunting music by Enya, and a Halloween CD that featured scary music with howling, and such songs as The Monster Mash, just for fun. In the kitchen she began loading small plastic cauldrons with candy and placed caramel apples, cookies in the shapes of ghosts, and Rice Krispy treats on trays, and set them on a table beside to the door. Next, she dimmed the lights, turned on the ghost and goblin lanterns and waited for the first trick-or-treater to arrive.
 
                 Halloween was Zula’s favorite time of year and from October first through November second, her house was the spookiest on the block. Zula spared no expense to make sure the neighborhood children got the scare they came looking for year after year. Of course, being the several times great-granddaughter of the original Zula Price helped. Great-grandma Zula had been a witch, as were all the women in the Price family, but Great-grandma had left an indelible impression on everyone who lived in her time, and the story had been passed down from generation to generation.
 
                 Zula wasn’t sure how much of the legend was actually true, but she was somewhat of a local celebrity as the only surviving relative of the only witch in Greenfield who had been hanged, drowned, and burned at the stake. The one thing Zula was sure of was Great-grandma had passed her powerful magic on to her daughter and all the daughters that followed, until the power had culminated in one very powerful witch. 
 
   Zula sighed at the thought. She was a very powerful witch, and had known the extent of her power since childhood. Sometimes that power had been misdirected, sure, but she had been young and it wasn’t as if she’d actually been able to turn her second grade friend, Christy Showers, into a frog. Of course, she couldn’t do that, but she had been able to make more than two-dozen frogs appear in Christy’s bed, and no one had been amused.
 
                 Chuckling at her childhood antics, Zula heard the first trick-or-treaters laughing as they came up the walk. She knew when they reached the porch because the chatter instantly stopped. Webs full of spiders hung suspended, glowing in the ghostly light from Jack O’lanterns that flickered their light through ferocious eyes and mouths. Scary music from the CD had begun to filter through the darkening night, but Zula’s favorite part was soon to come. 
 
   As soon as the first brave child stepped onto the porch, a large coffin next to the door creaked open and Dracula popped out, fangs and all. Zula chuckled when she heard the screams and sound of running feet.  She opened the door and stepped outside with a cauldron full of candy and smiled. Parents stood on the sidewalk pretending to laugh because their children had been frightened, but Zula knew the adults were often as scared as the kids.
 
                 Zula stepped off the porch with the candy in one hand and her broom in the other. “He’s not the real Dracula,” she said. “Come get some candy.”
 
                 One little blond head turned toward her and said, “He’s not?”
 
                 Zula smiled. “No, he’s not. The real Dracula had to go back to Transyl-vania, so he won’t be bothering anyone tonight.” She held out the cauldron and slowly the little boy approached, then cautiously stuck his hand inside and pulled out a fistful of candy. Seeing that he didn’t lose a hand, the boy’s friends all came forward to get their share.
 
                 “Aren’t you supposed to say ‘trick or treat’? Zula asked as the others approached.
 
                 “You already gave us a trick,” a little redheaded girl said.
 
                 “And now you’re getting a treat.” Zula chuckled.
 
                 “Trick or treat,” they said as a group, and then fought one another to get their hands into the cauldron.
 
                 Zula watched as the children continued on to the next house, parents following behind, and then she went inside. Thaddeus wound his way through her legs and meowed until she lifted him to her shoulder. “You are getting too heavy for me to carry around like a baby,” she told the cat as she scratched his ears. 
 
                 Zula paused before the portrait of great-grandma Zula. The resemblance was uncanny. The black hair, the dark eyes, the upturned nose and slightly pointed chin.  Not beautiful, but not an ugly duckling either.
 
                 “But thank you for not having a wart on your nose,” she told the portrait. Zula heard the music on the porch begin, followed by another scream and she knew Dracula had risen from his coffin once again. 
 
                 The rest of the night went smoothly as children came for candy and Zula handed it out liberally. After all, she wasn’t the one that would have to put up with toddlers on a sugar high. Finally, sometime around ten the trick or treating subsided and the streets were quiet once again. Now was the time Zula had been waiting for. Midnight on All Hollow’s Eve was nearly upon her.
 
                                                                   ~ * ~
 
                 Zula had two hours to get ready, and went about putting the candy away and turning off the lights and music. Then she went upstairs.
 
   Slipping from the house dressed into a ceremonial robe, Zula carried a basket full of the items she needed to the backyard. She set the basket down and shed her robe, standing naked beneath the light of the full moon. A full moon on All Hollow’s Eve ensured her magic would be at its strongest and for what Zula was about to do, she needed all the magic she could get.
 
                 As a practicing lone witch, Zula had no coven from which to draw power or assist her in casting spells, so tonight was the night she would be at her strongest. She cast the circle and stepped into it, then placed candles and bowls full of herbs and flowers in their proper position. She placed a bowl of salt water with a white seashell in the bottom on the altar. Then she placed more shells around the bottom of the bowl from right to left, and placed fragrant censors in a “V” shape to encase the bowl and shells.
 
                 Well aware the full moon belonged to the goddess Jana, and all matters pertaining to beginnings belong to her as well, Zula felt fortunate that all the forces had come together on this night. Raising her Athame, she held the black handle in both hands high above her head, the shiny blade pointed at the moon, and began to chant the goddess’s name over and over.
 
                 At first, a mere whisper. “Jana. Jana. Jana,” Zula chanted quietly, and made the motion of cutting a circle around the moon with the tip of the blade. 
 
   “Jana. Jana. Jana,” she chanted more loudly and drew a larger circle with the Athame. “Jana. Jana. Jana.” Her voice grew as wind began to whip about, raising the herbs into a funnel shape that spun directly above the bowl. 
 
   Zula sliced the blade in a straight line downward from the moon toward the bowl holding the seashell and the water began to churn as if it were part of the sea. Little waves lapped at the edges and splashed over the edge. The blade clattered on the ground beside Zula as she stretched her arms and legs out wide, forming an “X” with her body to receive the moon’s light.
 
                 A few moments later, Zula fell backward in slow motion as if held by an unseen force, and lay sprawled on the ground. Within moments she had recovered and stood. Energized by the power of the moon, Zula’s skin glowed. She recovered the Athame and held it out once again. This time, she drew the blade through the air and making an invisible five-pointed star, then drew a circle around it, making a pentagram. The candle flames leaped high into the air as the herbs and flowers continued to hold the funnel pattern above the bowl.
 
                 With her arms outstretched one more time, Zula began to chant the name of the goddess of the full moon once again. “Jana. Jana. Jana.” 
 
   Over and over until the wind whipped around her body, blowing her long, black hair in every direction. Zula stepped to the altar and laid the Athame horizontally above the bowl, and raised her hands above her head with her face lifted to the moon.
 
                 “Jana, Goddess of the Moon. Goddess of New Beginnings. Hear my plea. Jana, Goddess of Moon. Goddess of New Beginnings. Hear my plea.” Zula waited.  She felt familiar heat coursing through her blood stream, indicating she’d reached the celestial plane that allowed her magic to flow freely between that which was, and that which would be.
 
                 With a smile, she continued to cast her spell. “Jana, Goddess of the Moon, I call out to you. Hear my plea, as I cast a spell for that which will be. A dream lover no more, I beg of thee, but instead a man, flesh and blood shall he be. Offering freely, his heart and love to me.”
 
                 Zula scooped the herbs and flowers from the air where they’d continued to swirl and held them up in both hands. “A petal of fox glove for a strong heart,” she said and dropped the flower in the saltwater. “Blue violet for faithfulness and heliotrope for devotion. Spanish jasmine for sensuality, and amaryllis for beauty. Forget-me-not and red rose for true love, and yellow iris for passion.  Red and yellow rose petals for happiness.” Zula chanted as she dropped each flower into the water.
 
                 Next, she picked up the bowl of petals and held it high above her head. “Jana, Goddess of New Beginnings, hear my plea. Take this water of the sea, take these flowers as an offering to thee.” The wind whipped and keened as the bowl rose out of Zula’s hands and disappeared into the sky. Zula fell back onto the ground, exhausted and weak.[bookmark: _Toc366079636]
 
   
  
 



~ Two ~
 
   [bookmark: _Toc366079637]Clogged Drains
 
    
 
                 “Damn it,” Zula said as the water from the sink refused to go down the drain. “Looks like we’ve got a clog, Thad. Where’s the plunger?” Zula attacked the stubborn drain with the plunger but no matter how many times she tried, the pipes remained clog. “I hate calling a plumber,” she told the cat as she picked up the phone book. “They’re so overpriced. But what else am I going to do? You have any ideas?” She looked at the cat, as he washed his face with one paw. She smiled and finished dialing the phone.
 
                 “Yes,” Zula said into the mouthpiece. “How soon could someone be here to unclog a drain for me?” She looked at the clock on the wall and sighed as she listened. “Yes, I suppose that will have to be alright. I’ll be here. Thank you,” she said and gave her address and phone number before hanging up. “Looks like we are without a sink for a few more hours, Thad. So let’s put away the Halloween decorations while we wait. What do you say to that?” She picked up the cat and nuzzled him with her nose, as she went to the porch and looked at the job ahead.
 
   ~ * ~
 
                 Zula worked for two hours when she finally put the last of the boxes of Halloween decorations in the attic and went back downstairs. She began sweeping the porch and glanced up as the Speedy Plumber truck pulled to a stop in front of her house. Zula smiled as the man came up the walk.
 
                 “Hi,” he said. “I’m Connor.” He handed her a business card. “I hear you have a clogged drain.”
 
                 “Yes,” she said, taking the card. “It’s the kitchen sink. Follow me, I’ll show you the way.”
 
                 “This is a huge house,” he commented as they walked through the living room. “You and your husband must have a lot of kids.”
 
                 Zula glanced over her shoulder and smiled. “No,” she said. “No husband and no kids, either. Just me and Thaddeus.” Connor looked around. “My cat,” Zula explained. 
 
                 “Oh,” Connor chuckled. “I have a dog. Roger. He’s a Black Mouth Kerr.”
 
                 “Big dog,” Zula said as they went through the dining room and she pushed the kitchen door open. “Here we are.”
 
                 “He’s an old dog,” Connor told her as he set his toolbox down. “I’ve had him since I was a teenager. He doesn’t get around like he used to, but he’s a good dog.” He paused for a moment as he looked at Zula. “I’ll, uh, I’ll try the snake first and see if that does it. If not, I’ll have to get under there and take the pipes off.”
 
                 Zula smiled. “Fine. You do whatever you need to do. Would you like something to drink? I have a new batch of sun tea.”
 
                 “That sounds great,” he replied. 
 
                 “Sweet or unsweet?” She asked.
 
                 “Sweet, please.” Connor said as he reached for the drain snake and went to work.
 
   Zula filled two glasses with ice from the refrigerator door and then poured tea from a glass container. She glanced over her shoulder to make sure Connor was busy with his work, and then dipped her finger into his tea. 
 
   “Sweet,” she whispered, the spell working in her mind as she stirred the tea. 
 
   She turned around with the glasses in her hand and watched Connor for a moment. He had dark hair that fell into his eyes and over his collar, and she’d noticed his eyes were so dark they appeared to be black. He was very tall and broad through the chest, with muscular arms. His shirt had been tucked in at his narrow waist, allowing her a view of his ass, which looked awfully cute in his Levi’s.
 
                 “I’ll just set your tea right here so you can reach it,” Zula said.
 
                 “Thanks,” he said as he continued to work the snake through the drain. “I don’t think this is going to do it. I’m going to have to take the gooseneck off and see if something is caught in the pea trap.”
 
   Suddenly feeling nervous, Zula quickly brought the glass of tea to her mouth and sipped. She watched Connor as he retrieved tools from the box and then lay under the sink to work on the pipes. He certainly didn’t look like the cliché plumbers she’d seen on television commercials with their potbellies and butt cracks showing. He moved gracefully, as if he was sure of himself and knew what he was doing. He didn’t appear nervous about being in her home and, of course, Zula knew he shouldn’t be. This was his job and he was in and out of people’s homes every day. But she couldn’t explain why she suddenly felt nervous. And very aware of herself. 
 
                 She glanced down at her attire and grimaced. From cleaning up the Halloween decorations she had dirt on the knees of her jeans, as well as glitter and spider webs on her tank top. Ugh, she groaned to herself. 
 
                 “I’ll be right back,” she told him. 
 
   With only a grunt for a reply, she hurried up the stairs. Zula pulled the top over her head and dropped it on the bedroom floor, then wriggled out of the dirty jeans. She didn’t want to appear as if she had changed just for him, so she put on clean jeans and another tank top and went into the bathroom to wash her hands. She glanced in the mirror and shook her head in disbelief. Her hair was in a Scrunchie on top of her head, and covered in spider web material and there were smudges of dirt on her face. “Great,” she said to the reflection. “What a catch you are. And a Scrunchie in your hair, no less!”
 
                 Quickly removing the Scrunchie, she ran her hands through her hair to rid it of the spider webs and then took a few swipes at it with a brush. She turned on the water, washed her hands and face, then dried. 
 
   “Okay, not great, but at least you’re clean.” She frowned at herself and then hurried back downstairs to find Connor putting his tools away.
 
                 “You’re finished?”
 
                 “Yes.” He gulped the tea from the glass and set it on the counter. “Good tea,” he said, “not too sweet. Anyway, there was a bunch of hair and grease caught in the pea trap, but see,” he turned on the faucet, “it’s flowing freely.”
 
                 “Thank you. How much do I owe you?”
 
                 Connor looked at his wristwatch and calculated. “Seventy-five even.”
 
                 “I’ll just write you a check, unless you prefer cash?”
 
                 “Whichever you want,” he replied. “It doesn’t matter to me. You do know you need to upgrade your pipes?” He asked as Zula wrote out the check.
 
                 “No. Do I?”
 
                 “Those pipes look like they’re about fifty years old and they’re starting to corrode. I’d recommend going with PVC. It’s a lot cheaper to install and if anything happens, a lot easier to fix or replace.”
 
                 “How much do you think it would cost to replace them?”
 
                 “The whole house should be done at the same time, and considering the size, it’s not going to be cheap. How many bathrooms do you have?”
 
                 “Five. Two downstairs and one in each bedroom upstairs.”
 
                 “I can write up an estimate if you’d like and call you with the quote later, if that’s all right?”
 
                 “Of course. You have my number. Call anytime.”
 
                 “I’ll do that, Zula,” Connor said with a smile that hit Zula in the pit of her stomach. “You have a great afternoon.”
 
                 “Yes, I will. Thanks.” Zula shut the door behind Connor and then peeked out the window to watch him as he walked to his vehicle. Yep, he had a mighty fine ass.
 
                                                                      ~ * ~ 
 
                 His lips were soft and smooth as he kissed her and then tugged on her bottom lip with his teeth. His hands were everywhere at once, all over her body, exploring, exposing, and exciting her. She wanted to touch him, to rake her nails over his skin, but she was tethered to the bedposts, spread eagle and helpless. The only thing she could do was take what he offered her and writhe in the exquisite agony he caused her. His fingers felt like fire everywhere he touched her, enflaming her body, making her blood feel as if it were bubbling just beneath her skin. 
 
                 “I can’t take anymore,” she whispered raggedly. “Take me now. I want you inside of me.”
 
                 His laughter was teasing and light as he sat up, straddling her thighs. His cock was hard and bounced against his stomach as he leaned over and grasped a tit in each hand. He pressed her breasts together and put his face between them, licking and sucking both nipples at once.  
 
   “Mmm,” he moaned as he suckled first one nipple and then the other. He placed a kiss on her chin, on each eye, the tip of her nose and then licked her lips. “I love your mouth. I love your tits. Tell me what you love, Zula. Tell me how to please you.”
 
                 “Touch me,” she said. “Run your hands over me body. I want to feel the rough calluses against my skin. Suck my toes and lick my legs all the way up until you reach my pussy and then dip your tongue inside of me. I want to feel you in me, your tongue, your fingers, and your dick. I want you all over me, in me, on me. Everywhere.”
 
                 As she spoke, his hands did as she instructed. He ran his rough palms over her silky stomach and down her legs to her perfect feet. He massaged her feet as he sucked each of her toes in and out of his mouth, and then licked around her ankles and up the insides of her legs until he reached her pussy. She was tied to the bed, unable to do anything but moan and squirm beneath his touch and he loved this feeling of power.
 
                 He buried his face in her pussy, sucked her clit into his mouth and then dove deep inside her with his tongue. Her hips bucked against his face as he squeezed the insides of her thighs with both hands and then inserted two fingers into the dark, wet depths of her body. She moaned louder and tossed her head from side to side as he finger-fucked her, and then slid one thumb deep into her ass. Her body clenched around his appendages as she reached her climax and the flood of juices from her pussy spilled into his hand. He lapped at her pussy, cleaning her and leaving her even wetter than before as he plunged his swollen cock into her.
 
                 She screamed again as his dick went inside of her to the hilt and he grasped her shoulders for leverage. He pounded her body over and over, unable to get enough of her, unable to be as deep inside of her as he wanted to be, unable to crawl into that hot, wet space and stay there. When he came, his own voice sounded as if it came from somewhere outside of him and he became lightheaded. His body dripped sweat and shook as he came, all of his energy spilling from him into her.
 
   ~ * ~
 
                 Connor sat straight up in his bed, confused by his surroundings for just a moment. He fumbled for the bedside lamp and switched it on, then looked around. He was in his own bed, and he was alone. He wiped the sweat from his forehead and raised the blankets to look down at himself. His boxers were stuck to his skin and there was a large wet spot on them.
 
                 “You’ve got to be kidding me,” he said. “A wet dream at my age?” He threw the covers back and climbed out of bed to clean himself up and put on clean underwear. “It’s been way too long since I’ve been laid,” he muttered and went back to bed.[bookmark: _Toc366079638]
 
   
  
 



~ Three ~
 
   [bookmark: _Toc366079639]Grandma Knows Best
 
    
 
                 Zula knew it was a dream, it had to be but somehow, it didn’t feel that way. She was in her own home, yet it wasn’t her home either. She walked down the stairs in the dim early morning light and looked around. She didn’t know what had woken her but she couldn’t go back to sleep no matter how hard she tried. And then she’d heard a noise. No, not a noise, voices. She heard voices coming from downstairs. They weren’t whispers as one might expect from burglars, they were happy, laughing voices. One male and one female, and it sounded like they were having a very good time.
 
                 Cautious as she continued down the stairs, she held the railing as she went. At the bottom, the voices grew louder and she could see dim light beneath the living room door. She knew she’d turned the lights off when she went to bed, and she couldn’t imagine who had made themselves at home in her house. At the living room door, Zula listened quietly as the two uninvited guests continued their gleeful conversation. Deciding she needed a weapon, Zula picked up the heavy bust of General Lee that had sat on the server bench for decades. Made of bronze, it weighed at least twenty pounds and would be a good weapon if Zula could actually lift it high enough to swing it with any force. Slowly, she pushed the door open and peeked inside. She dropped the bust as she covered her mouth with both hands.
 
                 “There you are, darling,” the woman said, as she came to the door and pulled it open all the way. “What is the matter with you? Come in, come in.”
 
                 Zula moved woodenly as she entered the room and tried to catch her breath. “Who? What?” she stuttered.
 
                 “Now, don’t be rude darling. You remember my gentleman friend, Mr. Devlin, don’t you?”
 
                 Zula tried to get a grip on her emotions as she stared into an exact duplicate of Connor. Yet this copy was dressed formally in an old fashioned style of clothing complete with watch fob. “Connor?” she whispered.
 
                 “Zula, you know better than to call a gentleman by his first name. I swear I don’t know what has gotten into you child!”
 
                 “Don’t bother yourself, Zula,” the duplicate said, speaking to the older woman.
 
                 “Great-grandma Zula?”
 
                 “I do wish you’d stop calling me that, dear. It makes me seem as if I’m ready for the grave.”
 
                 “Yes, about a hundred and fifty years ago,” Zula said, the disbelief in her voice evident. “I, uh, I need to sit down.”
 
                 “I was just about to show Mr. Devlin to the door anyway. I’ll be right back and we’ll have some tea.”
 
                 Zula nodded and watched the pair as they left the room. Zula looked around. None of her furnishings were in the room, and there were no electric lights, only kerosene lamps and where the gas stove should’ve been was a real fireplace. Zula didn’t remember there ever being a fireplace in this house. Since she was a child the place had been heated with gas stoves in every room. What was going on?
 
                 “There now,” Grandma Zula said as she came back into the room. “We have much to talk about dear. I don’t know how much longer I’ll be able to stay.”
 
                 “What is going on? How can you be here at all?”
 
                 “I’m your great-grandmother, Zula. Look at us, we are identical twins. Not only did I pass on my features to you, I have passed on my magic. You are so strong I can fairly feel it vibrating from your skin.”
 
                 Zula took a deep breath and blew it out slowly, trying to slow her racing mind. “I can accept the fact that you’re here. I’ve always felt you close by all of my life, but who was that man? He’s not my great-grandfather and he looks so much like…” her voice trailed off.
 
                 “That is what we need to speak about. His name is Connor Devlin and he’s the only man I ever truly loved. He was a wild one and I was so young when we met. My father wouldn’t allow me to see him because he was much older, and had a reputation. In those days, reputation was everything, but I didn’t care. I fell madly in love with him and wanted to be with him.”
 
                 “Don’t tell me that my grandmother was his child because I’m afraid of what that might mean.”
 
                 “What are you afraid of, dear?”
 
                 “If he’s Connor’s great-grandfather, the Connor I met today, then it would mean he and I are related.”
 
                 “No, no. Listen to me, Zula. Your grandmother was not his child, although I would have given anything to have his child, but alas, it wasn’t to be. None of it was to be. I knew him for such a short time and we had a passionate affair. Then one night, I snuck out of the house as I had many times before to be with him and I met him at our spot. I expected him to take me to his home as he had on other nights, but he didn’t.” 
 
                 Zula gently squeezed the other woman’s hand, as her great-grandmother dabbed at her eyes with a lace kerchief.  “What happened that night?”
 
                 “He took me in his arms and held me, and then he kissed me and my knees nearly buckled. I was ready to lift my skirts right there, but he pulled away. He looked into my eyes and held my chin with his fingers and told me to go home. Just like that. Go home. 
 
                 “I asked him why and he just shook his head. His eyes were so dark, I couldn’t see them but I could see the single tear that rolled down his cheek. I begged him for an explanation, but he just shook his head sadly and sent me away. Then he got on his horse and rode away. I never saw him again.”
 
                 “Oh, grandmother, I’m so sorry.”
 
                 “A week later, my father had me engaged to your great-grandfather, Edmond Price, and by Christmas, we were married. I never knew what happened to Connor, and there was no one I could ask either. My mother only pursed her lips when I asked about him, and she told me not to give it another thought. I didn’t dare ask Papa. It was then that I begin to take walks to go visit Bella. She lived on the outskirts of town and everyone whispered she was a witch. I became friends with her and soon, I was her student. 
 
                 “She told me I had strong, natural powers and only needed to learn how to channel them. I was a good student and learned well. What I never learned was what happened to Connor. Not until afterward, anyway.”
 
                 “Afterward?”
 
                 “You know the story well enough. After your mother was born, my husband became gravely ill with a disease the doctor in town had never seen before. Everyone knew I had become friends with Bella and they accused me of causing him harm. It was ridiculous. I didn’t love Edmond, but he was a good man and treated me well. I wished him no harm, but that wasn’t good enough for anyone. Shortly after he became ill, Bella died. She was old and in the natural course of life, death comes to us all. I was the one who discovered her body and went to tell Papa, who notified the doctor. 
 
                 “When the doctor went to look at the body with the undertaker, they found all of her potions and herbs and ran to the sheriff. The whole town was whispering about it behind their fans and some even came right out and said I was responsible for the old woman’s death. A few days later, Edmond died too and that’s all it took. The sheriff came and took your grandmother away to live with my parents, and arrested me on the grounds of witchcraft. 
 
                 “While I was on trial, several more people became ill and began dying and I was blamed for that, too. I sat in that cold, damp jail cell for weeks while the minister came every day to try and get me to confess my sins and repent so my soul would be set free when they hanged me. But I hadn’t done anything wrong, and I wouldn’t admit that I had, so I stood trial.
 
                 “I was found guilty by everyone in town, except my parents, who were forgiven because I was their only child. I was sentenced to hang and the gallows were built. When they hanged me, something went wrong, or right, I’m not sure which it was, but the rope broke when they released the floor beneath my feet and I landed on the ground unharmed. 
 
                 “You should have seen the crowd run screaming,” Grandma Zula said with a chuckle. “So I was arrested again and tried again, this time for conjuring spirits to release the rope and I was sentenced to drowning. They bound my ankles together, with my hands behind my back and put a gunnysack over my head. Then they led me into the river and tied rocks to my body and when they dropped them into the water, I went down with them. 
 
                 “I was terrified and thought I would truly drown, but for some reason I was able to free my hands and then I simply untied the rope around my waist and came floating to the surface, gasping for breath.
 
                 “Again, I was thrown in jail and tried once more, this time I was sentenced to burn as a witch and the pyre was built. I was tied to the main post and the whole thing was ignited. There was nothing I could do. I screamed as the heat licked at my feet and my skirts caught fire. The smoke was black and thick. I couldn’t breathe and began to choke.
 
                 “I was thankful though, because I knew dying from smoke inhalation was preferable to dying from the flames. I inhaled as much as I could and began to feel dizzy. Just I was about to pass out, I saw Connor. He walked toward me with his hand out and smiled. I raised my hand and the ropes no longer held me.  I put my hand in his and stepped from the pyre. When I looked back I saw myself slumped over just as the flames engulfed me.”
 
                 “Oh, Grandmother,” Zula cried. “How awful. I’m so sorry.”
 
                 “There now. I’m not telling you this so you can cry for me. Wipe those tears. I’m telling you this because I want you to be happy. 
 
                 “I found out on the night Connor sent me away he’d been threatened by my father and the sheriff. He could either send me away or they would kill him, so he sent me away. He planned to come back later to take me far away, so we could be together. Instead, they laid a trap for him and watched everywhere he went until they found him near here. He had left his horse at our spot and came on foot to get me. When they caught, they beat him to death and dumped his body down the old mining shaft outside of town. 
 
                 “Then they cleaned out his things, sold his horse, and my father told me he accepted one hundred dollars in exchange for leaving me alone. I believed him of course, and that’s why I reluctantly agreed to marry Edmond.
 
                  “Don’t get me wrong, being married to Edmond gave me a beautiful daughter, a beautiful granddaughter and you, Zula. I wouldn’t trade that for anything.”
 
                 “But you didn’t get to watch your daughter grow up or see your granddaughter.”
 
                 “Yes, I did. I’ve been with all of you, and now I’m here for you, Zula. Connor Devlin had a son when he lived in St. Louis, but like I told you, he was a wild one in his younger days. The girl’s father forced them to marry of course, but the child’s mother died while giving birth and Connor had no idea how to care for an infant. His mother lived here in Greenfield, so he brought the child for her to raise and that’s how the family line continued.
 
                 “The Connor you met today is my Connor’s great-grandson and he’s the perfect man for you.”
 
                 Zula laughed. “Not if he’s anything like his great-grandfather! I cast the spell for a man and the goddess will bring the perfect one to me, Grandma, so you don’t have to play matchmaker.”
 
                 “It doesn’t matter how wild the man, Zula. Even the wild ones fall in love and change their ways, but you don’t have to worry about that. I have it on very good authority that even though Connor passed on his handsome looks; he left his rakish ways behind. Your Connor is a good man and you deserve each other.”
 
                 “He’s not my Connor! I don’t even know him. We just met, for crying out loud.”
 
                 “Zula,” the elder Zula said softly. “Open you heart, open your mind and let love come to you.”
 
                 “Believe me, I am open to love. It’s why I cast the spell. I want to fall in love with someone who loves me with the same ferocity of feelings.”
 
                 “I know you do, and just so you also know, Jana heard you and she sent Connor to you. So go get your man, my dear![bookmark: _Toc366079640]
 
   
  
 



~ Four ~
 
   [bookmark: _Toc366079641]A New Friend
 
    
 
                 Zula yawned, stretched, and looked around. She was in her own bed and everything was back to normal. “Wow, what a crazy dream,” she said, and got out of bed and went to the bathroom to shower.
 
                 Downstairs, Zula put on a pot of coffee to brew and smeared cream cheese on a toasted bagel and sat at the counter to eat and read the morning paper. Still, the events of the previous night wouldn’t leave her alone. Great-grandma Zula had seemed so real and Zula remembered details from her grandmother’s story that she hadn’t known before, but how was it possible? If her great-grandmother had really been there, then love really never died and could move across the centuries. The idea gave Zula new hope and a brand new outlook on life.
 
                 The doorbell interrupted her thoughts and she glanced at the clock on the wall, only eight o’clock, way too early for a visitor. She slid off the stool and walked through the dining room into the living room and felt energy fill the room. 
 
   “Grandma, I know you’re there,” she said softly. “Thank you.”
 
                 Zula could see Connor standing on the other side of the door through the wispy curtain that covered the window and she smiled broadly. This was the kind of company she could use. 
 
   She opened the door and said, “Good morning. What brings you here so early?” 
 
   Zula couldn’t help but let her eyes roam quickly over his body. He was just as handsome today as he was yesterday, wearing Levi’s with a black belt and silver buckle, and this time he had on a blue T-shirt with a pocket on the breast. He wore scuffed boots and Zula thought she’d really like to see him without a stitch of clothing. She quickly brought her eyes up to his and smiled; glad he couldn’t read her thoughts.
 
                 “Good morning,” Connor said with a smile. “I’m on my way to my first job of the day and thought I’d stop by to give you the estimate on your pipes.” 
 
                 “I didn’t expect you to have it done so fast. Do you have time to come in and have a cup of coffee?”
 
                  “Sure, I have time for a cup.” He followed her into the kitchen and sat on a stool at the counter, and Zula could feel his eyes on her as she retrieved a cup from the cabinet and filled it for him.
 
                 “Cream and sugar?” she asked.
 
                 “No, just black, thank you.”
 
                 Zula set the cup before him and took a stool across from him. “How long will it take to replace the pipes, and most importantly, how much damage will it do to my bank account?” Zula asked with a laugh.
 
                 “I think the job will take about three weeks to get the entire house done because we will have to tear into the walls to replace some of it. But I assure you, we will replace everything exactly the way it was, so don’t look so frightened.” He chuckled as he sipped his coffee. 
 
                 “If you want to look at the upstairs, I think you’ll find that since most of the pipe was added later, long after the house was built, it’s on the outside of the walls, not the inside.”
 
                 “Most of these old places were built long before there was indoor plumbing, but you won’t want the new pipe to be on the outside. Now some of these places have grates in the walls from the days when coal heat was used, so we might be able to use those too and not have to tear the place up too much. Does this place have a basement?”
 
                 Zula nodded. “Would you like to see it?”
 
                 “Sure.” 
 
   Zula led the way through the house to the basement stairs on the back porch. As they made their way downstairs, Connor continued, “When gas heat and plumbing was brought into these old places, most of the pipes were affixed to the basement ceilings and if that’s the case here, it’ll make my job much easier, which means savings for you.”
 
                 Zula found the light switch and flipped it on. The dampness and musty smell hit them both. “Sorry, there’s no windows down here so I can’t even air the place out.”
 
                 “Don’t worry about it,” Connor told her as he began to examine the pipes. “I kind of like the smell. It reminds me of a cemetery crypt I used to play in as a kid.”
 
                 Zula laughed. “That’s a strange playground.”
 
                 “Not really,” Connor said, as he shined his flashlight around the room. “My father was the groundskeeper out at Devlin Cemetery. It began as a family plot, but as the town grew, others were buried there too. When my father worked there I went with him on weekends and helped him out during the summer months and there was this old crypt that had long ago begun to fall apart. The door hung on one hinge and there were no coffins or anything like that in it, so my friends and I used to play there. It had the same dank smell as this basement.”
 
                 “What do you think about the pipes?”
 
                 “I think it’ll be a job, but not to worry, I’ll get you fixed up.”
 
                 Zula smiled. “Hmmm, I’d like that.”
 
                 Connor grinned and Zula knew he hadn’t missed the double entendre. “Now about that estimate,” he said as they went back to the kitchen. Connor quickly reworked the estimate and handed the paper to Zula.  “Is that do-able for you?”
 
                 “I think so. When can you start?”
 
                 “It’ll be at least two weeks, maybe three. Is that all right with you?”
 
                 “It’s fine. I’m in no hurry.” Zula replied as she walked him to the front door. “Thanks for stopping by.”
 
                 “No problem,” he said and held out his hand. “I was wondering if you’d go out to dinner with me tomorrow night?” He asked as they shook hands.
 
                 “Do you always date your clients?”
 
                 “Not all of them,” Connor said with a quick grin. “Most of them are married, or male.”
 
                 Zula laughed. “Tomorrow’s fine. Thank you.”
 
                 “I’ll be by around six-thirty if that’s good for you.”
 
                 “Six-thirty it is,” Zula said, as she shut the door.[bookmark: _Toc366079642]
 
   
  
 



~ Five ~
 
   [bookmark: _Toc366079643]A Man That Also Cooks!
 
    
 
                 Zula had never been as nervous as she was now, dressing for her date with Connor. She had been schooled by private tutors and spent time abroad as a teenager, but dating hadn’t been a big part of her life. Of course she had met new people during her travels, and she’d done the club scene in a few cities around the world. She’d had one or two casual boyfriends, and sex had always been as natural as taking a shower for her. But somehow, knowing she was about to date the man who was her soul mate, was a different feeling altogether.
 
                 Connor hadn’t mentioned where he was taking her, and he hadn’t mentioned anything about her family history. When he talked about growing up in Greenfield and playing in the crypt at the cemetery, Zula knew he would have heard the stories about the women who preceded her. He probably had heard the rumors about her as well. She took a deep breath as she stepped out of the shower and grabbed a towel. Perhaps that was a good sign. He already knew everything about her family, or at least the legend of her family, and wasn’t scared off by any of it.
 
                 That hadn’t always been the case. She had tried to date a few of the men in town, but the locals had other interests in mind. Most thought she would be their play toy, and others had simply wanted her to cast spells for them. The only ones she dated with any success were those who moved to town recently and hadn’t yet heard about her family.
 
                 Zula dressed carefully, taking into consideration that a small town like Greenfield had few restaurants to choose from and none would warrant formal wear. She wanted to be ready for anything Connor had in mind, but she wanted to look nice for him as well. That thought made her laugh out loud. 
 
                 “Ridiculous,” she chided herself. “He already likes me or he wouldn’t have asked me out.” She chose low riding jeans with a cute top and sneakers. “There,” she said, looking in the mirror as she brushed her long hair, satisfied she didn’t wear too much make-up, or look like she expected him to take her someplace expensive.
 
                 “What do you think, Thad? Am I gorgeous?” Thaddeus meowed and rubbed against her leg. Zula laughed at herself. Just then the doorbell sounded and she looked quickly at the clock on her nightstand. “Right on time,” she said. “You be a good boy and I’ll be back later. I’ll see if I can bring you a kitty-bag from the restaurant.”
 
    
 
                 Downstairs, Zula smiled when she opened the door. “Come in,” she said.
 
                 “You look great.” Connor didn’t try to hide the fact he was ogling her.
 
                 Zula laughed. “So do you.” And she meant it, as she looked him up and down with the same lustful desire. “Now that we’ve checked each other out, where are you taking me?”
 
                 “Someplace very special,” he said mysteriously and winked.
 
                 “A surprise. I can’t wait.” Grabbing her purse and a light jacket, Zula followed Connor onto the porch and checked the door handle to make sure it locked. 
 
                 Connor opened the door of his Ford truck for her and helped her climb in. Once he was behind the wheel, he started engine and pulled away from the curb. “I hope you like meatloaf,” he said.
 
                 “Meatloaf? I haven’t had meatloaf since my mother was alive and I loved hers.”
 
                 “Great, because it’s what I made for us.”
 
                 “You cooked?”
 
                 Connor shrugged and made a left turn. “I’ve lived alone a long time so learning to cook was self-defense. I got really tired of fast food and pizza.”
 
                 “I’m impressed,” Zula said as Connor wheeled the pick-up into his driveway.
 
                 “Here we are,” he announced as he slid out of the cab and hurried to open Zula’s door for her.
 
                 “I didn’t realize we lived so close to one another.” 
 
                 “Everyone in Greenfield lives close to one another.” Connor chuckled, and walked Zula up the porch steps and opened the door of his house.
 
                 Zula laughed. “I guess we do.” 
 
                 Connor ushered her inside and shut the door behind them. “Home sweet home. Can I get you a glass of wine?”
 
                 “Yes, that would be nice.”
 
                 “Just have a seat anywhere and I’ll be right back.”
 
                 Zula watched him disappear into another room and looked around. The room was comfortable, a little messy with magazines and newspapers covering the coffee table, but, she decided, it all felt very male. Trophies from what she guessed were his high school or college days playing ball sat on the mantel above the fireplace. Various video games and controller units lay about, and a bag of golf clubs stood in one corner. She made herself comfortable on the couch, just as Connor returned with two glasses in one hand and bottle of wine in the other.
 
                 “Here we go.” He set the glasses on the coffee table, opened the bottle and poured the wine.
 
                 “Thank you.” Zula accepted the glass, sipped the wine and nodded. “That’s really good.”
 
                 “Thank you. I make it myself.”
 
                 “Really? I didn’t know you had so many talents.”
 
                 Connor laughed. “I don’t know that it’s a talent, but my dad taught me and his dad taught him. It’s a family tradition I guess you could say. I make about twenty bottles a year just for myself, or as gifts for friends.”
 
   “I’m impressed.” She held up her glass and Connor touched his to it. “Cheers,” they said together.
 
                 “Dinner will be ready in about twenty minutes. I made a salad and some potatoes and peas. Please don’t feel as if you have to eat everything or that you’ll hurt my feelings if you don’t like something. I can take it.” Connor laughed and sipped his wine. “How about some music? What do you like?”
 
                 “Anything but heavy metal,” Zula replied. “I like music a little softer.”
 
                 “Blues?”
 
                 “Terrific.”
 
                 Connor put on a Stevie Ray Vaughn CD and then came to sit close to 
 
   Zula. “I wanted to tell you I think you’re beautiful. The first time I saw you I thought you were the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”
 
                 Zula felt her cheeks heat at the compliment and took a drink of wine. “Thank you. You’re pretty easy on the eyes yourself.”
 
                 “Thank you.” Connor chuckled. “You know I’ve heard the legend of your grandmother all my life, and you of course. But I don’t remember ever seeing you in school. Where were you all those years?”
 
                 “Don’t believe everything you hear. A lot of the legend is just that. The story got bigger each time it was told. I didn’t attend school here. I had private tutors and spent a couple of years abroad.”
 
                 “That explains it. So the stories of the women in your family all being witches aren’t true?”
 
                 “Oh, no.” Zula drank more wine. “Those stories are all true.”
 
                 Connor chuckled as he looked at her, not knowing if she was joking or not. “Hungry? Supper should be ready.”
 
                 “Famished,” she replied and drained her glass as they got to their feet. “Oh my, I feel a little lightheaded. That’s some wine you’ve got there.”
 
                 “It’s about forty proof, which is way above the legal limit on store bought wines, so go easy on it. I don’t want you getting drunk on me.”
 
                 “I’ll keep that in mind,” Zula said with a laugh and allowed him to lead her to the dining room.[bookmark: _Toc366079644]
 
   
  
 



~ Six ~
 
   [bookmark: _Toc366079645]A Warning
 
                 
 
                 His cock felt hard as steel and velvety soft when she straddled him and slid her pussy back and forth along the full length. Her hands splayed flat on his muscular chest for support. Her hair fell in dark, silky waves over both shoulders, swaying back and forth with her movements. His eyes never left hers, as she watched him watching her use him for her own pleasure. His fingers digging into the flesh of her hips felt good as each movement pushed and pulled her clit along his cock. The friction of skin against skin caused heat that rose into her abdomen and settled low, expanding with each thrust of her hips. The ball of heat grew and caused her blood to vibrate in her veins and her skin beaded with perspiration. She dug her nails deeper into his skin the closer she came to an orgasm. She could see his lips move, hear his voice urging her on, urging her to take, and she did. Her pussy slid faster and faster against his rigid dick and her breath came in short, hot gasps until the orgasm ripped through her. She bent forward from the force of the shock wave that gripped her, and buried her face in his chest as spasms continued to rock her. She felt his arms wrap around her, could hear his voice murmuring in her ear and finally, she collapsed on top of him trying to catch her breath.
 
                                                                 ~ * ~
 
                 Zula woke up bright and early the next day and felt wonderful, the dream of passion still fresh in her mind and her body. She shut her eyes and covered her face with both hands for a moment before sitting up. Her whole purpose for casting the spell for a mate was to stop the dream sex, but her dream lover hadn’t gone anywhere. Of course, the fact that Connor had brought her home at nine o’clock the night before didn’t help matters at all. 
 
   Dinner had been wonderful, and much to her surprise Connor was a very good cook. The wine had been excellent even if it went quickly to her head, and she thought the conversation had been great too. They talked and laughed over dinner and then had another glass of wine in the living room. She refused dessert, but Connor wolfed down two pieces of apple pie while they chatted. So when he’d looked at his watch and said he would take her home, she was taken aback. He kissed her lightly at her door, said good night and left her standing there with what she was sure could be described as a stunned look on her face.
 
                 “He didn’t even ask to come inside, Thad. Can you believe it? I don’t know what to make of it. He was a perfect gentleman all night long. I would have let him kiss me just a little more than that peck at the door, but he didn’t even try.” Zula didn’t know whether to be upset by the lack of attention, or to be happy about his chivalrous attitude. 
 
                 “Great-grandmother Zula, you could’ve explained just a little more about that spell while you were here,” Zula said aloud while in the shower. Even if Connor wasn’t meant to be her soul mate, a real live playmate wouldn’t be a bad option right now. Zula sighed heavily as she wrapped her hair in a towel and then brushed her teeth. 
 
   “Is it too much to ask to get laid by a real man?” She said in an exasperated tone, but neither Thaddeus nor great-grandma Zula replied.
 
   ~ * ~
 
                 Zula’s garage had been converted to a workshop many years ago, and since she had taken over the place a few years ago, she converted the workshop into a holistic health store where she sold herbs she grew herself. She also sold handmade candles, as well as amulets and crystals, dream catchers and silver jewelry. As a licensed masseuse, she had a small area partitioned off in the back where her table was set up along with fragrant and medicinal oils, candles, and a tabletop waterfall set the mood for relaxation.
 
                 With three massage appointments set for that morning, Zula would have a full day. Her garden provided most of herbs she needed during the year, but by late October, she had started new plants in the greenhouse. There was much work to be done in order to ensure she’d have plenty of herbs throughout the winter months.
 
                 Zula opened the shop door, flipped the open sign around so it showed through the window, and then raised all the blinds. Weak November sunlight shone through and brightened the room as Zula went about getting ready for the first massage appointment. She put an Enya CD in the player and turned the sound low, and then put flannel sheets on the massage table and lit candles. 
 
                 “Oh!” Zula shrieked as she turned around, hands flying to her throat. “Great-grandma Zula! You scared the life out of me.”
 
                 “Zula, I can’t stay long, but please be careful. There are more forces at work here than I knew.”
 
                 “What are you talking about?”
 
                 “Be careful my dear girl. Your life depends upon it,” great-grandmother Zula said. She reached out to touch Zula, but the hand passed through her and grandma Zula disappeared.
 
                 Zula stared at the empty space, her mouth open and mind racing. “Grandmother?” She lifted one hand toward the spot where the image of her grandmother had been. The air still warm and Zula could feel the energy left by the older woman’s presence. “If you can hear me, please come back and tell me what you are talking about. I don’t understand.” But only Enya’s haunting voice floated through the room.
 
                 Just then the door opened, causing the bell to ring and Zula jumped. She took a deep breath and blew it out. With a smile on her face, she went to greet her client. “Hello, Diane. How are you today?”
 
                 “Wonderful,” the woman replied. “But I’ll be much better after this massage.”
 
                 Zula smiled. “You go right on in and get undressed. I’ll be there in just a few minutes.” Zula watched as the woman disappeared behind the partition and then hung the, Back In An Hour sign in the window and locked the door. With one last look around the shop, she went to start her day. [bookmark: _Toc366079646]
 
   
  
 



~ Seven ~
 
   [bookmark: _Toc366079647]Pizza, Beer, & A Story
 
    
 
                 After three massages and one body wrap, Zula’s day was finished. She pulled the door shut and checked the handle to make sure it was locked, then hurried up the walk to her house. Thaddeus greeted her with a loud meow as he wound his way between her legs. 
 
   “Are you a hungry kitty?” Zula asked, lifting him to her shoulder and carrying him into the kitchen. He leaped from her arms to the counter, while Zula selected a can of tuna and opened it for him. “There you go, lover boy. Bon appetit! Now let’s see what I want for supper.” 
 
   She opened the refrigerator and frowned. She hadn’t been to the market in nearly two weeks and there was little food left to choose from. “Yogurt it is,” she said and turned to get a spoon just as the phone rang.
 
                 “Hello,” she said, lifting the lid from the yogurt container and dipping the spoon into the creamy contents.
 
                 “Hi, this is Connor, how was your day?”
 
                 Zula chuckled to herself at the way butterflies suddenly fluttered in her stomach. “It was great, Connor. How was yours?”
 
                 “Not bad, but I was just looking in the fridge and decided I could either eat a cold meatloaf sandwich for supper, or, I could call you and see how you feel about pizza?”
 
                 “Hmm, I feel pretty good about pizza,” she replied with a laugh.
 
                 “Everything on it?”
 
                 “As long as it doesn’t include anchovies.” 
 
                 “Not a problem,” Connor said. “How’s an hour sound?”
 
                 “I’ll see you then.” Zula hung up the phone. She finished the yogurt, rinsed the container and lid and dropped both in the recycling bin. “All right, Thad, you behave while I get ready. Mommy has company coming.”
 
                 After a quick shower and fresh clothing, Zula blow dried her hair and went back downstairs. She made a salad with vegetables she had grown in the greenhouse and mixed up a vinaigrette dressing. She sliced a couple of homegrown beefsteak tomatoes onto a plate and drizzled olive oil and balsamic vinegar over them, and added a sprinkle of freshly cut basil. She set the table for two, finishing just as the doorbell sounded.
 
                 “Connor, come in.” 
 
                 “I have one large pizza with everything and a six-pack of beer,” he said, entering the foyer.
 
                 “I’ll take the beer,” she offered, and led him into the dining room. 
 
                 “Hey, looks great,” he said, setting the pizza down. 
 
                 “Thanks. Do you want a glass for the beer or…?”
 
                 “I’m a straight from the bottle kinda guy.” He grinned and Zula handed him a bottle.
 
                 “Make yourself comfortable and I’ll put the rest of these in the refrigerator.” She smiled and disappeared into the kitchen.
 
                 Connor pulled out a chair and sat down, helping himself to a sliced tomato. “These are fresh,” he said through a mouthful when Zula came back to the table with a beer for herself.
 
                 “I grow them,” she said and twisted off the bottle cap. She looked at the label on the bottle. “Where did you get this beer? I’ve never seen it here in town.”
 
                 “I have a cousin in Northern California who works at a microbrewery out there. This is one of their specialties.”
 
                 Zula tipped the bottle up and took a drink. The beer had a nice oat flavor to it, soft and mellow on the palette, with no after bite. “Mmm, this is really good. And for me to say that, you know it’s good because I’m not much of a beer drinker.”
 
                 “Maybe that’s because you’ve never had real beer before,” Connor said with a crooked grin.
 
                 “You may be right,” she agreed with a laugh. “Well, don’t just sit there, eat.” They laughed and talked as they ate and when they were finished, went into the living room.
 
                 “I like the way this house feels,” Connor commented as he propped his feet up on the worn footstool. “It’s old and homey. Reminds me of my grandmother’s house.”
 
                 “Thank you. Most of the furniture belonged to my grandmother. My mother did replace a few things over the years and added to what was here. I’ve left it basically the way it was while I was growing up.” 
 
   Connor tipped the beer bottle to his lips and swallowed the last of the liquid. “Would you like another one?” Zula offered.
 
                 “I’ll get it,” Connor said, coming to his feet. “No need for you to wait on me. You want another?”
 
                 “Sure.” Zula nodded, and watched Connor push the swinging door open to the dining room. He seemed so relaxed and Zula liked that a lot. He was easy going and appeared to have a great sense of humor and healthy outlook on life, from what she could tell about him in the short time she’d known him, he was nearly perfect. 
 
                 “Here you go,” Connor said as he entered the room with two beers in one hand and another slice of pizza in the other.
 
                 “Thank you.” Zula accepted the beer. 
 
                 “I would’ve brought you some pizza too, but you didn’t even finish your second slice so I figured you’re full.” He dropped onto the sofa and set his beer on a coaster on the coffee table. He took a large bite of pizza and washed it down with a drink of beer.
 
                 “No, I’m full. Pizza is kind of heavy and I don’t eat heavy foods very often. I prefer to stick with lighter meals. Salads, grilled chicken, seafood, that sort of thing.”
 
                 Connor nodded as he took another bite. “That all sounds good,” he paused and looked at Zula, “for an appetizer.” 
 
                 Zula couldn’t help but chuckle. “I think our habits are just a little different.”
 
                 “They sure are. I’ve wanted to ask you something, so I hope I don’t offend you.”
 
                 “I’m sure you won’t, but I reserve the right to refuse to answer.” Zula smiled.
 
                 “Deal.” Connor sipped his beer. “I’ve heard all the stories about your grandmother and her mother before her, and I was wondering if there’s any truth to it?”
 
                 Zula nodded her head slowly and took a drink of beer. “I was wondering how long it would take before you asked. And no, it doesn’t bother me at all to talk about them. I had nothing to do with any of it and what happened isn’t any more my fault than it is yours.”
 
                 “I read the town history book down at the library. They really did hang, drown, and burn your great-grandmother at the stake, didn’t they?”
 
                 Zula nodded. “They did. But there is more to the story. She was madly in love with this man, but he was much older and not exactly the type of man her parents wanted for her. Her father ran him off and found a different, more suitable man for my grandmother to wed. It wasn’t love, but she said he took good care of her.”
 
                 Connor looked at her, and then laughed. “What do you mean ‘she said’?”
 
                 Zula glanced away and took a breath. Then she tipped up her beer and took a long drink. Oops, she thought. “I just meant that it’s the story that’s been handed down in my family. Her father told her that the man had taken a hundred dollars in exchange for leaving for good. He was actually trying to sneak my great-grandmother away when her father and the local sheriff caught and killed him, and then dumped his body in the old mining shaft.”
 
                 “That wasn’t in the book,” Connor said.
 
                 “No, it wouldn’t be.” Zula took a deep breath and wondered if she should go ahead and tell him about his great-grandfather. On one hand, if she told him now he might get upset enough to leave. But if she told him at some future date, he might be even more upset and leave. She blew out another breath and turned toward Connor. “The story goes that the man who was in love with my great-grandmother was named Connor.”
 
                 Connor laughed out loud. “That’s funny.”
 
                 Zula smiled. “It gets funnier.
 
                 “Really? I can’t wait to hear it.”
 
                 Zula took a deep breath and told him the story her great-grandmother told her. She left out the part about him being her soul mate. A little at a time, Zula thought.
 
                 Connor stared at her for a few moments when she finished the tale. He took a long pull off the beer in his hand, then said, “I’ll be damned. That’s a pretty wild story, isn’t it?”
 
                 “Pretty wild,” Zula agreed.
 
                 Connor checked his watch, and swallowed the last of his beer. “I’ve got an early morning, so I’ll say goodnight.”
 
                 Zula stood with him and followed him to the front door. “Thank you for the pizza and the company.”
 
                 “No problem,” he said. “I’ll talk to you later.” He left her standing in the doorway without trying to kiss her goodnight.[bookmark: _Toc366079648]
 
   
  
 



~ Eight ~
 
   [bookmark: _Toc366079649]Preferably, A Real Man
 
    
 
                 “What do you make of that, Thad?” The cat rubbed his head against Zula’s face as she carried him up the stairs to her room and dropped him on the bed. Zula went into the bathroom, washed her face and brushed her teeth, then climbed into bed. “Goodnight, Thad.”
 
   ~ * ~
 
    
 
                  His hands slid slowly up her legs, his thumbs massaging her as he went. When he reached the top of her thighs, his fingers splayed wide, his thumbs moving in small, slow circles coming ever closer to her pussy. Stopping just at the outside of her opening, massaging her in the most private of places in the most sensual way. Her hips began to move in rhythm with his hands. 
 
                 Her hands moved over her own body, slowly moving across her stomach, over her breasts and back down. Slowly massaging her stomach, moving lower to her thighs until her hands met his. Spreading her hands over his, she let the sensations wash through her like warm oil. Every nerve ending attune to his movements, reaching out to him, calling to him from some secret place yet unexplored. 
 
                 His thumbs continued to move in slow, sensuous circles coming closer to dipping inside of her with each motion. His forefingers moved to either side of her clit, not touching her there, yet moving her closer and closer to orgasm. Then he added his breath, a simple, cool breath blown over her clit. She felt the electricity gather from the souls of her feet, travel up her legs, pooled in her belly, and then she exploded.
 
    
 
                 Zula sat upright in bed, breathless, her body still vibrating from the orgasm. She wiped her face with her hands and blew out a breath. 
 
                 “What was that?”  She shook her head, threw back the blankets and slid out of bed.  “Whew! If Connor is anything like his grandfather…” 
 
                 In the bathroom, Zula splashed cool water on her face, grabbed a hand towel and dried. She went back into her room, glanced at the clock, and saw that it was nearly six. “May as well get ready for the day. Come on Thad, time to get up.”
 
                                                              ~ * ~
 
                  Connor came awake, confused by the dream he’d just had. Was it a dream? He wondered. Or was it something more? This wasn’t the first time he’d woken up from an all-too-real-dream about Zula. 
 
                 He flung the covers back and looked down, his boxers showing the evidence of just how real the dream was. Muttering under his breath, Connor went to the bathroom and took a shower. 
 
                 The dream flashed through his mind as the water poured over him. He just couldn’t figure out how a dream could seem so real, could feel so real that he actually ejaculated in his sleep. That hadn’t happened since he was a teen. 
 
   But here he was, a grown man having wet dreams. 
 
                 Zula’s story about her ancestor and his knowing one another was definitely strange, but his ancestor Connor was completely unknown to him. He didn’t believe in reincarnation any more than he believed in witches, ghosts and goblins. 
 
                 The story was simply a local legend and had nothing to do with him today, or with his nighttime dreams and emissions.
 
                 Connor toweled off, put on deodorant and got dressed. He had a septic tank to dig up in less than thirty minutes.
 
   ~ *~
 
                 Or was it Connor and not his great-grandfather? Zula wondered. Was it possible that the two of them were so connected that they were actually making love to one another? But how could she broach the subject with Connor? It wasn’t like she could say, Hey Connor, any sex dreams about me recently? She chuckled and shook her head at the thought. 
 
                 “Come on, Thad. Let’s get some breakfast. I don’t know about you, but I’m starving.” She carried the cat downstairs to the kitchen and he sat on the counter watching Zula scramble eggs with fresh sun-dried tomatoes, mushrooms, and cheese. When finished, she put a portion on a plate and blew on it until it was cooled, then set it on the counter next to Thad. 
 
                 Pulling up a stool, Zula ate her breakfast but didn’t really taste it. Her mind was on the dreams, and as great as they were lately, and she knew the man in her dreams was Connor, she didn’t understand why he hadn’t even tried to kiss her, much less attempt to have sexual relations with her. Was he having the dreams too? Were they just dreams brought on by a lack of sex? It had been quite a long time since Zula had a man in her bed, maybe they were something more, like transcendental dreams perhaps? Maybe the two of them really were soul mates and in their sleep-state, they connected on a transcendental plain? If that was the case, then Connor would be having the same dreams as she. Now, just how would she go about asking him if he is having the same dreams? 
 
                 “So, what do you think, Thad? Should I just say, Hi Connor, had any sex dreams about me lately? I’m sure that would work.” Zula laughed and took her plate to the sink, washed it, and put it in the wooden rack to dry. “I have a few things to tend to in the back yard, Thad. I need to deadhead the roses, pull a few weeds, and get the flower beds ready for winter planting. I’ve got some new bulbs I’m going to put in for spring.” 
 
   She grabbed her things from the back porch and opened the screen door. Thad followed her outside and found a warm, sunny patch to make himself comfortable. While Thad stretched and laid down, Zula knelt on her knee pad and began sipping the dead heads from the rose bushes. Suddenly, she began to feel woozy, like she had drunk one too many cocktails, or stood up too fast. The world around her began to spin.
 
   “Grandma Zula, is that you?” Zula said, barely able to speak at all. “What is going on?” She felt the world spiraling out of control, as if she was falling, spinning, being stretched in every direction. 
 
   Then everything appeared to turn white. So bright she couldn’t keep her eyes open against the intrusion. And the roaring in her ears sounded like a thousand oceans crashing against the cliffs. But just as suddenly, the sound was gone, and the eerie silence was more frightening than the sound had been. And then she was flat of her back and every sensation she had felt was gone.
 
   ~ * ~
 
                 Connor sat up in bed, feeling as if he just had a bad dream, although he couldn’t remember dreaming. He swung his feet out of bed and as he stood, he grabbed a robe and put it on while walking down the hallway to the kitchen. Pouring a glass of water, he drank it down, then poured another, still feeling very thirsty. The strange feeling of having a dream bothered him but he still couldn’t remember dreaming, and after another glass of water, he went back to bed.
 
                 Barely having shut his eyes, Connor felt his stomach lurch, as if he was about to vomit. He sat up suddenly, feeling dizzy and out of place. He threw back the covers and started to get out of bed but he couldn’t get his legs to obey. His head began to spin, or maybe the room around him was spinning instead. Trying as hard as he could to keep his head straight, he looked for something to focus on. Suddenly, he couldn’t hear anything. It sounded as if the wind had picked up and was blowing through his room, and then everything appeared to be bright white and he raised a hand to shield his eyes. Then, just as suddenly, the world faded into total darkness and he fell with a loud thump. His breath was knocked from his lungs, and he slowly opened his eyes while gasping for breath.[bookmark: _Toc366079650]
 
   
  
 



~ Nine ~
 
   [bookmark: _Toc366079651]Heroes & Cowboys
 
    
 
                 “No,” Zula screamed. “What is wrong with you people? Who are you and why are you doing this?” She screamed as loudly as she could but it seemed no one heard her. Or if they did, they certainly paid no attention.
 
                 She hung by bound hands and feet to a thin log, with the ends on the shoulders of two very large men who carried her to, well, wherever they were going. Zula hadn’t a clue what was going on or why. She didn’t feel like herself either, and as she glanced around at the crowd, they weren’t dressed like they were twenty-first century Americans, unless they were in some play that required dressing up like Quakers or something similar. Whatever it was, she didn’t like it.
 
                 “Drown the witch!”
 
                 “Drown her!”
 
                 “Witch, witch, witch! Drown the witch!”
 
                 Zula could hear the crowd chanting and for the first time, she realized they were talking about her. She was the witch and they were taking her to Miller’s pond to toss her in. She knew this story because great-grandmother Zula was drowned, hanged, and burned at the stake for “laws against nature”. That was ancient history. How could Zula be in the middle of witch trials that had been over for nearly two hundred years? 
 
                 “Be careful,” a voice whispered in Zula’s ear. “Be careful my daughter. You were warned.” 
 
                 “Great-grandmother Zula,” she whispered. “Is this what you were warning me about? Grandmother?” There was no answer to her plea.              
 
   ~ * ~
 
                 “What the heck is going on here?” Connor came to his feet, looking around. “And exactly where is here?”
 
                 Brushing himself off, Connor glanced around. He was in a meadow and in the distance, he could hear people shouting. He headed toward the voices, hoping to find some information that would help him get back home. Or explain why he wasn’t home right now. The voices were getting closer, and Connor picked up the pace to a jog. He had to find out what had happened to him. It wasn’t long before he could see a pond and the crowd getting closer to it. 
 
                 “What are they do…?” It was then he saw the woman hanging on the pole between to large men. She was tied at the wrists and ankles, and it appeared they were going to throw her in the water. 
 
                 “Hey!” Connor shouted, but no one paid attention. He broke into a run, hoping to help the woman, and as he approached the men, he could see the woman’s face. A face he knew all too well. Zula’s.
 
                 “Connor, help me,” she shouted, her eyes boring into his. “Help me!”
 
                 He ran faster but he wasn’t fast enough. The men set Zula on the grass at the pond’s edge, repositioned their hands and then picked her up and began to swing her back and forth. Then they let her go and she landed in the middle of the pond with a huge splash. Connor followed her in.
 
                 Swimming to the middle of the pond, Connor dove under, then, after a few moments, he came up for air. He took a deep breath and dove again. Finally, he found the pole with Zula attached and put his arm around her waist and pulled her to the surface. Zula gagged and choked, trying to fill her lungs with air. Connor pulled her to the shallows and began cutting her ties. It was then that the crowd stormed the pair and dragged them both out of the water to the grass. Connor and Zula were tied, and both were dragged to the town square. 
 
                 “What is going on?” Connor shouted, still fighting against the hold a group of men had on him.
 
                 “I can’t tell you right now,” Zula sputtered. “I don’t know anything.”
 
                 Finally, they were thrown into a jail cell together and the door was locked. “Here, let me try to get the ropes off of you.” Conner pulled on the ropes and finally was able to untie Zula. Then she began working on his until she managed to remove the ropes around his hands and feet.
 
                 “I’m so sorry,” she told him. As hard as she tried, she couldn’t hold back the tears. 
 
                 “It’ll be all right,” Connor said, pulling her close and holding her. “I don’t understand any of this. I was home in bed and started feeling sick and then I wound up here. I don’t understand what’s going on.”
 
                 Zula sniffled and finally stopped crying enough to wipe her face on one sleeve. She looked up at him and took a deep breath, and blew it out. “You know my great-grandmother was a witch and suffered greatly at the hands of the villagers in her day. She told me to be careful and I didn’t listen, and now, for some reason, I’ve been pulled back in time in her place. 
 
                 “She was the only one to survive being drowned, hanged, and burned at the stake. Now that you’ve rescued me from drowning, I’ll be hanged and burned at the stake unless we find some way to get back home.”
 
                 “I hope you’ll understand if I think this is all bull.”
 
                 “Then you explain how you’re here in a time not your own, with a woman who was being drowned for the crime of witchcraft?”
 
                 Connor looked away from her and perused his surroundings for a few moments. “I, uh,” he cleared his throat. “I can’t.”
 
                 “Me either. I didn’t know time travel was part and parcel of what was handed down to me from grandma Zula. Have you, uh, this is going to sound off the wall, but have you had any dreams with me in them that seem rather, well, too real?”
 
                 Connor looked at her for a moment and then grinned. “Yes, actually, I have.”
 
                 “Really fantastic sex dreams?”
 
                 Connor laughed out loud. “Yes. Really incredible sex dreams. Nothing like I’ve ever done in real life.” 
 
                 “Me too. And I think that we are connected at the soul level and always have been. We belong to one another in this lifetime and in every other lifetime.”
 
                 “I don’t believe in that soul mate type thing.”
 
                 “Really? How’s your belief in time travel?”
 
                 “You got me there.” He picked up a small stick and made little drawings in the dirt floor. “Do you know how we can get out of this before you wind up on fire?”
 
                 “I don’t know.” Zula wiped her face again. “This is all new to me as much as it is to you.”
 
                 “Hey,” Connor cupped her face with one hand. “Don’t look so sad, we’ll figure something out.” He looked deeply into her eyes, then licked his lips as he bent in and rushed his lips over hers. He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her against his chest so her breasts crushed against him. He took the kiss deeper, until he felt her body give in to his, then he pulled back slowly, carefully, and looked into her eyes.
 
                 “This feels familiar,” he said softly, and then kissed her again.
 
                 “It does to me too,” she said with a smile and kissed him back. “Don’t stop now.”
 
                 He held her and kissed her like he’d never kissed another woman before. And maybe he hadn’t. Maybe they were soul mates and she’d been his and he had been hers through every lifetime. Maybe that’s why he had the dream of her, he knew her that well in every lifetime, making love to her was easy.
 
                 “One question.” Zula pulled back and looked into his eyes. “Why did you never try to kiss me or sleep with me after all those dates?”
 
                 “I wanted to, I just didn’t want to jump into anything too fast and ruin it. I know that hot fires burn out quick and I knew the first time I ever saw you that it would definitely be a hot fire. I was hoping to get to know you a little better before we began having sex.”
 
                 “Good answer.” Zula laughed and wrapped her eyes around him while her lips came to meet his. The world began to tilt and swirl around them, and then it was suddenly very quiet and they landed with a thud. Opening their eyes, they were in Zula’s house, with Thad rubbing against them.
 
                 “We’re home!” Zula said.
 
                 “Yes. Yes, we are,” Connor said. “Now, take me upstairs to your room so you can show me you did in those dreams.”
 
                 Zula laughed and gathered up her skirts. “I guess you’ll just have to catch me.” She leaped to her feet and headed upstairs with Connor right behind her. 
 
                 Thad meowed loudly. “Oh come one, you silly cat. Let me find a can of tuna for you while my granddaughter and her man hammer out a few details.”
 
    
 
   ~ End ~
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