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      Curious about who you’d be matched with in Haven County? An alpha vampire? A grouchy shifter or maybe a grumpy single dad?

      Now there’s a quiz to find out!
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      It’s a beautiful, sunny day in June. And I’m half glad of the excuse to get out of doing manual labor around the ranch to be riding on my old gelding, Lightning, skirting through the edges of the pine forest. I’m not so happy that I’m looking for the orneriest heifer ever named Bluebell, who decided to have not only a late calf, but to birth it away from the rest of the herd — or at least that’s everyone’s suspicion. Naturally, she’s my sister-in-law’s absolute favorite, so my brother, Maverick, sent me off on this mission so his wife wouldn’t fret. We all love Summer. But sometimes it’s downright eye-rolling hilarious how he’ll bend over backwards to keep her from having the least little worry.

      Still, as I said, it’s a nice day to be out on a horse, away from everyone else and just enjoying the weather and what Mother Nature has to offer. The bumblebees are crisscrossing our path, making Lightning breathe out a snort now and then so he doesn’t inhale one. The wild columbine are blooming and an eagle is soaring far overhead.

      We enter a small clearing, filled with the scent of sunlight on pine. Lightning pauses without my instruction, and I can see why. Apparently, we’re both hallucinating. Amongst the scattered clumps of wild daisies is a young woman on her knees, eyes closed, and completely butt naked. Her dark hair flows down her perfect, bare back. Neither Lightning nor I know what to do with that and freeze in place.

      I’m confident I’m dreaming. Perhaps this is a sign I need to go into town and find a willing woman. I haven’t done that for a few years — life having gotten a little busy. And also, seeing Maverick with Summer has made the rest of us a little jealous for the real thing. I suppose someday I need to take steps to remedy my single status for myself, but in the meantime, this can’t be real. Beautiful, naked young women with creamy, unblemished skin do not suddenly appear in the middle of pine forests in Washington State. Not that I’ve ever heard of, anyway.

      Lightning gets tired of standing still and steps sideways onto a dead branch. The sudden crack has the young woman straightening up. Startled, her green eyes wide, she hurriedly reaches for a T-shirt. Maybe I’m not dreaming, because in my fantasy, she’d be lying back instead and opening her arms, saying, Welcome, cowboy. The blush that suffuses her face tells me that sadly there’s something else going on here.

      I hop off the horse and lower the reins to the ground. Lightning is old and well-trained enough to know this means not to move, and he’ll follow those instructions. I approach slowly.

      “Um, care to explain what you’re doing out here, miss?”

      Her blush intensifies, and she’s scrambling around trying to figure out how to pull on her jeans without flashing her pussy in my direction. I sigh with regret and turn my back.

      “Go ahead and get dressed. The explanation can wait another thirty seconds, I guess.”

      Her tiny squeal of panic has me practically laughing, but I hold it in. I take a quick inventory of the butterflies roaming nearby. I don’t wait for her to tell me she’s ready — I just give her a brief moment and then turn back. She’s standing now, fully clothed, but with bare feet. I raise both eyebrows.

      “Care to give me a name?”

      She sighs, then says softly, “I’m Celia.”

      “Just Celia?”

      “Do you really need more? I don’t think it’s illegal to be out here.”

      I sigh and glance around the clearing. “Well, technically, it is. You’re trespassing.”

      Her eyes widen. “How can you possibly tell? There’s no road. There’s no fence.”

      “Because I’ve been riding this area since I was a kid of about six. I know where the property lines are. Where’d you come in from?”

      She points to the opposite side where our property backs up against the old Simmons ranch. My guess is she’s somehow related. Never mind that now.

      “So you crossed a small stream that marks the boundary. It’s pretty clear you weren’t cattle rustling. Care to share what you’re doing out here, butt naked?”

      She flushes again. “Not really. I wasn’t doing any harm.”

      “Didn’t say you were. Still, I’m mighty curious. It’s a warm day, but hardly hot. Any chance you saw a cow with a young calf around here while you were at it?”

      She shakes her head. “No. And I haven’t seen any cow patties either. I did check for that.”

      The laugh bursts out of my throat. Practical girl — except for the getting naked in the woods part.
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      Oh my god. I can’t believe that actually worked — and maybe it didn’t, but something happened.

      I mean, I came out here with the intention of practicing my grandmother’s solstice rituals. She was a witch, and I think I am too, but I’m not quite ready or brave enough to go to the local coven and ask to be included. I’m working up to it. Meanwhile, I have her diaries, and what I guess you’d call her grimoire. She wasn’t a dark witch. In fact, it was more about celebrating nature, getting to know the animals and the plants, and trying to bring harmony to the human race from the rhythms of Mother Nature — something I wholeheartedly agree with.

      And I suppose getting naked isn’t technically required, but Grandma seemed to take great pleasure in it, according to her diaries. She never mentioned a word of it to me when she was alive, but of course she was a very old woman when I knew her. Probably not in her nature to talk to young children about such things. In any event, jeans and a t-shirt just didn’t seem to properly celebrate the ritual enough, so I decided — with nobody around and unlikely to come here — that I would try it. And it felt really good for the few minutes I was alone. The feel of fresh grass between my toes felt downright delicious. The air is scented with pine and cedar and just a hint of wild honeysuckle. Perfect for casting solstice spells according to my grandma’s notes.

      Now I’m second-guessing that decision, of course.

      The weird thing is I hadn’t even gotten to the part of casting my intentions for the solstice — for the upcoming year from the high summer and into the fall before the dark of winter. I was really just in the meditation stage, letting the sun soak down on my bare breasts, my face, warming the upper part of my butt, which has never actually felt the sun. It felt good — again until that sound — when I looked up and saw a man staring at me.

      If I’d gotten to the part about visualizing true love, now that I’m here in Haven County and done with college, my vision would have looked like him. Which is part of what’s scaring me. Did I somehow cast a spell unknowingly before I even got to that part of the ritual? I don’t see how that’s possible.

      But standing there in his worn jeans and faded plaid shirt, the first few buttons undone, he looks like a modern version of the Marlboro Man without the dangling cigarette. A little bit of scruff on his jaw, and enough experience with life to put crinkles at the edges of his eyes. He must be in his mid-thirties, and he’s all too real. At first, I thought he was a fantasy — maybe I’d had a little too much sun and was starting to hallucinate. But then, when he spoke…

      I have never gotten dressed so fast in my life, but something tells me he saw everything, and he’s not likely to forget.

      Standing there in front of him after I’ve told him my name, I’m not really willing to go farther. The rest of it’s all too embarrassing. And if he knew my last name, he’d know exactly where I came from, and I’d never live it down. My cousins would give me hell and tell my parents back in Idaho. My father would look at me with disappointment, and my mom would just roll her eyes, as she typically does when I get off on one of my starts.

      But the man doesn’t seem inclined to get back on his horse and leave at all. He frowns, arms crossed over his chest, as he studies me from head to toe.

      “Here’s the way I see it,” he says slowly. “You were off here thinking you were alone, going to do some hippie mumbo jumbo, and you’ll probably come back and do it again as soon as my back’s turned. Plus, I need to get going and look for that damn cow. So what’s it gonna be? You gonna give me your full name and where you came from and what you were doing here, or do I take you with me and we sort it out later?”

      “You can’t do that. I told you I wasn’t causing any harm.”

      “You did. You got three minutes, and then you’re coming with me.”

      I glare back at him. “I don’t even know your name. Why would I go with some stranger?”

      His lips quirk. “Well, probably because I’m not gonna give you much of a choice. But my name’s Trevor — over at the Spencer Ranch. You know it?”

      I do, unfortunately. They’re a legend around here, all the single brothers. I did hear a rumor that one of them had gotten married recently. He was too old for me anyway. I suppose technically they all are, but this one sure looks about perfect, which is silly. I can’t let myself fantasize in those directions. He’s not for me. And I’d really prefer he not find out who I am until he’s forgotten all about this.
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