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      Putting out fires was his life's work. This new flame, there's no way he’s extinguishing it. 

      

      As a firefighter, Dalton McNeil was accustomed to facing extreme pressure. It came with the job, and his shoulders were broad and strong. Commanding his squad was all in a day's work. Battling fires and rescuing those in danger came naturally. He wouldn't deny that he was slightly jealous of his brother, who recently got married and started a family. It would be nice to have someone to come home to every night. 

      

      Anya Graham had been the girl next door growing up. Back then, Anya had been crushing on him hard, but he'd never acted on it because she'd been so much younger than him. But then she'd left for college, and they'd lost touch. 

      

      Now she was back and has consumed his every thought. Anya was all woman, and he was determined to make her his. But there's something different about her. She's more guarded, secretive. It's piqued his curiosity, and he swore he would get to the bottom of it. 

      

      If only she would put her trust in him before it’s too late. Dalton can't lose her. His skills as a fireman will be put to the test.  Will he be able to save her?
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      “No, no, no, no,” Anya groaned. Her shoulders slumped in defeat. She stared down at the gauges on the car’s dashboard in disbelief. “This can’t be happening.”

      She tightened her hands on the steering wheel as if she had some supernatural powers and could get the vehicle to restart.

      She blew out a deep breath and guided her automobile to a halt on the edge of the road. Putting it in park, she leaned back against her seat.

      Two more miles and she would have made it home.

      Heavy smoke escaped from under the hood. Embarrassed, Anya glanced around and saw she had stopped directly in front of a fire station.

      The muffled ring of her cellphone sounded from inside her purse. She reached over the console and dug it out of her bag.

      ‘Bestie’ flashed across the screen.

      “Hey, girl,” she answered, trying to appear chipper.

      “What’s wrong?” Amina asked immediately.

      Anya rolled her eyes at the uncanny way her friend was always able to sense something was wrong.

      “Oh, nothing out of the ordinary,” she breathed. She peered out the window and took in her surroundings. It was a safe neighborhood, but being stranded on the side of the road was not where she wanted to be.

      “What’s wrong with the car this time?”

      “Dammit, how do you always know when something is wrong?” Anya chuckled. Again, Amina had impressed her.

      “It was an obvious guess. You need to get rid of that death trap.”

      “Old Betsy and I have been doing fine. Nothing a little TLC can’t fix.” Anya ran a hand along the dashboard. She gave it one last pat. “Don’t listen to her, girl.”

      “Where are you? Have you called for a tow yet?”

      “Not yet. I just pulled over, and then you called.” She glanced back over at the firehouse and smirked. “It would be fitting that my car stalled in front of the fire station.”

      “Oh, goodness. Isn’t the book you are about to write featuring a fireman?”

      “It sure is.” Anya sighed. She was an author and loved every minute of it. Too bad she wasn’t one of those well-known writers who had a big publishing deal bringing in over seven figures. She was an indie novelist and had been able to support herself on her earnings.

      “Well, you need to get out of the car and go knock on the door. I’m sure they will be willing to rescue a hot damsel in distress,” Amina joked.

      “Sure. I’ll saunter up to the door, bat my eyelashes at them, and they will come outside with no shirts on, showing off their muscles and help little ol’ me.” Anya snorted.

      “God, I wish I was there to see it, too!” Amina giggled. “Why can’t my car ever break down in front of a fire station?”

      Anya laughed harder at her friend.

      “Sure. While you are lost in your fantasy, I’m going to call for help.” Anya shook her head. She reached up and tucked her thick hair behind her ear.

      Amina and Anya had been friends for as long as she could remember. They had gone to the same schools and hung out with the same friends. Anya couldn’t even think of a time where Amina wasn’t in her life.

      After high school, Anya had moved away from Las Vegas for college. It wasn’t until recently that she’d decided to return to Vegas. Anya needed a new start, and there was nothing like coming home. She pushed out the real reason why she’d had to come back.

      There was to be no thinking of him.

      Now that she was home, she would get her life together.

      “Call me back if you want to talk while you wait for the tow truck,” Amina suggested.

      “Yes, ma’am.” Anya disconnected the call. She scrolled through her phone to search for the number for roadside assistance.

      A knock sounded at her window, and a scream erupted from her lips. Her phone flew into the air. She barely managed to grab on to it before it fell onto the floor. Holding it to her chest, she turned to see who was at her car.

      “Do you need assistance?” a muffled voice asked through the closed glass.

      Anya paused in place. She swallowed hard at the sight that greeted her. A tall, muscular man with big blue eyes stared back at her. Her gaze dropped down to the t-shirt that covered his well-sculpted chest.

      LVFD.

      Las Vegas Fire Department.

      He was a firefighter.

      She swallowed hard.

      Oh boy.

      “Hello,” she said, opening her door slightly. “My car stalled on me.”

      “I can see that. The amount of smoke had me thinking there was a fire or something out here,” he replied with a wide grin.

      “I’m going to call for roadside assistance. Hopefully, it won’t take long.” She returned his smile. He was a nice-looking man, and maybe Amina was on to something. She glanced over at the fire station but didn’t see any fireman coming out with their bare chests on display.

      Disappointed, she turned her focus back on the one standing by her car.

      “Why don’t you come inside the station and wait it out?” he suggested.

      She gripped her phone to her and hesitated.

      “I’m Max. Max Franco.” He held out his hand for her to shake.

      Sliding her hand into his, she took it in a firm grip. “Anya. Anya Graham.”

      “Well, Ms. Graham. We just finished cooking dinner, and I’m sure the fellas won’t mind a pretty lady like yourself joining us while you wait for a tow truck.”

      From experience, she knew once she made the call, they would tell her the wait would be a couple hours.

      Her stomach chose that moment to make itself known.

      Max gave a chuckle. “I just took the last of the meat off the grill…”

      “All right. You had me at food.” Anya giggled. She reached over and snagged her purse and stepped out of the car. She coughed a few times from the strength of the smoke in the air.

      Looked like she was going to get her wish. If any of the other men inside resembled Max, she was going to be in trouble.

      “Have you called yet?” Max asked.

      Anya shook her head. She tilted it back to meet his gaze. She wasn’t blessed in the height department.

      Short and curvy.

      Max waved for her to follow him. “Perfect. You can call from inside.”

      “I don’t want to intrude on dinner,” Anya began, but Max barked a laugh.

      He slowed down his stride to match hers. The large building housed two huge bay doors where she was sure the trucks were parked. Her heart raced with the thought of going inside. This would be excellent research for her book.

      “Ma’am, when we barbecue, we usually have enough food to feed an entire army. Come on inside.” He waved for her to follow him.

      She walked behind him, inconspicuously taking him in. She wished she was brave enough to snap a photo. If Amina were here, she’d make no qualms about it.

      Hell, her friend would have him posing for her.

      Anya shook her head and walked inside the brick structure. Laughter echoed through the building.

      “The guys are in the back. Follow me. I’ll introduce you, then you can make your call.”

      “Okay.” Anya cursed internally, her shyness creeping up.

      Max must have sensed her hesitation. He chuckled and wrapped his arm around her shoulders as if to make sure she didn’t turn tail and run. They entered into what looked to be a giant eating hall where about four hunky men all sat around in heated conversation.

      “I’ll bet my next twenty-four-hour call that⁠—”

      The conversation ceased, and all eyes focused on Anya.

      “Anya, this is the best fire and rescue squad in all of Nevada⁠—”

      “You’re damn right!” A guy with a low cut and close-shaven beard raised his red plastic cup.

      Anya giggled, along with the amusement that went around the room.

      “This is Anya. Her car broke down in front, and I, being the gentleman that I am, invited her inside to wait out the tow truck.”

      “You said you were checking on the grill. How the hell do you come back with a pretty woman?” A tall black man stood from the table and walked over to them. “I’m Case.”

      Anya smiled and shook his hand. “Anya.”

      Case turned to the room and pointed to each man. “You have Knox, Anton, Dylan, and looks like you’ve already met Max.”

      Anya nodded to each of them as they waved and greeted her.

      Amina had missed out.

      How the hell was each of them tall, muscular, and drop-dead gorgeous in their own way?

      The author in her was already spinning a tale of a damsel in distress who was rescued by a group of firefighters. A reverse harem was in the making right before her eyes. She couldn’t wait to start jotting down notes.

      “What’s wrong with your car? I could probably go look at it. I grew up working on cars.” Anton stood from the table.

      “I don’t want to intrude on your dinner. I’ll just make the call and hopefully will be out of your way.” She really didn’t want anyone going above and beyond for her clunker outside. She had been told on more than one occasion to give up hope and buy a new vehicle.

      “It’s no problem at all. My uncle’s shop is located not too far from here. I can give him a call for you. He’ll charge you a fair price.”

      He held out his hand, and she dug in her purse for the keys.

      “You all are just too nice.”

      Anton scooped up the keys with a wink. He and Casey disappeared from the room

      “It’s what we do. There’s not much going on today, so this gives us something to do.” Max chuckled. He motioned for her to follow him. He led her down a hallway where small offices were located. “You can go make your call in the office. There’s a restroom in there where you can wash your hands. Come out when you’re ready, and I’ll have a plate waiting for you.”

      They paused outside a closed door. Anya didn’t know what to say. She was genuinely stumped on how quickly they had rushed to her aid.

      “I don’t know how to thank you.” She hoisted her purse higher on her shoulder.

      “We haven’t done anything yet.” Max shrugged. “Plus, we have an image to uphold. How would it look if we just left a woman in a broken-down car outside the station? Our lieutenant would have our asses.”

      He opened the door and gently pushed her inside.

      “I’ll think of some way to thank you.” She laughed as he closed the door.

      Spinning around, she took in the room. It was a standard office with not a lot of personal belongings around.

      Anya walked over to the desk and sat her purse down on it. She found the roadside assistance card that was worn and picked up the telephone.

      She dialed the number and was instantly put on hold once a female answered.

      “Just great,” Anya mumbled. Music filled her ears while she began the unknown wait until a human came back on the line. She held the phone up to her ear and decided to explore the office.

      It was the writer in her. It wasn’t that she was nosey or anything, but curiosity was in her nature.

      Everything and everyone had a story that had to be told.

      Humming along with the song, she turned to look at the few photos sitting on the windowsill behind the desk.

      She froze in place.

      One photograph in particular caught her eye. It was two brothers who shared a striking resemblance.

      The McNeil brothers.

      Her gaze flew around the room, and she instantly knew whose office she was in.

      Dalton McNeil.

      Her heart slammed against her chest.

      She hadn’t seen Dalton since the day she’d left for college.

      He’d been the boy—young man—who lived next door to her. He was seven years her senior, and she’d had a massive crush on him when she was a teenager. Their families were longtime friends. She was surprised that her parents hadn’t mentioned anything about the McNeil family when she’d moved back to Vegas.

      She picked up the picture, and her lips curved up in the corners. Both Dalton and his brother, Dallas, were older and appeared more mature.

      Gone were the scrawny boys who rarely wore shirts. In this picture were devilishly handsome men. They were both good-looking and drew the attention of any woman with a pulse.

      Anya returned the picture back to where it belonged. Now she was wondering if Dalton was married. Her gaze wandered along the other few pictures. She didn’t notice any that would resemble a wedding photo or a special woman in his life.

      Her heart leaped at the thought.

      Dalton had never given her a second glance back in the day since he was much older than her.

      The day she was leaving for school, she’d made the biggest fool of herself.

      She remembered it as if it were yesterday.

      A moment of weakness.

      It was a temptation she couldn’t resist.

      She’d kissed Dalton McNeil.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Dalton let himself into the station, and his stomach grumbled. He’d just left a grueling meeting with the fire chief and was in a foul mood.

      Budget cuts.

      That was all he ever heard, that they would have to tighten the purse strings and start limiting overtime.

      Like that would fly over well.

      Las Vegas Fire and Rescue was a vital part of the city. There wasn’t much room for cutting down on the budget when the city needed the men and women who served their community.

      Laughter filled the station, and he bit back a snarl. It wasn’t his men’s fault that he was pissed. He would have to figure out a way to inform them of the meeting with the chief.

      Dalton was tired and beat. When he’d pulled into the driveway, he had noticed a broken-down car on the street in front of their building. They would need to call for a tow. The owner was nowhere to be found outside.

      If they needed to rush out of the station on a call, the car was parked close to the edge of the drive. It would be clipped by a fire engine.

      Before joining his men for dinner, he’d change his clothes and wash up prior to eating. He was on call for the station and would be sleeping here for the night.

      From the smells in the air, the guys had broken out the grill. Dalton’s stomach growled, signaling it was ready for him to eat.

      With a sigh, he entered his office and shut the door. He tossed his duffle bag down on the chair in the corner and made his way toward the washroom attached. He paused.

      Someone had been in here.

      It wasn’t uncommon for one of the guys or dispatch to stop in and snag something from his desk, but his gaze was drawn to the picture frame that held a photo of him and his brother, Dallas.

      It was out of place by about three inches.

      His gaze roamed the room, and he didn’t see anything missing or out of place.

      Walking over to it, he pushed it back to where it was supposed to be.

      A smile came to his face at the photo. It was taken the night before Dallas had married Candi. Dalton had been shocked his older brother had found a woman who was able to tame him.

      Candi was perfect for Dallas.

      Their parents instantly loved her. She fit right into their family.

      Dallas was the last person any of his family thought would get married and have children. Their first child, Daniel, was three months old.

      Dalton grinned, just thinking of his nephew. He couldn’t wait for Danny to get older. Football had been a favorite pastime of Dalton and Dallas’s while growing up.

      He looked forward to getting the little guy out there to toss the pigskin around.

      Relaxing a little, he went
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