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    To anyone who has attempted the bewitching wiggle or twitch of their nose. Have faith that you can make magic.
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Welcome, Darling
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Tabitha has just moved into her new home. Her new place comes with a lake, a new start, and a new neighbour who just dug up all the flowers she's planted. Twice. 

Not only that: he's claiming the land she's planted on, the lake she-skinny dipped in, and, most disturbingly, her. As in body and soul.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

One


[image: ]


Pink bloomed over Tabitha’s cheeks as she held the taut fabric between her thighs down, using her hand to block her grinning neighbour’s view as he stood with his elbow propped up on a shovel ... the shovel he was using to destroy the once vibrant lane of pretty lilacs, beaming tulips, and shy gardenias. She tugged the hem of her short yellow skirt down and swung her legs out from the low floor of her blue Corvette. 

The cold air from the AC bled out into the eye-watering heat beyond her car’s interior. Her high heels rocked unsteadily as they hit the gravel of the shared drive leading to her cottage home where she’d parked beside a large silver and black truck with monstrous tires.

“Hey! What the hell are you doing? Those are my flowers. I just planted them last weekend.” She rolled a hairband from her wrist on to the wild bun of brown hair she quickly spun as she faced off against the perpetrator. Her blue eyes blazed past his jeans, tight Hendrix t-shirt, and tan, zeroing in on the giant of a man standing in front of her.

“So you must be my new neighbour. I’m Decker.” He waited until she stomped to a stop in front of him, letting his eyes run down her bare legs, smiling appreciatively at the view. “I’ve been wondering when someone was going to buy the Munroe place. Since Mr. Munroe died, no one’s lived there, say, for the past two years.”

The dirt on his hands and neck distracted Tabitha from taking in the bearded giant with deep brown eyes and blond hair tied into a top knot. Instead, she noted the dirt with an accusing tone as her hands went to her hips, resting on her sleeveless lavender top. “You’ve completely demolished all the work I did. I paid over four hundred dollars for those beautiful bouquets, tools, soil - my, god - you wasted my entire weekend. It took me hours to get that off my list. Now I’ll have to start all over again.” 

If her neighbour noticed the shrieking quality at the end of her statement, he did not let on. Instead, he braced his two muscled legs apart and wrapped his hands loosely around the shovel’s stick. “I guess you met Fred, Mr. Munroe’s son. Good guy. Great family, actually. You must have made an impression on him because he was pretty clear he’d only sell to someone who was pretty solid. Couldn’t have asked for better neighbours. Known ‘em for twenty years. Decent people.”

“You’ve destroyed my flowers. What the hell were you thinking?” Tabitha spread her hands out, snapping them open with her palms out. With a gasp, she stepped away and walked over to a pitiful pile of stained glass birds. Bending down, she carefully extracted a bright blue and pink glass hummingbird. “What is wrong with you?”

“No worries, I saved those for you. To be honest, I couldn’t tell if they’re worth it or not; but, I thought maybe some of the kids would like them for their windows.”

“Saved them? Why the fuck were you touching them in the first place?” She grabbed the entire stack and examined them with horror. “They’re ruined ... this one has a crack in it, so does this one, and this one’s broken.”

She missed the slight change in his tone and the brief pause he took before speaking again. “Yeah, I noticed that when I threw them there.”

Straightening to her full height, which failed to bring her up any higher than his chin, Tabitha’s eyes pierced into Decker’s. “Do you think that perhaps they’re all ruined because you fucking threw them? Did you consider, just for a moment, that perhaps someone put them there on purpose because they look pretty and that they’re supposed to be there? Why the fuck would you touch them when they do not belong to you and you at least knew that?”

That’s when Tabitha realised that up until now, his eyes had been sparkling and warm. Now, they were getting dark as they cooled. “Didn’t realise they were yours. Didn’t realise that they belonged to anyone since I didn’t know until now that someone had moved into the Munroe’s - like I just told you. If I had known it was you that planted these, I’d have stopped trying to catch a peek when you were flashing your red panties and instead would have told you that all of this is on my property. Thought it was one of my sisters because who else would plant fucking flowers on my property this late into summer? I was away all last weekend, busier than hell only to come back and find bullshit pansies all over my property, wasting all the time and money I’ve put in over the past month to landscape my property the way I want it. Now I have to waste my weekend undoing this shit.”

Even though Tabitha was tempted, she did not correct him about the fact that her panties were not red - they were black with cherries heavily dotting the fabric. “No, it’s my property and I can do whatever I want with it including planting my flowers. You have no right to touch anything past that lamp post ... and, in fact, you have no right to be standing there, so get off my property. Now.”

Decker shook his head and threw his shovel so that it landed on undisputed land. “Welcome to the neighbourhood, lady.” Dust clouded from underneath his work boots as he took long strides to the modest log cottage with a stained, glossed finish. The heavy wood door swung open until he was through. Tabitha winced as it slammed shut then narrowed her eyes in
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