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Come To Me

Summer is a gifted psychic, and used to seeing spirits, but sexy cowboy Jack 

McKane is unlike any spirit she has ever encountered… He doesn't know 

he's dead.
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Chapter 1 – Close by

Where the hell are you...

Summer concentrated hard. Her right hand sat loose and relaxed in Becky's, 

but her left was being squeezed so tight she'd lost the feeling in her fingertips. Alice 

had never been to a séance before and judging by how nervous she looked, Summer 

guessed this would be a one-time thing. With an effort, she tried to ignore Alice and 

focused again.

Tea light candles flickered on the table in front of her and she blinked. No 

draughts, no window left open. Letting her eyelids droop, she stared at the nearest 

candle, her eyes intent on the tiny flame until it blurred and separated. Her breathing 

slowed, heart following suit and she forced her entire body to relax from the shoulders 

down. Any minute now...

It was as though she'd split into two people. Summer-at-the-table, head down, 

silent and empty. A shell. And Summer-on-the-psychic-plane. Here, she felt at home. 

Her mind soared, tendrils of her consciousness roaming far and wide, rippling out in 

waves. She knew a spirit was close by, lurking just out of reach.

Summer-at-the-table spoke in low, measured tones. "I want to talk to Arthur 

Milton." A pause. "Arthur, your wife and daughter are here with me. They’d like to 

speak to you."

Beside her at the small round table, Alice shivered, the tremor running up 

Summer's arm. "It's cold in here," she muttered. "Why is it so cold?"

Summer exhaled slowly and ignored the question. Another deep breath. 

"Arthur, can you hear me? Come to me." It wasn't cold in the room, not really. The 

sun had been relentless this afternoon, a beautiful late spring day, and it still felt hot 
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outside. The chill in the room was due to the spirit that still refused to show himself. 

Summer gritted her teeth and probed deeper. Come on, Arthur.

Something brushed up against her mind. Hard, warm and confident, this spirit 

was strong and proud, and somehow bigger than she expected of the late Arthur 

Milton. The photograph she'd seen portrayed a nervous looking gentleman and by all 

accounts, he'd been henpecked throughout forty years of marriage. Summer wondered 

if by dying he'd finally achieved some peace and quiet. She sat perfectly still and 

waited for the spirit to approach again.

"Come to me." Her voice was gentle.
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Chapter 2 – Who are you?

A smell drifted into the room. Fresh cut grass? No, more dusty... Hay. It 

smelled like bales of hay. Beside her, Summer heard Alice sniff, and then Becky too. 

A soft jingling noise grabbed her attention and she followed the sound. 

Standing in the corner of Alice's parlour, looking so absurdly out of place that 

Summer wanted to laugh aloud, was a cowboy. Tall and well built, his over-long inky 

black hair fell forwards onto a tanned face, his jaw grazed with dark stubble. Deep 

blue eyes looked mischievous, his focus flashing over Summer while the corners of 

his mouth tugged upwards in amusement. She swallowed and tried to order her 

thoughts but could only stare. A cowboy? Leather chaps over faded denim, boots with 

spurs - that explained the jingle - long coat and a hat clutched in his right hand. Yep, 

he matched the description. 

Alice squeezed her hand even tighter and Becky shifted in her seat. She could 

practically smell their nervousness. While it was normal for her to see spirits 

manifesting like this, poor Alice was probably freaking out.

Finding her voice, Summer strove for calm. "Are you Arthur?" 

"Arthur?" The cowboy raised one eyebrow. "I've been called many names, 

darlin', but never Arthur." His voice washed over her, smooth and seductive, and 

sweet as a bowl of melted chocolate. Summer felt an inexplicable urge to ask him to 

say something else. Her name, perhaps. Get a grip, Summer. She blinked and spoke 

again, slightly more controlled.

"We're looking for Arthur Milton. Are you his spirit guide?"

That drew a short laugh. "The only Arthur I know is my brother's dog. Damn 

fool name for a hound. I'm guessing you're not looking for him?" He stepped closer 
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and banged the hat gently against his thigh. Summer watched, transfixed, as a cloud 

of dust drifted to the floor. This apparition looked real enough to touch. She felt Alice 

and Becky shrinking back.

"Keep your hands linked," she whispered, her eyes never leaving his face. 

With those high, Slavic cheekbones he could have walked straight out of a Tolstoy 

novel, but that accent... like molasses, she decided. "If you're not Arthur, who are 

you?"
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Chapter 3 – Still beating

“The name’s Jack. Jack McKane. Are you gonna tell me your name, sugar?”

He pronounced it Shug-ah and Summer blinked. Not quite her name, but close 

enough. “I’m Summer Meadows,” she began but didn’t get a chance to finish. Alice 

interrupted.

“What kind of trick is this? Who is this man? And how dare you let him into 

my house!” Her voice rose, fear underpinning every word. The cowboy paused and 

frowned at her.

Now Becky joined in. “Mum, I don’t like this.” She started to tug her hand 

free from Summer and just like that, the séance began to fall apart. Summer could feel 

his eyes upon her – she wanted to talk to him – but she needed to calm the two 

frightened women first. She started by squeezing their fingers.

“He’s a spirit, Alice. I’m hoping he can find Arthur for you.”

“But… but… I can see him.”

Well, duh. “Yes, we can all see him.”

“You didn’t say anything about strange men coming in my house. I’m not 

happy about this, Summer. I think I want my money back.”

The cowboy – Jack – stood there, gently tapping his hat against his leg. “Do 

we have a problem, ladies?”

God, that voice. “We weren’t expecting to see you, Mr McKane.” Summer 

had a dilemma. Keep this rather delicious guy talking a little longer or politely ask 

him to leave and try again to call up Arthur. There was no contest. Yummy-Jack won 

by a mile. Mentally waving her fees aside, she gave Alice an encouraging smile and 

then looked back at him. 
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“No problem. Where are you from, Mr McKane?”

His smile widened and Summer saw a flash of dimple in one rugged cheek. 

“Please, call me Jack. I’m from the Silver Creek Ranch, west of San Antonio.” He 

broke off and gazed around the room, the dimple vanishing and his eyes narrowing. 

“Where in the hell am I? This sure ain’t Texas.”

“It’s, ah, Manchester. England.”

The stubbled jaw tightened and he cocked his head. “England?” She may as 

well have said Mars. “I ain’t nev-uh been to England.” The drawl lengthened, making 

Summer giddy with delight. She hurried to ask him another question, anything to keep 

him talking.

“When did you die, Jack? What year was it?”

“Die?” His eyebrows shot up and disappeared behind an enticing lock of hair. 

She longed to sweep it back with her fingers, wondering if it felt as silky as it looked. 

“What do ya mean, die?” One hand rose to slip inside his shirt. “Nope, it’s still 

beating. This is just a dream. I’ve eaten too many ribs for supper.” When he pulled his 

hand free, the shirt lifted to show a flash of hard, golden stomach. Summer licked her 

lips, her mouth unaccountably dry.

“It sure was nice making your acquaintance, Sum-mah Meadows.” The dimple 

returned and Jack took another step forward, extending his hand towards her. 

Forgetting this was a séance, forgetting that Jack was a spirit, she released Becky’s 

fingers and held her own hand out. 

Jack vanished.

Amidst the startled yelps from the two women, Summer groaned at her stupid 

mistake. Life sucked sometimes. The first man to come along that made her forget 



Come To Me Page 9 of 35

about her ex – and he was dead. Not only that, but Arthur had finally made an 

appearance and now the chance of calling her yummy-cowboy back bordered on nil. 
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Chapter 4 – Melting Chocolate

Rob snuck back into her thoughts at bedtime. A year ago, they’d been 

engaged. Six months ago, they’d been knee deep in seating plans and colour schemes 

for the wedding. Three months ago, he’d run away and joined the Army. She could 

only deduce that living in a desert battle zone was preferable to marrying her. It hurt. 

She’d been through anger, grief and revenge; surely she was inching closer to 

acceptance now?

As she turned her pillow over, again, she concluded that no, she wasn’t over 

him yet. It didn’t help that Rob had been the best lover she’d had and as such, was 

doubly difficult to replace. 

She closed her eyes, pretending once more, that he lay behind her, spooned 

against her. Sleep lurked, waiting on the fringes to move in. A gentle hand curled 

around her breast and she sighed, relaxing, softening under the touch. Hot breath on 

the back of her neck soothed her. Warm, soft lips nuzzled the tender spot behind her 

ear and she was lost. 

***

"You're chirpy this morning, was it a good séance last night?" Summer paused 

as she worked and glanced up at her friend and business associate, Lisa. "You're 

singing to yourself." Lisa slipped one arm around her shoulders in a quick hug. "It's 

nice to see you getting over that jerk."

Had she been singing? She did feel more cheerful though and she smiled at her 

friend. "The séance was long, but the guy came through eventually." An image of 

inky black hair and darkest blue eyes tugged at her memory. "Would you believe, this 

cowboy appeared too. I mean, really appeared. We all saw him." His voice reminded 
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her of the pan of chocolate melting in front of her and she stirred the mixture, 

examining the consistency.

"A cowboy? In backstreet Manchester? Was he going to a fancy dress party or 

something when he died? Poor sod." 

"He looked real." 

Lisa giggled as she went to serve a customer, leaving Summer to her work. 

Creating quality handmade confectionary had been her dream job for years but as her 

little shop became established, she needed to continue with the séances as a lucrative 

sideline. Last night had been a success for Alice and hopefully, would generate some 

more appointments.

Snapping back to the job in hand, she lifted the spoon and watched as the drips 

splashed back into the vat. The words 'poor sod' in no way described the rather 

luscious Jack McKane. She wondered if he'd liked chocolate when he was alive? How 

would it feel to smear melted ganache across those fine lips and then kiss it off again? 

Her nipples tingled at the image. She swiped her index finger across the back of the 

spoon and raised it to her mouth. Dark, sultry and sweet. Just like her cowboy.
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Chapter 5 – Teasing

Summer lay in bed with her eyes closed, waiting for the moment when she'd 

tumble over the edge. And there it was. The instant she felt a hard, warm body 

snuggled against her back, she knew she was sleeping. One large, slightly calloused 

hand splayed across her bare stomach and she trembled with anticipation. Hot breath 

feathered along her neck and she couldn't hold back a whimper. A deep male chuckle 

rumbled against her back. Dream-Rob was even better than Real-Rob. 

She felt her hair being moved, the heavy curtain lifted and soft lips pressing a 

series of tiny kisses on the delicate skin beneath. His other hand had started a slow 

trail downwards, meandering with all the time in the world. It brushed across her hip 

bone, smoothed down the cheek of her ass and skirted along the inside of her thigh, 

teasing all the way. She groaned and squirmed, pushing back and thrilling at the 

sensation of his cock digging into her. She was ready, but he still wanted to play. Rob 

never used to be such a tease.

"Now," she whispered. He ignored her. She grabbed his wandering hand and 

placed it directly over her pussy, groaning at the touch and half mad with desire. In a 

heartbeat, he flipped their hands the other way round so that it was her fingers 

underneath, and his in charge. He trapped her hand, holding it still a moment longer, 

then guided them both lower, to glide across her slit. She swallowed hard, her fingers 

drenched, and then bucked as he pushed her deeper, surging inside. 

In and out. Her hand was no longer her own, he drove her on, plunging and 

pounding, before allowing her a fleeting caress over her clit. His mouth roamed across 

her neck, her shoulders, a nibble here, a lick there. A bite on the tender skin at the 

crook of her neck. She felt him fisting his free hand in her hair while his teeth dug 
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into her. She was impaled, immobilised and on fire for him. Another brush against her 

hard bud - his thumb? - and she cried out as she gave herself to a quivering, sobbing 

climax. He licked away the sting from his bite and soothed her with another kiss, his 

mouth trailing down her spine. 

Her sodden, sticky hand was released and she flexed her fingers before 

catching his hand. She wanted him to cuddle her breast again, wanted to sleep in his 

arms. 

***

Daylight crept in and Summer opened heavy eyelids to feel a weight behind 

her. For a second she froze, and then she remembered. "Naps, is that you, baby?" A 

grunt answered her and with some difficulty, since the duvet was securely anchored in 

place, she managed to roll over to see her young pug, stretched out beside her.

He licked her hand when she fondled his ears and she dropped back to the 

pillows. Maybe having Naps on the bed had made her dream of Rob? How pathetic 

did that make her?

It was only later, in the shower, that she realised her neck hurt. She paused, 

ignoring the water running over her face and the shampoo threatening to drip into her 

eyes. When she pressed against the tendons, it felt like a bruise. 

Exactly where Dream-Rob had bitten her.
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Chapter 6 – Salted Caramel

Summer was convinced. There had to be a rational explanation.

She'd bumped herself somehow. Hurt her neck shifting boxes, lifting cartons 

of chocolate, walking into a door.... and then imagined being bitten in the same place. 

Yeah, right. Apart from that, she felt fine. Better than fine, since she'd given herself 

such an amazing orgasm the night before.

She brushed off Lisa's curiosity about her bouncy mood and stayed in the 

kitchen all day, experimenting with new flavours and fillings. Salted caramel almond 

sounded divine, but getting the texture right was a painstaking process. The nuts had 

to be finely enough ground to bind into the liquid caramel, but with enough texture to 

give them some bite. It still wasn't perfect by closing time, but she had to leave it. She 

had another séance booking for that evening and this time, Lisa was going with her.

They settled round a small table in the client's kitchen, Summer, Lisa and the 

client, a middle-aged woman called Ellie who wanted to contact her recently dead 

father. The candles burned smoothly, their hands were linked and Summer had barely 

started to call in her head when the cowboy appeared. He stepped up to the table as 

calmly as though he'd walked through an invisible door.

"Hello, darlin'." His smile was for her alone and her stomach flipped, his 

honeyed words washing over her. Summer tried to hide her excitement. This time she 

wanted to keep him here longer, keep him talking.

"Hello, Jack. Nice to see you." He wore the same clothes as last time, the same 

wicked grin and look... that sexy little dimple flashed enticingly again. Her thoughts 

drifted towards salted caramel and doing sticky things with messy fingers. Her mouth 
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dry and her nipples on full alert, she tried to order her wayward imagination. "We're 

looking for Peter Fry this time. Can you help us?"

Stepping closer, he raised both arms above his head and stretched, before 

yawning. "Every time I dream about you, shu-gah, you ask me some strange things." 

He reached the edge of the table, mere inches away from them. Summer feasted her 

eyes on his image. He looked solid - real - as though he were flesh and blood. She 

could practically feel the warmth pouring from his skin.

Hang on, what did he just say? "You think you're asleep, Jack?"

"Well, sure." His smile dazzled her, literally made her weak at the knees. 

"How else could you be here? You're hauntin’ my dreams, darlin'." He moved to the 

side, standing next to her, close enough to touch. She heard Lisa's steady breathing, 

felt Ellie's hand sweating in her own, ignored them both, every atom focused on the 

man staring at her. "I hope I didn't hurt you last night. You sure are a pretty little 

thing, Sum-mah." Slowly, gently, he lifted one hand and touched her braid, stroking 

gossamer light over her hair. 

She felt it.

Like standing next to an electricity pylon, she tingled all over, the breath 

catching in her lungs, the words dying in her throat. She blinked - and he was gone. 

What the... She looked down. Their hands were still linked, the candles burning, Lisa 

and Ellie staring at her with matching bemused expressions.

"Did you see him?" It came out as a squeak. 

Lisa shrugged. "See who? We're still waiting for you to start."
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Chapter 7 - Just a dream

Summer found herself standing by a creek, plains stretching out as far as the 

eye could see and everything gleaming under a high, full moon. Despite the fact that it 

was night time and she only wore a strappy vest and jeans, she was warm. A snuffling 

noise made her turn to see a horse grazing close by; he lifted his head and blew at her 

before resuming his lazy meal.

She sucked in a deep breath, amazed at the unfamiliar smells: horse, a heavy, 

honey scent and wood smoke. Spinning lightly on her feet, she saw the smouldering 

remains of the campfire mere yards away, and beside it, a now familiar man. 

Delight surged through her, rapidly followed by something more intense. Jack 

sprawled on the grass, leaning up against a tree, the hat tipped low over his head. Was 

he asleep? The idea of surprising him caught her and she tiptoed forwards, her bare 

feet making only the slightest rustle. He still heard her.

Their eyes met. The delicious grin that spread across his face turned her 

insides to liquid. He lifted the hat, tipping it back on his head as she approached. 

“Sum-mah.”

One word. God, it had never sounded sexier. She blinked, unable to hold back 

her answering, joyful smile. “Jack. We meet again.”

“C’mon down here.” He patted the grass next to him and she sank gracefully 

to her knees, facing him. Just a dream. She did what she’d wanted to do the first time 

she saw him. Run her fingers through the ebony locks that tumbled onto his forehead. 

They were as silky as she’d thought. The dimple flashed as she petted him and he 

laughed, a soft rumble from his strong chest, before catching her hands in his own. 
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“You’re in my territory now, shu-gah. We play by my rules.” He’d captured 

her hands easily in one of his huge paws and he clutched them to his chest. She could 

feel the heat pouring from him, the softness of his plaid shirt; the hint of muscle 

beneath. One part of her brain idly wondered at how much sensation there was in this 

dream, while the rest of her melted. 

One finger stroked a line along her cheek, down her jaw and underneath her 

chin, lifting it. Dark blue eyes darkened even further. “God dammit, Sum-mah, I want 

you so bad.” Soft lips covered hers, a fleeting whisper of a kiss. She whimpered, 

wanting more and he chuckled. “What’s the hurry? We’ve got all night.”
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Chapter 8 - Shameless

“I want to touch you,” Summer whispered, just before his mouth claimed hers 

again and before all thought was shoved aside. Warm, gentle and slow, he explored 

her lips, tasting her and making her squirm against him. When he released her hands 

she immediately snaked them up to wrap around his neck, tugging him closer. She 

tunnelled one hand into the thick hair, drawing a groan from deep in his throat. He felt 

so good. She pressed her chest against his shirt, thrilling at the sensation against her 

charged nipples. Every nerve ending burned for him, little shocks dancing across her 

entire body just from his kiss. 

For a moment, she stepped outside her body and watched them together. Jack 

sitting on the grass, his legs wide, with Summer kneeling between them. Her back 

softly lit from the remains of the campfire, her face in shadow and her head tipped 

back. Jack ravaging her mouth, his arms tight around her, one hand fisted in her hair. 

Sharp teeth nipped at her lower lip and dragged her attention back. “Take your 

clothes off. I want to see you again.” He pressed an open mouthed kiss to the base of 

her throat, his tongue flicking across her skin, tickling.

“Again?” It was a struggle to speak.

“Last night? In your bed?”

His mouth had reached the neckline of her low-cut camisole. Through a haze 

of desire she managed to pull a single shocked thought. “That was you?”

Dark eyes regarded her with a hint of mischief. “I’m hurt you don’t 

remember.” He ran his fingers along the lower edge of her top, sliding underneath. 

Five points of heat seared across her bare stomach. “I’m done talking, shu-gah.”
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Just a dream. I can be as daring as I like. Summer pulled the sheer camisole 

up and over her head, dropping it by her side, baring her breasts for Jack. His eyes 

widened as he stared at her swollen nipples. “And the rest,” he growled. She complied 

and shucked off the denims, to leave only a miniscule triangle of lace. He made a 

keep-going gesture with his hand and she smiled. Hooking her thumbs into the ribbon 

sides, she slid the panties down her legs and stepped out of them, shameless and 

confident in a way she could never be in real life.

“So pretty,” he murmured, his gaze burning into her, standing there before 

him. She shivered, anticipation making her giddy. Her heart pounded and her cheeks 

burned as she waited to see what happened next. Everything about Jack excited her, 

from his dirty grin and lazy drawl, through to the strength in those big hands. White 

teeth flashed in the near darkness and he held up a hand to coax her forwards.
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Chapter 9 – Playing

Summer trembled under the scorching blast from Jack's eyes. Stepping 

forward, she sank to the ground to kneel astride his thick, hard thighs. Her palms were 

resting lightly on his shoulders with her breasts in his face. She felt his hands slide up 

the back of her calves, higher to cup her behind, the fingers digging into her soft flesh 

as he shifted her position to inch her even closer.

Her nipples brushed against dark stubble and she groaned, the sensation arcing 

straight to her clit. "I wanna watch you play with yourself, shu-gah." He licked one 

hyper-sensitive nipple and smiled at the shiver it produced. Her stomach clenched. 

Dream or not, to do that felt awkward and she hesitated. When Jack blew a soft breath 

across her wet nipple, the flesh puckering, she couldn't hold back a moan. His smile 

lit up a notch.

There was a time for shyness, and this wasn't it. She slid her right hand down 

her front, the knuckles brushing against his chin, down to curve around her breast, 

before moving south. Wet already, she ground against his thighs and felt his cock 

jerk. Play with herself, huh? Proud that she was waxed and smooth, Summer stroked 

over her pussy lips with the tip of her fingers, circled round her clit and then resumed 

her gentle movements. Jack's breath sounded harsh, his eyes staring with unconcealed 

admiration at the way her fingers were moving. Daring now, she pushed her middle 

finger inside and huffed a little breath. Jack licked his lips, his grip tightening on her, 

then without warning he closed his mouth around one nipple.

Moist heat enveloped her. His tongue flicked once and then he released, just as 

she cried out, unable to stay quiet. Slipping her finger out, she smeared it across her 

pulsing clit and began to rub hard. Jack groaned and mouthed her other nipple, closing 
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his teeth around it for a fraction. It was enough to drive her over the edge and she 

wailed, her pussy pounding and quaking beneath her hand as she came.

"Hot damn," Jack whispered. Summer felt limp. She sagged and leaned 

towards him to rest her face against his shoulder, her hands falling to the side, her 

breath ragged. Little shivers wracked her body and she nestled into his arms, grateful 

for the warmth pouring from him. He nuzzled the shell of her ear, his stubble burning 

a delicious friction that sparked another fire deep in her belly.

"That was the hottest thing I ever saw." His voice, molasses smooth, 

murmured against her throat, his lips tracing a path towards her face. "I wanna be 

inside you, shu-gah." Claiming her mouth, he plunged his tongue in, devouring her, 

his big hands pulling her up his body. 

His stubble was doing crazy things to her; his clever fingers were driving her 

to distraction. She wanted him inside her too. Reaching down with her hands, she 

fumbled with his jeans and tugged at the button, desperate to release him. She could 

feel his cock straining against the zipper and it jerked again at her touch. He released 

her mouth for a moment, just long enough to whisper, "take it easy, Sum-mah, I ain't 

going anywhere." The button popped open and she slid inside the tight denim finding 

hot, naked flesh. He went commando. His groan reverberated against her.

It was the work of moments to shove his denims down his legs and then 

Summer wiggled into position above his straining cock. It reared up, hard and thick, 

and so enticing. No condom needed. She smiled and nipped his earlobe to get his 

attention. "Save a horse, ride a cowboy, hmmm?"

"As long as it's this cowboy you're riding, shu-gah. Now hold on tight."
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Chapter 10 – Hold on Tight

With her heart racing and pussy quivering, Summer dug both hands into Jack's 

broad, solid shoulders and curled her fingers into the soft shirt fabric. He held her 

around the waist, suspended just above him, cock brushing back and forth, teasing 

unmercifully. "Jack," she moaned, "please..." The words were snatched from her 

when he stole a kiss, slanting his mouth to drive deep. Before she could even breathe, 

she felt the blunt head of his cock ease into position. A millisecond later, he plunged 

hard inside, filling her completely. He swallowed her cry of shock and softened the 

kiss, sucking gently on her lower lip, his breathing harsh. She gulped. Jack held 

himself steady, not moving at all and waited for Summer to relax again. 

"You okay there, baby?" He whispered to her and rested his forehead against 

hers. Intimate. She forced her muscles to ease as she sucked in a breath and blew it 

out again. 

"Yeah." She gave a breathless giggle. She'd been impaled for sure. He'd felt 

big through his jeans, but God... she'd underestimated. He shifted his hands and 

gripped her firmly around the hips and she braced herself, heart hammering. This was 

going to be one hell of a ride.

He slid out, lifting her easily, and then slammed back in. They both groaned. 

In, out, again and again, each thrust filling her. It seemed entirely natural for her to 

delve her hands into his hair, their lips meeting with equal hunger as he fucked her. 

There was no other way to describe it, this raw, needy coupling.

Her orgasm built rapidly and she teetered close to the edge, her stomach tight 

and her legs taut. “Now,” he growled and hammered into her sweet spot. Her insides 

convulsed, the tremors sweeping her from head to toe. Jack tensed. She felt his arms 
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wrap around her, hauling her to squeeze against his huge chest as he came with a 

muffled shout, his mouth buried in her neck.

Aftershocks wracked them both. Summer wondered if she’d lost the use of her 

legs they felt so weak, but it didn’t matter for Jack held her securely, as though he 

never meant to let her go.

She ended up lying sideways across his lap, nestled against his body, with her 

legs curled up beneath her. Jack stroked her hair, kissed her face and caressed her 

breasts, each touch like a promise. 

“Did you live here, Jack?”  If she didn’t talk to him, she’d fall asleep and lose 

this wonderful dream.

“Here?” He gave a little huff of laughter. “I still live in the ranch, shu-gah. 

This is just where I come when I want to look at the stars and think.”

It felt like a knife twisting in her side. He didn’t realise he was dead. She 

swallowed and tried to speak calmly. “What did you want to think about tonight?”

He guided her head to the crook of his neck and tugged playfully at the end of 

her braid. “I wanted to think some more about the pretty little lady that’s been 

disrupting my dreams.”

“That would be me?”

”Damn right, Sum-mah. I don’t know where you came from, but I can’t wait 

to see you every night.”
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Chapter 11 – Manchester-Texas

Summer didn’t remember falling asleep in Jack’s arms, but she woke up alone 

and back in her own bed. The morning sun slanted weak rays across the floor and she 

lay there for a minute, slightly disoriented. It must have been a dream, but the most 

vivid ever. She’d felt the cool grass beneath her feet, smelled the campfire, tasted 

coffee in his kiss. She stretched, trying to avoid disturbing the sleeping dog beside 

her, and realised her muscles all ached. They ached as though she’d spent the night 

shagging.

Lisa frowned when she walked in to the shop. “You don’t look so good this 

morning, hon. Has Naps been keeping you awake all night?”

“No, he was quiet.” She was at a loss. How could she even say what she was 

thinking, without sounding like a lunatic? “I was dreaming about that cowboy and I 

guess I didn’t sleep too well.” She put away her coat and bag, and then started to flick 

through her sampling notes. “I was thinking,” she made her voice ultra casual, “I 

might go to that Chocolate Conference next week after all. You’d look after Naps for 

me, wouldn’t you?”

Silencing her friend was rare. She looked up to meet Lisa’s gaze. “What? 

What’s the matter?”

“You said it was too expensive to justify going. Too far away. You didn’t 

want to leave Naps on his own.” She counted on her fingers. “That’s three reasons. 

Oh and the big one. You couldn’t see the point of travelling all the way to Dallas, 

when we’re trying to sell chocolates in Manchester. If you remember, we thought 

they’d messed up the invitation. Manchester-Texas, not Manchester-England.”

***



Come To Me Page 25 of 35

Summer was glad for the séance booking that evening. Three sessions in one 

week was rare, but the money was more than useful, especially if she was considering 

a trip to Dallas. Jack claimed his ranch was west of San Antonio, and she calculated 

that to be around 300 miles from Dallas – just a few hours drive. 

Settling down at the table, she gave encouraging smiles to the elderly couple 

holding her hands. They wanted to contact the gentleman’s sister, but with luck, she’d 

get to speak to Jack again first. Before she’d even had time to open her mind, a 

middle-aged woman stood before them. 

“For God’s sake.” The woman crossed her arms and scowled at them. “What 

do you want now? I can’t give you the lottery numbers and even if I could, I 

wouldn’t. Okay?”

Summer held back her disappointment. Maybe Jack would appear later? 

Fixing her smile firmly in place, she conducted an unsatisfying interview with a 

distinctly pissed off spirit and breathed an inward sigh of relief when it was over. The 

couple prepared to move but she clung to their hands. “One moment please. It’s 

normal to get more than one spirit and I’d like to wait and see if anyone else comes 

through.”

The woman grumbled. The man muttered something rude. Summer kept her 

eyes closed and ignored them both, calling in her mind for Jack. 

He didn’t appear.
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Chapter 12 – Far from Normal

The fragrant smell of wood smoke drifted into her nose and a feeling of calm 

stole over her. Opening her eyes, Summer smiled. 

She was back.

Squidging her bare toes into the grass, she absorbed the sensations and 

considered them carefully. Cool, damp, spongy underfoot and with a sweet tang like 

clover. The stream trickled and splashed, the moonlight dancing in undulating ripples 

over the broken surface and she heard the distant whistle of a lone night bird over the 

ever present rattle of the cicadas. 

When she turned around, he’d be there. She wanted to hug herself. Instead, 

she pivoted slowly and feasted her eyes on the man sprawled by the tree. The hunger 

in his eyes called to her but it was his sexy grin and the flash of dimple that sped her 

footsteps to stand before him. 

“Where were you tonight, Jack? You didn’t show yourself.”

He cocked his head to one side, as though puzzled. “I’ve been here, Shu-gah. 

Waiting for you. Where else would I be?”

She took the hand he held out to her, and sank gracefully to the ground, 

kneeling between his legs. “I held a séance tonight and I thought I’d see you there.” 

He meshed their fingers together and lifted the joined hands to his mouth to press a 

kiss against them.

“A séance? Why would you do that?”

“That’s what I do.” She searched his face, looking for awareness, but finding 

only amusement. “I talk to spirits.” Still he didn’t seem to understand. Her heart sank.



Come To Me Page 27 of 35

Before she could say any more, he chuckled and stroked her cheek with his 

free hand. “That’s maybe the strangest thing I ever heard, Sum-mah. You’re sure full 

of surprises, baby.” He thought that was strange? Having a spirit invade her bed – and 

her dreams – was so far from normal, she couldn’t begin to quantify it. Any further 

thoughts were quashed when he ran an inquisitive finger along the shoulder strap of 

her camisole. “This is pretty.” He pressed a hot, open mouthed kiss on her shoulder, 

his lips following the delicate lacy strap to close around a nipple. Heat surged in her 

belly and moisture pooled between her thighs. 

Helpless, almost drugged by sensation, Summer flattened her hand against the 

bulge in his jeans and his cock jerked at her touch. Jack bit gently on her nipple 

through the sheer fabric and she moaned. She had to touch him. One hand still linked 

tightly with his, she tugged at the button fastening, and struggled. “Help me,” she 

groaned, barely able to speak. 

He ignored her and sucked harder while she squirmed and writhed in his lap. 

This was torture. A new sound punctuated the quiet and she paused for a moment. 

Jack stilled, then grunted and sighed against her breast. Hot air fanned across her skin. 

“He picks his moment.” As Summer tried to make sense of his words, she 

recognised the interruption – the latest song from her favourite band, Silken Touch. A 

ringtone. Jack released her hand and dug an iPhone from somewhere behind him. 

“This had better be good,” he growled into the phone while Summer sat back, 

watching, waiting for him to finish. He flashed an apologetic smile and carefully re-

linked their hands, rubbing the knuckles against her jaw.

She tried to listen, while pretending to ignore him. “I rang you three days ago. 

Just as well it wasn’t urgent.” He sounded annoyed, but when he looked at her, she 

saw only desire on his face. He talked a little more, cattle details by the sound of it, 
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dates for some market or other. It took a moment before she realised two things. He 

had a top of the range iPhone – the most recent model… and his ringtone was for a 

brand new song. Either her subconscious was inventing all sorts of tiny, insignificant 

details, or Jack had died very recently. Sometime in the last two weeks.

“My brother.” He slid the phone out of sight again and wrapped his arms 

around her, pulling Summer tight into his embrace. She rubbed her cheek against his 

stubble, relishing the scratchiness against her soft skin.

“Is everything okay?”

She felt him sigh. “I suppose it’s getting better. We had a big bust up, nearly a 

year ago. He left the ranch to go work in an office.” He made it sound disgusting.

His hands were tracing lines up her back, finding every sensitive spot along 

the way. It took an effort, but she managed to answer him. “Would that be so bad?”

“I guess not. But it’s a struggle running the ranch by myself. And our Daddy 

left it to both of us.”

Oh God. If she didn’t kiss him and soon, she’d spontaneously combust, but 

she sensed she was on the verge of something important.

“If anything happened to you, Jack, would he take over the ranch?”

“I don’t know, baby. I’ve been asking if he’s gotten bored with shuffling 

paper, but he says no, not yet.” His lips were in her hair, playing with her ear, 

nuzzling her throat. She wanted to cry. She understood now.

Jack’s spirit couldn’t rest until his brother returned to take over the ranch. 
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Chapter 13 – A Dream Within A Dream

“Jack, I think I’m here to help you.”

He traced the shell of her ear with his tongue before he spoke, his voice a soft 

rumble. “Baby, just being here is helping me. I wish…” He sighed and kissed her 

neck, scraping his teeth over her tendon and making her purr. “I wish you were real.” 

He sounded wistful and her vision blurred for a moment. She had to handle this very 

carefully.

“I am real. You’re not imagining this. My name is Summer Meadows and I’m 

a psychic.”

“Sum-mah Meadows, I’ve been dreaming about you for years. It feels like I’ve 

known you forever, but every time I wake up, you’re gone.”

She guessed that on the other side, wherever that was, time passed differently 

for spirits. Regardless of that, she somehow had to get Jack’s brother to go back to the 

ranch and maybe then, Jack would be able to rest.

The prospect of not seeing him again, not making love with him again, made 

her chest hurt, but it had to be done. She’d go to the conference in Dallas, drive out to 

Silver Creek and try to find his brother. 

***

Summer burrowed her head into the pillow, realising as she did so, that she 

could still feel Jack snuggled up behind her. A dream within a dream. She took 

advantage of his warmth and tugged his arm tighter around her waist, enjoying the 

feel of him naked. When she wiggled her bum against his groin, his cock twitched and 

she smiled.
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Opening her eyes, it was still quite dark, just a dim glow filtering in from the 

street lamps. His breath was slow and steady against her neck and she wondered 

fleetingly about the weirdness of dreaming about her dream lover when he was asleep. 

How much longer would she have him for? She was due to fly to the USA in 

two days time and it was conceivable that she might find his brother by the end of the 

week. What she did then was still a little hazy. A séance probably - once she'd 

convinced him she wasn't a raving lunatic. She closed her hand around Jack's and 

lifted it to her mouth, dropping tiny kisses along his fingers. He might not be real, 

might be just a spirit taking up residence in her bed, but she'd still miss him.

 "I ain't tired you out yet?" His molasses sweet drawl was rougher than usual. 

"Damn, Shu-gah, you're gonna be the death of me."

 His words crawled over her like ice and she sucked in an agonised breath. 

"Don't say that," she whispered. Rolling over, she trailed her fingers down his 

stubbled cheek. God, he was gorgeous. Why could she never find anyone like him in 

real life? "Hold me, Jack." She wanted to make the most of every last minute.
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Chapter 14 - Nothing

Summer accepted the blanket from the steward, happy to try and sleep and 

hopeful about the idea of seeing Jack. Even though she dozed easily on the long night 

flight, her dreams were empty. She awoke with her neck in an awkward position and a 

dry, stale taste in her mouth, the muted tones of Silken Touch’s latest album playing 

on auto-repeat on her iPod.

It was a mercifully quiet taxi ride to her hotel where she sat and stared out at 

the city, sleep deserting her.

Excitement and anticipation buoyed her mood and the first day of the 

conference flew by. She’d see Jack again tonight, she knew it. She ate a light dinner, 

took a long, relaxing soak in the bath and went to bed early, falling asleep instantly.

He didn’t come.

Three nights without him and she was practically climbing the walls.

Day two of the conference was followed by another Jack-less night and by that 

point, Summer missed him with a physical ache. Cutting the final day short, she 

bought a local travel guidebook, hired a car and set off in the direction of San 

Antonio. 

Mile after mile of dusty road later, her back and head ached, and still there 

was no sign of anywhere like she’d seen in her dreams. Silver Creek was maybe thirty 

miles further on. According to her map, the town of Nomad was the nearest habitation 

to the ranch and it was there she decided to stop for the night. She wanted to be fresh 

and alert when she showed up at the ranch,

The roadside motel was clean and quiet, and Summer had no difficulty getting 

a room. She lay on the bed and stared at the ceiling, too exhausted to summon any 
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enthusiasm. Jetlag was biting with a vengeance. Worse though was the fear that she’d 

lost Jack. 

One last idea shimmered before her. 

She closed the curtains and lit a small candle from her luggage, then laid a red 

velvet cloth on the small table. She’d only used the planchette once before. She 

wasn’t even sure why she’d brought it, but now she was here… anything was better 

than this endless waiting. She set up the board, a large thin piece of maple engraved 

with the letters of the alphabet and the numbers zero through to nine.

Eyes closed, Summer relaxed and rested both hands lightly over the pointing 

device, with just the tips of her fingers in contact with the smooth wood.

“Jack.” She spoke aloud, her voice soft in the quiet room. “Jack, come to me.”

She could hear voices in the distance, the low rumble of a car engine and the 

dull hum of the air conditioning, but no Jack. “Jack,” she repeated, “are you there? 

Come to me, Jack.”

She waited, every nerve tingling, alert to the slightest change in the room. The 

temperature should drop first. 

It stayed resolutely hot.

She called again for him, her voice cracking on his name. 

Nothing. 
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Chapter 15 – Am I Dead?

 

Somewhere, a phone was ringing. Summer blocked it out. She wanted to go 

back to her dream. Warm fingers trailed along her bare arm, walking down to her 

wrist and then stroking the back of her hand. She smiled in her sleep. Dreaming of 

him was far better than spending her waking hours alone. Soft lips pressed against her 

palm and she squeezed her eyelids tighter. Not yet. She didn't want to wake up yet.

"C'mon darlin'. You really should be in bed."

The words washed over her, the drawling Texan accent thick and sweet – and 

shockingly familiar. Her eyes snapped open and her heart stuttered.

"You? But..." 

Brilliant white teeth grinned back at her from a dark, tanned face, inky black 

hair falling forward giving him a boyish look. She stared in disbelief as he pressed 

another kiss onto her hand.

"You cannot be real. You cannot. Be. Here." 

He ducked his head before meeting her gaze. "You called me, darlin'. An' I 

came."

Summer’s eyes darted left and right. Still in the motel room. Her mobile 

phone jangled once more then tripped over to voicemail. Jack held her hand, warm 

and strong. Real. Brilliant morning sunlight splashed through a gap in the curtains... 

she never saw him in daylight.

This didn’t feel like a dream. Jack didn’t feel like a dream.

“Am I dead?” She blurted out the words, seeing surprise and amusement 

flashing over his face.

“No more than me, darlin’.”
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One large hand snaked out to cup around her neck, drawing her forward, close 

enough to lean against his chest. “I don’t understand,” she whispered, her voice 

deserting her.

 “Me neither, Sum-mah. But I had this dream about you, being here, in this 

little motel. And so I came. And here you are.” Soft lips traced a pattern down her 

face before teasing her mouth. “I can’t believe you’re here, Sum-mah. I thought I’d 

imagined you. I dreamed about you living in England.”

She kissed him, tasting him, learning him, her mind whirling in a torrent of 

jumbled thoughts. "But... How did you get in?" Reality came knocking at her sleep-

addled brain. This might be a hick motel in the middle of nowhere, but she'd locked 

the door... and...

 He huffed an amused laugh against her hair. "I went to school with Billy, the 

guy who runs this joint. That'll be him ringing you. He let me have the key." True 

enough her phone burst to life again. She reached out with an unsteady hand and 

picked it up, her eyes never leaving Jack's face.

 "Hello?"

 "Miz Meadows? This is Billy Regan on the front desk. Ah just wanted you to 

know you've got a visitor on his way, Jack McKane. Is that, uh, okay? He said as how 

he was waiting for y'all to arrive."

 She understood the words, but they still made no sense. Licking dry lips, 

Summer dug deep and tried to speak normally. "Yes, that's fine, thanks." Her fingers 

tightened around the phone, while Jack carefully meshed her other hand with his. 

"Before you go," she hesitated, trying to assemble her thoughts. "Someone told me 

Jack McKane had died recently."
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 "Died?" The drawl lengthened on the other end of the phone, a soft chuckle 

emerging. "Must be another Jack McKane. This one's too stubborn to die, and you can 

tell him I said so."

 She placed the phone on the table and ran her fingers over Jack's silky hair. "I 

don't understand." Their eyes locked.

 "Me neither, Shu-gah, but I can tell you this. I've dreamed about you for years 

and now you're here. It's like we're meant for each other."

***

Summer sprawled on the grass and leaned against Jack, her head in his lap, his 

fingers sifting through her hair. This time, sunlight fell in dappled patterns around 

them, and there were two horses grazing by the stream. 

 "I still can't believe how this all happened. I was convinced you were a spirit."

 He dropped a playful kiss on the tip of her nose. "I have no idea, Sum-mah, 

but I'm sure glad you came to find me." He bent over her, blocking out the daylight, 

his mouth seeking hers, his tongue tracing the seam of her lips. "Don't go home, baby. 

Stay here with me."

 There would be a million details to sort out. Her business. Her dog. Her 

home... At the end of it all, one brilliant thought beckoned, gleaming and radiant. This 

was her cowboy - and this was where she belonged.

 

The End
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