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Happy Halloween, to everyone who loves Jimbo. 
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First Official Date





Jimbo

“So, you want to go or not?” I barked at Dean. He ignored me as usual, and without missing a beat, continued with his inventory as if I hadn’t said a word. “Dean?” I tried again, not so snappy this time. 

“What is it, James? I’m sorry, I didn’t hear you?” he said as he looked up at me with a sexy grin and the greenest eyes I’d ever seen. His dark brown hair was shorter and neater than it had been when I’d first laid eyes on him, but the years gave him an edgier look that was both hot and classy. What the hell did he see in me? I had no clue, but I was thankful for whatever the fuck it was. “You’re staring again,” he said, with an eye roll and a shake of his head.

“Sorry, still don’t know what it is you see in me, but I’m glad for whatever it is.” He stood from where he sat at one of the dining room tables and moved over to where I sat across from him. With no warning he straddled me and smoothed one of his hands over my head that really was due for a shaving and cupped my chin with the other. 

“You were the hottest chef at culinary school, and now you’re my hot boyfriend.” He leaned in and brushed his lips lightly over mine before gripping my face with both hands and having his way with my mouth. 

“Dammit, Dean,” I panted out; this man got to me more than anyone ever had, before or after him. He drew his tongue across my lips and leaned just out of my reach when I tried to kiss him again. He leaned in close enough I could feel his smile ghost across my mouth, and when he thrust his groin against mine, I clenched my teeth so I didn’t blow right there. 

“Was there something you wanted to ask me?” he whispered.

“Fuck, what you do to me—it should be illegal, but I’m so damn glad it’s not.” 

He huffed out a laugh, and when he tried to stand up from my lap, I gripped his thighs and kept him there. “Where do you think you’re going? I have something I wanted to ask you, but you used your power of sexual persuasion on me, and you know I can’t resist you.” 

He pulled back and looked me in the eye. “You resisted me for twenty years,” he accused, with an arch of his brow.

“I tried to keep you safe. To keep us both safe. I didn’t want to expose you to any paranormal dangers that go with dating someone like me,” I explained, knowing he knew all this, but it didn’t make me feel any less guilty for freezing him out all those years ago. 

His face softened, and he leaned his forehead against mine. “I know, I’m just messing with you. And I can’t be too mad at the ghosts, since that’s what brought you back to me. Well, not too mad, or terrified. Mostly terrified.” 

I hugged him close to me and breathed into his neck. “I want to take you to something fun, can we go do something fun together? No ghosts, no Jason or Wade. Just you and me,” I asked without meeting his eyes. 

His finger on my chin forced me to look directly at him. “I would love to go spend the day with you doing something that doesn’t include work or ghosts. What did you have in mind?” 

“I thought we could go out to Gibson Ranch and watch the Civil War reenactment. I went years ago, and it was cool, I mean if you’re into all that history stuff.”

“I’m into all that James stuff. I love finding out more about you, and if this is something that appeals to you, then I’m up for checking it out.”

“Yeah?” I asked, not sure he was serious. His eyes were locked on mine, and I couldn’t look away. Didn’t want to. For once in my life I was right where I wanted to be. He leaned forward and kissed my lips so sweetly it made my damn heart hurt. He was everything.

“Yes, I’d love to spend a beautiful fall day watching grown men run around, acting out a battle that didn’t even take place in California,” he said, voice flat, and giving away no clues to how he really felt. 

My eyes bounced back and forth between his as I searched for something that would tell me if he was joking or serious. Fuck, I sucked at this. “James, yes, I want to go,” he finally said with a laugh. 

I slumped forward and rested my forehead against his shoulder. “Fuck, you know I have no clue when you’re joking, right?” I responded, sounding a little too desperate, which made me cringe.

“Aw, you know I love how honest and quirky you are. Come on, let’s plan this ghost-free excursion.” He stood up from me and held his hand out. The sound of my phone broke the spell he once again had me under, and he leaned in and kissed me before walking back to the office. I dug my phone out of my pocket and looked at the screen.

“What the fuck do you want, Wade?” 

“Well, hello to you too, asshole,” he snapped back in reply. 

I took a deep breath and dragged my hand over my face before I said another word. “Sorry, Wade, you caught me off guard. What did you want?”

“Hey, Jimbo, just sounds like you’re being your usual charming self to me. Nothing new there,” he said with a laugh. I smiled, partly in relief he wasn’t pissed, that he gave me shit and let it go. “I was just calling to check in, we have that new job out in Ione, and I wanted to go on a tour. You feel like tagging along?”

“When are you going?” It intrigued me, I’d never been to Preston Castle, and after they had invited us to investigate it, I’d found a lot of information online. 

“We’ll probably go before Halloween and check out the haunted house attraction.”

“No, we won’t,” I heard in the background. “Is that Jason?”

“Yeah, he’s still a little touchy after what happened at The Hitching Post,” Wade said.

“No I’m not,” I heard again through the phone.

“What the fuck!? Is he still afraid of the fake haunted houses?” I asked, remembering how he was last year when we all went. I heard a sigh, and the sound of a door sliding shut.

“He’s still afraid of the fake haunted houses,” Wade said.

“Oh damn, I was hoping to take Dean with us.”

“We’ll go, don’t worry. Jason won’t want to miss it, but he’ll be miserable the whole time. Which means he’ll need me to protect him,” he said with a chuckle, before I heard what had to be a slap.

“Hey, dammit, Jason,” Wade said, and I heard them scuffling and laughing. I hated to admit how damn cute they were.

“Hey, Jimbo,” Jason said. “I looked online, and there are tours we can go on that aren’t during the haunted house they have going on there at Halloween.”

“Whatever, just admit you don’t want to go to the haunted house.”

“Fuck you, Jimbo,” Jason said, and I heard another scuffle.

“Figure out a date and we’ll be there,” I said, and hung up.

“So, James,” Dean said, walking toward me. “When are we going to this reenactment?”








Chapter Two
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Fall Leaves





Dean

It was a perfect fall day when we drove toward the park where the reenactment would be held. “This is beautiful here, I’ve never been to this area,” I said as I reached across the center console to squeeze James’s hand. 

“You’ve never been to Gibson Ranch? We used to go on field trips here when I was a kid,” James said.

“Nope, I didn’t grow up around here, didn’t move to the Sacramento area until I was out of high school.” 

“I forgot about that, so I’m taking you somewhere you’ve never been on our first real date.”

“This is a date? You never said it was a date,” I teased, knowing James couldn’t take being teased.

“Fuck yes it’s a date, I asked you, you said yes, we’re going somewhere together. It’s a date,” he insisted, as I looked out the side window to hide my amusement. He was so easy to get to. Which was probably why Wade and Jason gave him such a hard time. Finally, I couldn’t hold back any longer and a laugh burst out of me. “What the fuck, Dean? Are you laughing at me?” He tried to pull his hand away, look convincingly pissed, and drive, all at the same time. 

“It’s a date, the best date ever. I really am excited to see what this is all about. I’ve never been to a reenactment, and it really is beautiful out here.” I patted his hand as I spoke, hoping it helped to calm him down a little. “Sorry, James,” I whispered, and raised his hand up to my lips. “Can you ever forgive me?” He glanced over at me with a look on his face that said what the fuck, and I watched as his face softened and he glanced at me with a look that made my heart clench. That was what I truly loved about James, he was gruff and grouchy on the outside, but he had a heart of gold. And that heart was all mine. “I love you,” I said under my breath.

“What was that?” he asked, and leaned on the center console to get closer to me. We’d both said those words the night we were trapped in the basement, but I was waiting for a special place to tell him again. Sometime when neither of us were in fear for our lives. 

“Nothing, just looking at the fall colors.”

“Fall colors?” He shook his head and turned to look out the side window, but his dimple gave him away, and I had to make myself stay in my seat rather than crawling over the console to get closer to him.

“Fall colors. I really am excited about this, James, thanks for asking me to go.” He nodded and wove our fingers together. We drove past a road I recognized. “Dyer Lane, why is that familiar to me?” I mumbled, thinking out loud.

“You probably saw a story about it on the news, it has quite a history. I’ll tell you all about it sometime, it’s been on the local television stations, usually around Halloween. Which is why you won’t catch me driving in this area by myself after dark. Not that I’m over in this area much, I’m mostly over at Wade and Jason’s.”

“And Wade’s mom’s place.” I huffed, not even trying to hide it.

“You know she guilts me into it, that woman has some weird power of persuasion,” James explained.

“Aw, you’re just a big softie,” I said, making him scowl.

“You haven’t tried to tell her no yet. You wait, there will come a time when she’ll ask you something you don’t want to answer, and somehow you’ll be telling her exactly what she wants to know without realizing why you’re doing it.” His voice took on an edge of panic at the thought of it.

“I’ll take your word for it. Maybe we could invite her and her husband to join us at the restaurant. Make a night of it?” 

“Oh god, Dean, you really want to put us at her mercy? If we have dinner with them, she’ll know everything about us. And I do mean everything.” He punctuated it with a shiver. 

“O-kay, maybe we can stop by her house and just stay hello sometime,” I said. “I just want to get to know your friends better. You’re all so close, and I want to be part of that with you, be a part of your life.” I hoped I didn’t sound pathetic, but I wanted to be honest with him. I wouldn’t sit back and be quiet this time and let him decide for me. He’d chosen not to pursue a relationship with me years ago, hoping to protect me from the spirits he had no control over. But now he was stronger, he understood his power more. And so did I. Or I hoped I did. It wasn’t like I could go take a class on “how to understand your boyfriend’s power to pull spirits to him.” I knew his friends would keep him safe, or they’d try like hell, anyway. And I’d be there too, doing anything I could to help.

“So, tell me more about Dyer Lane, it’s such a weird name for a street,” I said, bringing the conversation back to it. “What was it you said about it being on the news?”

“It’s haunted,” James said.

“Right, how can a road be haunted?”

“Look it up, there’s been a lot of different things reported there for years. It all started in the 1930s when some girls were attacked and killed. They were rumored to have been witches. They cursed the guys that attacked them, and all of them died soon after in very mysterious ways,” James said. “Then there’s the ghost of a farmer driving his tractor, a ghost of a policeman in his patrol car, a satanic cult, and even the KKK. Apparently Dyer Lane was a crazy place over the years.”
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