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        Thanks for your continued support.

        I hope you enjoy this installment of The Thorne Witches. Be sure to keep an eye out for more stories about your favorite family. ;)
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      Evelyn Thorne popped a piece of expensive chocolate into her mouth and waved a hand to add the final pink and red touches to the white, five-foot tree she displayed in her living room year-round. It was the one frivolous decoration she allowed herself. Each month she swapped out the ornaments for whatever national holiday was in vogue at the moment. The cheerful little tree always made her happy.

      Since it was February, she had her pick of President’s Day or St. Valentine’s Day. The latter, of course, seemed like the cheerier of the two. Although, it could be hotly debated at this point in her life. Evelyn didn’t have a sweetheart to spend the holiday with. No one to buy her chocolates or wine or extravagant jewelry. Oh, she did have her single gal pals, and they’d all adopted the new tradition of Galentine’s Day. But still, there were times she was a little down in the dumps about her lackluster love life.

      She released a heartfelt sigh. All of her family seemed to be paired up with their forever mate. But not her. Never her. Sadly, she couldn’t remember the last time she’d gotten laid.

      Determined not to feel sorry for herself, Evelyn retrieved the file containing her latest project. Having recently retired from the FBI, she found herself at loose ends. Periodically, she’d consult on unsolved cases for her old boss, Simon Blane. Tall, fit, and intelligent, he was the type of guy she could easily fall for—if he wasn’t still mourning his wife of twenty years.

      Needing a drink to take the edge off her restlessness, Evelyn snapped her fingers. A flavorful merlot appeared on the coffee table beside a plate of chocolate bonbons. She picked up her wine, smiled, and took a long sip.

      Goddess, it was good to be a witch most days.

      The ringing of her cellphone cut through the silence, and catching a glimpse of the caller ID, she had to laugh at the timing. Think of the devil!

      “Hello, Simon.” She grinned as she took another sip of her drink.

      “Evelyn.” His voice was as rich as the wine in her mouth, and she savored the flavor of both. A shudder of pleasure washed over her, as it did every time he said her name that way—as if no one else in the world existed and she was his main focus.

      “To what do I owe the pleasure of your call?” She had an idea, and she flipped open the file in her lap to start reading.

      “Have you had a chance to review what I sent over?”

      “Doing it now.”

      “Really? The courier should’ve dropped it hours ago.” He sounded surprised.

      Irritation bubbled up inside her. More often than not, everyone assumed she was all work, work, work because she didn’t have a relationship to devote her time to.

      “He didn’t say it was urgent,” she said with an annoyed sigh. “Perhaps you should’ve mentioned it before now.”

      “Did I interrupt something?” His voice had cooled, turned more formal, and Evelyn wondered if it was in reaction to her waspishness or whether there was something deeper at play.

      She debated lying, but what was the point? They were both too old for games. “No. Nothing important, anyway. I was just decorating for the holiday.”

      “But Christmas is over, and you’re a witch.” The surprise in his voice made her laugh.

      “What’s your point?”

      “I… nothing… I just hadn’t expected you to celebrate a Christian holiday, I suppose.”

      “Although my gran was a witch, she also practiced the Christian religion until the day she died. Probably to hide what she was in the public eye.” Evelyn sipped her drink. “But that’s neither here nor there. I was decorating for Galentine’s Day.”

      The creak of leather came through the line, and Evelyn could totally envision Simon leaning back in his chair. He’d be loosening his silk tie right about now and preparing to take a sip of his scotch. An unruly lock of his sandy-blond hair would’ve fallen forward and rested across his brow. Although Simon always seemed fatigued lately, his skin would still hold a healthy tan, and not a single shadow would be underneath those intense electric-blue eyes. At least, that was how she saw him in her mind’s eye.

      “I’m surprised you followed in her footsteps. Most witches are pagan if they celebrate at all.”

      Evelyn settled back into the pillows of her couch and pondered his comment. “Gran always made each of the holidays fun for all of our family. My cousin Mackenzie wasn’t into it as much as the rest of us, but I guess that comes with being a psychic. You already know what you’re getting for a present.”

      Simon chuckled, and Evelyn felt the warmth to the marrow of her bones. “I’m guessing you didn’t wait until Christmas morning to find out, though. Tell the truth, you either had Mackenzie tell you what you were getting, or you steamed open the packages, didn’t you?”

      A startled laugh escaped her. She shouldn’t be surprised; he was highly observant on his worst day. “I’m not telling. Anyway, Christmas was almost two months ago, and the new year is upon us. Cupid is waking from his nap and likely sharpening the tips of his arrows as we speak.”

      Again, Simon chuckled. “Be careful. He’s a little asshole. You could find yourself in love with a complete stranger. Likely someone you put behind bars at some point.”

      Evelyn snorted. “Yeah, not a chance. Cupid can fuck himself with his arrow.”

      “That’s the Evelyn I know and adore.” Simon’s smooth, amused voice created an ache inside her, and she wished he truly did adore her.

      “Quit buttering me up, Simon Says, and get to the point of your call.” His nickname had been a running joke between them for the twenty-two years they’d worked together. Whenever he gave an order, she’d not comply until he would dutifully mutter the words “Simon Says.”

      “I should’ve fired you the first time you started that ridiculous game,” he said, disgust heavy in his voice.

      Evelyn laughed. “Probably. But you love me anyway.”

      There was a long pause on his side. Finally, he cleared his throat, and in what sounded like a falsely cheerful tone, he said, “What’s not to love?”

      With a frown and a shit-ton of butterflies in her belly, Evelyn changed the subject back to the file’s contents. “Tell me why this case is so important you had to drag me in. For sure, good ol’ Petey can’t be happy about it.”

      Pete Wilson was Simon’s direct boss, and on more than one occasion, he’d not so nicely directed Simon to remove her from his team. Simon had always refused. Evelyn was positive he’d killed any chance he had of moving up in the ranks because he always went to bat for her.

      The chuckle Simon released was genuine, and Evelyn relaxed again. The momentary awkwardness between them was gone.

      Note to self, don’t mention the word love to him again.

      “This involves good ol’ Petey.”

      “What?” She flipped a few pages until she got to the meaty part of the evidence. “Well, I’ll be damned.”

      “Keep reading.”

      “Why do you sound grim? I hate it when you’re grim,” she said, with no little trepidation.

      “I’ve been linked to good ol’ Petey’s nefarious activities.”

      “Well, fuck!” Evelyn flipped the phone to speaker and dropped it on the arm of the sofa. She took another long drink of wine, then got serious about reading.

      “You going to say something?” Simon asked. “Call me horrible names or ask me if it’s true?”

      “Get real, Simon Says. I’ve known you half my life. You’re innocent.”

      A gusty sigh came through the line like he’d been holding his breath. “Thank you, Evelyn.”

      “I’ll call you back in thirty minutes after I’ve waded through what you’ve sent.” She paused before disconnecting. “Simon?”

      “Yeah?”

      “They’ve placed you on suspension, haven’t they?”

      “I would’ve thought that goes without saying.”

      “Do you want to do this by the book or the old-fashioned Thorne way?”

      She could almost feel his smile through the phone. “I’ll leave that up to you. But I know you won’t let me down, Evelyn Thorne.”

      No, she never would.
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      After disconnecting the phone, Simon tossed it on an end table and crossed to the glass wall to stare out over the city lights. He was tired of Washington, D.C. and the bureaucratic bullshit. What he really wanted was to live in some remote location with Evelyn Thorne and spend the rest of his days making love to her. They’d only leave their bed to eat and shower.

      Simon grinned at the fantasy, then shoved it away.

      As he turned from the window, his gaze caught on the picture of his deceased wife reflected there. He sobered and walked to the framed photograph. Tiffany, in all her girl-next-door glory, had been his childhood sweetheart. They’d shared all their firsts: dates, kisses, dreams, lovemaking. Three years ago, she developed an aggressive brain tumor, and no amount of medicine or magic could eradicate the disease that had ravaged her mind. In her more lucid moments, she had begged Simon to end her suffering. Those were the days that gutted him the worst. Perhaps a less selfish person would’ve done as she requested and helped her take her life. But he’d wanted to spend every available moment with her for as long as he could.

      “You should pursue Evelyn when I’m gone,” Tiff had told him during one of their last conversations. Her standard pain-filled eyes had been fierce. She’d been determined Simon shouldn’t go through life alone after she was gone.

      “I don’t think of Evelyn that way,” he’d remind her. “You’re my wife, and I love you.”

      Her face had softened with acceptance, and tears had filled her eyes. “I know, but I don’t want you to be sad, Si. You’ll shut down and be a shell.”

      “I have my job and Casper. I’ll survive, sweetheart.”

      “Casper’s old, darling. He’s liable to go before me.”

      And he had. Simon’s beloved lab died exactly one week and two hours before Tiffany. If it hadn’t been for Evelyn’s constant diligence and nagging, he’d probably have found a way to join his wife and dog in the afterlife.

      But she hadn’t left him alone. She’d shown up at his home and moved into the guest room. Evelyn had allowed him precisely three days to wallow in complete misery, then she’d forced him to get out of bed and to shower off the rank unwashed-body smell. Morning and night, she had conjured or prepared a meal and placed it in front of him. And when he barely picked at his food, she threatened to cast a spell to make him consume his required daily calories.

      It had been Evelyn who had arranged the funeral services and who had included a mini memorial for Casper. Simon had almost laughed when she’d sprung that one on him. Tiffany would’ve loved it. Hell, Tiff had adored everything about Evelyn. Could never say enough wonderful things and even tried her hand at matchmaking in the last days of her life.

      Simon had lost his temper exactly once.

      “Christ, Tiff! Stop already. I don’t feel anything for Evelyn other than admiration for a co-worker. I’m not attracted to her that way. Let this asinine idea go!”

      Much to his embarrassment, he hadn’t known Evelyn was within earshot. Her squeaked “Oh!” made Simon feel like the worst kind of asshole. And other than the first few minutes, she’d somehow buried any awkwardness remaining from the conversation and treated him like she always had prior to his blunder.

      But something had shifted inside him after he woke from his seemingly endless mourning. One day, roughly eighteen months after he’d buried his wife, Simon looked at Evelyn. Really looked at her. He saw a woman he not only admired but one he loved. It started as a stray fantasy here or there. One he’d attributed to loneliness. The subtle strawberry scent that drifted to him whenever she would impatiently shove her shimmering hair behind her ears, the way she’d catch the corner of her bottom lip between her straight white teeth whenever she was concentrating, and the sound of her throaty laugh when someone amused her, all worked together to ensnare him in her spell. He had a weakness for intelligent, leggy blondes with soulful blue eyes.

      Simon experienced profound guilt every time he looked at her, though, and on the day Evelyn retired from the FBI, he breathed a sigh of relief. Yes, he missed the fuck out of her—she’d been his greatest asset and had become his best friend—but her absence was for the best because he was determined to never again go through what he had with Tiffany. Those endless years of watching someone he loved beyond reason slowly wither away, to be helpless to save her, were pure torment.

      No. He’d rather spend the rest of his life alone than experience that a second time.

      His phone rang just as he was sitting down to eat.

      “Hey, Simon Says.” Evelyn’s sultry voice washed over him like a tsunami. He didn’t try to suppress the shiver of appreciation it caused but instead basked in it.

      “Well? What’s the verdict?” He set down his fork and picked up his scotch. “Don’t hold back.”

      “As if I ever do,” she said with a light laugh. But her next words were more somber. “What they have is damning, Simon. Extremely damning.”

      “That’s what I thought, too.”

      “Why didn’t you tell me you were suspended before now? And how the hell did you get ahold of this file?”

      He sighed. “Why, because I didn’t want to drag you into this if there was any other option. And how… let’s just say I still have friends in high places.”

      “Okay, but to answer your earlier question, this doesn’t have a by-the-book solution. I think we’re going to have to go the badass Thorne route.”

      Despite the severity of her observations, Simon smiled. He liked her forthright attitude, and pretty much everything about Evelyn made him smile. “So what’s our next step, O wise one?”

      “Well, I’d say a meeting for you to brief me on all things Pete Wilson related. I’m sure you know stuff about him that isn’t in this file. We can set up a plan of attack from there.”

      “When?”

      “Are you dressed?”

      Because her comment came on the heels of his lurid fantasies, he choked on a sip of his drink. Fire burned his throat, and he blinked the tears away as he coughed up a lung.

      “Sorry, Simon.” She didn’t sound sorry; she sounded highly amused.

      “Unless you intend to go there, you shouldn’t joke about such things, little girl. One day it will be your undoing.”

      Her sharp inhale was unmistakable, and Simon smiled. That would teach her to tease him.

      “Well, if you’re fully clothed, I can pop over now.”

      The devil on his shoulder prodded him with his pitchfork. “And if I’m not? Do you still want to pop over?”

      The long pause on the other end of the line worried him. Perhaps he’d gone too far and come off as more of a pervert or a creeper. He was unpracticed with flirting.

      “I’ll be there in ten minutes,” Evelyn said in an odd voice.

      It left him to wonder whether she preferred him nude or fully clothed.
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      Immediately before her scheduled teleport, Evelyn scried to see the layout of Simon’s living room. It would’ve totally sucked had he moved the couch to a previously empty area where she’d elected to pop in. She had enough cushioning on her ass without having a real one embedded there.

      The mirror showed Simon sipping a beverage with a longing look on his face. She could only assume he’d been thinking about Tiffany. The sadness of it all tried to overwhelm Evelyn, but with the brisk efficiency she was known for, she shoved it away.

      Yes, she cared for Simon. But she wouldn’t pine for him. Life was too short, as Tiff’s death had proven. If Simon couldn’t or wouldn’t love her, then Evelyn was going to be okay. Perhaps not ecstatically happy, but content. She’d never lacked for lovers in the past, and she wouldn’t in the future if it came to that. As a witch, her aging had slowed to a sloth’s pace. At forty-four, she still had the body of a thirty-five-year-old woman, and her body would remain looking that young for another thirty or forty years minimum. Attracting the opposite sex was never a problem. And if the part of her heart belonging only to Simon awoke now and again to annoy her, well, she’d find a way to gently put it to bed again.

      Inhaling a centering breath, she closed her eyes and drew on her magic. As her cells warmed, she visualized where she intended to go. Except when she finally did arrive, it was to land directly on top of Simon! Seemed her heart found a way to override her calm, collected mind.

      Dammit!

      “Well, this is a surprise,” he murmured as his free arm wrapped around her waist. Was his hand riding low on her hip? It felt shockingly low, as if his next move would be to grip her ass.

      “Hi. Just thought I’d drop in,” she quipped, praying to the gods he didn’t hear her thundering heart as loudly as she could.

      He grinned, and Evelyn couldn’t help an answering smile.

      “You’re usually a little more elegant in your landings.” His gaze grew contemplative and dropped to her lips, where it lingered for a lifetime. Ever so slowly, he shifted his attention upward, taking in every inch of her looming face until he locked eyes with her. “Out of practice, or were you flustered by the idea of seeing me naked?”

      A tell-tale flush washed up her neck and over her cheeks. Her face heated considerably as she felt his body’s reaction to her nearness.

      “Do you want honesty, Simon Says?” Her question came out husky and sounded nothing like her standard cool tones.

      “Always.”

      “Then yes, the idea of you naked is hot as fuck.”

      His dick grew harder and pressed insistently against her abdomen. It was his turn to blush. She had
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