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Julie was almost home when the sky opened up and released a torrent of rain, so thick it was blinding. She tapped on the brakes and slowed her PT Cruiser down. The winding road to her place was crudely paved, like a lot of country roads in the area. The shoulder of the road was nothing but a river of mud sliding over the slight embankment down into the retention ponds on both sides. She was aware that if she drifted over the line in these conditions she could easily end up in the water. She’d seen it happen before. Arriving at the last sharp corner before her house, she slowed even more. A large oak tree growing too close to the road provided a blind spot. She didn’t want to take any chances that someone wasn’t coming from the other direction, driving down the middle of the road to avoid the excess water. Just as she turned the corner a dark, blurry something in the road caused her to slam on the brakes. 

“Holy crap!” Her car skidded to a halt. She hadn’t felt any thump and knew she had managed to stop in time. Thoughts of Harriet, the old pond turtle, immediately came to mind. She’d been around for as long as Julie could remember, and was often seen crossing the road from one pond to the other.  

Julie sat there for a moment and watched the rain splash against her windshield. At least her car was getting a good wash. She scooted up and tried to see over the hood but the rain impeded her vision. And her windows were fogging quickly. The only thing left to do was wait and give Harriet time to cross the street.  A flash in her rear-view mirror drew her attention. The light coming down the road indicated someone was moving up behind her. The fact that it was a single light confirmed it was a motorcycle, and it had to be her hunky new neighbor, the cop. He’d moved in a couple of weeks before. Julie hadn’t had the chance to take him a welcome basket yet, so the only thing she knew about him was that his name was Thomas Reevers. 

As he got closer, she realized he might try to go around her. “Dang it!” Julie became concerned about Harriet. She couldn’t just sit there and let her get run over. It wouldn’t be the first time she’d had to rescue her in perilous conditions.  

She quickly opened her door and got out. She was drenched before she’d even shut the door. Turning, she held her hand out and screamed, “Stop! Stop!” She couldn’t see who it was behind the visor, but her message got across because he slowed to a gradual stop. Julie rushed to the front of the car and glanced down. Harriet was moving like a snail, oblivious to the danger she was in.  Julie picked her up and slowly walked across the road with the intention of putting her down on the shoulder, and nudging her in the direction of the pond. 

As soon as she stepped onto the somewhat slimy shoulder she went down hard, releasing a high-pitched scream and just managing to hold on to Harriet. Landing on her back, Julie felt mud and water soak through her clothes. With the wind knocked out of her, she set the turtle down and remained where she was until she could catch her breath. 

“Are you all right?”  

She glanced straight up to see the motorcycle rider standing over her. It was hard to tell from her position, but he appeared tall and well-built. His jeans were soaked, revealing thick thighs. His brown, bomber-style leather jacket glistened and looked old. His black helmet hid his features from the neck up.  With the rain pelting against her body, she was embarrassingly aware how she must look in her soaked shorts and white T-shirt. She’d skipped wearing a bra that day in her rush to get to work on time. Besides, it wasn’t as if she had huge breasts. 

What made the situation worse was that she couldn’t see his eyes. Was he looking at her breasts? She resisted glancing at them to see the damage. Forcing a smile, she struggled to get up. The next thing she knew his hands were on her arms and he was helping her to her feet. He’s tall! He didn’t release her until she was standing firmly on the pavement again. He pushed his visor up so she could see his face, which was handsome, in a rugged sort of way. Their brown eyes met and Julie was intensely aware of the interest gleaming in his.  

“Thank you.” Oh, God, my nipples are tingling. She wanted to run her arms over them. Damn rain! 

“Was it worth it?” 

For a second she couldn’t take her eyes off the slight smile on his sensuous lips. Julie watched his mouth move, mesmerized, and then realized he was speaking to her. “Was what worth it?”  

“Saving the turtle.” Julie laughed. “Always. Someone has to look out for them.” God, please don’t let him be one of those people who doesn’t appreciate animal life. Julie loved all animals. That was one of the reasons she worked for the only no-kill shelter in the county. She busted her butt trying to find good homes for all her animals, too, and hated seeing them in cages. 

“Yeah I figured something like that. I’ve seen every stray cat in the county at your doorstep.” 

He’d been watching her house? That knowledge gave her a little thrill. She’d been watching his, too. There was definitely something very appealing about Thomas. His voice was a little on the raspy side and had a southern drawl to it that made it sexy as hell. She couldn’t see his hair from the helmet but she knew it was dark brown. He worked outside his house a lot, in faded jeans and a sleeveless T-shirt that had piqued her interest the first time she’d seen him. She’d had a fantasy or two about what she’d like to do to his drop-dead gorgeous body. 

Oh, good Lord, she was thinking crazy. Get a grip, Julie. “So, you’re my new neighbor? I’m Julie.” She held out her hand. He took it. 

“Thomas.”  

She didn’t bother telling him that she already knew his name. His gaze dropped to her breasts and Julie was sure he could see through to her dark brown nipples. She fought the urge to thrust her chest out so they appeared bigger. But the way he was looking at them, and the darkening of his pupils, revealed he liked what he saw. A little tingle ran down her spine. Or was she turning cold from being wet?  With the rain still beating down on them, Julie started to walk to her car. 

“Well, thank you for your help, Thomas.” After all, they’d just met and she didn’t want to appear too desperate. One thing was certain, she was going to deliver that welcome basket the first chance she got. “See you around.” She tossed him a smile in time to see him throw a leg over the seat of his bike. God, he’s sexy! 

He glanced up at her, and gave a nod. “Count on it.” 

What does that mean? Did he feel the instant attraction she felt? Julie pulled the handle to her door and swore when she realized she’d locked herself out. “Crap!” She peered through the fogged up window at the ignition. The key was in it. She thanked God she’d had the foresight to turn it off before rescuing Harriet. She’d have to walk the rest of the way home to get her spare. Well, one thing was certain, she couldn’t get any wetter. 

“Lock your keys in?” Thomas pulled his bike up beside her. 

She laughed softly. “Afraid so. The spare is at home.” 

Before she could take more than a step, Thomas ordered lightly, “Hop on. We’ll get your keys and come back.” 

Why not? “Thanks.” Julie had never been on a motorcycle before. It didn’t take a genius to know she had to get on behind him, but when the time came to wrap her arms around Thomas, she hesitated. Something naughty inside was a little too eager for contact with him. And she was afraid she’d expose her feelings by letting her hands wander. How much trouble could she get into if she reached down and fondled that prominent bulge behind his zipper? 

It didn’t take them long to reach her home, passing Thomas’ first.  “Come in out of the rain while I get my key.” Julie dismounted, and then rushed up the porch steps. Lifting the mat in front of the door, she retrieved a key and used it to unlock the door. 

“You do know that’s the first place a robber will look, don’t you?” He stopped in the threshold and removed his helmet. 

It was dark inside because of the storm and she flipped on the light switch by the door. “We don’t get that kind of trouble around here.” Julie took in the thick, dark hair his helmet had been hiding. She knew without looking that her hair was a kinky, curly mess, thanks to the rain.  Without warning they were descended upon by five cats. All meowing and happy to see her. “Hello, my babies.” She bent and gave each one a pat. Her eyes met the amusement in Thomas’. 

He was grinning. “Any more?” 

Julie shook her head no. “These are the only five that stay indoors. I’ll just be a minute.” 

“Take your time.” His gaze moved over her again. The atmosphere, the storm outside, the dim lighting inside, and their being alone made the situation seem intimate. She’d heard of instant attraction before but it had never happened to her. His eyes were steady on her, searching, and she wondered what he was thinking. When his gaze fell to her breasts again she was reminded of her appearance. But it did nothing to stop the pleasant tingle in her love-starved pussy. 

Geez, girl, why don’t you just jump his bones and be done with it?  

“I’ll, ah, go look for that key. Go ahead and make yourself at home.” She vacated the room as fast as she could. Ten minutes later, after checking all the usual places she could think of, it dawned on her that her sister had the spare. She walked back into the living room to find Thomas sitting on the edge of the wood rocker, his helmet dangling between his legs. 

He glanced up when she came into the room. “I’m sorry, Thomas. I just realized my sister Evie has the spare key to my car. She works the midnight shift at the hospital so I won’t be able to get my car until tomorrow.” 

He stood, making Julie aware that she was too close to him. For the first time she was able to smell his aftershave. Something light and woodsy. Teasing her senses into wanting to see if he tasted as good as he smelt. By some miracle she was able to hold back.  

“I’d be glad to take you.” 

Yes, take me! Only she doubted he meant what she did. “No, you’ve done enough. And besides, I need to shower and change.” There was the briefest flicker of emotion in his eyes and Julie wanted to believe that he was imagining her in the shower. Their gazes remained locked. “I’d like to have you over for dinner tomorrow night. As a thank you for
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