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      Lola Engel flipped the sign in the window of her shoe shop to display CLOSED and exited the building, pulling the door shut behind her. She locked it and glanced at her watch.

      Damn.

      She had only an hour to get home, change and stage an “accident” before Chance Grayson went off duty at the fire station.

      Running in high heels was never good, nor classy. If at all possible, Lola avoided running in public. Scarred as a child by name-calling bullies, she didn’t want anyone comparing her to an epileptic giraffe during a grand mal seizure. So, she hurried, skipping along, and then running all out when she verified no one was watching.

      For a thirty-nine-year-old woman—okay, forty-three, though no one but her doctor knew the truth—she kept her body in top physical condition, with not an ounce of fat on her thighs or belly. Since her husband had passed, she’d had loads of time on her hands. Time she preferred to fill working out or flirting with the best-looking man in Hellfire, Texas.

      Chance Grayson. One of the four Grayson brothers, all of whom were incredibly clean-cut, drool-worthy, butt-hugging, jean-clad cowboys and firefighters. They’d struck it rich in the gene pool, and Lola wouldn’t mind having some of that gold stretched out in her bed.

      Oh, she wasn’t looking for long-term commitment or love. She’d already been in love once and losing someone you cared for as much as she’d cared for Mr. Engel hurt far too much.

      No, she’d vowed to enjoy an active sex life with whomever the hell she pleased, and screw the tongue-wagging, back-stabbing biddies of the community who thought they were better than anyone else because they were married and settled.

      Settled only meant living in a rut. Lola refused to slip on a ring or into a rut. Losing her husband had taught her one valuable lesson: Life was too damned short. She had to seize it by the balls and hold on to that orgasmic finish line.

      Two blocks down, two to go. Why the hell had she walked to work that morning? And why the hell hadn’t she worn tennis shoes?

      Because you’re too goddamn vain and won’t let others see you in anything less than the most expensive shoes this side of the Mississippi.

      New York City didn’t have anything on Hellfire, Texas. Lola made damn sure of that. If she didn’t sell many expensive shoes in her brick-and-mortar store, she sold a truckload every week from her online shop.

      Just because a person lived in small-town, snail’s-paced Texas didn’t mean a woman had to deprive herself of the best and sexiest shoes from some of the most fabulous designers this world had to offer.

      Slowly, but surely, she’d educated the ranchers’ wives on the difference between Jimmy Choos stilettoes and Ariat cowboy boots. Not many of the wives had the kind of money for the more expensive brands, but Lola stocked budget knock-offs to satisfy the locals.

      At that moment, she would trade her Jimmy Choos for some running shoes. All because she wanted a shot at seducing Chance Grayson. The younger man had caught her eye the day she’d seen him shirtless hosing down his big, red fire truck.

      The day had been a typical hotter-than-Hades summer one in Texas. Sweat had glistened on the young man’s shoulders, and all Lola could think was how she wanted to run her hands over every part of Chance’s body. Then she’d start all over with her tongue.

      Who said a woman of thirty-nine had to settle for men her own age? Forty-year-old men dated twenty-somethings all the time. Lola was a heck of a lot better in bed than most of those little girls. She could show Chance Grayson a thing or two. She just had to get his attention.

      So far, she was zero for three in her attempts. She’d picked days she knew he was on duty to call 911 for help only the fire station, and his particular truck, would respond to.

      Finding a kitten to strand high in a tree had been a challenge. Chance had been the first responder. Lola had dressed in a low-cut, midriff blouse, showing off her buoyant breasts and flat belly. She’d worn the strappy, pink Christian Louboutins.

      Chance had saved the kitten and left, without giving her a second look.

      The worst part of that incident had been his partner, Flannigan, who’d frowned, his gaze raking her from top to bottom. But not in a good way. “You’ll break an ankle in those,” he’d said and left, shaking his head.

      The red-haired, tattooed, motorcycle-riding bear of a man hadn’t known squat about the high-end shoes she wore.

      Lola had been mad enough to throw one of her pricey shoes at the back of the man’s head. Then when she’d leaned against the tree, holding the squirming kitten, a bee stung her in the ass.

      Still, that hadn’t been the end of her woes.

      She’d jumped away from the tree, came short of launching the kitten into outer space, and stepped in a pile of dog poop. In her Christian Louboutins!

      All that trouble, and Chance hadn’t given her even a wink. Now, she had a ruined pair of very expensive stilettoes and a cat named Flannigan. Yes, she’d named the cat after the asshat Flannigan with the intention of kicking it every time she remembered that day, her failure, and the ruined shoes.

      Fortunately for Flannigan the kitten, Lola didn’t have the heart to hurt it. Hell, she’d never much cared for cats and had refused to get one, afraid she’d be labeled a lonely cat lady. And, to top things off, the darned kitten had taken up residence on her pillow at night, half-lying on her head.

      Lola would never tell a soul that she kind of liked the little guy. She sure as hell wouldn’t tell Flannigan, the tattooed firefighter. He’d laugh her all the way to the Jimmy Choo shoe factory in the UK.

      His obvious derision of her shoes and her attempt to capture Chance’s attention made her even more determined to snag the Grayson brother. She was older, but far from dead, and in the hormone-humming, sexual prime of her life.

      The second attempt had been an equal failure when she’d deliberately jammed the electronic locks in her old car and called 911, asking for them to bring the Jaws of Life.

      Sheriff’s Deputy Leamon and the fire truck arrived. Chance had been there, but he’d stood back while the deputy slipped a flat tool down her window into the door and unlocked it in like two seconds flat.

      By the time she’d stepped out of her vehicle in Manolo Blahnik spikes—which should have snapped the man’s head around—her efforts had been wasted on Lenny the sweet, but clueless sheriff’s deputy, who couldn’t have been more than eighteen years old. Okay, maybe twenty.

      Burning leaves had been another disaster. Yes, she’d done right by calling the sheriff’s office to tell them she’d be burning. A little while later, she’d called 911 to say her fire was getting out of control, and she’d nearly burned down her garage in the process.

      Chance had been one of two firemen who’d gotten there first. Flannigan had been the other, much to Lola’s disgust.

      While Chance had unrolled the giant firehose, Flannigan put out the fire with Lola’s garden hose. When Chance saw Flannigan had it under control, he’d folded and fitted the giant hose back onto the truck.

      Meanwhile, the odious Flannigan, carrying her garden hose, had stopped in front of her. “Why didn’t you keep your garden hose handy?”

      Disgruntled at the man for ruining her third attempt, she’d glared and said the first thing to come to her mind. “I certainly didn’t want to get my shoes wet.”

      That day she’d been careful to rake the leaves while wearing worn work boots. But when it came time to burn the leaves, she’d changed into a sexy leopard-print, off-the-shoulder shorts romper and her matching Salvatore Ferragamo, lace-up, espadrille wedges.

      She’d stomped her wedge-heeled foot. “And why are you always with Chance? Why can’t he come alone?”

      “Is that what this is all about?” Flannigan-the-Bastard had shaken his head. “Woman, you have to stop calling 911. The sheriff can arrest you for wasting our time.” He’d shot a derisive sneer at her feet. “And get some real shoes for when you’re burning leaves in your yard.” As he’d handed her the garden hose, he’d squeezed the handle, sending a spray of water onto her beautiful shoes.

      Lola had squealed, dropped the hose, and hopped away. Unfortunately, the handle had jammed in the open position, and the hose twisted and spun like a snake on speed. Before she’d caught the hose, her sexy romper was soaked, the hairstyle she’d spent hours perfecting was equally drenched and lying limp around her face. Her makeup had run in rivulets down her cheeks, but that still hadn’t been the worst of it. Her lace-up espadrille wedges were now covered in mud and falling apart.

      All because of one tattooed jerk of a firefighter.

      Not to mention, Lola had run out of reasons to call the fire department, short of setting her house on fire.

      Until today. At lunch, she’d stopped by the station to drop off a batch of cookies for the guys and had learned that her nemesis, Flannigan, had taken the day off to work on some construction project. Chance had been outside, washing the ladder truck. That’s when it hit her. The idea that would give Chance the opportunity to save her, and she’d show him her appreciation in such a way he couldn’t resist.

      She just had to get home in time to catch Chance before he went off shift.

      Lola reached home with twenty minutes to spare. She rushed inside, almost tripped over the kitten, and set her purse on the counter. Quickly changing into a pair of shorts, too short to be legal, and a miniscule button-down top that bared most of her midriff—because the air was hot, and it was Texas. Uh-huh. Not to mention, this particular, scoop-necked top was so tight it gave her breasts extra lift and displayed them to their best advantage.

      Back out to the garage, she ran, found the ladder that had hung in the same spot since her husband had died more than six years ago, and hurked it off the hooks. Heavier than she’d expected, it nearly clobbered her. But Lola was determined. This might be her best opportunity to capture the Grayson hunk’s attention. And she’d gone a long time without sex. She’d worn out two battery-operated-boyfriends. The time had come to have someone in her bed.

      Back to the house, she set up the extension ladder and climbed up to the roof. She was all right, until she looked down. Two stories didn’t look like much when your feet were steady on the ground. But looking down…

      She swayed, her pulse pounded and her breaths came in shallow gasps. If she weren’t careful, she’d hyperventilate and fall off the roof before Chance could save her.

      Hauling in a deep breath, she sat back on the shingles, pressed her ankle-strap Prada sandal against the ladder and gave it a shove.

      It leaned out and came back.

      Damn it.

      She did it again, giving it a heftier push.

      This time the ladder swung away from the roof then teetered precariously between falling toward the roof or away. For a moment, Lola thought it would come back toward her. She held her breath and nearly cheered when the ladder fell to the ground.

      Congratulating herself on achieving the first part of the plan, she pulled her cellphone from her back pocket.

      After poking her manicured nails at 9-1-1, she waited. Even before the first ring, she could hear the blare of sirens. She frowned. How could they already know she needed help?

      Then a terrible thought occurred. The fire department was being deployed to an actual emergency…
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      Daniel Flannigan stopped by the fire station on his way home from the house where he’d been working for an older woman whose husband had passed away. Her roof had begun to leak, and she couldn’t afford to pay a contractor to fix it.

      Daniel had heard about her through one of the members of his motorcycle club who lived on the same block. They’d planned a day when they could all be off to do the repairs the woman needed.

      With ten people from his club there, they’d put in a full day’s effort and completed all the work they’d set out to do, plus a few other fix-it items they’d discovered along the way.

      Feeling good about what they’d accomplished, Daniel stopped by the fire station to see if any of the guys wanted to grab a beer at the Ugly Stick Saloon when they got off shift.

      The men for the next shift were already arriving when Daniel pulled into the parking lot, a ladder and his power tools still in the back of this pickup.

      Chance Grayson ran out of the building toward the pumper truck, shrugging into his fire-retardant jacket as he raced across the concrete.

      “What’s going on?” Daniel called out.

      “Old man Ford caught his pavilion on fire with his barbeque grill.”

      “Got enough men to handle it?”

      “Yeah, between the two shifts, we’ve got it covered.”

      The fire chief stepped out of building, shaking his head. “Got a minor emergency—a woman trapped on her roof with no way to get down.” He shook his head. “Hate to tie up anyone when that fire might get out of control.” He cast a glance at Daniel. “What are you doing here? I thought you took the day off.”

      “I did,” Daniel said and jerked a thumb over his shoulder. “I’ve got a ladder. Do you want me to check out the lady on the roof?”

      “Would you?” The fire chief handed him a piece of paper. “I want to stick around in case they call for more help with the pavilion fire. I might get out the tanker truck and follow them to Ford’s place.”

      Daniel shook his head. “Go. I can help the woman down.”

      “Thanks.” The chief hurried toward the tanker truck parked at the rear of the station.

      So much for a beer with his buddies. Daniel glanced down at the writing on the paper and groaned.

      Not again.

      He recognized the address, having been there with Chance on three previous occasions over the past six months.

      Lola Engel lived there, and she came up with the lamest excuses to call out the fire department.

      After the first couple times, Daniel had seen through her emergencies. The woman had the hots for his buddy, Chance Grayson. Chance hadn’t clued in, probably because Lola wasn’t his usual kind of woman. Oh, he treated her with the kindness and respect due an older woman.

      Unfortunately for Lola.

      But seriously, crying wolf for the fourth time? This bullshit had to end. Since Chance couldn’t see what was happening, Daniel would have to take matters into his own hands and tell the woman to stop.

      While the fire trucks headed out of town, Daniel drove his pickup to Lola’s house a little over two blocks away, thinking of the words he’d use to put the woman in her place. As he pulled into her yard, he almost laughed out loud.

      What woman in her right mind climbed onto a roof wearing stilettoes? Only one woman he knew—Lola Engel.

      He got out of his truck and started to unload his ladder when he spied an extension ladder lying in the grass.

      “Oh, mother, please tell me it’s not true,” she muttered from above.

      “What’s not true?”

      “I call for a real hero, and I get you.”

      His lips quirked at the corners. He always got a great deal of pleasure out of calling her bluffs. This time would be no different. He glanced up at two slender, well-toned and tanned thighs, hanging over the edge of the roof. “Ms. Engel, are you all right up there?”

      “Yes, of course I am,” she snapped as she peered downward. “I just can’t get down. Could you please put up the ladder? That’s all I need. Then I can climb down by myself.”

      His grin stretched at her disgruntled tone. “Toss down those shoes, and I’ll think about it.”

      “Are you out of your mind?” she asked, her eyes wide. “You don’t toss a pair of Prada onto the ground from two stories up.”

      He fisted his hands on his hips. “You do if you want to get down off the roof. I’m not giving you the ladder until you lose those ridiculous shoes.”

      She frowned. “Do you promise to catch them?”

      “Hell, no.”

      “Then I’m not dropping them.” She crossed her arms over her chest. Without her hands on the roof, she slipped a few inches. Her eyes widened, and she slapped both palms flat on the shingles. “Okay, okay.” With one hand on the roof, she slipped the straps off the backs of her heels. Then she leaned toward the edge and held out her hand with the shoes dangling from her fingertips. “Are the bushes right below my hand?”

      “Seriously?” Daniel shook his head. “Yes, the bushes are below your hand. Now, drop the shoes before you fall and break your damn neck.”

      Lola pouted. “You don’t have to be so grumpy. Do you have any idea how much these cost?”

      “No,” he bit out, his jaw tightening. “But they sure as hell aren’t worth your life.”

      “That’s your opinion.” She sighed. “Here goes. But if they’re damaged, I’m blaming you.”

      “Blame me. I don’t give a rat’s ass.”

      Lola let go of the shoes then released a breath.

      No doubt she’d listened for a thunk and had been reassured when her shoes’ fall was cushioned by the azalea bushes. Again, he shook his head.

      Good for his word, Daniel propped the extension ladder against the eaves and started up.

      “What are you doing?” she asked.

      Daniel hid a smile. “Saving a damsel in distress.”

      “I told you, I can climb down on my own.”

      “You’d deprive a knight in shining armor from doing his duty?” He didn’t slow until he reached the top.

      Lola snorted and muttered beneath her breath, “Knight, my pearly-white ass.”

      Daniel stopped near the top and took a moment to admire the picture she made in her tiny shorts and top. The woman was flashing more skin than most women did on a beach. “Do you want off this roof or not?”

      Lola bit her bottom lip. “Well, since you’re here…I guess you can help.” She eased to the edge. “Climbing up was a lot easier than getting back down.” She chewed on her lip as she scooted her bottom along the shingles to the edge.

      “Turn over and lie on your stomach. I’ll guide your feet to the first rung.”

      She frowned. “Are you sure that’ll work?”

      “Positive.” He snapped his fingers, impatiently. “Hurry up. I don’t have all day.”

      “Bossy much?” she groused and did as he said.

      With her bottom in the air and her legs within reach, she presented Daniel a different perspective than he was used to. Instantly, he developed a great appreciation for her pearly-white ass. “You shouldn’t climb up ladders without someone to spot you, Ms. Engel.” He wrapped a hand around one trim ankle and guided her pretty foot to the rung. “You could fall and break those sexy legs.”

      “What did you say?” She jerked around and almost slid off the roof, taking him with her.

      “Hey, watch what you’re doing!” Daniel steadied her with his hands on her silky thighs then eased the other foot onto the ladder in front of him.

      “You shouldn’t say things like that when you have a woman in such a precarious situation.”

      “Well, it’s true.” He wrapped an arm around her and held onto the ladder.

      “Which part? The part about falling, or the part about my sexy legs?” she asked, her attention on the rungs in front of her face.

      “Both,” he said against her hair. “Now, I’ll take a step, and then you can take a step.”

      One rung at a time, they eased down the ladder. The entire way, Daniel inhaled the scent of honeysuckle. He glanced at the ground, searching for the source, but couldn’t find one. That’s when he realized what he smelled was Lola.

      He inhaled, startled at the lust coiling in his groin. Shit, the woman had to be ten or twelve years older than him.

      And probably had a lot of experience in bed.

      Daniel shook his head. Forget it. She had a thing for his partner, Chance.

      Her tight ass bumped into his belly several times on the way down, causing more discomfort in his tightening jeans.

      What the hell? The woman was a nuisance. She liked crying wolf just to catch the attention of a man so much younger. And Chance didn’t have a clue, nor would he appreciate a woman like Lola. “Do you work out or something?” Daniel asked, before he could stop himself.

      “Every day. Since my husband died, I’ve taken up yoga and running. Why do you ask?”

      “It shows.”

      “Oh.” She paused for a second, and then continued, “Well, thank you.”

      When they reached the ground, Daniel stepped back, his body hot, his pulse pounding. “Ms. Engel, you’ve got to stop calling 911. One of these days, you’ll have a real emergency, and no one will take you seriously.”

      She stared up at him, her eyes wide with fake innocence. “I really couldn’t get off the roof.”

      Daniel narrowed his eyes. “I know what you’re up to.”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” She spun away to retrieve her shoes from the bushes.

      “Chance Grayson is not that into you,” Flannigan pointed out.

      Eyes narrowed, Lola lifted her chin. “He will be.”

      Daniel shook his head. “Why would he be? I mean, you’re probably old enough to be his mother.”

      Lolo spun on Daniel. “You need to take that back, right now. I’d have to have given birth when I was a small child myself. And what’s wrong with a younger man dating an older woman?”

      “Well…” Daniel rubbed the back of his neck while he looked around for an escape. “It’s just that older women aren’t as attractive to younger men.”

      “Is that so?” She stepped up to him, pressing her breasts against his chest. “Are you saying you don’t find me attractive?”

      “Now, don’t go puttin’ words in my mouth. I told you that you have sexy legs. I don’t say that about just anyone. Besides, you shouldn’t go fishin’ for compliments. You might not be happy with what you catch.”

      “No?” With a catlike smile stretching her lips, Lola walked a finger up his chest and over his chin. “What if I like what I catch?”

      He grabbed her finger in his big hand. “You like Grayson. Leave me out of this.”

      “A woman has a right to change her mind.” She pulled the hand he held toward her and pressed it to her chest, running his knuckles across the swells of her breasts. “And just so you know, they’re real.” She winked up at him and pressed her hips against his.

      Damned if his cock didn’t rise to the occasion.

      Flannigan stared into her gaze, fighting to keep his hands from clasping her thighs and wrapping her sexy legs around his waist. Finally, he settled on grabbing her arms and pushing her to arm’s length, away from his growing erection. “Woman, you’re really playing with fire, here.”

      “Oh, I’m not afraid of getting burned.” Lola batted her eyes, swept her tongue across her full, luscious lips and tilted her chin in challenge. “Are you?”

      Something inside Flannigan snapped. “Fuck no,” he muttered. With his hands still on her arms, he slammed her to his chest and crushed his mouth over hers.

      At first blaming it on her taunting, his kiss was angry, vengeful and harsh. But the sweet, minty taste of her mouth and that damned scent of honey-suckle wrapped around his senses. He skimmed the seam of her lips with his tongue.

      When she gasped and dropped her shoes, he thrust through, caressing her mouth with fevered strokes, imitating the age-old motion of mating. His dick responded, growing so hard Flannigan could barely breathe.

      At first rigid, Lola’s body was like a brick against his, her hands pressed flat against his chest. As the kiss continued, she softened, and then leaned into him. She raised her hands, entwining them around his neck to pull him closer.

      What had started as a lesson in his ability to control the situation, ended in Flannigan getting schooled by the teacher.
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      Holy hot tamales! Lola’s body turned traitor. She’d tempted the big firefighter out of a need to prove he was wrong and prove that an older woman could be every bit as sexy as a younger one. What she hadn’t expected was for him to go along with it. And she certainly hadn’t expected to like it.

      Once the kiss began, she had every intention of being the one to break it off and laugh in his face. But, holy guacamole! Now, she wasn’t sure she needed to breathe as much as she needed Flannigan’s lips on hers. In fact, she couldn’t seem to get close enough to the man. Too many inches were between them, though their bodies were pressed together. No, inches weren’t the problem.

      Clothes were.

      She slid her calf around the back of his and upward, until her crotch straddled his thick thigh. Her pussy ached for more, and rubbing against him only increased the heat.

      After what felt like a lifetime and yet must have been only a moment, Flannigan lifted his head and stared down into her gaze. His big, rough hands had migrated along her back. His eyes narrowed at the same time his fingers tightened around her ass.

      Lola’s head spun, and her lips throbbed. Her breathing was labored as if she’d been running a marathon. Through the fog of her thoughts, one emerged, Burn, baby burn.

      She swallowed hard and went for bravado. “What’s the matter, big guy? Never kiss a real woman, before?”

      “I’ve kissed plenty of women,” he said. “Some more experienced than you.”

      “Yeah, did they make you lose control?” she asked, liking the feel of his hands on her buttocks—warm, hard, and strong.

      “I’m always in control,” he said, his brows dipping.

      “Uh-huh.” She nodded toward the house across the street. “Do you always prefer an audience when you kiss a woman?”

      Flannigan shot a glance over his shoulder at Lola’s neighbor.

      Mr. Harden was the nosey old man she loved to flash when he spied on her through his binoculars.

      Flannigan glared at the man. “What the hell?”

      “Mr. Harden’s harmless. He just likes to watch.” She tilted her head, a smile twitching at the edges of her lips. “Care to come in for a glass of iced tea? It’s the least I can offer after you rescued me from the rooftop.”

      He hesitated, and then shook his head. “I should get going.” He released her bottom and stepped back.

      Lola resisted the urge to sink her fingernails into his arms. Instead, she stepped back as well and shrugged. “Suit yourself.” She turned and glanced over her shoulder. “Is Chance on duty tomorrow?” She knew perfectly well he was, along with Flannigan.

      The firefighter frowned. “I meant what I said. You have to stop calling 911 unless it’s a real emergency.”

      Lola stooped to grab the shoes she’d dropped, giving Flannigan and Mr. Harden an extra-sexy glimpse of her bottom beneath the hem of the shorts.

      Something very much like a growl sounded behind her.

      “Damn it, woman.” Flannigan said. “Grayson isn’t into you.”

      She turned and raised an eyebrow. “And you are?”

      “I didn’t say that,” he muttered.

      “Good, because I don’t think you’re man enough for a woman like me.”

      His chest swelled, and his eyes flared. “And what the hell is that supposed to mean?”

      Lola raked her gaze over him from the top of his head to his boots, taking in the tattoos, the dirty jeans, and ripped T-shirt stretching impossibly tight over his broad chest.

      Her heart thumped hard against her chest, but she forced calm to her face. “Seems like a man with tattoos is covering up something or compensating for what he lacks in other areas.” She shot a meaningful glance at his package.

      She had no doubt the man was equipped, based on the impressive bulge beneath the denim. And no doubt he was proud of it, like most men.

      When she raised her face to his, she swallowed a gasp.

      Anger blazed from his eyes. “My tattoos have nothing to do with compensation.”

      She shrugged. “So you say.” Lola turned and walked away, placing one foot in front of the other for maximum hip action. “Don’t let me keep you. I’m sure you have younger women to impress with your…manliness. I’ll take my chances on a real man.”

      A more sinister growl sounded behind her, and the next thing Lola knew, a heavy hand yanked her around, and she was flung over a broad shoulder. Strong arms clamped like vices around her thighs.

      “Hey! Put me down!” Lola braced her hands on his back and pushed against rock-hard muscles.

      Flannigan didn’t slow as he marched toward her front door.

      With her gut being jounced on his shoulder, Lola could barely catch her breath. “Let…me…down…you Neanderthal.” She pounded his back.

      The beast came to an abrupt halt.

      Lola pushed herself farther upright and caught a glimpse of Mr. Harden staring at the couple, wide-eyed.

      “Let me down, or I’ll scream,” Lola said. “Mr. Harden is watching us. He’ll call the sheriff and have your ass arrested for molesting me.”

      “You wish.” He shoved open her door, turned and waved at Mr. Harden. “She didn’t want to walk barefoot,” he called out loud enough for the older man to hear. Then he slapped a heavy palm against Lola’s bottom, hard enough to make her jump.

      She should have been angry, but the smack had an entirely different effect.

      Desire coiled in the pit of her belly, and her thighs burned where his hand and arm held her tightly.

      Having a strong, sexy firefighter throw her over his shoulder and carry her away to make mad, passionate love was every woman’s dream.

      But Flannigan was the wrong firefighter.

      He stepped inside and shoved the door closed behind him with his boot. “Apologize,” he demanded.

      “For what?” Lola wiggled. “You’ve made your point. You’re a caveman. You have muscles.” And a great ass.

      “Is Chance’s ass why you’re so hot on him?”

      Lola bit her lip. “Did I say ass out loud?”

      “Yeah, and you still haven’t apologized.”

      “For what? Calling it as I see it?”

      His grip tightened. “For bad-mouthing my tattoos.”

      “Put me down, and I might just give you that apology.” Now that Lola had noticed his firm butt in the faded jeans, she couldn’t stop staring. Just when she considered lowering her hands down his back to touch him there, he hiked her up in the air and dropped her body to cradle her in his arms.

      The movement placed her face so close to his, she only had to turn her head a little and her lips would be within kissing distance.

      “The apology?” he prompted.

      Lola raised her gaze from his lips and stared into his eyes, her pulse hammering, pushing hot blood through her veins. “What?”

      “Apology? Tattoos?”

      Flannigan didn’t even break a sweat holding her above the ground. Lola shifted her gaze from his eyes to the view of his chest at the V of his neckline. “Why so touchy about the tats?”

      “They hold special meaning.”

      She huffed. “Of your old girlfriends?”

      “No, of the men I fought with in the Army. The men who came back in body bags.”

      Lola looked up, guilt twitching in her gut. “I’m sorry. I didn’t know.”

      He nodded and dropped her feet to the ground, retaining his grip around her waist. “Now, you do.”

      Lola traced the little bit of a tattoo she could see on his chest and neck. “Those men must have meant a lot.”

      “They were my brothers.” He caught her finger and lifted it to his lips. “Promise me you won’t call 911 unless you have an emergency.” Holding her gaze, he pressed his mouth to the tip of her finger.

      Her finger tingled where his lips touched it. A spark flowed from that point all the way south, making her pussy clench. “What are you doing?”

      “Oh, this?” He kissed her finger again. “It’s best that I focus on your hand.”

      “As opposed to focusing on what?”

      “What I really want to do.”

      Her heart fluttered then pounded against her ribs. She curled her fingers and dragged her nails down the front of his chest. “Aren’t you afraid I’ll ravage your body?”

      He shook his head. “No, I’m afraid I’ll do this.” Flannigan scooped her up by the backs of her thighs, wrapped her legs around his waist and turned to press her against the wall. His mouth crashed down on hers, stealing away her breath.

      Who needs to breathe, anyway? Lola wrapped her arms around his neck and clung to him, her tongue meeting his in a duel for supremacy. She locked her legs around his waist and sank lower, rubbing her pussy across the bulge of his cock. She wanted much more than a kiss.

      While he kissed her, she grabbed a handful of his T-shirt and dragged it up his body.

      Flannigan lifted his head, fisted his shirt in his hand and ripped it over his head, flinging it to the floor.

      He worked at the tiny buttons of her shirt.

      Frustrated, Lola pushed aside his hands and freed the last button.

      The firefighter pushed her shirt off her shoulders then nipped and kissed her collarbone, her chin, and the sensitive area below her ear.

      Lola leaned her head to the side, giving him better access, while shrugging out of the shirt. Once free, she inhaled, her chest rising.

      Flannigan accepted the invitation and rolled her nipple between his teeth, through the lacy cup of her bra.

      A moan rose up in Lola’s throat, and she tightened her legs around him.

      He pushed one of her bra straps over her shoulder and followed it downward, leaving a trail of kisses and nips.

      “What are you doing to me?” she asked, every inch of her body on fire.

      A low, warm chuckle rumbled in his chest. “If you don’t know by now, you’re not the experienced woman you claim to be.”

      “I’ll show you experience,” she said, making room between her hips and his. She reached for the button of his jeans and thumbed it open. Then she lowered the zipper halfway and slipped her hand beneath the denim. Her lips twitching, she looked up into his face. “Commando?”

      He drew in a sharp breath, leaned closer and whispered against her neck. “The only way to go.” The firefighter tongued the pulse beating at the base of her throat.

      “Mmm, yes,” she said as she curled her hand around his cock and pushed lower to cup his balls.

      He placed his hand over hers. “Don’t tease.”

      She rolled his sac in her fingers, her gaze seeking his dark eyes. “Does this feel like I’m teasing?”

      “Some women like to take a man to the edge and leave him hanging.”

      “Sweetheart, I’m not one of them.” She squeezed gently, and then slid her hand up his cock. “I don’t start anything I’m not willing to finish.”

      “Good.” He gripped her ass and carried her to the kitchen, swept the salt and pepper shakers off the table with his arm, and set her bottom on the edge. Then he stood back, the motion forcing her to remove her hand from his jeans.

      Lola frowned. “Are you teasing me now?”

      “No, but I want you to know an experienced woman has nothing on me.” His brows descended. “Say no now, and I’ll walk away.”

      “Or?” She parted her legs and rubbed her fingers over her pulsing pussy. God, she was hot. The intensity of Flannigan’s expression made her want to strip off the rest of her clothes and jump on his dick.

      Sweet Jesus, she’d gone far too long without sex. She lifted her chin and waited for his next move.

      “Or, I’m going to blow your mind.”

      “Blow, baby, blow.” Lola arched her back and released the catch on her bra. For a moment, she wondered if the slight sag to her breasts would turn off a younger man who’d probably seen more women with perky, young breasts than Lola had seen naked men.

      If she hadn’t been studying his face, she might have missed the slight flare of his eyes as the bra fell away.

      By the expression on his face, the man wasn’t turned off. In fact, his zipper had slipped lower, and his cock sprang free, jutting straight out—hard, thick and ready.

      Flannigan bent over her and pressed his lips to her nipple. He sucked it into his mouth and rolled the tip on his tongue. Then he nipped.

      “Ouch!” She laced her fingers into his hair and pulled. “Those are attached.”

      He moved to the other and licked the nipple into a tight bead. “I noticed.” Then he drew it into his mouth and sucked hard.

      Lola moaned and clutched the back of his head, urging him to take as much of her breast into his mouth as he could.

      He laved, sucked and nibbled until she squirmed on the tabletop.

      Without raising his head, he urged her to lie back on the table. As he blazed a trail over her ribs and down her abdomen with his mouth, his hands worked the button loose on her shorts and slipped the garment down her legs. The shorts fell to the floor, leaving only a lace thong covering her sex.

      The firefighter slipped his fingers beneath the elastic band, and he cupped her sex, dipping a finger into her pussy.

      Lola moaned and spread her legs.

      His hand was hot against her skin. His finger felt so good. But, it wasn’t enough. Lola squirmed again, laid a hand over his and pressed him closer, encouraging him to fit more of his fingers inside her.

      He obliged, swirling around the juices.

      Lola moaned.

      “Like that?” he asked.

      “I might,” she said, her tone tight, her breathing ragged.

      Then he edged her panties lower, parted her folds, and blew a warm stream of air over her clit.

      Lola gasped and came up on her elbows. “For Pete’s sake, don’t tease me!”

      “Do you want more?” he asked, his thumbs looping through the straps of her thong.

      “Yes!” she managed to say on a rush of air.

      He ripped off the panties, wedged himself between her thighs and dropped to his knees.

      Oh, sweet heaven, the man did know what a woman wanted.

      Lola lay back on the table, grasping the edge, prepared to experience the joys of sex.

      Flannigan parted her folds and stroked one long, work-roughened finger across her clit and down to her damp entrance.

      Tossing her head, Lola gasped, “Oh, my.”

      He chuckled. “Hit the spot?”

      “Oh, yesss!”

      The rumble of his laughter was offset a second later by a cool stream of air blown over her heated center.

      Lola’s breath hitched and held in anticipation of what might come next. She wasn’t disappointed when he flicked her clit with his tongue.

      Lola arched her back off the table and clung to his hair. “Sweet tea and grits, that’s the spot. Oh, yes! That’s the spot.”

      “Thought it might be,” he said, his breath warm against her pussy.

      With that wonderful tongue, he teased, tapped and twirled the sensitive nubbin, until tingling started at her center and shot out to the farthest reaches of her extremities, sizzling a path of nerves to the point Lola tipped over the edge, her body tense and throbbing with her orgasm.

      He didn’t let up his ministrations until she lay back against the table, as limp as a dishrag, too spent to move a muscle but not ready for the encounter to be over.

      A chuckle rose with Flannigan as he straightened between her legs, his cock jutting forward, hard and thick.

      Though movement was a struggle, Lola managed to push herself up onto her elbows. She refused to be outdone by the sassy firefighter. He might have proved he was capable of making her squeal, but she was up to the challenge. “I call your bet and raise the ante.” She slipped off the edge of the table, thinking she’d never be able to look at it as purely a place for eating food again. Eating, yes. Food, not so much.

      With as much grace as she could muster, she stood, naked and proud, and held out her hand. “Protection?”

      Flannigan’s brows furrowed then lifted. “Oh, yeah.” He pulled his wallet from his pocket and extracted a condom, handing it to her. Then he tossed the wallet on the table.

      She held the foil packet in her hand for a moment, and then turned on her bare heel and walked toward her bedroom, giving him her backside, naked from head to toe. She knew her body wasn’t a young twenty-something, but she was fit, her muscles were well-defined and tight. She could bounce a quarter off her abs. She knew, because she’d tried it.

      She’d taken a total of five steps when a growl sounded behind her, and she was scooped off her feet and carried at a much-quicker pace to the bedroom at the back of the house.

      She lay an arm over his shoulders and quirked an eyebrow. “You know I can walk like normal people.”

      “You’re not normal, and you walk too slowly,” he said, his tone raspy.

      His grip on her felt tight to the point of almost painful. A thrill of excitement ripped through Lola. This was a man who knew passion and kept it under control. Her challenge was to shake his control.

      Once he passed through her bedroom door, Flannigan tossed her on the bed and stood back. “I have to go.”

      What the hell? Lola blinked, her only outward reaction to his announcement. From the look of his narrowed eyes, this had been his plan all along. Thinking quickly, she knew she had to use the big guns to make this man stay and service her.

      She rolled onto her side and slid the condom package from her hip up to the curve of her breast, and then flicked the tip of a nipple with the package. “Sure you won’t stay a little longer and put this little gem to use?”

      “I have better things to do,” he said, though his gaze followed the path of the foil square.

      Moving her hand, she brushed the condom across her belly and down to the juncture of her thighs, and then slowly rolled to her back. “Better?” She raised her brows, not that he was looking at her face.

      His cock was as hard and straight as a tire iron, ready to jack her up.

      Lola eased off the bed. “Let me show you to the door, since you’re in a hurry to leave.” She stopped in front of him and danced her fingers across his bare chest and downward, skimming over his ribs, past his belly button, following the arrow of hair to the thatch disappearing into his sagging jeans. His cock jerked in anticipation of her touch.

      Yeah, he wanted her, but why was he fighting that most natural of urges?

      Lola refused to let him leave before she’d had her way with him. Starting with his dick. She wrapped her fingers around it and tugged gently. “Unless you can think of another reason to stay a little longer.”

      His jaw flexed with tension. “I really need to leave.”

      She nodded and gave him a fake pout. “I understand. Say hello to Chance.” She reached lower and cupped his balls. “No, I’ll tell him myself.”

      Flannigan stood still, his breaths coming in rapid, shallow intakes. He gripped her arms and lowered her to her knees.

      Lola didn’t fight the commanding movement. This was where she’d planned to be even if he hadn’t placed her there.

      The thrill of anticipation made her pulse beat faster. She knelt before him, her face in front of his cock. “No going back now.” She touched the tip of his shaft with her tongue.

      A droplet of come slipped out.

      Lola licked it off, loving the musky flavor of him. Then she traced the head of his penis at an excruciatingly slow pace, paying him back for giving her a condom, and then threatening to leave without using it.

      No effing way.

      Her core ached with a need only his hard shaft could satisfy. He wasn’t going anywhere until he’d taken her to a higher point in the stratosphere.

      No, sir.

      And she wouldn’t let him go until she’d rocked his world so completely, he’d wish he was Chance Grayson, the man of her lust-filled dreams.

      Lola wrapped her lips around the tip of his cock and touched her tongue to the tip, swirling around its velvety smoothness. Then she let go.

      His chest swelled on his quickly indrawn breath.

      Good. He wasn’t immune.

      She cupped his balls in her palm and rolled them as though they were Chinese baoding balls, handling them gently but firmly.

      As she touched him there, she slid her tongue around the rim of his head, making a full circle before she trailed down his length and back up again. At the top, she enclosed him in her mouth.

      As if he were trying to fight his own instinct, he raised his hands slowly and buried them in her hair. His fingertips dug into her scalp, urging her to take more.

      Lola did, taking his full length, all the way to the back of her throat while twisting her tongue around his girth.

      Flannigan pulled himself almost all the way out.

      Lola reached out, grabbed his buttocks and brought him back into her.

      At first, he moved in and out with an easy rhythm.

      Lips stretching, Lola made him go faster, guiding him by flexing her hands and squeezing his tight, sexy ass.

      Soon, the firefighter was pumping in and out of her, his head thrown back, his jaw tight.

      Yes, this was where she wanted him. Lola willed him to lose all control and come in her mouth.

      She brought him close; she could feel it in the way his body tensed. Just a little more, and she’d have him.

      At that precise moment, Flannigan pulled free.

      Noooo. Lola blinked up at him.

      He hooked his hands beneath her arms and stood her on her feet. “You will not make me lose control. Do you hear me?” He gave her arms a little shake.

      Her lips curled into a feline smile. “Of course not. You have complete control.” She pressed a hand to his chest. “Don’t you want to lie down and let me show you just how much control you have?”

      He shook his head, his breaths coming in labored pants, like a dog after a challenging run.

      Lola schooled her face to keep a triumphant grin from spreading across her face. She gave him a slight push.

      He fell onto the bed, his dick protruding from his jeans, his boots still on his feet.

      She straddled his leg backward and bent over, giving him full view of her ass and pussy, while she tugged off a boot. Then she stepped over his other thigh and removed the other.

      While she was still bent over, a hand smacked her ass, the sound sharper than the pain.

      Mmm. She practically purred. “Yes, spank me. I’ve been a very bad girl.”

      He smacked her other cheek, a little harder this time.

      She turned and straddled both legs, gripped the waistband of his jeans and pulled them over his slim hips and down his magnificent thighs and calves.

      He kicked them away with an impatient flick of his legs. Then he scooted back on the bed. “Come here, woman,” he commanded.

      “As you wish.” Lola crawled up his thickly muscled body like a cat playing with its prey. She bent her elbows and dragged her breasts over his cock, pausing long enough to squeeze his length between them.

      She skimmed her nipples over his belly, ribs and, finally, to his hard, tattooed chest. “I’m here.” She rubbed her sex over the length of his cock before stopping with the tip nudging her entrance. “Your wish is my command.”

      His eyes narrowed. “Fuck me.”

      She smiled and leaned back to grab the condom where it lay on the bed beside him. As if she wasn’t the one on fire in anticipation of what was to come, she took her time to open the packet, fiddling with the foil until he ripped it from her hands.

      In less than a second, he had it open, the condom out and rolled over his enormous dick. By the jerky movements of his hands, his control was unraveling. Then he lifted her by her hips and settled her over his erection. “Now. Fuck me.”

      She nodded, her quivering body past ready for this final act, the one that would fill the lonely space inside. A place that hadn’t been touched since the death of her dearly departed husband of ten beautiful years

      Flannigan, the loathsome, cranky, bully of a firefighter, would be her first foray into sex in six years. Six long years without a man to fill that empty space inside.

      She sank downward. Once she was fully seated, she slowed her breaths to allow her channel time to adjust to his length and girth.

      This was what she’d missed. And the conversation and laughter. She missed so much about her husband. But she’d promised him on his deathbed that she’d move on. Just because he’d had cancer and died, she didn’t have to die with him.

      And now, she needed to be reminded of how alive she was.

      Luckily, Flannigan was doing a damned good job of reminding her.
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      Daniel couldn’t believe how good Lola felt on top of him and how good he felt inside her. Her pussy gripped him, holding him firmly within. The woman had tight thighs and everything else. She didn’t look or feel twelve years older than him.

      And what did it matter she was that much older than him? She was right. Older women knew more about pleasing a man than the younger, more naïve ones. How could Chance have missed this little gem? How had he so easily dismissed Lola’s obvious charms? All because a few lousy years?

      He pumped up into her, loving how she tightened her pelvic muscles, squeezing his dick like nobody’s business.

      He had to focus on the wall behind her to keep from prematurely ejaculating. God, she had him wound up so tightly, he couldn’t think or see straight. All his hot blood raced to his erection, failing to feed his brain so that he could think.

      On the very edge of orgasm, he stopped, lifted her up and off him then pushed to his knees.

      He flipped Lola onto her stomach, raised her hips and plunged into her from behind.

      “Now you’re getting the hang of it,” Lola said, wriggling her ass for his pleasure.

      He thrust in and out, his hands on her hips, slamming her backward against him.

      Sensations exploded in and around him. He thrust one last time then bent over her and captured her breasts in his hands. He remained buried in her until the pulsing lessened and his heart resumed its flow of blood to his brain cells.

      He eased Lola down to the mattress and rolled them onto their sides, maintaining their connection, his cock still thick and hard inside her. He liked the way she felt encasing him, her bottom pressed to his groin and the backs of her thighs resting against the front of his. Being with Lola was as close to heaven as Daniel could recall ever being.

      But he’d be damned if he let her know. She was cocky, too sure of her bedroom skills and would use that knowledge against him in some way, shape or form or another.

      He had to make it clear that she should not be calling 911 for non-emergencies. And he needed to make it very clear that Chase Grayson was not the right man for her. His friend didn’t even know she existed. Or how good she was in bed, or even how sexy her legs were wrapped around a man’s waist. “I need to go.”

      This time Lola didn’t try to delay him. She rolled onto her back and touched herself down there, where he’d been licking, nibbling and fucking her.

      Sweet Jesus, he almost fell getting out of the bed. He had to leave immediately, or risk falling back on top of her and doing it all over again.

      After scooping up his clothes, he ran from the room, zipping his jeans. All the way through the house, he could hear Lola chuckle.

      She had him, and she knew it.

      Well, he’d show her. The next time she called for rescue, he’d ignore the call and let Chance handle it. He would do his job and leave. Grayson wouldn’t fall for Lola’s sexual innuendos or ridiculous shoes. He’d rescue her from whatever bullshit emergency she cooked up and go on about his business.

      Daniel bolted for the front door, still pulling on his boots. When he stepped outside, he straightened, smoothing his hair, and tried to act natural.

      Mr. Harden sat on his front porch in a rocking chair. When he spied Daniel, he nodded his head in rhythm with the rocking, a smirk on his face.

      Daniel glared. What did the old man know anyway?

      He marched to his truck, climbed in, carefully, so as not to hurt his still-hard cock and drove home to a cold shower and an even colder bed. He refused to acknowledge the truth.

      Lola Engel had taught him a thing or two about what he really wanted in a woman.
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      The following work day at the fire station, Daniel was on edge. Every time a cell phone rang or the station phone clanged overhead, he jumped.

      “What’s wrong with you, man?” Chance Grayson asked after Daniel nearly knocked him over when he’d spun to answer his cell phone.

      “Nothing.” Daniel shoved a hand through his hair and tried to calm himself. The shift was nearly over, and Lola hadn’t called in an emergency. He’d made it through the day without having to face the challenge. He let go of a sigh. “I’m fine. I just didn’t sleep well last night.”

      “Oh, yeah? Why? Did you have a big date?”

      Daniel’s head snapped up, and he stared at Chance with narrowed eyes. “Why do you ask?”

      Grayson held up his hands. “Just a guess. You’re really punchy, like you need to get laid or something.” He flashed him a smile. “Well, I’m calling it a day. I have dinner at the ranch tonight with my brothers. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      The intercom crackled. “We have a woman who needs assistance with a barbeque fire at the following address. Should only need a fire extinguisher to put it out.” Erma in dispatch listed the address.

      Chance shook his head. “That’s the Engel woman’s address, isn’t it?”

      Daniel’s heart tripped several beats, and then raced ahead. “No reason for you to miss dinner with your family. I’ve got this.”

      Frowning, Chance held up his hand. “No, no. You took it last time. I’ll handle it this time.”

      “No, really. I’ve got this.” Daniel grabbed a fire extinguisher from the storage unit. “I know just what to do.”

      Chance walked with him out to his truck. “If you’re sure…”

      “Positive.” Fighting back a grin, he slipped into the driver’s seat, adjusted his jeans to a more comfortable position over his growing erection and shifted into drive.

      He knew just what the woman needed. And he was the man to give it to her.

      

      THE END?

      

      No way! Stay tuned as things heat up between Lola and Daniel in PLAYING WITH FIRE, the next book in the Hellfire Series.
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      “Got another…” Chance Grayson crooked his fingers in mock quotes, “rescue call.”

      From his position, lying on his back on the weight bench, holding up two-hundred and fifty pounds of dead weight, Daniel Flannigan glanced across at his friend and co-worker. “Lola?” he gritted out.

      Chance’s lip turned up at one corner. “Who else?”

      Daniel settled the weights on the hooks, ducked beneath the bar and sat up. “What’s the emergency this time? Cat up a tree? Trapped on top of the roof? Leaf fire out of control?”

      Bronson Mattis, the fire chief, strolled into the bay area, catching the tail end of the conversation. “She claims she smells smoke in the attic.” The chief looked from Daniel to Chance and back to Daniel. “Who wants to take it?”

      Chance held up his hands. “Not me. Flannigan has her number. He knows how to handle her.”

      The chief’s gaze moved to the clock on the wall. “Flannigan, it’s yours. Just remember, if a real emergency comes through⁠—”

      Daniel nodded. “I know. I’ll hightail it to wherever you need me.”

      “Oh, and just so you know, she requested Grayson.” The chief’s lips curled in a smirk.

      His eyes narrowing, Daniel caught Chance’s gaze. “You can take it, if you want.”

      “No way. She’s not for me.” Chance yanked his T-shirt over his head. “Besides, it’s my turn with the weights.”

      “Fine.” Daniel rose from the bench and dragged his T-shirt over his sweaty torso. “I’ll take the call.”

      “You can take your own truck, and a fire extinguisher, if you think you’ll need it,” the chief said.

      Daniel’s groin tightened. Oh, he’d need some way to put out the fire. But it wouldn’t be with a fire extinguisher. Hell, he wasn’t sure the fire could be put out.

      Lola Engel was one hot piece of work. The widow had a thing for Chance Grayson. But Daniel would be damned if the lady would have her way with the Grayson brother. Chance wasn’t interested. And all the false calls the woman dreamed up wouldn’t make him any more interested.

      On the other hand, Daniel found Lola to be…well…incredibly hot. And he didn’t mind responding to her 911 calls. As long as she knew it was all just for fun, and she kept it that way.

      He wasn’t interested in a long-term commitment. Been there, done that…had the broken heart to prove it. Falling in love with someone only led to pain. Lola had to know that. She’d been married and lost her husband to cancer.

      Back when Daniel worked for US Customs and Border Protection, he’d been in love with his partner. He’d learned a valuable lesson about love during a shootout.

      No matter how hard you try, you can’t save ’em all. Their orders had been to bring in the coyotes—the people who were hired to sneak illegal aliens across the border—alive. But when they’d surrounded the coyotes, they had gone down shooting. They’d only captured one, injured. The other two had died in the crossfire. And so had Officer Casey Seversen, his partner, and the woman he’d loved. She’d taken a bullet to the groin, just below her bullet-proof vest. That bullet had pierced a main artery. Before they could get her to a medical facility, she’d bled out. Casey had died in his arms. All because of a few Mexican bastards trafficking illegal aliens across the border between Mexico and Texas.

      Yeah, Daniel wasn’t interested in falling in love again. He’d rather be stabbed in the eye. The pain would be far less.

      But a man still had needs…

      Did he have a fire extinguisher in the saddlebag of his motorcycle? He unsnapped the saddlebag and looked. Fire extinguisher…Check.

      Was there a condom in his wallet? He flipped open his wallet and frowned. Damn. No condoms.

      A hand descended on his shoulder. “Need one of these?” Chance’s voice sounded behind him, and a condom dropped from the fingers on Daniel’s shoulder into the wallet he still held open.

      Heat flooded Daniel’s cheeks. A man didn’t advertise his intentions to get laid. It wasn’t cool.

      “I was checking for my driver’s license.” He knew it sounded lame, but whatever. He closed the wallet, with the condom inside. “Don’t stay at the station too late. You’re expected at the ranch for supper,” he said, shifting the focus to Chance and his obligation to show up at the family dinner that evening.

      “Hey, you were invited as well. I expect to see you there.” Chance’s lips curled. “You could bring a guest if you like. I’m sure there will be plenty of food.”

      Daniel shook his head. What he had with Lola was best kept at Lola’s place. Again, he wasn’t after a long-term relationship. As long as Lola was okay with that, he’d continue to play her game. “I’ll be there. This shouldn’t take long.”

      Chance chuckled. “Nope. It shouldn’t take long—if the lady is interested.”

      “Shut up,” Daniel growled. “Who hasn’t had a date in months?”

      “You,” Chance shot back.

      Daniel shrugged. “Okay… Who hasn’t gotten laid in months?”

      Chance’s smile slipped. “I could have. There are plenty of women who’d sleep with me.”

      “Yeah? Then why haven’t you gone out with any of them?”

      This time, Chance shrugged. “I just haven’t been interested in any of them.” He frowned. “And we weren’t talking about me. We were talking about you and Lola.”

      “No, we weren’t talking about me and Lola. There isn’t any ‘me and Lola’.” Daniel slung his leg over the seat of his Harley. “I’m not in the market for a clingy woman or anything permanent.” He pulled on his helmet and buckled the strap beneath his chin.

      “And what makes you think I am?” Chance stared hard at Daniel.

      He held his friend’s stare for a long moment, and then nodded. “Fair enough. I’ll stay out of your business, if you stay out of mine.”

      Chance held out his hand. “Deal.”

      Daniel shook the hand then turned the key in the ignition. The cycle’s engine roared to life. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have to check on some smoke.”

      “Just remember,” Chance said. “Where there’s smoke, there’s fire.”

      “Yeah,” the chief called out, “and if you play with fire, you’re likely to get burned.”

      And Lola was most definitely hot. Even if she was older than him.

      

      As Lola waited for the fire engine to arrive, she checked her reflection in the mirror, patted her hair into place and touched up her lipstick. “Those twenty-somethings don’t have anything on me.”

      And she was right. At forty-three, her abs and ass were as tight as any woman half her age. She spent enough time on her stair-stepper, they ought to be. She turned right then left, admiring how narrow her ankles looked in the Christian Louboutin stiletto pumps she’d just gotten in stock that day. The nude leather with gold piping made her shiver with the kind of excitement only new, expensive shoes and great sex could give her.

      Speaking of great sex…

      The rumbling of an engine in her driveway made her heart skip several beats. That would be the fire department coming to check on the smoke she’d smelled from the attic. She’d lit a candle up there because it smelled musty, and the stinky sulfur from the matches had given her the idea.

      Yes, she called 911 a little too often, but she paid her taxes, and the fire department needed more excuses to get their trucks out. Hellfire hadn’t had a fire in weeks. The men needed their exercise.

      Just recently, she’d invested in a police scanner that picked up the calls that went out to the sheriff’s department as well as the fire station. She refused to call for assistance when the fire department was otherwise occupied for real emergencies. Lola timed her calls for the shift when she knew a certain firefighter would be on duty. Chance Grayson was the young man she’d set her sights on. One of the good-looking Grayson brothers who looked so damned desirable in his firefighter uniform.

      Instead of the incredibly handsome Chance Grayson, the ruggedly sexy Daniel Flannigan had come to her rescue on more than one occasion. And boy had he known just what buttons to push to make her insides ignite.

      Her core heated as she clicked her way through her home in her fancy heels, anxious to have the firefighter check the attic and what was inside it, including the old sofa she’d painstakingly cleaned to remove a layer of dust. It still had a lot of bounce, and she was ready to test its springs.

      A dark silhouette stood framed in the opaque glass of her front door. Schooling her face into a mask of concern, she twisted the knob and braced herself for the rush of excitement.

      Daniel Flannigan stood on the other side of the door, a fire extinguisher in his hand, his T-shirt pulled tightly over his broad chest and a sheen of sweat glistening on his suntanned skin.

      Lola nearly melted in her expensive stilettoes. She swallowed hard before saying, “I’m so glad you came. I smelled smoke in the attic, and I was afraid there might be an electrical short or something. A girl can’t be too careful.”

      His eyes narrowed, his gaze sweeping over her from the top of her carefully coiffed hair to the tips of her beautiful new shoes. She almost preened but resisted the desire. Her first goal was to get him up into the attic. Then she’d tempt him into testing the springs on the old sofa. Hopefully, nature would take its course and lead to more.

      Daniel shook his head. “You have to stop calling 911 for every little thing.”

      Lola pouted. “Should I wait until the house is completely engulfed in flames before calling? I thought it was prudent to call before it got to that point.” She turned away. “Go back to the station. I’ll call in a few minutes when my house is almost burned to the ground.” Then she walked, model-style across the foyer floor, one foot directly in front of the other, hips swaying, the hem of her skirt barely covering her derriere. She turned just enough to twist her body enticingly. “Unless you want to loan me your fire extinguisher. I can take care of it myself.” She held up a hand. “And before you say anything, I have one on order. But until then, there’s not a fire extinguisher in this house.”

      His frown deepened. “You live alone. I would think you’d take all necessary precautions to insure your safety.” He glanced at the ceiling. “Do you have fire alarms in every room?”

      “For the most part,” she said. “I don’t have one in the bathrooms.” She grinned. “But there is one in my shoe closet.”

      His eyes widened. “Shoe closet? You have a closet dedicated to shoes?”

      “But of course.” She enjoyed the look of confusion on his face. “Doesn’t every woman need a shoe closet?”

      Daniel drew in a deep breath, closed his eyes and shook his head. “Show me to your attic.”

      “So, now you think there might be merit to my call?” She balanced a fist on one hip.

      “Not really, but I won’t leave until I’ve checked it out.”

      “Humph,” she said, but led the way. He was onto her, but she didn’t care. He was a male with a fabulous body, and she wasn’t wasting another minute they could be making love on the sofa upstairs.

      Thankfully, her house was large enough to have real stairs leading up into the top of the house. When her husband had been alive, they’d discussed making a room in the space. But her husband had died, and the idea faded in the dust collecting on the trunks and boxes that had collected over the years in the attic.

      She’d spent Sunday, the only day she closed her shoe store, cleaning the dust out of all the nooks and crannies, along with removing boxes full of stuff she didn’t need and was finally able to part with. Things that had been her mother’s, her mother’s mother’s and so on.

      Some of the boxes contained things Engel had collected from his family. Since her husband had no surviving relatives, and she and Engel had never had children of their own, there was no one to inherit the Engel family photos. Lola hadn’t had the heart to get rid of those, even though she didn’t know any of the relatives displayed in them and would never look at their images.

      As she climbed the stairs, her pulse quickened and the contents of all the remaining boxes faded from her mind.

      A hand on her arm made her start. She missed her step on the narrow staircase and would have fallen all the way down if Daniel hadn’t been so close that she fell back against his rock-solid chest.

      The iron bands of his arms wrapped around her, holding her steady until she could get her stiletto heels back beneath her. His scent surrounded her, one of cologne, sweat and pure male. As she straightened, her knees refused to lock, suddenly feeling like wet noodles. She couldn’t make love to him on the staircase. The space was too tight. Lola squared her shoulders and forced her feet to climb the rest of the way up to the attic.

      Thankfully, she’d left the door open and the air conditioner from the floor below had cooled the space sufficiently to make it comfortable in the afternoon heat. She sniffed the air and hid a slight smile. It still smelled of the sulfur matches she’d lit, one after the other, in her attempt to make the room smell of smoke.

      She’d used the matches to burn some pages from the diary she’d kept while a freshman in college. It was best no one saw the words she’d written confessing to the number of men she’d dated and or slept with. That had been over twenty years ago. Since then, she’d married, had a good husband and lost the man to cancer.

      Since Engel’s death, she’d gone through several stages of grieving, ending with the conclusion that she couldn’t live or dwell in the past. She had the rest of her life to live in the present. That had been when she’d decided she’d gone long enough without male companionship and more importantly…sex.

      “I smell sulfur,” Daniel said as he climbed the last step and pushed past her into the attic.

      Brilliant deduction, Sherlock. The man was a firefighter. What did she expect?

      “Is this where you smelled the smoke?” he asked, looking around, the fire extinguisher dangling from his fingertips.

      She nodded and turned back to him. “I’m worried it might be an electrical outlet with faulty wiring.”

      “Do you know where all the outlets are?” he asked, his gaze sweeping the room.

      “I suppose,” she hedged. When Daniel came to her house, he tended to get straight to the crux of the matter—calling her out on her excessive calls to the department that really didn’t require a firefighter to handle. This time, was no different.

      Lola could understand his irritation with her wasting his time. But, hell, she’d gone to a lot of trouble to clean the damned attic, she should at least get a chance to have a little fun in it.

      She walked around the open space pointing out the electrical sockets and the light fixtures, which took all of two minutes. In the process, she circled the room, stopping in front of the exit.

      Daniel showed no signs of his usual…wanting to teach her a lesson.

      If Lola wanted to take the meeting to the next step, she’d have to do it herself. She unbuttoned the top three buttons of her blouse. “Is it hot in here, or is it just me?” she asked fanning her hand over the cleavage she’d exposed.

      “It’s hot,” he turned to face her. “I don’t see any signs of smoke or fire. I think it’s safe to say you’re not in danger of a fire starting. You might try avoiding striking matches in this space. That would help to eliminate or avoid the scent of sulfur. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’m off duty and headed home.”

      What? Lola blinked. “You’re leaving so soon?”

      “Look, Lola, your attic isn’t on fire. Next time you call 911, be sure it’s an actual emergency. Or…” He shrugged.

      Anger flared in Lola’s gut. “Or what?” She rounded on him and poked a finger at his chest. “Or you won’t come? Well, maybe Chance Grayson will come next time. I’d rather he was the professional firefighter responding to my calls, anyway.” She poked him again.

      Daniel captured her finger in his big paw. “Ms. Engel⁠—”

      “Lola,” she said automatically, combatting the heat building low in her belly as she tried to retain her ire in the face of this man’s threat.

      “Lola,” Daniel said, his deep, raspy voice scraping across her skin. “You can’t keep crying wolf. One of these days, someone might ignore your call for one they might consider more important.” He lifted her finger to his lips and pressed a kiss to the tip. “I’m worried you might end up in a dire situation with no help on the way.”

      Tingling began in the tip of her finger and spread through her body. She pulled her finger free, not yet ready to give herself over to a seduction. Lola laid her hand on his chest. “Yeah, well, I still think Chance should have come on this call,” she muttered, poking his ego rather than his body. She wanted him to work for what came next. Because it would come next. She hadn’t worn her Louboutins for nothing.

      Daniel slipped an arm around her middle and pulled her close. “You don’t want Grayson.”

      Since he’d moved faster than she’d anticipated, he’d caught her between breaths. “Why not?” she wheezed. Determined to sound more forceful, she drew in a replenishing lungful of air. “He was on the same shift, wasn’t he?”

      “He was, but he’s not your man.”

      “Neither are you.” She lifted her chin. “But you came.” She frowned, and her eyes narrowed. “Or did you draw the short straw?” Her cheeks heated. How embarrassing, if he was the one to be stuck with dealing with the crazy widow lady. She struggled to pull free of his arms.

      He tipped his head in acknowledgement and tightened his hold around her middle. “I came, because I wanted to. But you should know, you don’t have to make it an emergency to see me. I have a personal phone. All you have to do is call me. Let me take you out on a date, rather than calling 911.”

      Her frown pulled her brows lower. “I smelled smoke,” she said, her voice less than convincing. Which wasn’t exactly a lie. She’d lit the matches that had caused the smoke. And where was the fun in calling the man directly? “Sometimes, a lady needs a hero to storm through her door.”

      “Is that it?” He grabbed a handful of her blond hair and tilted her head back until she looked straight into his eyes. “You need a hero?”

      “Yes,” she answered, her voice stronger. “And I don’t want to go out on a date. I’m not in the market for a fulltime man. I had that.”

      His hands tightened on her waist. “Then what are you in the market for?”

      “I might be older than most of the women you’ve gone out with, but I still have needs.” Holy hell, she was sounding pathetic. And that was the last thing she wanted to be. She shook her head and planted her hands on his chest. “Never mind. I’ll take care of my own fire.”

      “And how will you do that?” He bent and kissed that erogenous zone just below her ear, making her nerves fire on all cylinders. “I’m here.” He pulled her earlobe between his teeth and nipped gently. “I have the right equipment.” He nudged her belly with the ridge beneath his fly. “Let me put out the flames.”

      All the air left Lola’s lungs, and her knees turned to goo. She had to slide her arms around his neck or risk sinking to the floor. And once her arms were around the beast’s neck, her lips were close enough she couldn’t help but brush his stubbled chin. “I want you to know, I’m not in the market for a long-term relationship. My marriage to Engel set the bar too high for anyone to surpass.” She found his bottom lip and sucked it between her teeth.

      After she let go, he answered, “Good, then we’re on the same page. I’m not interested in long-term commitment. It’s not what I do.”

      His voice was a little harsher than she’d expected. Lola leaned back and stared into his eyes, wondering what his story was, but too turned on by what was bumping against her belly to delve deeper into his words and tone. Maybe she’d think about it later. After they tested the springs on the old sofa. “Now that we understand each other…shut up and use your equipment, fireman.”

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      ELLE JAMES also writing as MYLA JACKSON is a New York Times and USA Today Bestselling author of books including cowboys, intrigues and paranormal adventures that keep her readers on the edges of their seats. When she’s not at her computer, she’s traveling, snow skiing, boating, or riding her ATV, dreaming up new stories. Learn more about Elle James at www.ellejames.com

      
        
        Website | Facebook | Twitter | GoodReads | Newsletter | BookBub | Amazon

      

        

      
        Or visit her alter ego Myla Jackson at mylajackson.com

        Website | Facebook | Twitter | Newsletter

      

      

      
        
        Follow Me!

        www.ellejames.com

        ellejamesauthor@gmail.com

      

      

      
        [image: Facebook icon] Facebook

        [image: X (Twitter) icon] X (Twitter)

        [image: Instagram icon] Instagram

      

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also by Elle James

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Brotherhood Protectors International

        Athens Affair (#1)

        Belgian Betrayal (#2)

        Croatia Collateral (#3)

        Dublin Debacle (#4)

        Edinburgh Escape (#5)

      

        

      
        Brotherhood Protectors Hawaii

        Kalea’s Hero (#1)

        Leilani’s Hero (#2)

        Kiana’s Hero (#3)

        Maliea’s Hero (#4)

        Emi’s Hero (#5)

        Sachie’s Hero (#6)

        Kimo’s Hero (#7)

        Alana’s Hero (#8)

        Nala’s Hero (#9)

        Mika’s Hero (#10)

      

        

      
        Bayou Brotherhood Protectors

        Remy (#1)

        Gerard (#2)

        Lucas (#3)

        Beau (#4)

        Rafael (#5)

        Valentin (#6)

        Landry (#7)

        Simon (#8)

        Maurice (#9)

        Jacques (#10)

      

        

      
        Brotherhood Protectors Yellowstone

        Saving Kyla (#1)

        Saving Chelsea (#2)

        Saving Amanda (#3)

        Saving Liliana (#4)

        Saving Breely (#5)

        Saving Savvie (#6)

        Saving Jenna (#7)

        Saving Peyton (#8)

        Saving  Londyn (#9)

      

        

      
        Brotherhood Protectors Colorado

        SEAL Salvation (#1)

        Rocky Mountain Rescue (#2)

        Ranger Redemption (#3)

        Tactical Takeover (#4)

        Colorado Conspiracy (#5)

        Rocky Mountain Madness (#6)

        Free Fall (#7)

        Colorado Cold Case (#8)

        Fool’s Folly (#9)

        Colorado Free Rein (#10)

        Rocky Mountain Venom (#11)

        High Country Hero (#12)

      

        

      
        Brotherhood Protectors

        Montana SEAL (#1)

        Bride Protector SEAL (#2)

        Montana D-Force (#3)

        Cowboy D-Force (#4)

        Montana Ranger (#5)

        Montana Dog Soldier (#6)

        Montana SEAL Daddy (#7)

        Montana Ranger’s Wedding Vow (#8)

        Montana SEAL Undercover Daddy (#9)

        Cape Cod SEAL Rescue (#10)

        Montana SEAL Friendly Fire (#11)

        Montana SEAL’s Mail-Order Bride (#12)

        SEAL Justice (#13)

        Ranger Creed (#14)

        Delta Force Rescue (#15)

        Dog Days of Christmas (#16)

        Montana Rescue (#17)

        Montana Ranger Returns (#18)

        Brotherhood Protectors Boxed Set 1

        Brotherhood Protectors Boxed Set 2

        Brotherhood Protectors Boxed Set 3

        Brotherhood Protectors Boxed Set 4

        Brotherhood Protectors Boxed Set 5

        Brotherhood Protectors Boxed Set 6

      

        

      
        Iron Horse Legacy

        Soldier’s Duty (#1)

        Ranger’s Baby (#2)

        Marine’s Promise (#3)

        SEAL’s Vow (#4)

        Warrior’s Resolve (#5)

        Drake (#6)

        Grimm (#7)

        Murdock (#8)

        Utah (#9)

        Judge (#10)

      

        

      
        Delta Force Strong

        Ivy’s Delta (Delta Force 3 Crossover)

        Breaking Silence (#1)

        Breaking Rules (#2)

        Breaking Away (#3)

        Breaking Free (#4)

        Breaking Hearts (#5)

        Breaking Ties (#6)

        Breaking Point (#7)

        Breaking Dawn (#8)

        Breaking Promises (#9)

      

        

      
        Hearts & Heroes Series

        Wyatt’s War (#1)

        Mack’s Witness (#2)

        Ronin’s Return (#3)

        Sam’s Surrender (#4)

      

        

      
        Hellfire Series

        Hellfire, Texas (#1)

        Justice Burning (#2)

        Smoldering Desire (#3)

        Hellfire in High Heels (#4)

        Playing With Fire (#5)

        Up in Flames (#6)

        Total Meltdown (#7)

      

      

      
        
        Take No Prisoners Series

        SEAL’s Honor (#1)

        SEAL’S Desire (#2)

        SEAL’s Embrace (#3)

        SEAL’s Obsession (#4)

        SEAL’s Proposal (#5)

        SEAL’s Seduction (#6)

        SEAL’S Defiance (#7)

        SEAL’s Deception (#8)

        SEAL’s Deliverance (#9)

        SEAL’s Ultimate Challenge (#10)

      

      

      
        
        Texas Billionaire Club

        Tarzan & Janine (#1)

        Something To Talk About (#2)

        Who’s Your Daddy (#3)

        Love & War (#4)

      

        

      
        Billionaire Online Dating Service

        The Billionaire Husband Test (#1)

        The Billionaire Cinderella Test (#2)

        The Billionaire Bride Test (#3)

        The Billionaire Daddy Test (#4)

        The Billionaire Matchmaker Test (#5)

        The Billionaire Glitch Date (#6)

        The Billionaire Perfect Date (#7) coming soon

        The Billionaire Replacement Date (#8) coming soon

        The Billionaire Wedding Date (#9) coming soon

      

      

      
        
        Cajun Magic Mystery Series

        Voodoo on the Bayou (#1)

        Voodoo for Two (#2)

        Deja Voodoo (#3)

        Cajun Magic Mysteries Books 1-3

      

      

      
        
        The Outriders

        Homicide at Whiskey Gulch (#1)

        Hideout at Whiskey Gulch (#2)

        Held Hostage at Whiskey Gulch (#3)

        Setup at Whiskey Gulch (#4)

        Missing Witness at Whiskey Gulch (#5)

        Cowboy Justice at Whiskey Gulch (#6)

      

      

      
        
        Boys Behaving Badly Anthologies

        Rogues (#1)

        Blue Collar (#2)

        Pirates (#3)

        Stranded (#4)

        First Responder (#5)

        Cowboys (#6)

        Silver Soldiers (#7)

        Secret Identities (#8)

      

      

      
        
        Warrior’s Conquest

        Enslaved by the Viking Short Story

        Conquests

        Smokin’ Hot Firemen

        Protecting the Colton Bride

        Protecting the Colton Bride & Colton’s Cowboy Code

        Heir to Murder

        Secret Service Rescue

        High Octane Heroes

        Haunted

        Engaged with the Boss

        Cowboy Brigade

        An Unexpected Clue

        Under Suspicion, With Child

        Texas-Size Secrets

      

      

    

  
OEBPS/images/social-facebook-screen.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Author’s Note
      


      		
        HELLFIRE IN HIGH HEELS
        
          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


        


      


      		
        Playing with Fire
        
          		
            Chapter 1
          


        


      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by Elle James
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Elle James


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/social-x-screen.png





OEBPS/images/image-5---playing-with-fire.jpg
WITH FIRE

A HELLFIRE STORY

ELLE JAMES

NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR





OEBPS/images/social-instagram-screen.png






OEBPS/images/image-4---hellfiretexashellinhighheels.jpg
% HELLFIRE IN
p HlﬁH HEELS _

A HRLLFIRE STORY

ELLE JAMES

NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR






