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      “Oh, Mr. Mayor, Mr. I Bought the Biggest House in Juniper Glenn and Everyone Thinks I’m A God.” As my brother sings through the station, I look up at the ceiling and wonder why I never suffocated Rory in the middle of the night years ago. “You get to go and handle the d-e-l-i-c-a-t-e situation between the Jacobs and their new smoking hot neighbor.”

      Rory sticks his head around my door and wiggles his eyebrows. Logan and Adam are standing behind my asshole brother, holding in their laughter, so I act like the only adult in the firehouse and remind the stupid shit, “I’m not the mayor. I’m your captain and the fucking head of the Homeowner’s Association.” Some days, I wish I’d moved far away from our small hometown after graduating from college, and from the looks on these three idiots faces, today is going to be one of those days. “Don’t fuck around. Just tell me what happened.”

      The three of them almost trip over each other in an effort to get into my office. Martha, our dispatcher, walks by, and the glee on her round face tells me she already knows the whole story. I’m sure the town grapevine is hard at work. Mrs. Jacobs is the eyes and ears of Juniper, Colorado. As the saying goes, “Telegraph, telephone, tell-a-Louise.” Louise is Louise Jacobs, and she’s faster than any internet speed known to man.

      “Look, I’ve had a shit day. Mrs. Webster’s cat got stuck on her neighbor’s treehouse roof and sang the song of his people for two hours until we rescued him. He didn’t appreciate my rescue efforts, and I’m sporting an armful of scratches and a couple of splinters that need removing.” I pull up my sleeve and show them the angry red welts running down my arm. “At this point, I want to get the rest of my twenty-four-hour shift over so I can go home, have a beer, and sit by the pool. So, just fucking tell me what situation I need to handle and get the fuck out of here.” The headache behind my eyes is becoming a full-blown migraine, and I’m warning the three assholes before they piss me off anymore.

      Rory realizes I’m not in the mood for fun and games and sighs. “This is funny, no matter how you spin it.” He shrugs and holds his hands up in surrender when a growl rumbles from my chest. “Damn, you are in a shit mood. Okay, well, you know the grapevine has been buzzing with the news that a hot young thing moved in behind the Jacobs. Today, she decided to sunbathe out on her back deck and caused a major problem.”

      That’s it. Surely, there’s more to the story. I look between the two sitting in front of my desk and Adam standing behind them, and they all look like they’re about to burst into laughter. Knowing I’m going to regret it, I ask, “What fucking problem?”

      “Mr. Jacobs whacked his wood until his heart gave out,” Martha answers from the doorway, and all four of us turn to stare at her.

      As the trio erupts in laughter, I run my hand down my face. “Please fucking tell me this is some sort of joke you assholes are playing on me.”

      Logan, the most mature of the three, finally speaks up, “Nope. Boss, we’re telling the truth for once. While Mr. Jacobs hid in the attic and spied on his hot neighbor, he jacked-off until the old ticker shot craps. Luckily, Rory and Adam were able to get him going again before the helicopter landed. He’s on his way to Swedish Medical Center, and Mrs. Jacobs is damning their new neighbor to fire and brimstone for the incident.”

      Looking around the room, I wonder out loud, “And what the hell am I supposed to do?”

      Logan shrugs. “Jude Kenney stopped us. He asked if you’d have a talk with your new neighbor and ask her to cover up a little more when sunbathing.” Why the hell does this shit fall onto my shoulders? Jude lives two doors down from the woman. He could stop by and talk to her himself.

      Knowing I’ll never hear the end of it if I don’t act, I decide to deal with the situation now. After looking at my watch, I figure I’ll run by there and then grab dinner on my way back to the station. “Get out of here so I can take care of this mess. I’ll get China Garden on my way back.” I glare a the trying trio then follow them out the door.

      “Get me an extra Crab Rangoon. Oh, and I want an update on how hot she really is,” my dumbass brother calls as they walk toward the day room.

      Without answering the asshole, I walk by Martha’s desk and let her know, “Don’t spread any of this until I figure out what the hell is going on.” As she smiles and gives me a thumbs-up, I realize there’s very little chance Martha is going to listen to a word I’ve said. This story is going to keep on moving right through Juniper’s grapevine.
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        * * *

      

      Our new neighbor has put a ton of work into the house. The previous owners got transferred to the east coast last summer, and then the home sat vacant for close to a year before she moved into it a few weeks ago. Someone has power-washed the tan brick and white siding front of the two-story home. There are new rose bushes in front of the windows and flower beds around the trees. The sidewalk is now lined with neat rows of purple flowers, and the trees have little flowerbeds surrounding their bases.

      After walking up the brick steps, I take a deep breath and rub the back of my neck while trying to figure out what the hell I’m going to say to this woman. I ring the doorbell and wait and wait. I’m about to give up and leave when the door opens, and I nearly swallow my tongue. No wonder old man Jacobs had a heart attack. The sight of this girl makes me forget my reason for coming to her house. She’s short and perfectly curvy, with wavy, deep brown hair. There’s a pink flush covering her heart-shaped face, and I’m not sure if it’s from the earlier sun exposure or if I’m making her blush with my open staring.

      Her cornflower-blue eyes widen for a second before she finally asks, “Hello, is there a problem?”

      What in the hell is happening to me? I’ve never felt anything like this in all my life. There is a problem—a huge fucking problem. I want to grab her shoulders and give a little shake as I roar, “You just changed my entire life and left me reeling.” But she’d think I’ve lost my mind. I don’t want my soon-to-be wife and the future mother of my children thinking I’m crazy on the first day we meet. I’ll let her figure out my little idiosyncrasies along the way. Hell, these quirks just showed up when she opened the door, so we’ll learn them together.

      Pulling myself together, I look up from the silky, short pink robe that barely covers her and hold out my hand. “I’m Trace Remington, and I live on Reardon Heights Circle. Would you mind if I come in and speak with you?” As she looks up and smiles shyly at me, I’m impressed at how normal my voice sounds. You’d never know my world is completely off its axis right this minute.

      “I’m Paige Reilly. Please, come in.” She holds her door open after shaking my hand, and I’m still recovering from the electrical current shooting through my body. It takes me a second to realize she’s stepped back and is waiting on me. Looking up, I notice one side of the silky robe has slipped halfway down her shoulder, and a groan almost slips out of my mouth. As I follow behind Paige, I force myself to ignore her perfect body and instead look around the home.

      “Please, have a seat.” She points at the leather sofa, and I force a smile past my clenched jaw and sit across from her. When she sits, the slit on her robe separates, and sweat begins to pour down my back. “So, Trace, you said you needed to speak with me?”

      I look into her concerned blue eyes and take a deep breath. “I don’t know if you heard all the commotion, but your elderly neighbor had an emergency today.” My mind is still on overload, and I’m having trouble processing my thoughts.

      Paige shrugs and shakes her head. “No, I’m sorry. After working in the house, I put on headphones and sunbathed on my back deck.” She raises her hands in front of her, and I can see the confusion run through her eyes.

      After running my hand down the back of my neck, I try to explain, “Mr. Jacobs, your neighbor, uh…” Fuck, this is so damn difficult. “He was in his attic watching you sunbathe, and he masturbated until he went into cardiac arrest.” That came out less than smooth.

      As Paige’s eyebrows shoot up, her mouth drops open to form a perfect O. She blinks several times before standing and pacing the room. Paige turns and opens her mouth for a second, and I wait as her eyebrows pull together in a frown, and she shakes her head and stomps off to the kitchen. When I follow her to the kitchen, I find her fighting to open a bottle of wine. I lay a reassuring hand on her arm and take the wine from her.

      “Let me help you.” I’m finally getting some control back, and the trembling in my hands has settled down.

      After I open the wine, Paige snatches the bottle out of my hand and shocks the hell out of me by drinking it right from the bottle before turning back to me. She throws her hands out to the side, sending wine sloshing from the open bottle. “That dirty old man jacked off until he had a heart attack?” I wince as Paige’s screech echoes around the kitchen.

      “That about sums it up.”

      Her blue eyes flash a second before she spins and paces the kitchen. “I was completely covered. I mean, look.” Paige stops and pulls her robe open. My eyes almost pop out of my head, and I almost swallow my tongue. I’ve never seen such perfection before in my life, and I fight to stay standing as all the blood in my body flows directly to my dick.

      My eyes wander over her lightly tanned skinned and the minuscule turquoise blue bikini that barely covers her ample curves. The outlines of her gorgeous little nipples draw my attention, and I blink several times, trying to pull my focus away. As my mouth waters, I clench my hands in an effort to control the urge to throw her little ass over my shoulder and run. Instead, my mouth runs away before the blood returns to my brain. “Uh, baby, I hate to tell you this, but your body is the most beautiful sight I’ve ever seen. It’s one step above illegal, so if you could maybe keep that for my eyes alone, I’d appreciate it.”

      As a blush covers her face and neck, Paige’s mouth drops open, and then she quickly pulls her robe shut. “Oh my God, I’m losing my mind,” she mumbles

      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/untitled-design-35.jpg





OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/images/untitled-4000-x-1500-px-2.jpg






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.




OEBPS/images/ignite-my-heart-ebook.jpg
IT ONLY
TAKES
A
SPARK..4

[

"LONI REE






OEBPS/images/igniteblack.jpg
IGNITE
MY HEART

LONI REE





