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			Dedication

			This book is dedicated in loving memory of Percy, guide dog extraordinaire. 

			You gave my friend Mary Ann 9 and 1/2 years of service. You will be greatly missed and Riley will miss his buddy very much. We love and miss you.

		

	
		
			Prologue

			“Oh my gosh! She’s bleeding. She’s bleeding!” Jason Michaels yelled. He pressed his hand to the wound. “Hang in there, GG.”

			This was supposed to be a fun double date, not a scene from the movie Purge. Smoke drifted through the space they were in, and he coughed, turning his head into his shoulder.

			“The fire is out,” Samson “Stx” Denver announced between coughing spasms.

			Jason sighed in relief. One issue down; now they had to get out of the building without getting shot.

			More coughing drew his attention to his right. “The doors are blocked from the outside,” August “Sol” River told them. “And the last window we tried is too small for any of us to fit through.”

			A boom rattled the air and instinctively Jason ducked, even though he was already on the floor. “What was that?”

			“Fireworks?” August ventured.

			“Not fireworks,” Stx said. He coughed. “Is GG conscious?”

			Jason lightly ran a hand over GG’s face. Her eyes were closed, but she was breathing. “She’s unconscious. And there’s a bump on her head.”

			“I still smell something burning.” August couldn’t quite keep the fear out of her voice.

			“We’re okay for now,” Stx told her.

			“Who has a phone? At least we can call for help.”

			August crawled closer until she brushed leather, then cotton. Someone’s shoe. “Here!” She fumbled her phone into a calloused palm. Briefly, Stx’s fingers squeezed hers in reassurance before disappearing. August River continued forward until she found Jason. She nudged him with a towel. “How bad is it?”

			Jason shook his head, knowing August couldn’t see him. “I don’t know. If she would wake up, maybe she could tell us.”

			“Well, who’s shooting at us?” August demanded.

			Jason thought he knew but didn’t understand why anyone would want to kill him.

			“Uh guys,” Stx drawled. “We have a big problem.”

			“Bigger than someone shooting at us and trying to burn us alive?” August quipped.

			“Yeah. There’s a bomb.” 

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			“And go!” a masculine voice shouted.

			Jason Michaels pedaled faster on the stationary bike. He gripped the long handles as they alternated up and down. Sweat dripped from the end of his nose, so he turned his head to wipe it on his shoulder. If it wasn’t for the built-in fan, which kicked in while he pedaled, he’d be totally overheated.

			Some up-tempo rap music blared through the gym’s speaker system, a perfect backdrop for the torture, um exercising, they were doing. The scent of sweat, rubber, and other exercise equipment perfumed the air. Around him, he could hear the pants and groans of his fellow companions, which nearly drowned out the spoken lyrics to Eminem’s song, “Lose Yourself.”

			“I’m tapping out!” someone announced off to his left.

			“Uh oh! Man down!” Jason called out good-naturedly.

			That got a laugh from both trainers and trainees.

			“How many more of these rounds?” a woman on his left groused.

			“Last one!” Sam, one of the volunteer trainers, promised.

			“Thank God!” the woman Jason knew as Sol panted.

			Well, he knew her given name as August but had fallen into the habit of calling her Sol. She was one of the few women he dated since his accident. While she had a serious partner in her life now, she provided the comfort and companionship he needed. However, he also desired to have the same serious love she did with her partner.

			“I could really go for a plate of nachos right now,” August declared.

			Jason snickered. Nachos did sound pretty good right about now.

			“Rest!” Sam called.

			Jason slowed his frantic pace. Every Wednesday and Friday the head trainer, along with a host of volunteers, provided one-on-one exercise support for persons with disabilities. Most of the crew were blind or visually impaired, but a few he knew were in a wheelchair, had leg prosthetics, or other ailments that made a traditional gym more challenging to manage.

			He enjoyed these bi-weekly workouts. Not only did it allow him to relieve some of his stress from his day job, but it helped get him in the best shape of his life.

			“Go!” Sam hollered. “And make it good. It’s the last round.”

			“Push! Push! Push!” This was from another trainer whose name Jason couldn’t remember. Still, for the next forty-five seconds, he dug deep and pedaled for all he was worth.

			“Rest!”

			Jason let go of the handles and stopped pedaling. He sat there panting as he mopped his face with a hand towel.

			“Need a water?” The woman whose name he’d forgotten asked the group.

			A chorus of yeses filled the room. Waters were handed out. Jason sipped his while he waited for the next exercise. Scanning the space, he could see movement curved around him. He waited, glimpsing little more than shadows and shapes.

			“Ready for those squats?” Sam asked, offering his elbow.

			Jason screwed the cap back on his water and felt for the proffered arm. “I’m here; guess I have no choice,” he quipped.

			“C’mon sandbag,” Troy ribbed. “You’re not even sweating and you’re tapping out?”

			Jason grinned. He loved to hear the gruff vet trash talk. “This is just the start of my day, Troy.”

			“Well sandbag, get to moving. We ain’t got all day.”

			An hour later, Jason was sprawled out on the exercise mat, convinced he’d never move again. He wasn’t even sure he could sit up after the five sets of fifteen leg raises and abdominal crunches he just did. He wasn’t sure what hurt more: his abs, shoulders, or legs.

			“You sleeping on us, sandbag?” Troy teased.

			“Yep, just give me a blanket and pillow,” he panted.

			Laughter flowed around the gym. “Good work, everybody,” Sam said.

			An hour and twenty-three minutes later, showered and dressed in a pair of black cargo pants and a white chef’s coat, Jason shaped a special blend of ground chuck and venison into patties. He set each one on a parchment-lined sheet pan. Once he was done with this batch, he would add the layer of ground bacon for his bacon burgers. Where most bacon burgers had strips of bacon, Jason decided to grind the savory goodness and shape it into a patty as well; that way, each bite held the crunch and smoky goodness of bacon.

			A whiff of coconut and lime tickled his nose, which he inhaled appreciatively. “GG, is that you?” he called out, not missing a beat in his work.

			“You know it’s me,” she smirked. “Who else would be stocking this rust box you call a food truck.”

			“That’s no way to talk about your workplace,” he chided. “I thought you liked driving our rust box.”

			“By default,” she quipped. “The last time I let you drive, you put a dent in the front fender.”

			Jason laughed. Indeed, he had put a dent in the fender only because her directions hadn’t been clear. “Well, if that dumpster hadn’t jumped out at me, there wouldn’t have been any damage.”

			Something heavy shook the worktable. He peeled off his gloves. “Need a hand?” He covered the pan with plastic wrap.

			“Uh, yeah,” she said, a little breathless.

			Jason followed the shuffling and rustling of clothing until he reached the open door of the food truck. Everything from the gourmet burgers, dogs, and brats were ground by hand, then stocked onto the truck. He also had the ability to grind meat on the truck if they ran out of supplies, but that didn’t happen very often. Since today they would be visiting a new site, well not necessarily a new site but a new event, he wanted to be sure they could accommodate the crowd, and that meant stocking a few extra raw ingredients.

			“Stay there,” GG told him. “I’ll hand the boxes up to you; it will go faster that way.”

			“Sounds good.”

			He did as instructed, hearing an occasional grunt from GG when she handed him a particularly heavy box.

			There was nothing sexual in what they were doing, but her little grunt tickled his desire. Blood stirred at the breathy, little sound she made, and he paused with the heavy box in his arms. Would she sound like that if he had her up against a wall, pounding into her softness? Would she still smell like coconut and limes, or something more intimate and primal?

			The thought only made his cock harder and long to be deep inside her. He shifted his erection to a more comfortable position as he willed his libido under control. Another whiff of her intoxicating scent though brought his blood to a roar; he stifled a groan. For once he was thankful for wearing an apron, and GG wouldn’t know he was sporting a painful stiffy. Deliberately, he set the boxes along the work counter and in front of the table until there was little room to maneuver.

			“That’s the last one.” She shimmied through the narrow opening, brushing against him.

			The space was so limited they couldn’t help but bump into one another. Jason fought the overwhelming urge to pull her to him and learn every contour of her body. No, he couldn’t do that, no matter how much his hormones rode him to do so. He had to maintain their professional air because he didn’t mix business with pleasure, and it would definitely be his business to bring GG much pleasure.

			“You good?” her sweet voice sliced through his mental fantasies.

			“Uh yeah,” he answered a little hoarsely.

			“You seem a little hot and bothered over there,” she teased.

			Oh, if only you knew how much. Aloud, he said, “Hoping everything runs smoothly, and we sell out.”

			She laughed. “Of course, we will.” Together, they put away the stock for the day. With the extra food in tow, it was a tight fit but everything was in its place. Jason washed his hands and donned gloves again before going back to shaping hamburger patties. He wished he could work out his desire as easy as he molded meat, but he had to be resigned with a semi hard-on the rest of the day, which was a little surprising for him. He seldom had this type of a reaction to a woman, but his body always reacted to GG like this. Did she know how much she turned him on?

			“I’ll finish up the dogs and brats,” GG said, rattling some dishes.

			Now he had the image of her hands all over his particular brat and hot dog. Exhaling, he kept his smile in place and would not think about her stroking the casings as they were almost bursting with ground meat. Instead, he forced his thoughts to her talent. She was good at keeping the business on track, and had a way with their distributors, and the customers loved her.

			While he tested and refined the recipes they used in the truck, like the hot dog with finely ground bits of bacon, she made sure he stayed on track. What items they didn’t make themselves were the buns; those were made courtesy of PB&J Bakery. Every now and then, the bakery would offer a new dessert or candy to try. Besides, having a gourmet bun for a gourmet hot dog, brat, or hamburger was only fitting.

			Soon the scents and sizzling of meat filled the truck. Heat from the fryers warmed his back, while the flat-top grill kept him warm. A crisp breeze from the service window blew through, bringing a hint of rain and burning leaves into the air.

			“I’ve got fifteen orders already, and there’s a line of people outside.”

			Jason grinned. “That’s what we like to hear.”

			A knock preceded the door opening. “Sorry I’m late,” a masculine voice announced.

			Jason shivered in the sudden chill blowing through the open door. “Not too late, Alistair. GG was just telling me we’ve got a line going and fifteen orders already.”

			He heard water run. “That’s awesome. I’ll get started on the takeout orders and fill in where I can.”

			“Sounds like a plan.”
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			“I don’t get it,” Ian Brown said to his companion.

			His companion, Dylan Gregor, nibbled on a fruit kabob from a neighboring food truck. All around them, the scents of grilled meat, garlic, peppers, and fried foods perfumed the air. They’d stepped from their food truck, I, Dyne, to scope out their competitors.

			All the trucks had unique flair and cuisine, everything from seafood to some sort of Jamaican fusion. His personal favorite was the fried mac and cheese from Mac Attack. The ooey gooey goodness of melted cheese, wrapped in a crisp bread crumb, was to die for.

			“We’ve got a good thing going, Ian. People love our vegan and vegetarian dishes.”

			Ian huffed. “He gets the prime spot at every event we’re at,” he griped. “I think they’re only doing it because he’s blind.”

			Dylan almost choked on the bite of pineapple. He chewed and quickly swallowed. “I seriously doubt that.”

			Ian pushed his glasses up on his nose. “Before The Dog Hut came along, we’d be in the spot he’s at.”

			Dylan glanced at their truck, which was third in line from the entrance, to where The Dog Hut was parked across the street and second from the entrance. There seemed to be an equal number of patrons waiting at both trucks. “We’re more in line with the herbivore coalition.”

			“But that used to be our spot!” Ian jabbed a finger at The Dog Hut truck. “Not over here; it’s like we’ve been left to die.”

			Dylan tried not to roll his eyes but failed.

			“See, you’re not even taking this seriously. We’ve lost 1% of our

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/1.jpg
Sehies T7






OEBPS/image/Chefs_taste_fc.jpg





OEBPS/image/2.png





OEBPS/image/bwcover.jpg





OEBPS/image/4HorsemanStuff.png
4 Horsemen
Publications, Ine.





