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  Neighborly Misconduct


The sizzling, new story by  USA Today bestselling author Elizabeth Lynx is a neighbors-to-lover, sports romance that causes fireworks but not how you might expect. What happens when a hockey player buys his very first home only to discover his beautiful new neighbor isn’t so neighborly?

I threw a housewarming party and accidently blew up my neighbor’s yard.
Some hockey players may be known for being rough or partying a lot, but not me. I understood that you have to work hard to make your dreams come true.
My dream was to own my own home. And I just made that happen. But I made a mistake and the housewarming party I threw got a little too out of hand.
Now my beautiful neighbor hated me. I tried to make it up to her but that didn’t go well either.
Fine. If it’s war she wants, it’s war she’ll get.







  
  Get the Bonus


Make sure you get the  special BONUS SCENE from Neighborly Misconduct + PEEK INSIDE Surprising the Billionaire with a Baby (the first book in another Blue Ridge Mountains series about billionaires in the same small town of Castle Ridge) when you sign up for my free author newsletter.






  
  Chapter one
Emmanuel


“This house is unbelievable. You know, my parents used to live right around the corner from here when I was growing up. I met the old woman—your neighbor—a few times.” Aspen hoisted his filth-covered shoes onto my pristine, and recently purchased, wooden coffee table. 
I glared in horror as he snatched up the remote to switch on my wide-screen television. With the other hand, he held a bottle of beer that he shamelessly grabbed from my refrigerator without a word. As he prepared to take a swig, his clumsy fingers caused the golden liquid to miss his mouth and run down his neck. In shock, he pulled the bottle away, causing its contents to cascade onto my expensive wool couch.
My nostrils flared. “It is, and I’d like it to stay that way, so get your shoes off my table and clean up that beer you’ve just spilled.” I folded my arms over my chest as I stood, blocking the television.
His eyebrows rose, and he sat up, placing the bottle on the table. “Sorry, dude. I just thought—”
“You just thought what? That I’d be the nice, easy-going guy you know from the ice rink?”
Aspen sheepishly nodded. “Yeah.”
I smiled, but I wasn’t happy. “On the ice, we’re a team. I put up with body slams and bruises. I do what I’m told, and I do it well. But this small plot of land and all the contents on top of it, like this home, are mine. I own all this. We are not a team under this roof; you are my guest. I will feed you and hopefully provide a good time tonight, so you will leave happy later. But know that I have no problem kicking you out if you take advantage of my hospitality.”
“I didn’t mean to offend you. It’s just a couch—”
I took a breath and cut him off quickly, “Says the man who had a couch growing up. There’s one thing you should know about me, Aspen. It’s that I worked my ass off to make money so I could have all the things I never had when I was little. One of those things was a house. And I’m not saying I grew up in a cheap apartment; I’m saying sometimes my mom, my little sister, and I slept outside. Sure, my mom called it camping so my sister wouldn’t be the wiser, but I knew what it was. We had been kicked out of our crappy, tiny apartment again. I never had the luxury of a couch or a dining room table or a backyard or a garden out front. These things may be normal to you, but they were just a dream to me. And now that I have them, I plan to keep them in pristine condition.”
He sat there, slack-jawed, and stared at me. After a moment, he nodded. “Got it. It’s about time for the International Games team to send out scouts. I heard you were interested?”
I took a step closer. “Don’t change the subject. There’s a sponge in the kitchen. Why don’t you get to cleaning up your mess?”
He hopped up and walked swiftly to the kitchen. There was a knock on the door. When I opened it, I smiled. And this time, I meant it. “Cillian. Glad to see you came.”
He held out a pizza box in his hand. “A gift for the new house. It’s not really a home until we have christened it with a pizza from Joe’s.”
Grabbing the box from him, I waved him inside.
Both Aspen and Cillian were hockey players on our team, the Devils, but they were also my friends. I only invited a few of the players over for fear they’d mess up my new place.
It had been a dream of mine to buy a home. I had been playing on the team for a few years and finally saved enough money to pay for it in full. Cash. Watching my mom struggle to pay the bills, I knew being in debt—even if it was a mortgage—wasn’t the life I wanted. Banks were evil, and I stayed as far away from them as possible.
Most of my teammates spent lavishly. We were national league players, so they paid us well. They bought cars and houses and fancy clothes while I invested and saved.
It wasn’t as if they paid cash for any of it. So, they had high monthly bills while I did not.
I knew nothing was certain about life. At any moment, I could be suspended or expelled, or even be in an accident that would prevent me from playing. That was why I made sure I didn’t owe money to anyone, especially a bank.
While they lived it up and slept around, I focused on my dream. I watched my mother get burned by men who stole from her and bosses who took advantage of her. I knew if I wanted my dream to come true, then I had to avoid distractions and focus.
Even now that I had my home, I knew being with the wrong woman could cause it to slip through my fingers. I only had to look at my teammate, Jackson, to know that was true.
Maybe that made me boring, but I had a roof over my head and lived a good life because of it.
As I went to the dining room to drop off the pizza, Cillian took off his shoes in the entranceway. He understood. He was the oldest guy on the team and was much more relaxed about life. And since he got engaged, he was a lot less grumpy too.
“This place is great. Who else is here?” Cillian asked right as Aspen came out of the kitchen with a sponge in hand.
“Aspen.” I waved over at him.
Cillian winced. Not that Cillian didn’t get along with him. It was that Aspen was the youngest player on the team and also the most immature. I figured he’d spill something, so I made sure all my cleaning supplies were on the kitchen counter, ready to grab.
Cillian leaned in and whispered, “Do you think that was wise? You’ve got a lot of nice stuff here.” 
“It’s fine. I’ll make sure he’s never left alone... unless he’s outside, of course.”
Cillian chuckled. “Yeah, what sort of thing could he do outside?”
We all had been witness to Aspen’s many adventures. From breaking a table at a fancy restaurant to somehow winding up naked on stage at an awards show, you never knew what would happen with Aspen.
“I know, right? It’s not like he has ever destroyed something outside before. It’s usually something inside. Like the vase at the White House, or the toilet at the Denny’s.”
“Which Denny’s?”
I shrugged. “I don’t know... all of them. He has a thing about taking gigantic craps at those diners.”
“You know I can hear you two.” Aspen turned his head toward us as he bent over the couch, wiping up the stain.
“We’re only stating facts.” Cillian moved into my living room. 
I had fresh white paint on the wall, and all my furniture was brand-new. I wanted my first home to be perfect. While I wasn’t super rich, I could afford quality things. And since they were nice, I would do anything not to ruin them, even if that meant treating my teammate like a kid who needed to be watched. 
My house, my rules.
“You all need me in your life.” He straightened and pointed the sponge at us. “You’re too much like a grumpy old man, and you’re too uptight. You need someone relaxed in your life. Ready to show you all the joys of the world.”
Cillian rolled his eyes.
“No, thank you,” I snorted. “I’ve seen enough of the joys of life. I’m happy to live my life, working hard doing something I love and then returning to a comfortable home. Simple, but perfect.”
“Sounds nice,” Cillian said.
“Ugh, it sounds boring. You’re what, thirty?”
I frowned. “Twenty-eight.” 
“Whatever. Same thing.” He shook his head. “What I’m trying to say is you’re young. Get out there and do something fun and exciting. Take a chance at life. Whenever you’re at a party, Emmanuel, you always have one beer, stay about an hour, and then leave. It’s like you have a checklist for social events, and once you’ve checked all the boxes, you’re done.”
Heat crawled up my neck. I would say nothing, but Aspen was right. I actually did have a checklist for everything, including parties.
“Hey, don’t pick on him in his own house.” At least Cillian would defend me.
“You really shouldn’t say anything. At least Emmanuel goes to parties; you’re all work and no play. You know what they say about that?” Aspen smirked.
“Yes, I do. And I’ll have you know, I don’t need to act like a fool to have fun. I brought the pizza, didn’t I?”
Aspen waved his hands in the air. “Whoa, pizza. Such a party animal.”
“Look, it’s supposed to be a quiet night in with the guys. We can watch a movie and eat the pizza Cillian brought over. At the table, of course. Food is only eaten in the kitchen or dining room.”
Cillian nodded, but Aspen looked as if he was about to explode.
“Dear God, do you hear yourself? Maybe the team is going to have to nickname you Old Lady?” Aspen pushed his hands on his hips.
“What?”
“Since Old Man is taken.” Aspen waved at Cillian.
I wasn’t that bad, was I? I glanced over at Cillian, who had earned the nickname of Grumpy Old Man. I loved the guy, but he was a grouch.
Maybe Aspen was right. I made my dream come true—I bought my first house with cash—so maybe it was time to relax. Live a little.
“Fine. I’ll make an exception to my eating rule. The popcorn I’ll make while we watch a movie can be eaten on the couch. See, I can relax too.”
Aspen groaned. “You’re sadder than I thought. That’s your idea of relaxing, Emmanuel? I wasn’t going to do this, but I brought something I think might help.”
My heart picked up its pace as Aspen moved toward the front door. “What are you planning on—”
Aspen waved me away. “Don’t worry, I won’t even bring it into the house. Just give me a minute and then come outside.” He shut the door behind him.
“What do you think it is?”
I glanced over at Cillian. “I don’t know, but if he winds up naked, I’m never inviting him over again. There are community guidelines I have to adhere to now. And I was warned when I moved here that they dole out some hefty fines if I break any of their rules.”
I pulled back the pale teal curtains and watched Aspen dig into the trunk of his car. He pulled out some big colorful packages, but I couldn’t exactly tell what they were as it was getting dark out. He went near the neighbor’s fence and set the packages down on my grass.
“I’m both curious and frightened at the same time,” Cillian whispered behind me.
He was watching through the window too. I wanted to go outside and stop him, but I also didn’t want to come across like the old lady he nicknamed me. I had some self-respect. If he told all the players about how I acted and his nickname for me, that was it. I wouldn’t live it down.
Why did I invite Aspen to my housewarming?
There was a spark of light.
“Is that a match?” Cillian asked.
“I think so...” And then it all came to me.
The big colorful boxes from his trunk. The matches. And the reason he was placing them on the lawn.
Aspen was setting off fireworks. And from the looks of them, they were going to be big.
I ran to the door, not caring that I was barefoot, and tried to yell at him to stop.
But it was too late. The first firecracker went off, and it was loud. I covered my ears to drown out the deafening whistle as it took off into the air. Moments later, it sounded like a sonic boom had exploded as blue and green lights burst into the air overhead.
I glanced around and saw a few of my neighbors coming out. Shit. I read the neighborhood guidelines. It was confusing at first since I never lived in a place where rules were to be followed or I could be fined. But I guess it made the place more aesthetically pleasing.
I remembered the rule that fireworks were a big no-no, unless I got permission ahead of time. Which, obviously, I didn’t.
I ran over to Aspen and pulled him back. I knew he wouldn’t hear me since it was so loud, so I shook my head at him.
He shrugged and waved at the six huge cannisters of fireworks sitting in a circle on my front lawn. They were all lit.
Both of us ran back to the front doorway. Most of them set off into the air. I say “most” because there was one... I don’t know how, but it got knocked over. And when it went off, it shot, not into the darkening sky, but through my neighbor’s fence and into their garden.
And that was where it exploded.






  
  Chapter two
Lydia


My pulse raced as I cautiously approached my mailbox. There it was, the small red flag standing tall, a sign that something important was waiting for me. 
Or was it?
Ugh, I never thought I would be this nervous over mail. I wasn’t even this nervous when I tried and failed to get into five different universities. I knew then that higher education liked to say they were open-minded about learning disabilities, but not when it came to actually letting in students.
With a trembling hand, I reached in and grabbed all the envelopes inside, my heart pounding as I held onto the mail. Dusk had settled upon the town, making it difficult to read the words on each envelope.
Desperately searching for one particular piece of mail, I silently begged for it to be there. The first few envelopes were nothing but junk or coupons, but then suddenly, there it was.
The heat moved up to my eyes, and my vision blurred. Was I about to cry? Yes, I was, because I had been waiting weeks for the invitation. Every neighbor I talked to had already gotten theirs.
Was I being ignored because I was new to the neighborhood? But I wasn’t really new. This was my grandmother’s house. I helped her every year at the event. Her neighbors knew me.
When she passed away last year, she left me her house. And a note that, to me, was more valuable than the home.
She asked me to do something for her upon her passing. My grandmother meant the world to me, and I’d go door to door on my hands and knees if I had to, just so I could fulfill her wish.
“Did it come?” Daisy, my best friend, yelled from the front door.
“Still looking,” I called back.
My eyes scanned each piece of mail as if I was studying for a test. I muttered a curse as I flipped to the next-to-last envelope when the piece of mail behind it caught my eye. The last letter in my hand was pink.
My lips curled. It was here. I’d make my grandmother proud.
I turned and held up the envelope, letting all the other mail tumble like a waterfall to the ground.
“It’s here.” I felt like a girl who just won the lottery.
Daisy’s brown eyes widened as she jumped up and down.
I raced over to show her. “Isn’t it gorgeous? They go all out. And this year, I get to design it exactly how I want.”
I loved my grandmother, or Nan, as I called her. She was the one who raised me after my parents were killed in a car crash when I was just a kid. I had to move from New York City to the small mountain town of Castle Ridge, Virginia. It was the opposite of what I was used to, but Nan helped me see all the beauty of the place. She taught me about plants and nature. And if it wasn’t for her, I’d never own my landscaping business.
But the letter in my hand wasn’t about my business; it was about the annual town event, the Garden Gala. The gala was a competition where each homeowner in Castle Ridge could showcase their gardens, and the winner would be awarded a prize.
Nan had won the competition five years in a row before she passed away, and now it was up to me to continue her legacy.
Daisy looked at me with excitement, and I smiled back nervously. “I don’t know if I can do this,” I said, feeling overwhelmed by what was in my hand.
But Daisy was quick to reassure me. “Of course you can! You have your Nan’s green thumb, remember?” She gave me a playful nudge.
I hadn’t told Daisy, but I had already imagined what I’d do to the front garden if I got invited.
Nan’s garden was full of exotic plants she had collected from all around the world. I wanted to keep her legacy alive, but I also wanted to put my own twist on it. So, I decided to incorporate some of my own ideas into the design.
“Why is the envelope pink?” Daisy stepped back into my house, and I followed behind her. “Wouldn’t it be green, or at least have flowers printed on it?”
“Nan told me when they first started it thirty years ago, the pink envelopes were the cheapest, so it’s been a staple ever since.”
My fingers slid over the bold black letters on the front of the envelope, which stood in stark contrast to the bright pink background. They affixed a golden seal underneath, making it look like an official letter of great importance. On closer inspection, it appeared to be a gold foil sticker from Rose’s Paper and Gifts shop over on Fitzlee Street.
After running into the kitchen, I sat on one of my grandmother’s old wooden dining chairs. They always reminded me of something I’d see on an old ship. Since she passed, I hadn’t had the time to update her furniture. It wasn’t like I was making much with my business, so even if I felt like getting some new pieces, I couldn’t.
While I loved tending to Nan’s garden, her house was a different story. She left a lot of things behind, and I felt overwhelmed with it all. A part of me just wanted to stick a For-Sale sign in the front yard and walk away.
But then, I’d be leaving her garden behind, and I just didn’t have the heart to do that.
Daisy had wondered if I should just sell the place, then invest that money into my business. It was an idea, but for right now I wanted to focus on the envelope in my hand.
Daisy came over and sat next to me. Her beautiful diamond ring glinted from the light coming through the window. She was engaged to the captain of the local hockey team, the Blue Ridge Mountain Devils. 
At first, I didn’t like him—and neither did she—but she smoothed out his rough edges. And he treated her like a queen, so that made him alright by me.
Gaining the courage, I slid my finger through the top of the envelope, tearing it open. Taking a deep breath, I pulled out the letter.
The paper was just standard white, but I didn’t care how it looked. It was what was typed on it that mattered.
“Dear Ms. Norton, 
We formally invite you to be a participant in the thirtieth annual Briar Woods Community Garden Event. We will hold it on May tenth at noon until three o’clock in the afternoon. All entries will be judged by a panel of three yet-to-be-determined judges. The winner will receive a check for one thousand dollars and a chance to compete in the Mid-Atlantic Flower and Garden Show. Blah, blah, blah.” I held out the paper with a grin as if it was a prize.
“Wow. A thousand bucks. That’s a lot of money.”
I shrugged. It wasn’t the money I was after; it was the chance to compete in the Mid-Atlantic Flower and Garden Show. If I won the Mid-Atlantic show, then I had the chance to compete nationally. For a landscaper, that meant more business and bigger clients.
And, dare I hope, a chance to get my own show on the Garden and Home Network. I put the paper to my chest, closed my eyes, and sent a silent prayer to Nan: may she be looking down on me with a smile and her encouraging wink.
If I won, then I wouldn’t even have to think of selling my grandma’s home.
“Should I leave you two alone?”
I opened my eyes and chuckled. “Maybe.” I shook my head. “No, but seriously, this is a big deal for me.”
Daisy narrowed her eyes. “Are you going to win, get a big head, and tell me you can no longer landscape the farm?”
Daisy was a veterinarian and used a farm as a veterinarian clinic to help local pets and farm animals. Since we lived in the middle of nowhere, her clientele were a lot of farmers and their livestock.
I helped her get the property in shape by landscaping the place. Mainly getting rid of old, rotting trees and pulling weeds.
“Of course not. Hey, if I win, then you can tell everyone that an award-winning company landscapes the farm. It’s a win-win.”
She nodded. “We should go out and celebrate. Cillian is out for the evening.”
“Really?” My right brow rose.
“Emmanuel is having his housewarming tonight.”
I nodded. “That sounds like fun. Where did he move to?”
She waved her hand around. “I think somewhere
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