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Chapter One

 


If Craig Logan was surprised to see a
female plumber standing at his door, he didn’t show it. Instead, he
leaned against the doorjamb, arms folded, wearing a police
uniform—gun and all—looking sexier than any man had a right to
look.

“And who did you say you
were again?” His voice rang with authority, but was as smooth as
silk.

“I’m Toni Jenkins from
Jenkins & Sons Construction.” She handed him her business card.
“You called regarding some plumbing issues.”

Used to men checking her
out, she didn’t take offense when he did a slow perusal of her from
head to toe, before his eyes returned to her face. His lips curled
into a cocky smile and Toni drew in a breath. In her line of work,
she was around men all of the time, but none that looked as good as
this one. With smooth skin the color of sandalwood, intense eyes
that seemed to see into her soul, and a body that made you want to
rake your hands over every muscular inch of it, she had no doubt
that he made women’s heads turn wherever he went. The brother
was fine.

His hazel eyes crinkled
around the edges as he released a hardy laugh, and she was awed by
the rich bass sound of it. Hold up. Is he
laughing at me? She didn’t care how
gorgeous he was, she wasn’t about to stand there and be some
Robocop’s form of amusement.

With her clipboard in one hand, she
shifted her weight and her other hand flew to her hip. “I must’ve
missed the joke. What’s so funny?”

His smile faded and he
straightened before stepping out onto the concrete stoop, towering
over her by at least a foot. “What’s so funny?” He moved close
enough to entice her with the scent of his woodsy cologne. “You’re
kidding, right? I can’t believe you’re the person they sent to take
care of my plumbing. Can you even lift a pipe wrench?”

Not another
one.

Why was it so hard for people to
believe that she was a plumber, especially men? Not only had she
completed a five-year apprenticeship just like every other
journeyman plumber, but she was a master plumber with advanced
skills. Yet, on almost every service call, she had to take crap
from some idiot who didn’t have a clue that this was the
twenty-first century, where women could do anything a man could …
except pee standing up.

“As a matter of fact,
I can lift a pipe
wrench, as well as a toilet auger, kitchen sink, and a bathtub if I
have to. I’m not going to stand here and argue with you about what
I can or can’t do. I was under the impression you wanted the best
person for the job. Well, I’m her, but if I’m too much of a woman
for you, then I suggest you call someone else.”

****

Craig didn’t know how long he stood
outside staring after Toni once she pulled her van away from the
curb, but he eventually turned and went back into the house. Most
people were intimidated by his imposing height, as well as his
uniform and gun, but apparently not her. It wasn’t often he got
told off by a pint-size female plumber. Scanning her business card,
he chuckled.

“Toni “TJ” Jenkins,
huh? No way am I letting some
woman wanna-be plumber
anywhere near my pipes, no matter how attractive she
is.”

Tradesmen sure don’t look
like they used to, he thought on the way
upstairs to his bedroom. As the old guys used to joke, ‘She was
short on both ends, a few inches over five feet, and she probably
barely tipped the scale at hundred and ten pounds’. However, he had
to admit, he liked her curves, the way her red T-shirt stretched
across her generous breasts, and the girl was working the blue
jeans. He shook his head. What happened to
the beer belly, pants hanging, butt-crack-showing
plumbers?

With the business card in one hand, he
unbuttoned his shirt with the other as he walked up the stairs. He
made the turn at the top of the landing, ambling past two bedrooms
and down the hall to the master bedroom.

The house remodel was coming along
nicely. Two years ago he’d inherited the four bedroom, three
bathroom Colonial from his favorite uncle. He was still amazed that
he he’d been the beneficiary of the house and not one of his four
brothers, or his mother for that matter. The only reason he could
think of for why he had been the recipient was because he had been
engaged to be married and had talked to his uncle about his plans
to buy a house.

The telephone rang the moment he walked
into the master suite. After putting in twelve hours on the streets
of Cincinnati, the last thing he wanted to do was talk to anyone.
He tossed TJ’s business card onto his nightstand before answering
the phone.

“Yeah.”

“We grew up in the same
household, so I know you know how to say hello or good morning,”
his brother, Derek, said.

Craig snorted, placed his gun in his
nightstand drawer, and then sat on the edge of his king-sized bed
to toe off his shoes. “Good morning, my brother. How’s
life?”

Derek, two years older, was not only
his brother, but his best friend. Growing up, they were inseparable
and even attended the same college in their hometown of Columbus.
When Derek relocated to Cincinnati a few years ago, Craig
followed.

“Things are going well. I’m
heading to Columbus this weekend to see Mom and the gang, and I was
wondering if you wanted to tag along.”

“I wish. I can’t go
anywhere until I take care of my plumbing issues.”

“I thought you called a
plumber yesterday.”

“Man, don’t even get me
started. They sent over some woman claiming to be a
plumber.”

His brother laughed. “Was she claiming
to be, or is she actually a plumber?”

“I guess she’s a plumber,
or at least her business card says she is. I ain’t letting some
woman near my pipes. That’s all I need is for her to screw
something else up.”

“Don’t you think you’re
being a little sexist? Just because she’s a woman, doesn’t mean she
doesn’t know what she’s doing. So what’d she look like? Were you
intimidated that her biceps were bigger than yours?”

A vision of Toni flashed across Craig’s
mind. As fine as she was, he bet she’d be good at a few things, but
he doubted plumbing was one of them. With those sexy bedroom eyes
and lips designed for kissing, he just couldn’t imagine her walking
around in steel toe boots with a tool belt hanging around her slim
waist.

“She looked all right, but
it doesn’t matter. I want you to call your plumber friend who
installed the upstairs toilet.”

“He’s not really a friend,
just someone I know. I thought you said you didn’t want him in your
house again.”

He did. Leroy Jones was a total idiot.
Craig didn’t like the asshole, but he guessed he could stand his
cocky, jacked up attitude for a few hours. “Call him anyway. I need
someone to figure out why the downstairs toilet is overflowing for
no reason, and why water is now coming through the wall down
there.”

“Aw, man. That doesn’t
sound good. I’ll see if he can get over there today.”

****

Toni stormed into the building,
slamming the door behind her, and flew past their receptionist en
route to her cousin’s office. Without knocking, she burst into the
room and dropped into one of the chairs in front of Peyton Jenkins’
desk, folding her arms across her chest.

“I can’t stand
simple-minded, conceited, arrogant, stupid men! Why do I always end
up with the jerks?” Before Peyton could respond, Toni continued,
“The guy this morning was the biggest jerk of all. You would think that as
a cop, he’d have some sense, but no. He was as ignorant as all of
the rest. Questioning my abilities without even giving me a chance!
Why is that? Why are men so stupid?” She glared at her cousin.
“Aren’t you going to answer me?”

Peyton shook her head and smiled. “I
would if you’d stop talking long enough for me to get a word in. I
guess I don’t have to ask how things went.”

“The same as usual. He took
one look at me and laughed. He assumed there was no way I could be
a plumber. I just wanted to wrap my hands around his thick neck and
strangle his fine ass.”

“Ah, so therein lies the
problem.” Peyton leaned forward, her arms resting on her desk,
hands clasped together. “How fine was he? Michael Ealy fine, or
Dwyane Wade fine?”

“Definitely Michael Ealy,
but taller,” Toni conceded, and slouched in her seat as a visual of
Mr. Logan formed in her mind. “He had the most amazing brown eyes
I’d ever seen, the color of honey with a speck of green, and a
smile that could light up Fountain Square. And don’t even get me
started on that body—Lord have
mercy—even his cop’s uniform couldn’t hide
the fact that he was well built, all muscle.”

“So he’s a police
officer.”

Not realizing she had closed her eyes,
Toni’s eyes flew open and she sat up straight. She couldn’t believe
she was fantasizing about that chauvinistic simpleton. She cleared
her throat and eased off her baseball cap, unclipping the barrette
that held her ponytail in place and shaking her hair out. “It
doesn’t matter how he looked. The fact is, he didn’t even give me a
chance to prove just how good I am at what I do! I should go back
over there and force my way–”

“Uh, not a good idea.
Didn’t you say he was a cop? We can’t afford to have you arrested
for breaking and entering.”

Of course Peyton, Ms. Level Headed, was
right. That’s why she was the boss. Out of all of her six cousins
who worked for Jenkins & Sons, Peyton was the sharpest. Their
grandfather had hoped one of his sons would want to take over the
business once he retired, but neither of them was interested. So
when Peyton showed an interest, their grandfather handed the reins
over to her. She’d joined the team straight out of high school over
fifteen years ago and now was a certified electrician, and the
senior construction manager at Jenkins & Sons. Considering Toni
and her six cousins had key roles in the business, and were all
females, they’d thought about changing the name to Jenkins &
Daughters, but the family business was well known and respected
throughout the city, so they decided to leave things the way they
were.

Peyton stood, walked to the file
cabinet, and replaced a file. Slamming the drawer closed, she
turned and said, “When we return from the Shallowford’s
construction site, I’ll give Mr. Logan a call to see what his
problem is.”

Toni ran her fingers through her long
hair, wishing she hadn’t cancelled her appointment with the stylist
last week. “Don’t call on my account. I’m done with the
bozo.”

****

Two days later, Craig was
ready to hunt Leroy Jones down and shoot him. He’d just returned
from a five-mile run and walked into the downstairs bathroom to
find water all over the floor. Shit. This
is getting ridiculous. It had taken the
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