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      Liam Noble grabbed another piece of candy from the bucket and handed it to a little girl wearing a princess costume. “Here you go, sweetheart. You are looking very regal tonight, m’lady.”

      She curtsied, dipping low and showing him the top of her head, more like a bow, but so cute he wanted to applaud her. “Thank you.” She spun around twice after dropping the candy into the bucket she carried at her side.

      “Who’s your favorite princess?” he asked as he wondered which princess she was dressed as. He didn’t have any kids, and no clue about what kids were into these days.

      “Snow White!” she shouted before racing off to the next booth.

      Funny how the popular princesses didn’t change over time. He remembered the girls from his neighborhood liking her too. This he could deal with. Kids were easy to talk to. Handsome men with dark hair and brown eyes did him in every time.

      Everett, Washington’s trick-or-treating event was his favorite community outreach program because he dealt mostly with kids. This year, the event was getting a slow start, and he hoped it picked up since there were still fifteen bags of candy in the back of the ambulance parked behind him. He’d only handed out about twenty pieces of candy to a few princesses, a handful of superheroes, a ghost, and a few Doctor Who look-alikes. Thankfully, he hadn’t dealt with too many parents, specifically hot dads.

      Anytime an attractive guy drew near, he turned into a total idiot. He hated sounding so stupid. It ruined any chance he had for a date. Time and time again he’d seen their eyes glaze over at his shyness. It wasn’t just the shyness that did him in, but history. His ex had put him in his place more than once. In the end, Liam walked away feeling so worthless that he wondered if he’d ever find another guy who would like him without having to pick at everything he said or didn’t say.

      A cute boy with an even cuter dad was headed his way. Liam fought to focus on the child, but the guy leading the little tyke up the walk was exactly the type of man Liam longed for. The kid was young, maybe four, which meant the guy probably wasn’t into dudes and was happily married. Married guys were totally off limits. His parents had split, his mom moving to Europe, and his dad to south Florida because of infidelity. It wrecked his relationship with both of them because he couldn’t pick sides. Sadly, he rarely spoke with either. The hot guy with the kid came closer, the dad not hanging back like other dads usually did. Liam reminded himself that the young father was most likely married, and that took the pressure away, allowing him to relax a little since he had no chance with Mister Super Sexy.

      Liam dropped to one knee, getting on eye level with the little boy. “Hey there, little dude, I love your Superman costume.”

      “Thank you,” the kid said in a squeaky cute voice.

      “So, what do you like? Chocolate or fruity candy?” Liam asked.

      “Chocolate, it’s my favorite.” The little boy beamed at him and Liam chanced a glance at the hunky dad, melting when the guy winked at him.

      Liam almost lost his composure, but he knew the guy was only being nice.

      “Here, and why don’t you give a lollipop to your dad?”

      “He’s not my dad, he’s Unca Jordan.”

      “Unca Jordan?” Liam asked.

      “I’m his uncle. This is Daniel, I’m Jordan.”

      Jordan extended his hand and Liam stood before shaking. The guy’s touch was firm and lingered longer than socially acceptable. Reluctantly, Liam withdrew his hand.

      “Unca Jordan makes a mean mojo. At least that’s what my mamma always says.”

      “Really?” Liam asked, not sure what type of mojo this Jordan guy made, but he sure as heck wanted to try it.

      Daniel raced off to a woman with dark long hair that was pulled into a ponytail, emphasizing her long neck. Jordan watched until the woman swooped the little boy up and waved. Liam stared after Daniel, knowing he didn’t have a chance with his sexy uncle. Jordan was perfect, cute, sexy, and he’d winked at him. All of his senses were firing, and his body had heated. Liam forced himself to calm. Getting flustered would just make him look like an idiot, besides, the woman had to be Jordan’s wife, and he was being ridiculous thinking this sexy, confident man would even look at him. The woman was beyond beautiful and amazingly fit. She’d look nice on Jordan’s arm. He shot Jordan a look, wishing for a brief moment he could figure out how to attract a guy like this one.

      “That’s my sister, Angel, Daniel’s mom. I help out with the kids. Bryce, her husband, passed away shortly after Daniel was born.”

      The news hit him hard, and he sucked in a breath. “Oh. I’m sorry to hear that.”

      “Yeah, it was rough.” They were both silent for a moment before Jordan spoke again. “Daniel was only partially right. It’s Mojito, not mojo.”

      Liam laughed but sobered immediately when Jordan placed his hand on Liam’s shoulder. Their gazes caught and then Jordan licked his lips. Heat washed over Liam and he knew his face was probably red. But Jordan didn’t turn away. Instead, he stepped closer and lowered his lips to Liam’s ear.

      “I never could resist a man in uniform. Maybe you could stop by the bar and I could make you one. You could tell me if my mojo fame has gone to my head.”

      Joking with kids was easy, chatting with their parents wasn’t too hard, but this was excruciating. Flirting always made him nervous. Professionally, he could deal with anything, but personally, when a guy started hitting on him, it threw him for a loop.

      Jordan leaned back just an inch and their gazes caught again. He lifted an eyebrow and Liam noticed that his smile wasn’t as confident.

      “If you’re interested just nod,” Jordan said.

      Liam nodded, still unable to speak. He’d blown it. There was no way a guy as smooth as Jordan would want him. Tongue-tied and inept at dating, he was doomed to spend his life alone. Jordan surprised him by leaning in and whispering.

      “Are you off tomorrow?”

      “Yes.” Somehow he’d managed to find his voice. It must have been a miracle that came from heaven and smacked him upside the noggin because suddenly he felt light-headed.

      “How does lunch sound? I have to work tomorrow night with it being Halloween and all.” Jordan pulled out his phone and looked expectantly at Liam.

      “I’m really bad at this,” Liam said.

      Jordan frowned. “What?”

      “Flirting and setting up dates.” Liam shook his head as pain raced through him. “Really, you don’t have to take my number and pretend to want to see me.”

      Jordan cocked his head to the side and narrowed his eyes. “You’re shy. I see that a lot at work. Guys come in and want to talk to a girl but they don’t. She goes off with some lame-ass creeper who doesn’t really care for her.”

      Liam’s voice was gone again. He hated seeing that at bars. That’s why he never went. Very sexy guys would go off with assholes, and he’d be stuck staring at his drink.

      A little girl raced up to his booth and Liam was sure Jordan would take off, but he stepped to the side, staying at the table. When the girl and her parents were gone, Jordan pulled out his phone again.

      “Your number.”

      Liam rattled off the number to his personal cell and Jordan immediately called. When the cell on his belt didn’t ring, Jordan narrowed his eyes and tilted his head.

      “That’s my personal cell in my locker. I’m not allowed to carry it on duty.”

      Jordan’s eyes narrowed and his lips turned down in a frown. “Oh.”

      “I’ll get the message when I get back to the station,” Liam spilled out fast, hoping Jordan believed him.

      Jordan’s lips curved up in an evil twist and his eyes alighted with merriment. “Well then, I’ll just leave you a little message.”

      Jordan turned and stepped away as three little kids raced up to the booth. Clusters of kids monopolized Liam’s attention for the rest of the evening, and he didn’t see Jordan again. He wondered if he’d ever see him after he’d made a total ass of himself. The guy was beyond anything Liam ever hoped to date. Hell, he just wanted one date this year that wasn’t set up by friends, because those were awkward as hell and usually ended badly.

      Close to dusk, the other groups started shutting down their booths. He’d seen hundreds of kids at the trick-or-treating event this year and only had one bag of candy left. Volunteering his hours always made him feel good, and he really loved chatting with the under twelve crowd. He guessed he could have had his cell with him since he wasn’t technically working, but he never wanted to get into the habit of carrying his personal phone when he had his uniform on. Being distracted when he was stopping blood flow on a crash victim would be beyond unprofessional, but he sure as hell wanted to hear what Jordan had to say on the message.

      Liam pulled the ambulance into the firehouse garage. Normally he didn’t drive, but his partner, Joshua, had family obligations so he took the truck out on his own. He logged in the book what the trip entailed and his hours spent away from the firehouse. After writing everything down, he hopped out of the engine and headed to the room where his personal items were stored.

      “Liam, hey dude, how did it go?” Grady stopped him in the hall before he could make it to the stairs leading up to the bedrooms and his locker.

      “Good.”

      “That’s it, good. I love working that event. Next year I’m going to make sure my schedule fits so I can be there.”

      Jordan nodded, trying not to think of Liam or the message waiting for him. “I enjoyed it. The kids were great.”

      “I love kids,” Grady beamed.

      “How’s Madeleine?” Liam had moved from Station Six to One a month ago. The move was a promotion, rewarding him for his work ethic. The guys at One were awesome, and Grady had already paved the path to get them used to working with a gay guy.

      “She’s great. I can’t believe how much she’s grown in the few months I’ve been with Paul.”

      Liam smiled. “He seems like a nice guy.”

      Grady nodded. “He is. I’m lucky to have found him.”

      “Yeah. Well, I need to go grab my bag and head home.”

      “Sure, I’ll see you around. I think we’re on shift together next week. I’m working a double so I can take time off with Paul and take a trip. We’re going to Mexico.”

      “Nice, we’ll talk about it next week. I want to hear what you have planned.”

      Liam raced up the stairs after doing a little fist bump with Grady. His hands were shaking as he worked the combination on his locker. Somehow he got the numbers wrong and the lock wouldn’t open. He could hear his phone buzz inside his bag, and he sucked in a breath, calming his nerves. Slowly, he worked the dial, finally getting the lock
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