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      It was summer in Oxley Crossing and Christmas was fast approaching. The very last thing Millie Campbell needed was a speeding ticket from the new sheriff–err sergeant–in town. Millie had never actually been given a ticket, speeding or otherwise, and it was a point of pride that she could talk her way out of anything…until she met Sergeant Roman Jamieson.

      Roman had heard all about Millie and her speedster ways and as the newest member of the local police force, it was his job to show his constables how it was done. He was confident in his ability to withstand her supposed charms…he’d faced down hardened criminals in the past and didn’t even blink…but he wasn’t as immune to Millie’s charms as he thought.

      Roman’s fifteen year old daughter signs him up to play the local Santa Claus in the Oxley Crossing Christmas festival and who should turn up to be his ever-helpful elf? The one woman who has taken an instant dislike of him, Millie Campbell.

      

      ***This book was written with the help of a whole host of readers! It was an experiment in part and a whole lot of fun to boot. I would write a few chapters and then get my readers to vote on what happened next. The vote didn’t always go the way I expected which meant I was writing blind at times but I loved the experience!
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      Meeting Santa Claus takes place in a fictional town in the Northern Tablelands of New South Wales in Australia.  The Northern Tablelands, also known as the New England Tablelands, are situated on a plateau in the Great Dividing Range and are the largest highland area in Australia with an elevation of 1,000 metres and more above sea level.  Oxley Crossing takes its name from John Oxley, an Australian explorer who passed through the area in 1818.

      Australia happens to be in the Southern Hemisphere, and as such, the seasons may be different to what you’re used to.  Summer in Australia is at Christmas (December to February), the new school year begins in February and finishes in December and the final year of high school is Grade 12.  Tertiary education is usually University or TAFE (Technical And Further Education) or other vocational training.

      

      Boxing Day is celebrated on December 26 and started as the traditional day for servants and tradesmen to receive their ‘Christmas Box’ from their bosses or employers.  It is a public (or bank) holiday and has become synonymous with big retail stores sales.

      

      Other fun facts about Australia:

      - We use the metric system for measurement (millimetres, centimetres, metres and kilometres)

      - We use Celsius for temperature (30℃ is equal to 86℉)

      - we use dollars and cents for currency

      - Yes, we have some of the most dangerous creatures on earth living in our country

      - No, we don’t have koalas, kangaroos and wombats as pets

      - we like our beer cold (and our wine too)

      

      This book contains Australian spelling and you may even stumble across a few colloquial slang words - a quick Google search should be able to provide a meaning if you’re unsure.

    

  


  
    
      This book is dedicated to all the wonderful readers

      who helped me write it!
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      “Okay, kid, time to go,” Millie said to the girl bent over an open book at one of the cafe tables.  “You don’t have to go home, but you can’t stay here.”

      The sky outside was just starting to darken.  The shadows were long on the street and the last golden rays of the sun as it dipped below the horizon made the buildings sparkle.  The sky was awash with oranges, pinks, and purples hinting that tomorrow would be another perfect summer day.  This close to Christmas, the days were getting longer and as much as she didn’t want to kick Sam out, she did want to get home before dark and maybe enjoy some of the summer sunshine.

      “Can I just finish this chapter?” Sam asked, not even bothering to lift her head from the book she was reading.

      “You said that twenty minutes ago,” Millie said, stepping up beside the girl who was engrossed in the book she was currently reading.  “What are you reading anyway?”

      “It’s Amelia’s latest book,” Sam said.  “I’m nearly finished it and I just can’t bear to leave the characters in peril.”

      Amelia was a character in a book series.  She was a lot like Kim Possible—intrepid teenage adventurer who was never late for class.  The series was written by a local woman, Charlie, under the pseudonym Lottie Goldwell.  Charlie also used to be a member of the book club Georgie ran in the store, but was now travelling the world with her football superstar fiancé.

      Georgie, the owner of the book store, was also travelling the world with her new husband, actor Connor Faulkes, although they were coming home for Christmas.  Millie missed her friend and boss, although Georgie was much more friend than boss.  Georgie had pretty much handed over the reins of Bookish—the book store and cafe—to Millie and Millie loved being the boss, but she missed her friend.  Georgie and Connor came home whenever Connor had a break in filming, but it wasn’t the same as having your best friend living in town.

      “You do know they’ll be exactly where you left them when you get home, right?” Millie said.

      “Come on, Millie.  Just five more minutes.  Please?”

      “Fine,” Millie huffed as she sat opposite Sam.

      Sam was new to town.  Millie didn’t know much about her except that she loved to read and came into the bookshop every day after school.  Millie had suggested to Georgie that they should hire her over the summer holidays since Millie was pretty certain Sam would be spending pretty much all day, every day in the shop anyway.  There was plenty of work in the cafe Sam could help out with and it would give her a bit of pocket money too…not to mention the staff discount on books.

      Sam snapped the book closed, leaned back in her chair, closed her eyes and sighed.  Millie knew the feeling well.  There was just something special about finishing a book you’d enjoyed.  Part of you was sad that it was finished and another part of you was satisfied with the conclusion.

      “Do you know when the next book is out?” Sam asked, blinking her eyes open and looking at Millie.

      Millie laughed.  “That book only came out a week ago.  It’ll be a couple of months before the next one.”

      “I was afraid of that,” Sam said with a sigh.

      “So what are you up to tonight?” Millie asked as she stood and waited for Sam to gather her stuff.

      “An exciting night of Mac and Cheese in front of the television,” Sam replied.

      “Homework already done?”

      Sam rolled her eyes.  “Yes.”

      Sam was fifteen going on thirty.  She was mature for her age, which was a surprise since she was a transplant from the city.  In Millie’s experience, city kids seemed to take longer to grow up, not that she had much experience with kids.  She just knew that growing up on a farm made you grow up quick.  Getting dumped out of bed before dawn to do chores before breakfast introduced you to the realities of life at a young age.  There was no sleeping in, not even on weekends, at least in her house when she was growing up, and just because she had four older brothers didn’t make the workload lighter.  If anything, Millie had taken on more just to prove she could keep up with the others.

      “Counting down the days until school finishes?” Millie asked as they walked to the front doors.

      “Yes and no,” Sam replied.  “Dad’s going to be working the whole time, even Christmas Day, so that sucks, but it does give me a lot of time to just laze around and read.”

      “What if I could offer you an alternative?”

      Sam turned and raised her eyebrows.  “An alternative?”

      “How would you like a job?”

      “Here?”

      Millie nodded.

      “Do I get a discount on books?” Sam asked.

      Millie laughed.  “Of course.”

      “Can I read while I work?”

      “Ah, no,” Millie replied.  “You’ll be working in the cafe, but you’ll get breaks when you can read.”

      “Sounds good.  I just have to check with dad.”

      “No problem.  You can let me know tomorrow or whenever you get to ask him.”

      They stepped out of the store and onto the sidewalk.  It was very nearly dark and Millie had missed her chance to soak up some of the sun before it disappeared for the day.  She didn’t mind too much.  She enjoyed talking to Sam.

      “Do you need a lift home?” Millie asked.

      “Nah, I’m good.  I’ll walk.”

      Oxley Crossing was a safe town and Millie knew Sam only lived a couple of blocks from the book store, but still, it felt wrong letting her walk home.

      “Are you sure?”

      “Yes,” she said with another eye roll.  “I’m fine.  Go.”

      Millie watched her walk down the street and bit her lip.  How many times had she walked around the streets at night when she was Sam’s age?  Too many times to count and yet she still didn’t feel comfortable letting her go.

      Millie got in her car and drove up beside Sam.

      “Get in,” she said.  “I’d never forgive myself if something happened to you.”

      Sam gave Millie an exasperated shake of her head, but got in the car.

      “Seriously it’s just around the corner.”

      “I know,” Millie said.  “Just let me do this, okay?”

      “Fine,” Sam said.

      Sam’s house was dark when Millie dropped her off.  “Isn’t anyone home yet?”

      “Dad will be here any minute,” Sam said.  “Thanks for the lift.”

      She waved and walked up to the house.  Millie waited until Sam was inside and the lights were on before she headed home.

      

      Millie slowed to take the last corner before her home.  She grinned as the straight stretch of road spooled out before her.  It was a quarter mile straight in the old money, not quite half a kilometre, and all hers.  The road was rarely used except by her and her family.  It ended at the driveway to their farm and no one travelled it unless they were coming to the farm or leaving it.  Really, it was an extension of her driveway and the road rules didn’t apply…or so Millie liked to think.

      Not that she was reckless.  Millie was an experienced driver.  She’d learned to drive just like her brothers had; on the farm, in the paddocks, in an old paddock basher that used to be one of the work trucks until it got too old for use on the road.  But it didn’t end there for her.  Millie was an unapologetic rev-head.  She loved speed and cars—sports cars specifically—and had taken to driving like a duck to water.  Her own car was a Toyota 86, the best sports car she could afford on her salary, and she looked after it like it was her baby.  She’d done a bit of rally driving in her teens but it was an expensive sport to have as a hobby and she wasn’t quite invested enough to try and make it as a career.  Besides, she got her fix every day—twice a day—when she traversed this quarter mile straight.

      Millie didn’t think there was any better way to slough off the stress of the day than planting her foot and letting the speed of the car wipe away the cares.

      She lined up the straight, took a breath and let the clutch out.  The car shot forward, the engine growled, and Millie grinned.  This was exactly what she needed to end her day, a shot of pure adrenaline.  She passed the half way mark and saw a flash of lights in front of her followed by a familiar blue and red strobe.

      Millie cursed as she braked, easing the car back down to a respectable speed, but it was too late.  She was caught and as much as she wanted to plant her foot and high-tail it out of there, she didn’t.  She slowed, pulling the car to a stop behind the police car parked at the fence line of the farm.  She watched him walk toward her, a cocky smile on his face and she narrowed her eyes at him.  He tapped on her window and she powered it down, looking up at him, her mouth pulled into a thin line.

      “Do you know how fast you were going?” he asked.

      “Not as fast as this morning, but pretty close.”

      He rolled his eyes.  “Millie you need to stop doing this.”

      “Why?  I’m not hurting anyone.  I’m perfectly safe and I know what I’m doing.”

      “How many tickets have you got?”

      “None,” she said and grinned.

      “Yeah, well you’re not always going to be able to talk your way out of them.  There’s a new sergeant in town and he is not going to let you get away with it.”

      “Are you going to dob me in, big brother?” she asked, blinking big eyes up at her brother as he stood there in his police uniform, his ticket pad in his hand.

      “I really should write you a ticket now and save you some grief when he finally catches you.”

      “But you’re not going to,” she replied confidently.

      “Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t?”

      “Molly Townsend.”

      Rick sighed and turned his eyes heavenward.  “You know about Molly?”

      “The whole town knows about Molly, Rick,” she replied.

      “So what sort of blackmail is that if everyone in town knows.”

      “Everyone in town might know, but mum doesn’t.”

      “It was one date.”

      “And you’re brought her flowers.”

      “What are your terms?”

      “No ticket and I keep my mouth shut.”

      “You’re not going to be able to talk you way out of a ticket when the new sergeant pulls you over,” Rick grumbled.

      “Who says he’s going to pull me over?” Millie quipped.  “You’re the only one who parks at the end of this road and waits for me.  It could almost be construed as entrapment, really.”

      “Yeah, yeah, you keep telling yourself that.  Besides, I know Mike pulled you over on the other side of town.”

      “Aw Mike, he’s such a sweetie.”

      “It’s not nice to use his crush on you against him like that.  The poor guy can barely speak when you’re around.”

      “I wasn’t ‘technically’ speeding,” Millie said, punctuating it with air quotes.  “It was just a little misunderstanding.”

      “You and I both know that’s a lie,” Rick said.  “Just slow down, okay?  It’s coming up to Christmas time and the fines and demerit points get doubled over the holidays, you know that.”

      Millie waved his concerns away.  “I’m a safe driver, Rick.  You know that, the whole town knows that.  I don’t take unnecessary risks and I don’t endanger anybody.  You guys should be out there catching real criminals.”

      “Just slow down,” he said walking away.  “I’ll see you up at the house,” he called over his shoulder as he walked toward his car.

      Millie didn’t wait for him, instead pulling out around him and driving through the gates to her family’s farm.  While she did live on the farm, she didn’t live with her parents.  Each of the siblings had a cabin on the farm, spread far enough away from each other that they got privacy, but close enough that they still regularly ate dinner together.

      The drive way was just over a kilometre long and deeply rutted.  Millie might like to race the last quarter mile home, but she would never speed along the driveway and not because she was worried about getting in trouble.  She was more worried about the damage to her car and as she gritted her teeth as she bumped along, her car slamming into a particularly deep pothole, she knew it was time to nag her father to get the driveway graded again.  Best to do it now before the Christmas holidays started in earnest and maybe save her car from damage at the same time.
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      The homestead hadn’t changed in Millie’s lifetime.  It had been her grandparents’ house and her great-grandparents’ before that and even her great-great-grandparents’ before that.  It had certainly changed since it was first built at the turn of the century…when the 19th century turned into the 20th century, that is.  It had started out as a one room with a cooking hut out the back and no indoor plumbing.  In fact, Millie’s dad had not-so-fond memories of using the outside toilet and would wax poetic about sharing the cramped space with any number of eight-legged voyeurs.  Thankfully by the time Millie came along, an inside commode had been installed.

      The house still ran on tank water, as evidenced by the huge tank stands that stood tall and proud on the high side of the house.  The house itself wasn’t as grand as some of the other homesteads in the area.  It wasn’t heritage listed, even if it was as old as some of the others.  It was a long, single storey building with a tin roof and bull-nosed verandah.  Clad in white-washed timber with a lush wisteria vine clinging to the decorative wrought-ironwork heavy with purple blooms, it had been well-loved and lived in and had housed five generations of Campbells.

      Millie parked her car and got out, waiting for Rick to join her.  Drew, Caleb, and Shane, her other brothers, were already there, their cars parked along the front fence line that designated the border between paddock and yard.

      The heavy scent of roses and other flowers that grew like weeds in the garden hung in the air but it wasn’t strong enough to hide the scent of the meal cooking inside.  Roast, if Millie’s nose was right, and her stomach growled in anticipation.

      “You won’t tell mum about Molly will you?” Rick asked as he followed her down the path that led to the front door.

      “Not if you keep your promise,” Millie replied with an unrepentant grin.

      Rick rolled his eyes as they stepped through the front door.  Millie took a deep breath and groaned.  “Thank god dad’s cooking tonight.”

      Rick chuckled in agreement and closed the door.  The air conditioned interior was cool on her skin and Millie dropped her bag on the hall stand and followed her nose down the hall and into the kitchen.

      The large silky oak dining table that had been in her life forever, was set ready for dinner and her brothers and mother were already seated around it, enjoying an after work drink while her dad bustled around in the kitchen.

      Mum could cook, if forced to, but dad was the chef of the family and dinner was infinitely better when he was manning the kitchen.  He didn’t mind the task, telling anybody who asked that it relaxed him.  None of us kids minded either because compared to some of the disasters their mother had served up, even on his worst day, Millie’s father’s cooking was delicious.

      “Drink?” Rick asked, opening the fridge to peer inside.

      “Please,” Millie responded, taking a seat at the table.

      The table sat in the middle of the room with the kitchen cabinets and counters running around two of the four walls.  On the external wall was the old wood stove beside a huge fireplace that they still used in winter.  The wood stove was now more of a show piece with a stainless steel oven and cooktop taking on the duties of cooker.

      Rick handed Millie a beer and sat beside her , cracking his beer open and taking a long swallow.

      “Hard day?” Caleb asked.

      Caleb was their oldest brother and a mechanic.  Drew, the firefighter, was next in age, followed by Shane, a builder, and then Rick.  Millie was the youngest and the smallest and the sassiest.  She took after her mother in that way.

      “The new boss is tough,” Rick said, running his hand through his hair.  “Wants to cut down on all the hooning that’s been going on.”

      All eyes at the table looked at Millie and she took a drink of her beer to cover the blush staining her cheeks.

      “I am not a hoon,” she said once she’d swallowed her mouthful.  “I like to drive fast and there is no way I would destroy my car the way those idiots do.”

      “Still,” Drew said, “You should probably slow down.”

      Millie rolled her eyes.  “Whatever,” she said before turning to her mother.  “How’re you, mum?  How’re those figures treating you?”

      Millie’s mum was an accountant.  She worked from an office inside the house and did the farm’s books as well as several other farms and small businesses in the area.

      “Pretty good,” she said.  “This drought’s taking a toll, though.  I hope we get some rain soon.”

      There was a mumble of agreement around the table.

      “Come and get it,” Millie’s dad called as he set out the plates along the counter.

      “Roast lamb?” Millie asked as she grabbed her plate and pecked her dad on the cheek.

      “Sure is, one of ours too.  Rosemary from the garden and the pumpkins are from the Sharpe’s farm.”

      “You’re the best,” Millie said, her stomach growling again at the sight on her plate.

      “I made the gravy,” Shane said.

      “And I brought dessert,” Caleb commented.

      The best thing about her family?  Everyone knew how to cook…at least well enough to survive on their own.  If Caleb hadn’t chosen to become a mechanic, he could have easily become a baker.  The things he could do with pastry were almost indecent…in a good way.  Unfortunately Millie hadn’t inherited her father’s cooking gene, rather taking after her mother.  She could survive on her own if she had to, but she was forever grateful for regular family dinners and frozen meals.

      

      Millie grabbed her leftovers out of the car and walked up the few steps to her little cabin of solitude.  She was greeted at the door by Mopsy, her cat, who wound through her legs in a passive aggressive hint that she was hungry and it was past her dinner time.

      Millie put the leftovers in the fridge and set about feeding Mopsy before she brought out the claws.  To look at her, you wouldn’t think butter would melt in Mopsy’s mouth, but it was advised not to get between her and her food.  The cat could get hangry with the best of them.

      With Mopsy happily enthralled with her food bowl, Millie stepped into her little lounge room and flicked on the Christmas lights.  It was December after all…only just, but still, Christmas was just around the corner.  Millie’s tree blinked to life along with the strands of fairy lights she’d strung along the outside of her cabin.

      She flopped on the couch and picked up the remote control.  Such an exciting life she led.  Dinner with the family and then home to her cat and her television before nine o’clock at night.  Not that Millie minded.  She quite enjoyed her own company and Netflix.  She didn’t have to fight anyone for the remote and if she wanted to binge watch Riverdale, there was no one there to question her life choices.

      Besides, between working in the book shop and dinner at her parents’, Millie was all talked out, not an easy feat considering how much Millie liked to talk.

      She snuggled further into the couch and switched the television on.  She wasn’t really feeling Riverdale tonight, so she scrolled through the choices until she settled on a romcom.  She dug into the couch cushions and found the packet of Fantails she’d discarded the night before, unwrapping one and popping it into her mouth.  Seriously, was there anything better than hard, chewy caramel wrapped in chocolate?  She didn’t think so, unless it was red liquorice bullets wrapped in white chocolate.  Anything wrapped in chocolate would be okay with Millie and she was an equal opportunist when it came to the colour of chocolate too.  All colours were welcome from the 70% dark chocolate Lindt balls to the white chocolate chips that were supposed to go in muffins but doubled as a snack in a pinch.

      The Fantails were not all that hard, thanks to the heat of the day.  The caramel was chewy and the chocolate so soft it practically melted in her fingers before it got near her mouth.  Millie didn’t mind in the least.  Chocolate was chocolate, after all.

      Millie wasn’t lucky enough to have air-conditioning and instead managed the heat with a ceiling fan on full clip and a pedestal fan that followed her into the bedroom at night when she went to sleep.

      Rarely able to simply sit and watch TV without doing at least one other thing, Millie scrolled through her phone.  Georgie was still somewhere other than Oxley Crossing—Millie wasn’t too sure exactly where she was at that particular time—and Charlie was also MIA.  That left Kendra, her other best friend and fellow book club member.

      M: What’s happening?

      Millie sent the text to Kendra and then sat waiting for a reply.  Kendra was much like Millie in that she didn’t have a raging nightlife…at least not on a school night.  They were both known to kick their heels up on a Saturday night at the local pub every now and again.

      No text came back and Millie frowned.  As far as she knew, Kendra wasn’t seeing anyone.  It wasn’t a big secret that she and Daniel Wellington had broken up.  Daniel was a paramedic and had been crushing on Kendra since high school.  She finally agreed to go on a date with him and things had been going well…until they weren’t.  While the rumour mill had run hot for a while, no one really knew why they broke up and Kendra was very tight-lipped about the whole thing.  Millie hadn’t been able to get any details out of her.

      Millie tossed her phone on the couch and pulled Mopsy, who’d just wandered into the room, up onto her lap.  The cat put up with Millie’s cuddles for only so long before she extricated herself to sit on the arm of the couch and preen.

      The movie on the television failed to keep her interest and Millie felt restless for no reason at all.  She scrolled through Facebook and Instagram and even Twitter, although she knew she should stay away from Twitter…she always found something to be mad about, although she kept her thoughts to herself.  There was no use inflaming a situation and possible earning the ire of some of the keyboard combatants who trolled the social media sphere.

      By nine-thirty Millie was so bored with herself that she gave up watching the movie and headed to bed.  She could at least read, the one thing guaranteed not to be boring.  She was currently between books as she waited for her favourite authors to release their latest offerings, but that was what her iPad was for.  She had a whole world of books and new-to-her authors at her veritable fingertips.  Plus, it was kind of like her job to keep up to date with what was happening in the world of publishing.  It was her duty to read, even if it felt more like a paid vacation than a job.

      She changed into a tank top and sleep shorts and positioned the fan just right before climbing on the bed and getting comfortable.  She didn’t have a boyfriend in real life, wasn’t particularly looking for one either, but she had plenty of book boyfriends who knew just how to make her feel good.

      “Come at me, boys,” she said as she thumbed her way through all the ebooks just waiting for her to buy.  Who said the Kindle was going to be the end of books?  Whoever they were, Millie hoped they were eating their words right about now.
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      Millie turned the music up loud as she carefully bumped along the driveway toward the road.  The sun was shining and the temperature was already soaring despite it only being just after eight in the morning.  Summer had hit with a vengeance and Millie was grateful for her car’s air conditioning.

      She passed through the gate and planted her foot.  The tires spun in the gravel and the car shot forward.  Millie whooped.  Seriously, this shot of speed first thing in the morning was better than a shot of espresso to get the blood pumping.

      The engine growled and rumbled under her and she shifted gears, urging it on.  She passed the halfway mark and reluctantly eased off the gas.  She wasn’t reckless, despite what her brothers thought.

      Sun sparked off something shiny in the distance and Millie’s gut clenched.  Surely Rick wouldn’t be waiting for her again?  She knew he worried about her, but staking out the end of their road was a little much, even for him.

      As she got closer, she saw a man leaning against the hood of the car aiming, what she could only assume was a radar gun directly at her.  He was still too far away for her to know who he was.  If she was lucky, maybe it was Mike.  She could definitely talk her way out of a ticket if it was Mike pulling her over.  Millie wouldn’t put it past Rick to set her up like this, especially after the lecture he’d given her last night.

      Millie braked, slowing the car as she approached the intersection.  There was no disguising the fact she’d been speeding, but it really shouldn’t count.  It was her road after all and the only other people using it were family members.

      She pulled the car over to the side of the road and got a good look at the man with the radar gun.  He was new, or at least Millie hadn’t seen him before.  Oxley Crossing was a small town and there were only a few police to patrol it and the surrounding towns.  Millie knew all of them, had known them all her life, but this guy…this guy she didn’t know.

      He was tall, at least as tall as her brothers who all topped out at just over six foot.  He wore the police-issue peaked navy blue hat with blue and white checked border pulled down low on his head.  His eyes were covered with reflective aviator sunglasses which sat on a strong nose above a square jaw.  Neatly trimmed ginger whiskers lined his jaw and upper lip.

      He filled out the sky blue uniform shirt like it was made for him and he wore the utility vest like it weighed nothing, although Millie knew they could weigh up to a good seven kilos.  The navy pants on her brother looked no better than ill-fitting school pants, but on this guy—whew—hot.

      He walked toward her with the swagger of a sheriff from an old western movie.  One hand was on his hip and the other carried the ominous ticket pad.  Millie swallowed and raised her eyes to his, well, to his sunglasses at least.

      He stopped beside the driver’s side door and tapped on the window before indicating that she should roll it down.  Millie fiddled with the button, her fingers nervous.  She lowered the window and beamed a smile up at the man, trying hard to ignore the fluttering in her stomach.

      “Good morning, ma’am,” he said and his voice was deep and rich and Millie was pretty sure she could quite happily listen to him recite the dictionary.  “Are you aware of the speed limit on this road?”

      “Um, yes?”

      “Are you asking or telling me?” he replied, no hint of a smile on those lips that pulled her attention.

      She took a breath and let it out slowly.  What had gotten into her?  She had been through this at least a million times.  She knew the drill and just because this guy reminded her of that Scottish dude from Outlander it shouldn’t make her stammer like an idiot.

      “Of course I know,” she said with a flirty wink and a big smile.  “See that sign up there?”  She pointed to the street sign.  “This street is named after me.”

      He looked up slowly at the sign and then turned back to her.  “Your name
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