
	Matter-of-fact Skye Weathers has everything under control, but how is she supposed to save herself and her family’s legacy in the Great Smoky Mountains when her husband becomes trapped by the fire and she goes into unexpected labor as the Chimney 2 Fire rages ever closer?

	 

	 

	Highly competent Chief Operating Officer of the family-owned Sugarlands Lodge, Skye Scraper faces many obstacles. The least of which is her husband, Luke, a park ranger in charge of park land management. Luke frequently blocks her as she fights to restores the family-owned Lodge to return it to solvency. Known to face obstacles head on, she faces an even larger problem than Luke’s job and opposition, the Chimney 2 Fire in the Great Smoky Mountains of Tennessee. Newlywed and pregnant with twins, she finds her husband trapped by the spreading fire which causes her to go into premature labor. Her husband, her heritage and now her own safety are jeopardized by the proximity of the fiercest wildfire of the century. Facing hurricane force winds fanning the flames, she must fight fire with fire or watch her dreams go up in smoke.
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	To Larry who gave me my very own second chance to love.
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	 To my forever friend, Linda Wilson, whose skills, talents, and belief in me and my work led to this publication. Ours is a relationship forged in the fires of loss, love, and laughter. I hope you get a laugh out of the Weather girls.
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Chapter One: Back to the Future

	 

	 

	“Get your mind out of the gutter, Skye,” her sister Storme groused, “and pay attention to the phase-two color choices you have on your desk.” A dreamy smile crossed Skye Scraper’s face as her thoughts turned inward. She found herself doing that more frequently now as her pregnancy progressed. She gazed out of the newly hung window of the Lodge without actually seeing the spectacular view of second growth hardwood trees. The old Lodge blended into it as if it, too, were part of the natural splendor and not a manmade feature.

	“I said, “Get your mind out of the gutter, Skye.”

	With a guilty start, Skye, heat warming her cheeks, said, “What? FYI, they’re not in the gutter.”

	“Are, too,” Storme challenged.

	“Are not,” Skye returned, then grinned.

	“Your thoughts live in the gutter ever since you and Luke got your act together and got married.”

	“Actually, I was recalling when you and I were caught skinny-dipping.”

	“You were not,” Storme said.

	“Okay, you’re right,” Skye agreed. “But remember when we three sisters met in Craig’s office to discuss Gram’s will?”

	“That’s something I prefer to forget, Skye, and you know it.”

	“Why? Just because you spilled hot coffee all over yourself and moi? You could have won a wet t-shirt contest, you know.”

	“Just let this go, Skye.”

	“Hmm, as I recall, you got what you deserved. Bolting in like that, scaring the bejesus outta me,” Skye said smugly.

	A smile pulled at Storme’s lips. “That coffee was piping hot! We did a hot-coffee’s-on-us dance, grabbing napkins and trying to dry off.”

	 “Yup. Hearing the commotion, Craig hurried out of his office. He even whipped out his itty-bitty pocket silk, trying to help. I’m betting he felt you up. That was quite a free show you put on.”

	“Stop it!” Storme groused.

	“Back then,” Skye continued, “you lifted the transparent fabric away from yourself, noticing Craig’s eyes were glued to your chest. Stop gawking! you screeched. I’ll never forget the look on Craig’s face when you called him a gawking pervert. 

	“What I remember is he went back in his office, sat behind his desk, pulled open a drawer, and swallowed Jack Daniels straight from the bottle. In front of us, a lawyer drinking on the job!”

	“All because of us. Poor Craig, then he had to gather his resources for round two with all three of us Weathers girls. That was the first time I’ve ever seen him slump in his chair. He just could not maintain his customary ramrod-straight posture. Not after that,” Storme added.

	Storme shook her head. “Nice try, Skye. Turning the tables won’t cut it. Your smile was the smile of a ho in heat.” 

	 “Okay. I give up. I was thinking about Luke. I remember the old springs creaked as we fell into bed. His... uh... kisses were to die for. Glad I proposed,” she said with a wink.

	“You’re lucky he married your ass. Tell me more. Dish,” Storme said, practically salivating. “What happened?”

	 “So, I slanted my mouth over his like this...” Skye moved her lips, imitating her kiss... 

	“Gross, no more. TMI! Stop!” Storme put her hands over her ears, then backed away, hands outstretched as if she could fend off the details of her sister’s lovemaking. “Now, I’m horny.”

	 “While we’re walking down memory lane,” Skye said, “how about the time we took the prospectus and budget over to Craig’s office? I clearly remember telling you Don’t go near the coffee maker, Storme.”

	“Hardee har, har. That was so funny, I forgot to laugh. I was heading for the copier so we’d all have a copy of the prospectus.”

	“I wasn’t sure that was a good idea... But did you listen? Nooo, you started the copier and pushed buttons.”

	“Nothing happened, so I pushed them again. Still nothing. Third time’s the charm, right? So, I hit copy again. Nada. The stupid machine groaned. That thing came out of the stone age,” Storme insisted.

	“Maybe it was just warming up,” Skye proposed. 

	Storme looked irritated. “It sure took its time responding to the commands.”

	“Yeah,” Skye agreed, “when nothing happened beyond some whirring, you pushed the buttons again.”

	“I thought maybe I should hit collate and staple. The papers started flying out like popcorn. You could have helped me,” Storme cried.

	“I did, but you knocked over the fax machine in the process...”

	“... which began making wheezing, gasping sounds as it spewed pages helter-skelter. Remember Sunny jumping to catch a flyaway sheet and knocking over a vase of flowers? The papers were a soggy mess. Looked like paper mache.” Matching grins covered their faces.

	“The look on Craig’s face was to die for. He’s so pulled together and orderly. My bad, you said.” The sister giggled, remembering Craig saying, Why am I not surprised? “He straightened his tie and buttoned his suit coat, gazing at the three of us, but his eyes rested on you, Storme. He had the hots way back when and you didn’t even get it.”

	“It was hard to be business-like after that,” Storme admitted, “but enough of this walk down memory lane. Look at these phase-two colors, okay?”

	Skye nodded, but the memory of her running kisses and tongue across Luke’s sturdy chest was hard to forget. So was nibbling and lightly biting the long column of his neck. She had enjoyed sucking and kissing his sensitive spots, following the trail of dark hair that crept down his belly. Her eager tongue had circled his belly button. He’d been crazy with want and desire. It had literally oozed out of him. She had used kisses, licks, doing every trick she knew until she’d reached his pulsating dick.

	Using my tongue, I circled his shaft, swirling lightly. He bucked and groaned. He begged to let him put on the condom, but I wasn’t through with him yet. Instead. I sucked him until his arm bolted out to stop me. I didn’t let him wear a condom. Was that when we conceived? She rubbed her swollen uterus gently, and at least one of the twins kicked her in response. She laughed.

	She recalled his “I love you.” Something he had neglected to say much in their younger years, but something he said frequently once they reunited after a decade apart. After that, if Skye wasn’t mistaken, he had plunged directly into a deep and satisfying sleep as her body welcomed the seeds of life that burgeoned within her now.

	She’d felt golden then. Happy. Full of joy. And she was happy now. In fact, she was delirious with the life and warmth surging through her. This relationship felt not only right but sacred. She never felt closer to him in her life. If she’d loved him in the past, and she had─as much as an eighteen-year-old could─it paled in comparison to this. She was content. At home. At last. There was one thing she knew for sure. She was certain she would always love him. It was like really coming home. And now they’d have little ones joining their lives.

	 Trying to concentrate on the color samples with Skye lost its appeal when she had Luke and babies─not to mention baby brain─to distract her. But thinking about Luke made her horny, and as big as she was now with this pregnancy, sex was really difficult. Oh, they snuggled and cuddled and kissed and did other things, but ... the truth was she missed the hot sex they’d frequently enjoyed before her pregnancy. Losing her self-discipline again, she thought back to the time they’d hiked Gatlinburg Trail.

	Memories

	The trail was wide, shaded, and beautiful. The stream meandered nearby. Luke and Skye paused to watch as a preteen boy used his shirt to net a fish. The sun sparkled, catching the golden rays as it bathed the boy. The older couple, maybe his grandparents, watched him with smiles lighting their faces. She felt sure they used a mental camera for that Kodak moment. Gram often told the sisters of their similar escapades.

	Skye and Luke walked on, nodding to other hikers they passed. The day was warming up. They made it to the bridge, wiping the sweat from their brows. The bridge was in the direct sunlight and it was hot. Luke stopped her on the bridge and kissed her. His kiss lingered. He ran his tongue over her lips gently, licking and tasting them. They were salty. “Better take some water,” he suggested. “No heat stroke or dehydration for you.” They continued their hike and went into a large, treeless area. The trail ended at the Sugarlands Visitor’s Center. They rested in the shade of a sugar maple, then Luke pulled her off the bench
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