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      The second the lovely Kelly Lehman left the firehouse after delivering her latest batch of imaginatively decorated cookies, Benny Smith slid his cookie, decorated with orange and yellow flickers of fire, into the trashcan. He let out a sigh as he did it because he really did love her sugar cookies.

      “Why don’t you just tell her that you’re off sweets?” the fire chief, Blake Thacker, asked as he plucked a cookie from Kelly’s pretty blue Kelly’s Sweets cookie box.

      “I don’t want to hurt her feelings.” Benny felt the tips of his ears get hot and knew his face was likely bright red.

      “Are you sweet on the sweet shop lady?” Blake asked, a teasing glint in his eyes.

      Benny cleared his throat and glanced around the firehouse, looking for any excuse not to have to answer that question. He spotted the firetruck and straightened his spine. Maybe Blake would let an abrupt change of subject slide. “So, am I back on the truck next shift?”

      Blake nodded, his gaze narrowing on Benny’s face. Then he slowly smiled. “Doc gave you the all clear. I’ll be glad to have you back drivin’. Maybe you should spend the rest of this shift cleanin’ out the cab. Capehart likes to sit in the cab when he’s talkin’ to his wife. He’s probably left a ton of sunflower shells scattered all over the seat and floor.”

      Benny made a face, glad Blake was going easy on him and letting the subject of the pretty sweet shop lady drop. “I’ll get right on it, Chief.”

      For the rest of his shift, Benny steered clear of the chief. Soon, it was nighttime, and as he lay on his narrow bunk, he thought about Kelly and why he hadn’t yet worked up the guts to ask her out. Blake seemed to think she brought the cookies to the firehouse to get his attention, a concept that blew Benny’s mind.

      Blake had never had the problems getting girls to notice him that Benny had. Benny had always felt shy around women, even a little scared about the thoughts of getting naked with one. He’d been a big boy since he’d grown out of diapers, something he’d always thought was simply his lot in life. The extra pounds hadn’t mattered all that much and had actually helped him from time to time. He’d played defense on the football team in high school, and his larger stature hid muscle that had gotten him through his rigorous training as a firefighter. Bulk and strength counted for more than a trim waist, or at least that’s what he’d told himself. It wasn’t until he’d been injured on the job, falling through the roof of a warehouse and breaking his tibia and hip, that he’d packed on enough weight that even he’d found it concerning.

      The morning he hadn’t been able to pull up his zipper and button his firefighter’s trousers had been the day he’d finally had his “Come to Jesus” moment. “Food is not my friend—it’s fuel!” became his mantra. Blake had supported him as his workout buddy at the firehouse and during long jogs on park trails, while he’d maintained his own large frame to keep his wife, the mayor, happy.

      Benny had been on desk duty for fifteen months, and he was anxious to get back into the truck. The thing he’d missed most during his long rehabilitation had been firefighting—driving that great big rig, rushing into burning houses, saving those kittens stuck high in a tree. Really, everything about the job.

      And now, he was back and in better shape than he’d ever been in his life, and suddenly, he’d begun casting a wider eye toward the world outside the firehouse. He’d started to think that he was ready for more of what his friends had—the love of a good woman, children, and the house with the white picket fence…

      He was thirty-three and not getting any younger. As he drove home for the start of his two-day rotation off duty, he thought maybe he should stop by Kelly’s Sweets and buy some donuts—not that he’d eat them, but just so he could see her smile over the counter and turn that pretty shade of pink that never failed to make him hot.

      

      Kelly packaged a dozen glazed donuts and handed them to the girl working the drive-thru window. The morning rush was in full swing, but she had everything under control. No one had called in sick. Everyone was at their station, and because she paid better than the going rate around town, all of her employees had been there a while and were well-trained and competent. If she wanted, she could take a day off now and then and the place wouldn’t fall into ruin.

      The bell over the door tinkled, and she glanced toward the sound, a smile already on her face to greet her next customer.

      Firefighter Benny Smith walked through the door, dressed in his firehouse uniform of black trousers and T-shirt that conformed to the lovely muscles of his chest and arms. “Well, good morning, Mr. Smith,” she said after ungluing her tongue from the roof of her suddenly dry mouth. “What can I do for you?” Give you a massage? A hand job? Make you breakfast after we have sex?

      Her cheeks heated as her mind went places that would’ve shocked the shy, handsome firefighter.

      In turn, his gaze held hers for a second while he looked like he wanted to ask her to do one of those naughty things, but then he looked away and pointed at the glass cabinet. “Can I have some kolaches?”

      Stifling her disappointment, she smiled. “How many would you like?”

      He cleared his throat. “How many would you like?”

      Kelly blinked, thinking maybe he’d misspoken.

      He cleared his throat again then tugged at the neckline of his tee like it was choking him. “What I mean is, would you like to take a break? Sit with me?”

      She watched him speak the words, but they seemed to come from far away, distorted by time and space, because she thought he’d actually asked her to take her break with him, and further, she thought he’d added, “Sit on me?” But that had to be wrong, right? Maybe he was like her and had been thinking the phrase but it had just exploded outward like air from a burst balloon.

      Well, she’d never know for sure if she didn’t ask. “Did you just ask me to sit on you?” she said, lowering her voice.

      His eyes widened, and he leaned closer. “Only if you’d like that.”

      She couldn’t help grinning. He looked so gob smacked, she knew those words hadn’t come from him on purpose and might even have been borne from her overheated imagination, but she was also thrilled he didn’t seem to mind the idea all that much.

      Without looking away, because she was afraid he’d change his mind and disappear, she pointed a finger over her shoulder. “Let’s get out of here. I’ll just grab my purse and make sure the ladies know I’ll be gone a while…”

      He nodded and stood still as a statue in front of her counter as she stepped backward then turned on her heel and ran to the back. “Ella!” she called out. Her assistant glanced up from the oven where she was pulling out a fresh batch of kolaches. “I need four of those, and I’ll be gone for a while.”

      Ella’s eyes rounded. “This have anything to do with that firefighter you’ve been drooling over?”

      Kelly grinned. “Be quick. I’m getting my purse.” She ducked into her office, grabbed her purse from behind her desk, then checked her appearance in the small mirror beside the door. Lord, her cheeks were flushed, and any makeup she’d worn that morning was long gone, but she didn’t dare give Benny time to change his mind, so she pushed through her office door and jogged to the door of the store before slowing her pace and walking through it with smile—not too big, not too small. No way did she want him to know that she’d been waiting for this chance forever.

      

      After helping her up into the cab of his older F-150 truck, Benny kept his eyes on the road. He worried that if he glanced her way, his gaze would stay there and he’d kill them both. The fact that Kelly sat in the truck next to him had him so hard his dick felt like it was strangling in his pants. At the same time, he felt truly terrified that he might just get the chance to use it.

      “How’s work been?” she asked.

      “I’ll be back on the rig next shift.”

      “The doctor cleared you?”

      “Yeah.”

      “I’m happy for you.”

      “Thanks.” When she went silent, he figured he ought to be polite and ask her about her work. “Been busy at the shop?”

      “I have. I thought when that donut chain opened a store in town that I’d be out of business in a week.”

      “That’ll never happen. Your donuts are better.”

      “I’m thinking about adding sandwiches to the menu and staying open through the afternoon.”

      The way her fingers plucked at her purse in her lap, he figured she might be as nervous as he was. That thought took a little bit of pressure off him. “I’d buy a sandwich from you every day.”

      “Would you?” she asked, her voice sounding a little breathless.

      “I’d eat whatever you’re serving.” As soon as those words blurted from his mouth, he inwardly winced, thinking about how they might seem like a sexual innuendo. He didn’t want Kelly to think he was crude and didn’t see her as the lady she was. “I mean, I’m sure your sandwiches will be delicious.”

      “And there I was thinking you were still thinking about me sitting on you,” she said, her voice a little muffled.

      He glanced her way, just in time to see her chest shaking. She held up her hand. “I’m not laughing at you, promise. I’m laughing at me.”

      Benny arched an eyebrow, finally figuring out that she was as horny as he was, and that their inability to communicate was due to them both feeling a bit shy about revealing that fact. “Kelly, I planned on taking you for a picnic up on the canyon rim, but would you rather have dinner with me tonight? I think…maybe…we should take our time. Get to know each other—”

      “Can I make you dinner tonight—at my place?”

      She’d said it so eagerly, how could he refuse? “Well, let’s have a kolache at the park. That way I’m not keeping you from anything, and I can go home and get a few hours of sleep. I wouldn’t want to fall asleep on you.” He gulped, because he pictured himself falling asleep mid-stroke.

      “Benny, you do what you have to do. Whenever you want, come on over to my place. I’ll make you a nice homecooked meal…and then we’ll see about you falling asleep on me.”

      

      The barbeque ribs she’d put into the oven before her shower filled the air with their aromatic scent. When she finished rolling her hair in large rollers to make her straight blond hair look fluffy rather than flat, she’d place the potatoes in the oven to let them bake. She’d already finished chopping coleslaw and
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