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Chapter One 

“The ringing in my ears wouldn’t stop,” Cassie Ballard said as she sipped at her iced frap, more to cool off than for thirst. “But when the sound persisted, I realized it wasn’t my dream, but the damn phone. And reality smacked me in the face.” 

“I wish I could have dreams like you.” Francie pouted and gave Cassie a friendly glare over the rim of her glass as she sipped her tea. 

The heat from the sun deflected by the umbrella made a nice oasis in the garden behind the store. Cassie grinned at her best friend.  If Francie only knew. Just thinking about the erotic dream made her tingle in places that were a bit uncomfortable with company around. 

“How would you like to be in the middle of hot sex on the kitchen counter, no less, when the phone rings and it’s your mother?” Cassie tilted her head and raised an eyebrow. 

“I get it.” Francie grinned. “Tell me everything. I need to live vicariously, even if it is through your dreams.” 

Cassie almost laughed. “That’s the problem, Francie. They are too real.” 

“Cassie, my lassie, as your hunky handy man would call you, all hot dreams seem real.” The umbrella trapped her friend’s giggle, and the sound danced around the edges. 

Closing her eyes, Cassie wondered how the hell she could explain the dream to Francie if she couldn’t explain it to herself. 

“Come on Cassie I’m waiting, give me details.” 

An image of the last dream flitted over her. Palms planted firmly on the 



 

counter; her arms strained to support her body. Her heart began to hammer as it had in the vision. 

“Francie, I could  feel the dream. His hands on me, his hot lips as he trailed kisses over…” Swallowing, she picked up her chilled drink to gulp down something to put out the fire. 

“Don’t stop there.” A banshee screech emitted from somewhere deep within her friend. 

Cassie felt her chest heave and her breath came in rugged gulps, just thinking about it could undo her. She pushed from the table. “I need cold water.” 

Inside her shop, the cool air hit her. Breathing deeply helped settle her pulse. Now what had she come inside for? 

“Get back here, I need to hear the rest of this dream. And you’re drinking iced coffee!” Francie’s voice must have carried throughout the neighborhood. 

Thank the Goddess it was a small one. Or maybe that wasn’t such a blessing. 

“Do you want some water?” Cassie fumbled through the fridge and finally found two bottles. 

Back outside, she settled back into her chair, as she handed one to her friend  

Francie tilted her head to one side, glared at the water, which clearly she didn’t want, or need, then glowered at her. The glare said it all. 

“Okay.” Cassie chugged a couple of ounces of water and finished her tale. 

“I don’t know how I even answered the phone. Even to me, my ‘Hello’ sounded like a strained whisper. My Mom’s voice hit me like a bucket of cold water.” 

Francie had her eyes closed. Her lips curved in a smile. Cassie waited. 



 

“Francie, are you all right?” 

“Give me a minute I’m pretending to be you.” 

“What?” 

Her friend’s eyes opened and then closed to a slit. “You’re taking all the sizzle out of my daydream you know. Okay, what did you say to your mom? I wouldn’t have answered the phone.” 

Cassie wanted to laugh. Dammit it wasn’t funny. “It’s not like I could continue what I was doing. It was a dream. Only…” She swallowed, “…it wasn’t. That’s what I’m trying to tell you Francie. It’s like a message. And then the phone rang, and it was Mom. I told her I’d call her back. Sometimes you just can’t talk to your mother, especially when she’s interrupted a very real sizzling fantasy of a dream man.” 

“My Goddess, Francie.” Cassie put the ice water bottle to her forehead. 

Was that a sizzle? She was hot enough. “I think I had the best orgasm of my life or had been about to. And it wasn’t even real.” 

Francie drank the last of her iced tea. “I just don’t understand why you’re complaining. A great looking dream man, the best orgasms of your life and no complications with a real guy, what’s not to like?” 

If only… but she felt as if there was something else at work here. Why was she having so many sexy dreams? Now they were seeping into her waking life. She needed to find out the cause, the reason. There had to be one. 

Cassie grinned at her friend, “It’s not that I don’t like it, they’re hot. It’s the message I feel I should find in them.” 

“That’s easy, you’ve been celibate too long. Why you deprive yourself is beyond me.” Francie sighed. 



 

Cassie brushed her hair behind her ear. “They just started a week or so ago. Lately, I’ve been having doubts about my career choice. I wonder if that’s why the dreams.” She looked through the door into her small shop,  Cassie’s Four Elements.  Her boutique carried rare antiques, a set of Runes that traced back to the sixth century, dragons, fairies, and anything else whimsical one could think of. She had a section of practical tools for the modern-day Wiccan. 

It had felt wonderful when she first opened her doors to have her aspirations become a reality. 

Cassie took a deep breath and then continued.  “ I know this is how my life was meant to be. All I need to do is enter my store and a feeling of belonging creeps over me and fills me with peace and contentment. So why the doubt has crept in…” She shrugged. “…is beyond me.” 

Francine smiled as she stood. “Maybe the dreams are not about your career but your life.” 

“The Four Elements is my life.” Cassie stood and gathered their glasses. 

Francine followed her inside. 

“That’s what I mean. Maybe they’re trying to tell you to settle down with your dream man.” 

Cassie rinsed the cups, thinking about her reply while she did the mundane task of cleaning up. “Francine, you know I’m waiting for my soul mate.” 

“Cassie, maybe you’ve met your soul mate and your dreams are trying to point you to him.” 

The chime from the clock echoed. Time to lock up and call it a day. She walked to the front door, carrying on the conversation as she went.  “The only 



 

man in my life is…”  She reached for the closed sign, the door swung open, and she jumped out of the way, safely avoiding catastrophe. Or a broken nose. 

“Oops, sorry, me lass.” Dylan McCabe smiled his sexy dark Irish grin, and then pushed through into the shop. 

“Dylan.” Cassie’s heart did an Irish jig at the sight of him, as it always did. 

“Hi Dylan,” Francine said to him, then turned to smile and wiggled her eyebrows at Cassie. “I think you have your answer,” she whispered. 

She slipped out of the open door. “Sorry to run, see you both later.” 

Cassie closed the door behind her friend and turned to consider Dylan. 

What was it about her handy man that set all her nerves on fire? He was handsome, intelligent, full of blarney and she swore all the women on the eastern coast were in love with him. She was determined not to be one of them. 

Cassie took a deep breath and tried to sound in charge. “I’m about to close up.” 

“Yes, I know. But you know darlin’, I just had this craving...” He leaned into her. 

Cassie sucked her breath in, ducked under his arm and out of harms way. Up close, she lost her resolve. The more distance between them the better. 

His chuckle filled the room as he swaggered to the small coffee bar. “I would love some of my favorite if you have time to take pity on a poor, hard-workin’ soul.” 

“Yeah, I can imagine. You sweet talk yourself into a job today?” She only kidded. He worked hard, and his cabinetry spoke for itself, no references needed. 



 

Cassie busied herself, making his Chai Tea, trying to keep her body under control. His next words stopped her heart. 

“You know Cassie, we’re meant to be together.” 

She whirled around, the liquid from the cup sloshed over the side, the scalding tea barely missing her fingers. “Why do you say that?” 

“I’ve been thinking. You being the prettiest lass around and I, of course, being the handsomest lad, we’d be that good.” His charming grin caused butterflies to flutter around her heart. If only he were her soul mate. 

She tossed the Runes years ago; they had told her to wait for her soul mate and take no other. Someone she had known for many passed lives. In every life, the time would come for her to be with him again. If it were Dylan, wouldn’t she know? Wouldn’t he be waiting for her also? But the only thoughts he provoked were carnal. 

“I’m sure you’d like us to be  meant for each other. But I have other plans. 

And I won’t be one of your many women.” Her hands fisted in frustration. How easy it would be to yield to temptation and spend one glorious night in his strong arms. “I have some things to do, Dylan. I’ll see you tomorrow.” 

One tanned arm snaked out to stop her progress. A tug on her hand, and her body fit perfectly to his. Shivers rippled through her. His golden-brown eyes were intense as he bent his head toward her. Breath held in anticipation, she waited. 

“I need you to be mine.” The words whispered across her lips seconds before his claimed them. 

Cassie fought the sensations rolling through her. His tongue gently coaxed her lips open to sprinkle the faint taste of mint. A buzzing in her ears 



 

threatened her equilibrium. Swallowing down her hunger, she forced her hands between their bodies and pushed against his firm chest. When he stepped away, the loss of his touch made her thirst for his possession. 

She couldn’t mistake the desire in his gaze. He wanted her. But she would  not give into her own needs. She’d waited this long for her soul mate. 

She’d have to force all thoughts of the irresistible Dylan out of her head. 

“I’m not going to compete for your attention along with the rest of your harem.” 

Was there a hint of hurt in his eyes? No, she must have been mistaken; the arrogant handy man was back. “I keep telling you there isn’t a harem. 

You’re the only one for me.” 

“Yeah right, they’re all just friends with benefits.” She couldn’t keep the skepticism out of her voice. A sigh bubbled up to blow out through her pursed lips. Why did she care anyway? 

“I’ll just have to show you.” 

Cassie walked to the door, her legs rubbery from his kiss. She pulled it opened and waited. He picked up his Chai tea. When he passed her, he gave a salute with the cup, winked, and whistled a Gaelic tune. The melody told of two soul mates, who passed each other for centuries never getting together, lost in sadness for all eternity. She paused to let the shiver pass, then locked the door behind him. Why on earth had he chosen that song? 

Why did she feel so worn out? So confused? Why did no other man affect her the way he did? How she wanted to believe that the others meant nothing to him. What had he meant, he’d just have to show her? 

Rolling her shoulders, she flipped the deadbolt. The resounding click 



 

echoed around the silent shop. She’d think about the questions later. 

Tomorrow was a big day. Winter Solstice. 

An hour later, soggy from her soak in a hot and relaxing bath, she climbed into bed. She tried to focus on her plans for the morrow, but it didn’t take long for an image of Dylan to filter through her mind. A strand of his dark wavy hair lay mid-forehead, a sexy smile causing flutters to scamper down her spine as he leaned toward her. Cassie sat up and punched her pillow. When would he get out of her thoughts? 

Concentrating on sleep, she laid back, mischievous golden eyes the last thing to cross her consciousness before falling into a deep slumber.   

 **** 

 Cassandra stood at her office door, a cell phone wedged between her ear and shoulder, with one hand she balanced her briefcase and coffee. With the other, she couldn’t seem to get the key in to unlock the door. 

 A large masculine hand materialized from behind her and snagged the keys from her fingers. Within seconds, she walked to her desk and dropped her burdens. 

 “Gotta go. Talk to you later, Sis.” She snapped the phone shut, threw it with the rest of her discarded things and turned to the man who’d helped her. 

 Her breath lodged somewhere in her chest. Dark wavy hair combed straight back from a broad forehead struck her hard in the midsection. His wide shoulders ruthlessly shoved into a gray business suit. Narrow hips, and the coup de grâce ...the sexiest smile she’d ever seen. Oh, he knew his affect on her. 

 It probably happened all the time. 

 Forcing her mouth to close, she swallowed the lump in her throat, closed 



 

 her eyes a moment and instructed herself to act like an adult. “Thank you for the help. I was about to lose the coffee.” 

 “Yes, can’t have you losing your wake-up.” He smiled again, turned, and left the office without another word. 

 The timbre of his voice seemed to linger long after he’d departed. 

 Goosebumps rippled over her body. The soft hair on her arms stood as if she’d rubbed it to cause static electricity. Cassandra finally found the strength to shut the door and retreat to her chair. 

 She should work on her presentation, but those golden eyes in otherwise dark features kept parading around her mind. Delicious thoughts of what to do with his body after she stripped off his suit, threw it in the trash, and burned it. 

 She’d never let him wear clothes again. Champagne was made to dribble over his taut stomach. At least, she imagined his abdomen would be taut. She’d lick the amber fluid out of his belly button. 

 She shifted in her seat. “Who the hell is he? And where has he been?” The tightening muscles in her lower belly reminded her of how long she’d been celibate. 

 “God, I need to get laid.” The words grounded out between clenched teeth. 

 If the rumors about how busy the firm would be in the next month were true, she wouldn’t have a minute to herself to satisfy her needs anytime soon. 

 A knock on the door interrupted her hot thoughts. Her eyes flew to the door as if she’d been caught naked. Her friend, Karen, the office receptionist, stood in the entry. 

 She looked around. “Who were you talking to?” 

 “Uh…” Cassandra couldn’t think, her whole body thrummed with sexual 



 

 tension. She swallowed the lump of desire that had lodged in her throat and tried to compose herself.  She blurted out the first thing that came to mind. “I was reading my presentation out loud.” 

 Karen squinted at her, letting Cassandra know she hadn’t bought her explanation, but she only shrugged. “Cass, are you that worried about this board meeting?” 

 Whew, Karen hadn’t noticed the visible pulse that tattooed a beat in her neck. Cassandra swiped at the sweat beading on her face. “My career is on the line.” 

 “Oh whatever, you’ll be fine. Wish I could chat, but I have a million things to do before the meeting. I just wanted to remind you; you’ll need to have your handout copied to give to everyone at presentation.” 

 “Do you know how many there’ll be at the meeting? 

 “I don’t know.” 

 “How do you not know?” 

 “Because there are several visitors today, including the new CEO. See you there.” Karen ducked back out of the office before Cassandra could question her further. Damn, she’d wanted to get some information about Jed Gallivan, the new CEO, before the board meeting. His reputation preceded him—Jed the perfectionist. He even sounded like a workaholic. She’d just have to meet him in the conference room, like everyone else. 

 Cassandra settled into the cushion of the chair. She was wound up like a clock, and it had nothing to do with the presentation. 

 Taking a deep breath, she tried to get a pair of broad shoulders out of her mind.  Come on girl, you don’t have time for this today.   



 

 With determination, she pulled out the file that held her work. Leaving her office, she turned in the direction of the copy room. 

 Just her luck, a huge sign graced the top of the machine,  Out of Order. 

 Great, where was the other copier in the building? She walked to the reception area to ask Karen, but her chair was empty. What else could go wrong? 

 Reaching over the counter to get the company directory, she flipped the binder open and ran a finger down the departments. There, first floor. 

 An hour later, handouts in a file folder and under her arm, Cassandra felt ready to face a boardroom full of people. She half-smiled to herself.  Here comes Cassandra watch out.   

 She hadn’t planned the timing too well, and the lunch crowd was just returning. The elevator doors slid open. She and several people jostled for a place inside. 

 Gray fabric caught her eye, and she looked up into the handsome face of her rescuer. Her heart slammed against her ribs. He smiled and stepped behind her. 

 Tension raced along her nerves. His presence was almost a physical thing. 

 Was that his breath trickling down along her spine? 

 At first, she wasn’t sure what was tickling the back of her legs. The fabric of her dress inched upward. She swallowed a gasp and started to turn, but a velvety voice whispered in her ear, “Just relax.” 

 Easy for him to say. Someone didn’t stand behind him in a full elevator, a hand creeping up his dress. She swallowed back a chuckle that threatened to escape from the image. 

 She sucked air in through her teeth when his hand slid over one cheek. A 



 

 warm finger ran along the edge of thong string. Hot breath caressed her ear, all the while murmuring heated innuendos. Her knees nearly buckled. Thank God, his other hand gripped her shoulder to steady her. 

 The door slid open, and a handful of people slipped out. His fingers continued their dance over her ass. Then his touch became bold, doing unimaginable things in public. 

 She’d never felt this molten heat before. Her nipples hardened, rubbing against her bra with the uneven rhythm of her breath. Her eyes darted around, but no one seemed to notice what was going on in the back of the elevator. 

 The doors slid open, and the remaining people debarked. A shiver raced to her moist wet center when a puff of air mingled with the warmth of his tongue licking the side of her neck. “Alone at last.” 

  His hand slid with a lover’s touch from her shoulder to cup a breast, and he pulled her body against his. 

 She stopped trying to act as if it weren’t the most erotic experience of her life and let her head fall back on his shoulder, giving him full access to her neck. 

 Her purse fell to the floor, and her newly freed hand reached between their bodies intent on doing the same to him. 

 “No, this is just my time for pleasure. We’ll be at our floor too soon for you to play.” 

 She shifted, but he held firm. The pressure building, her breath erratic gasps.  Oh yes, just one or two more heartbeats and I’m there.   She didn’t know if she spoke aloud or not, she was past caring. 

Ding.   The elevator stopped, his hands dropped, leaving her wanting. He gave her a gentle push forward when the doors slid opened. Before he stepped 



 

 around her, he smoothed her dress down her butt. Then he turned to look her straight in the eye, winked and exited. 

 Only then did she realize people waited to get in. The women looked at her strangely. After all, it was the top floor. The men smirked at her as if they knew what had happened, and those grins galvanized her into action. She mustered up her dignity and, head held high, marched past them. 

 “Miss, you forgot your purse.” Cassandra turned to snatch it from the woman’s hand, murmured a hasty thank you and raced to her office. Her cheeks burned; it was a wonder they weren’t melting. 

 She slammed the door and sat down behind the desk. Sliding the chair back to give herself room, Cassandra bent over with her head between her knees to keep from fainting. No way could she attend the board meeting like this. She had to compose herself enough to give the presentation she’d worked on for months to the perfectionist, Jed, whatever his last name was. And to top that off, the man in the elevator could be one of the new board members in attendance. 

 “Time to go.” Karen opened the door a few seconds later. “What are you doing?” 

 Cassandra straightened. She didn’t have the strength to stand. How on earth would she manage? 

 “I felt a little weak.” 

 “What is wrong with you today?” 

 Cassandra busied herself with her papers to hide her flushed expression. 

 “Nothing. Why don’t you go to the meeting, and I’ll be there in a minute. I just need to run to the ladies room.” 

 She didn’t look up, and the top of her head itched from her friend’s stare. 



 

 “If you say so, but you better hurry. You don’t want to be late.” 

 “Promise, I won’t be.” 

 Cassandra sat for a minute longer, then did her best to pull herself together and picked up her notes and the handouts. She tried to swallow the lump in her throat. Even gave herself a pep talk to relax on the way to the boardroom. It didn’t help. 

 Gathering her confidence, she pulled the double doors open, walked in, and stopped. The room was full, but the only person she focused on stood at the head of the table. Hair slicked back, gray suit immaculate, as if their little tryst had never happened. He smiled a crooked grin and turned his attention to her boss, Mr. Hartland, next to him. 

God, could you just open up a hole in the earth to swallow me? 

 She pulled herself up straight and took her seat next to Karen, who would take notes of the meeting. Her breathing refused to settle into a normal rhythm. 

 Her hard-won composure had just flown out the window when he grinned at her. 

 He was too damn sexy for his own good. Who the hell was he? 

 “Ladies and gentlemen,” Mr. Hartland called the room to order. “I’d like to get this meeting underway. Our guests have a long trip tomorrow, and we have a lot to cover in one day.” Then he turned to Golden Eyes and motioned for him to stand. “As you all know Cosmo Engineering has a new CEO. I’ll turn the meeting over to him now. Jed Gallivan.” 

Oh my God, I’ve just had a sexual encounter in the elevator with the new CEO. 


**** 

 

 

Cassie sat up, looked around her room, and wondered what had awoken her. She cocked her head to the side to listen. No strange noises. 

Then her dream flashed through her mind, and instantly, her throat tightened. 

Oh, the guy in the elevator, Jed--now there was someone she’d like to meet. Maybe he was her soul mate? If only. Smiling she bunched her pillow to soften the cushion. 

Maybe the fantasy could be recaptured if she fell immediately into dreamland. She laid her head down and the image of gold eyes filtered behind her eyelids. She sucked in her breath and bolted upright again. Dylan. The man in the dream had been her handsome handy man. What did that mean? 



 




Chapter Two 

Water, she needed it now. If she didn’t cool off she’d never be able to sleep. Throwing the covers off, she half stumbled, half ran to the bathroom. 

Cupping the glass with both hands, she greedily gulped the cool liquid. 

Bringing the tumbler with her, she sat it next to the clock on her nightstand. 

Three in the morning, the witching hour. Okay, so technically that was midnight, but the range could be somewhere between midnight and three. Oh, good grief, what did it matter? Now she was stalling, afraid to let herself return to the dream. 

Lying on her back, she stared at the ceiling. With the thoughts of Dylan racing around her mind, she’d never fall asleep. Rolling to her side, she inhaled deeply to relax. Breathing out, she continued the process until she felt herself begin to drift. 


**** 

 Tapping her toe impatiently, Cassandra tried to look around the person in front of her to see what the hold up was. She wanted to get home. She’d stopped for a bottle of her favorite Pinot Noir. The wine store occupied the bottom corner of her office building. She passed it on the way to her car every night. 

 A glass of wine and a nice tub of hot water surrounded by candles was just the ticket. She could relax and drain away the stress of the day. God what a day it’d been. 

 Finally, bottle in hand, she made her way to her car in the parking garage. 

 Cassandra opened the car door and tossed in her purse. Before she could climb behind the wheel, a hand clamped over her mouth. Her knees went weak. This 



 

 was New York, and it was dark. Her pepper spray lay on the passenger side floor, out of reach. 

 “Trust me?” The whispered words sent a delicious thrill down her body. 

 She knew that voice. Jed Gallivan, CEO of Cosmo Engineering. She tried to turn, but his grip, although iron, was gentle and prevented it. 

 “Trust me?” he repeated. 

 A shiver ran down Cassandra’s spine, and her heart instantly throbbed at the memory of his magic fingers in the elevator. Whatever game he played; the tremor of nerves caused her to nod. 

 Removing his hand from her mouth, he nibbled on her neck, turning her knees to jelly. “Don’t turn around. I’m going to walk you to the other side of the car.” 

 Letting him direct her, she kept her eyes straight ahead. He took the key from her hand and reached around her. 

 “Stand still.” He spoke so quietly she barely heard the words. 

 Not moving, as directed, the sense of adventure caused her mouth to go dry when he placed a red silk scarf around her eyes and tied it at the back of her neck. She wouldn’t be seeing after all, but feeling could be so much better. 

 He put a hand on top of her head and gently helped her bend into the car. 

 The procedure was something she’d seen on CSI when the cops put their prisoners in the back seat. Without the scarf of course. 

 He closed her door, and a few seconds later, the car dipped when he slipped into the driver’s seat. 

 “Where--” 

 “Shh...no words. Only feeling and sensation from now on.” He followed his 



 

 own instructions. 

 The engine purred to life, and the motion of the car vibrated through her body. Her heart pumped. Her thoughts turned to the fact she didn’t really know him. Instead of frightening her, like the concept should, her excitement heightened. She closed her eyes behind the scarf and tilted her head back on the head rest. 

 Warm fingers came to rest on her bare knee—with the still warm temperatures of early fall, she’d foregone nylons. The electricity started at her toes while his hand inched up her thigh until it could go no further. His thumb nudged her panties to the side. Anticipation caused her to suck in her breath, but the exquisite torture stopped. Disappointment flooded her, and she sighed in protest. 

 A deep chuckle proceeded, “Shh…” 

 Her body dipped when the car turned, revealing why he had needed his hand. Expecting him to start where he had left off, she was dismayed when he halted the car and climbed out. She could do nothing but wait. 

 Several minutes passed, and she contemplated removing the blindfold. 

 Then the door opened. Again, she felt the gentle pressure of his hand on her head, and his other grasped her elbow to guide her. She could smell the tang of autumn in the air, but it gave her no clues to where they were. 

 A slide and click of a key sounded loud in the still night air. He led her in, and the door closed with a snap. He brought her to a halt, turned her around, her back to his chest. 

 She’d removed her jacket at the wine store, and he must have left it in the car. His hand was at the top of her zipper, a whisper of a touch that started a 



 

 downward motion. Warm moist breath brushed her bare skin. The metal separated, and his lips followed, nibbling their way down her spine. At the small of her back, his tongue traced her Celtic knot tattoo. He placed firm hands on her shoulders, he straightened trailing tiny kisses up her back. Her skin chilled in their wake. 


**** 

Heart pounding to the beat of some ancient tribal dance, Cassie checked the time. Only fifteen minutes since she’d drifted off to sleep. This had to end. 

She didn’t care what time it was, she had to call Francie. 

Several rings later, a very disgruntled friend answered. “What? Do you know what the hell time it is?” 

“I hate New York City!” It was the only thing she could remember from her dream she hadn’t liked. 

Cassie heard the yawn seconds before Francie answered. “And you just had to call me at what…” There was a pause while she apparently looked at her clock. “…almost three thirty in the morning?” 

“Sorry. I had another dream. More erotic than last, and it was Dylan. Or it wasn’t Dylan, but it was.” Cassie knew she was confusing her friend. She was confused herself. 

“What?” 

Forgetting how late or early it was and that she had interrupted Francie’s sleep, she sighed before she answered. 

“I had to tell you about my dream. I was in New York working as some kind of executive in an office.” 

Another yawn, “A nine to five? You’d hate working at a place like that. 



 

But that’s not why you called and woke me up, I hope.” 

“Dylan was a CEO, well his name was Jed something or other, I can’t remember now. But damn he looks good in a suit.” 

“And this couldn’t wait until morning?” 

“No, I mean that could. But I had to tell you about my…” Cassie pulled herself up against the headboard. “I’m not sure I can call it a dream. 

Remember I told you how real they are? You’re not going to believe this.” 

“Since I’m now wide awake, you better tell me every detail. Leave nothing out, or we’re no longer friends.” Cassie could hear the humor in her friend’s voice. Anyway, she hoped she did. 

She briefly told her about Jed, the meeting, and the drive with the red scarf over her eyes. “Then when he helped me out of the car, he walked me to a door and unlocked it. I could feel the air and smell the crisp scent of fall. The place had to be a motel.” 

“So far I’m not impressed.” 

“It wasn’t a dream. I could swear I was actually there. He was behind me, he unzipped me, and I could actually feel the dress slither down my body until the fabric pooled around my ankles. Then I felt his fingers slip under the straps of my bra and slide them over each my shoulders.” 

“Everyone has those kind of dreams. They just seem real.” 

Cassie had to pause and reach for the drink she’d left on her stand earlier. She kicked the covers off before she combusted into a ball of fire. 

“Okay, tell me this, Miss know-it-all. When you wake up does your skin vibrate with awareness, as if you’d just had the most marvelous orgasm in your life? Does the brush of the sheet on your breasts pucker your nipples?” Cassie 



 

ran out of air and had to stop to fill her lungs. “Are your dreams so real you feel you’re living them?” 

“Tell me more. I’m getting hot just imagining.” 

“His hands were sensuous as he worked the clasp. Then my breasts sprang free as my bra fell.” 

Francie let go of one of her famous screeches. Cassie pulled the receiver from her ear too late. She may never hear again. “Go on.” Francie breathed. 

“His palms slid down my body. Francie I could feel them. I can still feel them on my body. He pulled my thong inch by inch down my bare legs.” 

“You don’t wear thongs!” Francie sounded indignant. 

“I know that, but apparently I do wherever this alternate dreamland is I reside in.” 

“Don’t stop there.” 

“You stopped me,” Cassie said. “His mouth and   tongue followed his hands. The texture of his tongue was rough but smooth against my skin. My tummy tightened in response. 

“Francie he used it to dip into places I’d never thought of before. His hands made their way back up…” Cassie continued to describe in detail every move. And the resulting sensation much to Francie’s apparent delight, if her little squeals and groans were any indication. 

“Don’t stop!” Cassie could almost feel Francie’s groan vibrate through the phone. 

“Then I realized there was someone else in the room. Another pair of hands claimed my body. I still had the red scarf over my eyes. It was the scariest, most erotic thing.” 



 

“Did you stop them?” 

“I wanted to, but I was so past the point of no return I’m ashamed to say I didn’t.” 

Francie giggled. “You’re forgetting it was a dream. You’re sort of out of control with those.” 

“But it wasn’t. I was, like, somehow transported to New York and was living this life and scene.” 

“You hate New York.” 

“Exactly. I happen to know that Dylan hates the city also.” 

“So that was the end?” Francie sounded so disappointed; Cassie almost laughed. 

“No.” 

“Was it another guy?” Francine demanded. 

She waited a moment then continued. “I didn’t know. I was blindfolded remember? 

“Oh yeah, I forgot. So then what?” 

“It was the most seductive thing I’ve ever experienced. Actually, it felt as if it happened all the time. It’s hard to explain. Even though I couldn’t see his face, Jed or Dylan, I knew the feel of him. I knew his touch. Like we’d known each other in other lives.” 

Francie snorted. “Your soul mate. Maybe you’ll understand it is Dylan by Christmas.” 

Cassie still wasn’t convinced her soul mate was Dylan. But how she wished she’d meet her soul mate so she wouldn’t have to do her solitary celebration of rebirth for the winter solstice. But there was more. 



 

“Don’t get all excited about my soul mate just yet. After the haze of whatever spell had been cast over me, I realized the extra pair of hands were soft, smaller, and smooth. The other person to join us was a woman.” 

“What does that mean?” 

Cassie sighed. “Goddess if I know. That’s why I’m talking things through with you. If Jed or Dylan is my soul mate, then why the other woman?” 

“Is that when you woke up and called me?” 

“No.” Guilt at the pleasure she’d felt in her dream washed over her. What was wrong with her? She’d always prided herself on her standards. Her celibacy until her soul mate came to claim her. A man who’d known her in other lives over centuries. Yet Jed felt like that man. Why? 

“And?” Her friend prompted. 

“After they had completely exhausted me, I swear even in my sleep I couldn’t move.” Cassie thought about how her mind cleared while gentle hands sponged her body with a warm wet cloth, and kisses trailed in its wake. She swallowed and related the experience to Francie. 

“Together they tenderly dressed me, and Jed led me to the car. As he had before he helped me into the passenger seat. When the car stopped back at the garage, he came around and opened the door. After I’d walked to the other side and climbed behind the wheel—I’m still not sure how I did it with my legs trembling so hard. Anyway, he shut the door and leaned done to brush his lips against my forehead he said, ‘Thank you for a lovely evening. My wife and I will remember it always.’” 



 




Chapter Three 

Gulping in air, Cassie remembered the shock that had hit her in the solar plexus at the bald statement. 

“I bolted upright. The sheets and comforter were tangled around me. I was so hot I pushed them off onto the floor beside my bed. My heart hampered against my ribs. I gulped in air and thought—wife?” 

“Wait a minute; you said this Jed person was actually Dylan?” 

Cassie sighed, “It’s his business suit twin if it’s not.” 

“Our Irish lad, Dylan McCabe? With a wife?” 

“Yes, what do you think it means?” 

“I don’t know what to think now, Cassie. What are you going to do?” 

“I’m going to let you try and get some sleep. I’m sorry I woke you. I had to talk to someone.” 

“You’d be there for me, right?” No answer was needed, they were best friends. “Try to find some rest yourself and I’ll talk to you soon.” 

“I don’t think I can go back to sleep. I have a lot to do to prepare for the Yule and the celebration of rebirth. I have a shipment of Holly, Mistletoe, Ivy and supplies to make wassail. With everyone visiting the shop, it will keep my mind busy and off my dreams. Blessed Be.” 

After Cassie ended the call, she took a moment to regroup. Goddess, it had felt real. 

She climbed out of bed to walk over and turn off the alarm. Her entire body pulsed with left over sensitivity. If she hadn’t known better, she would have sworn she’d really had sex with the man named Jed. No wait, hadn’t it 



 

been Dylan?  And she couldn’t forget the faceless woman he claimed was his wife. 

Rubbing her temples with her fingertips, she didn’t want to think about it. Too confusing. 

Time to shower. 

She pulled the star and moon covered plastic curtain back, reached in to turn the faucet. It took a few seconds to sizzle to life, then another minute or two to gain pressure. Such was life in an old building. She’d lived above her shop for as long as she’d owned it. Well, took out a loan for it. She was still buying the place and would be for another twenty-three years. 

More often than not, she ended up with a lukewarm shower, but once in a great while she got a good heated one. That didn’t happen today. 

Dressed and ready to start the day, she grabbed her bag of decorations, went out the back door and down the stairs to  Cassie’s Four Elements. She shuddered, thinking of the nine to five job of her dream. She’d visited New York City once and hated the crowded, noisy, fast-paced metropolis. The congested dirty streets made the vacation more of a nightmare. 

Right now, she needed something to wake her up and wipe away the rest of the illusion. While she measured the Sumatra beans into the grinder, she let the dream run through her thoughts again. Something about Jed, who mirrored Dylan, she couldn’t get out of her mind. Other than the fact that it was the best sex ever, even if it wasn’t real, somehow she’d missed a piece of a puzzle. 

The lifestyle, right out of corporate America, could have been hers if she’d followed the path her parents had wanted her to take after finishing University. 



 

She’d been restless lately about whether she’d chosen the correct path. If nothing else, the lingering image and walking into the shop this morning had shown her she was where she wanted to be. Where she was  meant to be. 

No business office for her, or nine to five job. At  Four Elements,  if she wanted to hang a sign on the door to state she’d gone to the beach or anywhere else for that matter, she could. 

Speaking of signs, she’d better get her ass in gear. It was almost time to open, and she had to decorate the shop for the solstice. She had a great Yule log. She smiled. It would cozy up the shop for the season. Pouring herself the much-needed cup of coffee, she went through the bag of goodies she’d brought down with her. 

After she had everything separated on her worktable, her favorite part began. She loved the festive atmosphere that settled over the shop with the decorations. Taking the pinecones she’d gathered for the past week, she scattered them throughout the shop, on shelves and tables around knickknacks. Once done, she placed evergreen boughs decorated with red, green, and white bows here and there. Once her shipment arrived, she’d add the final touches of ivy, holly, and mistletoe. She’d hung the mistletoe as a charm for good luck throughout the year until the next Yule, however most people thought of mistletoe as something to garner a kiss. The last caused an image of Dylan kissing her under one, so vivid her knees nearly buckled. 

Blowing a cleansing breath through pressed lips, she forcefully drew her mind back to her task. 

Hands on hips, she took a step back and surveyed her handiwork. Yup, everything looked great. A tingle of happiness coursed through her with 



 

accomplishment. 

Time to open. 

She flipped the sign, and the door chime heralded her first customer. 

Startled, she turned back, her hand raised in greeting. 

It wasn’t a customer, but Dylan. 

Her breath lodged in her chest. Her smile froze. Her eyes dropped to his lovely tan feet in brown sandals—even in the middle of winter he wore those things, but oh how sexy. Next they traveled to the tight pair of worn jeans and a trim waist. His open flannel shirt revealed a six-pack most men would envy. 

Her heart pounded so hard she thought surely it would burst free of her chest. He’d ruthlessly pulled his wavy hair into his usual ponytail at his nape. 

His golden eyes twinkled at her assessment. 

Good grief, she’d spent the last few nights having hot sex with her handy man. Somewhere there was a message in that, but she was too weak in the knees to figure it out. 

The idea of his marriage hit like a cannon to her mid-section. More than anything, the thought caused a bone deep realization that she wanted to be his. How could that be? 

“Cassie, need anything today?” The deep timbre of his voice scuttled over her, curled her toes, and startled her from her speculation. 

She swallowed and tried to think, then turned away. It was the only way to concentrate. Did she need anything? If only he knew. 

With knees turned to mush, she made her way behind the counter of the small coffee and tea café located in the back of the shop. She busied herself, making Dylan’s favored Chai tea. 



 

She’d always resisted her attraction for the handsome man, from the moment they’d met. After all, she couldn’t be distracted by a dalliance. Her feelings would be even harder to control. Soul mate. She needed to remember her priorities. Scalding yummy sex with Dylan wasn’t one of them. 

 How do you know he’s not your soul mate?  

No, if he were, there would be some sign. Wouldn’t there? Were her dreams a sign? 

Giving herself a mental shake, she grasped the cup between shaking hands and placed the hot beverage in front of him. She looked up in time to see him sucking something off his finger, then he winked at her. 

A sexy grin settled over his handsome features. “I had a Danish on the way over.” 

Her whole body responded, the same as her dream. If she didn’t get rid of him soon, she’d jump his bones there on the counter. “I don’t think I need anything today.” 

“Then when I’ve finished my tea, darlin’, I’ll be off.” The faint Irish lit to his voice oozed sexual charm and sent frissons of sensation straight to her heart. She resisted the urge to cross her arms over her chest so he wouldn’t notice its heavy beat. 

It had been the same every day since he’d first walked into her shop to ask if she needed a handy man. That had also been the same day he’d first attempted to get into her panties, and it certainly hadn’t been the last. 

Resisting Dylan still took all the willpower she possessed. Her resolve slipped a little more each time he entered the shop. But the man had more notches in his belt than she could count, and she wasn’t about to be added to 



 

the collection. He went through women the same way she went through underwear—on a daily basis. 

Now she’d had a taste of Dylan, albeit fantasy, she couldn’t get his sexy grin out of her mind. Or other very irresistible parts of his body. She longed to rip his clothes off and explore, see if he was all her dream man had been. She had a feeling, her good luck withstanding, his dark Irish charm was about to come to an end. 

“Cassie?” 

She pulled herself out of her imaginations to realize he was waiting for an answer to what she had no clue. “I’m sorry. I was woolgathering I guess.” 

“I think you’d look good in red silk, like a scarf or something, nothing else.” He gave her a wicked grin, stood up, set his cup down and tipped an imaginary hat. “I’ll see you tomorrow then, lass. Be good.” 

Alarm bells went off, sending clanging ripples from head to toe. Her tummy did a little flip-flop. How long she stood staring at the door he’d just shut, she didn’t know. Why did he say that about the red silk? What did it mean? Did he know something about the dreams? 

Her shoulder lifted in a shrug. There weren’t any answers to her questions, it was time to let go and finish her preparations for the Sabbat. She had to mix her two special recipes for her winter solstice celebration, Wassail and pepparkakor, Swedish ginger thins. She loved to have something ready for the Christmas carolers, the thin treats for the children and the adults could have a glass of warm Wassail. Though they celebrated the  non- pagan holiday of Christmas, she still enjoyed their carols. Most of her neighbors probably didn’t realize that the Yule log and most Christmas traditions were pagan. 



 

To each his own. 

Hearing the young voices that carry down the lane toward her home helped to settle her into a peaceful mood for her meditation. After the last group left her doorstep, she’d begin her winter solstice ritual solitary. Some day her soul mate would join her. 

The jangle of the office phone interrupted her thoughts. Turning, she rushed to answer, only to reach the handset at the last ring. Checking the caller ID revealed her friend’s phone number. A few moments later the sound of whimsical chimes sounded from her cell phone. 

“Hey, Francie, are you awake? How are you today? Sorry I kept you up so long last night.” 

Cassie listened while her friend gushed about how she had to live vicariously through Cassie’s fantasies. Then like a lightning bolt, Francie was off listing all her activities. Cassie couldn’t help but smile. It consisted of everything from the moment Francine’s eyes opened until picking the phone up to call Cassie. Brushing crumbs off the counter and straightening the shop, she kept one ear tuned to the conversation. 

Her thoughts wandered to Dylan licking his finger, a twinkle in his eye along with his sexy grin. Her tummy tightened and tingles danced along her nerves. Hmm… she’d love to lick something off his smooth chest. 

“Cassie?” Francie’s voice nearly shouted in her ear. 

“What? Sorry I’ve been a little busy this morning getting ready.” She stopped everything else and concentrated on her friend’s words, safer that way. 

“Yes, I’m making the ginger thins and Wassail after I close the shop. I need to make some for Mom. And no, the only thing special they have in them 



 

is my secret ingredient, no eye of newt.” 

If Cassie were to tell, the mixture was of nutmeg, cinnamon, and sugar in both recipes. She’d been known to cast a few spells, but nothing harmful. Her mother would never believe that. Besides, it was too much fun to tease her. 

Always for the good and over coming evil. And it harmed no one. But her mother didn’t know the Wiccan creed. 

Her friend chuckled at her comment, but when she spoke the tone of her voice turned serious. “Want to tell me what else is bothering you?” 

“Nothing’s bothering me.” 

“After everything you told me last ni… er, I mean early this morning I think there’s a lot bothering you. Did something else happen?” 

“Dylan came by and in his lovely Irish lilt he said, ‘I think you’d look good in red silk, like a scarf or something, nothing else.’ And he walked out the door.” 

“Cassie, I think you better seriously consider Dylan may be your soul mate. How else would he know something in your dream?” 


**** 

The timer sounded. The last batch of cookies done It was time for them to come out of the oven to cool. It had been a good evening. The smell of ginger wafted through the small apartment. The Wassail was just right, the way she liked it. Snagging a thin for herself, Cassie poured a glass of the mulled wine. 

Alone time at last. That made her laugh. She’d been her own company all night. 

She turned off the light, went to her small bathroom, lit a candle, and began to run a hot bath. The steam rising from the water indicated she was in 



 

for a nice hot one. 

Letting her dress slide slowly down her body, she sipped her wine and waited, naked, for the tub to fill. Her mind wandered to Dylan, and she closed her eyes. His golden eyes glowing in the dark while he made love to her. Broad lean shoulders gleamed in the glow of the candles. A soft chuckle escaped at the fact she was trying to conjure him up in her bathroom. 

Finally, when the water was at the right level, she set her Wassail down and stepped inside the small, cracked tub. She laid her head back against the wall above the cool porcelain, reveling in the silkiness of warm water caressing every inch of her body. Liquid heat soothed her, washing away the stress of the day. Her muscles turned to jelly; her eyelids flickered shut... 

 “Hey, Cassie lass, mind if I join you?” 

 Cassie wasn’t surprised to see Dylan in her bathroom. She turned her head to gaze at him. He undid the belt at his waist. Shirtless, the light from the candle glittered over his solid chest. The tight fabric of his jeans couldn’t hide his obvious desire. He slid the zipper down slowly. She tried to swallow the lump of desire that threatened to overwhelm her; her mouth went dry in anticipation. 

 As he stepped into the water, she scooted back to make more room in the small tub. She grabbed the edge, her hand encountering smooth unmarred porcelain. Glancing around, she realized it was now a jetted hot tub large enough for both of them. 

 He slipped into the water in front of her, placed his hands on her hips and eased her up to sit on the lip of the hot tub, her back resting against the tiled wall. The room suddenly expanded and filled with hundreds of candles and the scent of lavender from the burning incense. That’s what it smelled like anyway. 



 

 Dylan knelt in front of her. The slight roughness of his tongue encircled her nipple, causing it to pebble into a hard nub. Her breath inhaled of its own accord, and her back arched to give him easier access. His warm lips nibbled a path from one breast to the other. 

 His hands explored every inch of her body. She grabbed the edge of the tub for balance when he spread her legs, lifted them over his shoulders to lick, suck and kiss his way down her stomach. 

 “What are you doing to me?” Cassie moaned, every nerve ending attuned to his mouth and hands. 

 “Shush, no talking remember?” He tilted his head and his golden eyes glowed with something she couldn’t fathom. 

 No talking? That was Jed in her other dream. But this was Dylan, not a businessman named Jed looking like Dylan. Was he trying to prove something to her? If so, the meaning was lost on her, she was more confused than ever. 

 She forgot her questions when he bent, his breath tickling a moment before the gentle swipe of his tongue against her sensitive skin. Like a whisper, his hands teased their way around to cup her ass. 

 She was at his mercy, hands braced at her sides on the tub. How she wanted to touch him, feel his hard chest against her. 

 If he hadn’t been holding her she would have slid from her perch. Her orgasm built. Fast. 

 Abruptly, he stopped all movement, his hands and mouth no longer exploring. She clamped her lip between her teeth to keep from screaming. 

 Gentle hands pulled at her hips until she slipped down his chest, inch by inch into the water. She swallowed. She’d never felt anything so exquisite. 



 

 He held her still to enter her slowly, as if delighting in every experience. 

 Once she was filled, legs wrapped firmly around his waist, he leaned forward until his body pressed against her. The fine hairs on his chest tickled her nipples. 

 Still, he didn’t move. 

 She opened her eyes and looked at him, head back, eyes closed, a wistful smile on his face. His eyes opened, dropped to hers and pinned her with a fierce look. His head lowered until their lips met. His tongue invaded her mouth to do a tango. He slowly moved his hips in the same slow rhythm. All the while, he watched her with his golden gaze. 

 Her heart hammered while the fury built again. Her body pulsed all the way to her center. Her ears buzzed. She was on the brink. Her breath lodged, and she waited to tumble over the edge. 

  “Cassie, can’t you remember?” His breath feathered over her. “Until the end of time, our love will be this good.” 

 What did he mean? She tried to summon up the energy to ask, but he didn’t give her time to think. 

 His fingers kneaded and massaged their way as if they knew every inch of her body. 

 “Oh, how I’ve missed the taste of your skin, just a bit of cinnamon.” She thought she heard a smile in his words. 

 He nipped at her shoulders, sending slivers of delight through her body. 

 His hands grasped her hips, and she sucked in her breath, afraid he’d pull away. But he didn’t. 

 He began to move inside her again, gently. The molten heat built slowly. 

 Any minute she’d explode like a volcano. Her tummy had a million butterflies. 



 

 She squirmed to ease the pressure. 

 Tremors racked Cassie; her body climbed toward climax. He teased, slowly easing out and paused. She wanted to cry out with the loss, then the fullness when he steadily pushed his way in again. Her heart jackhammered in time with his motions. 

 Sensations she’d never experienced before climbed to a crescendo. Passion overwhelmed her. She didn’t know if she’d be able to withstand the building pressure. Her knees trembled with shocks sent from her center. Fingers ached from gripping his back so tightly. A yearning in the region of her heart mushroomed ready to burst. 

 His rhythm grew faster. Ripples of pleasure tapped a melody down each vertebra until she screamed loud enough to wake the dead. 


**** 

Cool water lapped around her, chilling her hot skin. Her head rested against the back of the tile. She slowly opened her eyes. The lone candle burned, her glass, still almost full, sat next to it. 

No longer in a jetted bath, she sat in the chipped porcelain tub in her little bathroom. Dylan was nowhere to be seen. 

Dear Goddess, her body throbbed in places she’d never thought of before. 

How could she have just dreamt the most dangerous and exciting sex she’d ever had? 

Somehow, she didn’t know how, but Dylan had invaded her dreams for a reason. Cassie needed to find out why. 



 




Chapter Four 

Packing the boxes of solstice treats down the stairs, Cassie pondered her vision or whatever it was. She’d had a dreamless sleep in her soft bed, but what a sensual experience in the tub. She’d never be able to take a bath again without thoughts of her encounter. 

The last two days had been the most intense but realistic dreams and daydreams she could ever remember having. What did they mean? Was she somehow connected to Dylan? He always had a different woman on his arm, and if his lovemaking in her imagination was anything close to reality, he was one fantastic lover. Her head pounded with questions. Dylan had been doing carpentry work for her a couple of years, why now? 

Once she prepared the shop for the day, Cassie went to the door to open up and found Francie waiting. Her friend’s lips barely grazed each cheek in greeting before she spotted the boxes of cookies on the counter and picked up one of the packages. 

“Oh, Cassie, these smell delicious. I can’t wait to try one.” 

“What are you doing tonight?” 

“The usual. Your dad’s making his hot cider to serve along with your ginger thins. The children in his Sunday school class love them when they come to carol. Your mom promised I could have a jug for the kids that come by my place.” 

Cassie’s parents were strict Catholic. Her mother preferred to ignore Cassie’s religion, hoping it would just go away. She wished her mother would take the time to research and find out that her beliefs weren’t what she 



 

thought. Unfortunately, her mother had grown up with the misconceptions that Wiccan’s all wore long black dresses and sported a wart on their nose. 

She’d caught her mother staring at her in fascination more than once and wondered what she saw. 

At least Francie accepted Cassie for everything she was, although Francie didn’t practice any religion. 

A wicked grin spread across her friend’s face. “Where is that delicious handy man of yours, or should I say dream man?” 

Cassie squelched the green-eyed dragon into his cave. “Dylan? You know, Francie, he’s a carpenter and owns his own business.” 

Why she felt the need to clarify, she didn’t know. She’d referred to him often enough as such. For some reason today, the label rubbed her wrong. He was the first to chuckle when people called him a handy man, instead of the intelligent business owner he was. 

Shrugging at Francie’s puzzled expression, she continued. “What’s up? 

You’ve never been jealous of him before? You had another dream didn’t you?” 

Cassie swallowed; it hadn’t been a dream this time. “Sort of--” 

The jangle of the bell over the door interrupted their conversation. Dylan walked in, today sporting a snug turtleneck, with a pair of coveralls draped over his firm body, like something out of Huck Finn, with only one shoulder strap hooked, the other dangled to reveal a masculine nipple easily seen through the fabric. Cassie’s tummy tightened in response. A very uncomfortable condition with an audience. 

“Oh, my two favorite lassies.” Dylan always deepened his Irish brogue around any of her friends, and that included her mother. He was the ultimate 



 

flirt. Her parents treated most of her friends, other than Francie, with disdain, but for some reason they loved Dylan. 

He sauntered over to kiss Francie on the cheek. The dragon poked his head out of the cave. Cassie wielded her whip until the beastie retreated. 

When he turned to her, her body quivered in reaction. She had the distinct impression he was thinking the same thoughts she was—his mouth, lips, and body all over hers. A flush crept up her neck. Good grief, she felt like a teenager caught in the back seat on prom night. 

“Dylan, we were just talking about you.” The wicked gleam in Francie’s eye, evidence her friend wasn’t oblivious to the sexual tension that radiated between them. 

“No wonder me ears were a burnin’.” He winked and grinned at Cassie before he turned his full charm toward her friend. 

Cassie couldn’t believe it. Francie actually giggled. Something she hadn’t done since the two of them were ten. Dylan did have that effect on most women. Why not her friend? 

Again, she glared at the green-eyed monster, daring it to leave its cave. 

She kept telling Dylan they weren’t meant to be together. And Francie was her friend for Goddess’s sake. Why all of a sudden did the thought of him even looking at her friend cause her to turn green with envy? She’d  never been a jealous person. 

Shrugging a shoulder, she turned away and left them to talk Yule logs, seems Dylan had a collection for the town, while she readied for the day. Next to Samhain, or All Hallows Eve, the winter solstice was one of her busiest days. 

People always procrastinated so last-minute purchases were the order of the 



 

day. 

“Cassie, I’ve got to run now. Thank you for the ginger thins. I’ll call you tomorrow.” Francie was out the door before she could reply. 

Tension filled the room. Dylan looked to be waiting for her to break the silence. The problem was, she didn’t know what to say. Was it only her imagination that he invaded her dreams, knew exactly what he was doing? Or were they just sexual dreams? 

“Did you have a good evening, Cassie girl?” he finally asked. 

“Hmm, I made wassail and my pepparkakor, Swedish ginger thins.” 

“But did you have a good soak afterward? I hear it can be most relaxing--

a candle and a glass of heated wassail.” 

She narrowed her eyes at him. Was he guessing? She’d sound like an idiot if she flat out asked him if he’d joined her in her dream. Or would she? 

Before she could think of anything to say, he changed the subject. “What are your plans for the Sabbat?” 

The question threw her. She wasn’t doing anything different; he’d known her long enough to know. Her friend had introduced them because Dylan shared the same Wiccan beliefs. 

“I’m doing the usual, enjoying the carolers handing out thins and hot cups of wassail. Then about nine, I’ll lock up and perform my cleansing bath then meditate. What about you?” She tried to sound casual and nonchalant, but all she could think of was her hands on his chest. 

“I’m joining you in the Solstice celebration.” 

“Are you asking?” 

“No, Cassie.” The timber of his voice turned serious. “We need to do this 



 

together.” 

He watched her intently as if her reaction really mattered to him. She’d always been a solitary practitioner, but for reasons she couldn’t interpret, she longed for his presence in the sacred circle. An intense feeling of déjà vu came over her, as if they’d shared the ritual before. Then it dawned, he’d been waiting for her to come to the realization that something connected them. 

“Why are you invading my dreams?” 

“After the meditation, I have a special Yule log for the circle. Then I’ll show you.” 

“Why--” 

He put his finger to her lips. “Tonight. I’ll see you at nine.” 

Dylan turned and left her alone and confused. Something was happening that Cassie didn’t understand. She wasn’t exactly scared or uneasy but knew with certainty she couldn’t explain her life would never be the same after that night. 


**** 

Hours later, dressed in a flowing floral dress, her long hair woven with ribbons and flowers, she heard the sweet voices of the young carolers before she opened the door. Her solstice ritual had begun, and soon Dylan would arrive for the celebration of rebirth. 

A group of four children stood on her balcony porch. Their parents were proudly standing a little below on the stairs behind them. The melody carried pure and clear over the brisk night air, each note puffing out of their sweet bow mouths. Cassie swallowed the lump that formed in her throat and blinked the tears of pleasure away. 



 

Cassie carefully handed each a Styrofoam cup of hot cocoa to the children, with a ginger thin. After, the youngsters, holding their cups with care, turned to leave, she handed some wassail to their parents. 

Two hours later, Cassie closed the door for what she hoped to be the final time, walked to the counter, and cleared away the last of the refreshments. She went to her closet, pulled out the distilled water and kosher salt. She mixed the right amounts together in her favorite antique spray bottle, then she cleansed her home of anything negative, and invited only the positive to linger. 

The next order of her ritual was to gather the proper candles and symbols to set aside. During the ceremony, the circle would confine the healing powers within for the rebirth. However, this wouldn’t take place until after she and Dylan performed their ritual purification or cleansing with herbs. 

Without warning, her back door blew open. Startled, she turned, Dylan stood in flowing robes, looking like a wizard of old. She sucked in her breath at the magnificent sight, his dark wavy hair flowing, for once, down over his shoulders. His golden eyes sparked. He slowly closed the door behind him. 

Without taking his gaze off her, he walked—or did he glide? —until he stood in front of her. He held out his hand and waited. She reached for it; he was real it was not a dream 

For whatever reason she trusted him, the feelings of the Sabbat and the knowledge this was meant to be. Somehow, someway she would understand before the evening was over. 

He walked her to the small bathroom, leaned down and started the water. While the tub filled, he carefully, gently, undressed her. The fabric glided off her skin, causing the prickling of nerve endings to thrum in awareness with 



 

an intense feeling of being alive, not the intense sexual feelings she’d experienced in her dreams. 

Once naked, he helped her into the tub, soaked up the water with a sponge and tenderly ran it over her skin, leaving nothing untouched. The back of his hands brushed her sensitive nipples, provoking them to pucker and tighten in response. Droplets followed his palms smoothing down her back. 

Then he bent, nerve endings jolted, tracing a path over thighs, knees, and lastly, he picked up and paid attention to each foot. 

He straightened and reached for her, she grasped the hand he held out, and with his help stepped over the side of the tub. 

Locking his gaze with hers, he lovingly toweled her off, never breaking eye contact. He mopped all the moisture from her skin. Contentment cascaded through her to stab at her heart. 

He pulled a vial from his robe and poured a dollop of liquid into his palm. 

The scent of Eucalyptus filled the room. The healing oil. She should have known. Still, he watched her eyes. He massaged her clean flesh. Taking extra time to knead around her breasts until the air lodged in her lungs and her pebbled peaks tingled with want. She swallowed the lump of desire she would have to save for later. 

Her fingers itched in anticipation of performing the ritual on him. 

Reaching up, she nudged the robe from his shoulders, slowly sliding the material down his body in the same fashion he’d done with her. Naked beneath, he stepped into the tub and waited. Now was not the time, nor place to notice that his evident desire. She took a deep breath and bent for the sponge. 



 

His height forced her to reach up to let the water cascade over his shoulders. Her hands gently guided the loofah around the slippery contours of his body. Whenever her fingers brushed his skin, bolts of electricity clenched the muscles in her tummy. 

Finally, they both stood sky clad, oiled skin glowing in the candlelight. 

He took her hand and led her to the darkened living area where together they aligned the four candles in the cardinal directions. 

Once they cast the circle, they sat on the floor facing each other to meditate in the darkness. Cassie reflected on her life over the past year and the rebirth that signaled the coming year. Once the meditation was over, they stood and lit each candle to welcome the birth of the sun. It seemed natural and right to have Dylan at her side, as if it had always been that way. They sang chants and Pagan carols. Cassie was aware of her hand nestled in his so naturally. 

When the ritual was at the end, they closed the circle, and Dylan pulled her into his embrace. 

She looked into his eyes. “Why have you been in my dreams? I need to know.” 

Without a word, he bent, placed a hand behind her knees and lifted her. 

His arms around her made her feel safe. Perception traveled through her, a glimpse of them walking to a bedroom in another time and place. Prickles of sensation tightened her scalp at the eerily familiar scene. Memory tickled the edge of her mind, trying to escape. 

In her bedroom, he let her feet slide to the floor. Dylan lit candles throughout the room then left. She could hear him in the kitchen, and in a moment, he returned with two glasses and a bottle of champagne. 



 

Popping the cork, he poured the bubbly liquid into flutes and handed her one. After they’d both taken sips, he took hers and placed them beside the bottle. 

“It’s time.” He placed his hands on her shoulders. 

She trembled with the force of his gaze. “Time for what? I need to know what’s going on here.” 

“You’re mine, Cassie girl. You always have been. I’ve just been waiting. 

Don’t make me wait any longer.” 

“You have been invading my dreams?” She wasn’t sure if it was a question or a statement. 

“Yes, we’re one. We are a perfect match.” 

Confusion chased through her and knitted her brows. “But why the dream with the office in New York?” 

“I’ve felt your restlessness the past few months and had to show you the path you have chosen is right. And that if we’d met in another place, another time, I wouldn’t have been free to claim you.” 

“But why now? I’ve known you for a couple of years now?” Bewilderment rippled over Cassie as she waited. 

“You wouldn’t let me in your dreams before.” 

“But…” 

Dylan laid a finger to her lips. “If you weren’t ready your subconscious wouldn’t have let me in.” 

She still wasn’t sure. Then she thought of all the women he’d paraded in front of her since she’d met him, she blurted, “I don’t want to be just another woman to you.” 



 

“Oh, darlin’. You’d never be that. You’ve always been mine, and I’ve always been yours. I’ve just been waiting for you, biding my time.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Meaning, I’ve never wanted another woman for my soul mate. Have there been other women?” He gave her a sexy grin. “Yes, I’m a healthy man. 

But they’ve all been my friends, nothing romantic. If we shared a sexual relationship, that’s all it was, just sex, both agreeing it would go nowhere. I’ve waited for you and only you.” 

“I want to believe you, but I don’t understand how you’re so sure.” 

“Close your eyes, remember...” His hands tightened on her shoulders until she finally closed her eyes. 

A tremor began in her toes. No, the floor quaked under her feet. A wind blew in a whirl around her, feathering her hair into a swirl. Skin prickled over her limbs. Her entire being vibrated with emotion and knowledge. Blood pounded through her body; the unfamiliar experience continued. 

Images behind her eyes flashed in quick succession. Dylan. Or a different Dylan, dressed similar to when he’d arrived at her door for the Sabbat. She was with him, her hair long and flowing past her knees. They were in a clearing in a forest, standing in a circle of fire. 

Her vision fast-forwarded, and they were on a cliff overlooking the ocean. 

She wasn’t sure how, but she knew it was Celtic Ireland thousands of years ago. Then in another scene more modern but the same, they were in a circle facing each other, the likeness very similar, yet different. Images continued to churn through her brain along with the wind in the room, as if she were in the eye of a tornado. 



 

Her heart felt ready to burst. Her eyes flew open. He was her soul mate, had been since time began. Now, in this time, they needed to come together. 

They’d always found their way back to each other in their past lives. 

The air in the room calmed. A sense of peace settled over her. His head bent, and his lips met hers in a blaze of passion. His strong hands ran down her arms then around her to pick her up. Together they fell onto the bed. 

Pushing him back against the pillows, she straddled him. “You’ve had you’re turn Dylan, night after night you’ve seduced and pleasured me.” Cassie gave him a quick kiss on the nose, patting his firm chest, reveling in the feel of him, now she had full recall. “Tonight, is mine. It’s been too long since I’ve had my way with you.” 

Reaching to the bedside where he’d placed the bottle of champagne, she dribbled the bubbly froth over his chest. Eager to do what she’d wanted since the first dream. She leaned down to lick his flat nipples, the sweet taste of champagne mingling with a slight salt twist. 

Still holding the bottle, she trickled liquid into his navel. Her tongue followed to lap it up. His muscles tightened at her touch, and his excitement made her tremble in anticipation. 

She wasn’t ready to satisfy herself yet though. Moving ever lower, her mouth watered. She drizzled a path down his lower abdomen to the object of her desire. She set the bottle back on the stand. Her mouth tentatively tasted, then devoured. 

Pumping with her hands and keeping the rhythm with her mouth and her tongue. She felt powerful when he arched his back, lifting his hips, building toward climax. 



 

It was too soon. She wasn’t ready for his exquisite torture to end. She wanted him to ache for release, the way he’d made her in their erotic dreams. 

When she pulled away, she hid her smile at his groan. She nibbled along his thigh, sucking, and licking her way to the sensitive skin behind his knee, then down to his ankles and toes. 

Chuckling, she sat back on her haunches and raised a masculine foot to her mouth. Her memories firmly in place, she remembered how responsive his toes were. Tonguing his big toe, the same way she’d done a few moments before with another very erotic part of his anatomy, she sucked it full into her mouth. 

Loving every toe equally, Dylan’s body vibrated in response. She nibbled her way to the arch of his foot and felt the bunching of his calf muscles. 

Changing feet, she worked her way up the other leg, nipping on the inside of his kneecap. 

Once again, she bent over him, her hair curtaining around them both. 

She sighed. Her mouth wandered, nipping here, sucking there. She kept up the torture until his body tensed in ready for release. Then she slid onto him to ride. Together they found paradise 

Exhilarated she snuggled next to him, letting her fingers dance across his chest, she pinched his nipples, they became hard little peeks, she leaned toward him to suck one until he squirmed and groaned. His chest rumbled with his ragged breathing. She felt like laughing but kept at her quest, her whole body a live wire, taut and ready to explode. She wanted him inside her again. 

“Darlin’,” his breathless whisper tickled her ear. “You need to give me a bit of time.” 



 

She licked the rim of his ear. “I don’t have time.” 

Nipping kisses around his sensitive neck, she let her eyes wander the length of his body. He had pulsed back to life. The laugh she held back bubbled out she only renewed her efforts. 

She gasped when he growled, grabbed her hips, and flipped their positions. He leaned over and locked his warm mouth around her peaked nipple. Nibbling along her outer rib cage, he sent shivers down her spine and over her legs to tingle at her toes. A groan escaped when his warmth left her. 

He leaned back onto his haunches, pulled her legs around his waist, slipping smoothly into her. The fullness amazed her and felt so much better than her steamy dreams had—if that were possible. She opened her eyes to ask if indeed this were a dream, but he increased the tempo and she lost herself to a mind shattering orgasm. 

Several hours later or maybe only seconds, both lay exhausted, their breathing labored. He reached over and touched her hand. She closed her fingers around his, turning her head to smile at him. 

“Be mine, Cassie lass. I’ve found you, and I’m not letting go. It’s our time,” he repeated then grew more serious. “Handfast with me?” 

Awareness vibrated through her with the contact of his hand and the intense questioning look he gave her. He wanted her and only her in a Wiccan marriage. 

“How do I know you’re not invading my dreams right now?” 

His free hand slowly stroked down her breast, feathering over her rib, around her hip and pinched. She jumped at the sharp pinpoint prick of pain. 

“Hey!” 



 

“Just provin’ it’s not a dream. I’m a waitin’ for an answer, lassie.” 

Cassie burst out laughing and rolled into his arms. “Yes, you’re mine.” 
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