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Christmas Rebuild
Lee stared at the archetypal country pub The Royal Hotel. It being the
only place in the hell-hole with a vacancy, what choice did he have?
Christmas tinsel adorned the entrance, flapping and glittering in the
warm breeze. He strolled through the open heritage-green, high-timber
doors, with his overnight bag held over his shoulder in the curl of his
middle finger.
The entrance hallway held historic and recent photos of the
town’s happenings, Rugby League teams, prize bulls, cake stands and
carnival queens. He rolled his eyes. The hall veered left to the main
bar, and right to the pokies, between was a sweeping staircase leading
to the accommodation.
He approached the bar, eyeing the huddle of men leaning in to
listen to the woman behind it. The drop-dead stunning woman looked
familiar. She was telling a joke and pouring perfect beers with high
heads and clean amber fluid. Long, wavy blonde hair cascading over
her slender shoulder. She held her audience in raptures, and he could
see why. Her smile was a perfect welcome mat. Pretty, heavy lashed
eyes twinkled with mischief, and her long willowy body was graceful.
Hot enough to light another bushfire!
‘Oh, hi,’ she said on noticing him. ‘Sorry, Guys. I have a new
customer.’ She strolled around the bar, bumping a small Christmas
tree on top of the bar. She fidgeted with it before walking closer.
He eyed her from head to toe, and a wow almost escaped his lips.
All woman—one he’d bedded once and wanted again. He put out his
hand. ‘I’m Lee Mason, remember me.’ Damn, he’d had no intention
of staying long, but she’d make it more than manageable.
‘I thought so.’ She grinned. ‘I remember you from the city bar,
The Workers.’ Sweet pink lips enticed him closer. ‘I’m Yasmin. I
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have your room ready. It’s terrific you’re here to help rebuild the
town. The pub’s full of people waiting to go back to their homes in
time for Christmas, or at least hoping to. Hence, the reason I only had
one room left. I’m sorry it’s probably not what you’re used to in the
city but—’
‘I’m sure it will be fine.’ He smiled. When their hands touched,
he enjoyed the colour hitting her pretty cheeks. Slender fingers, still
cool from the beers, never-the-less, pushed his pulse to a rapid beat.
Big eyes neither, blue nor green, something special in between, held
his gaze. Ah, yeah the sweet bargirl from after knockoff drinks at The
Workers.
‘Great.’ She turned, flipping a key off the hook. ‘Room 2. Up the
stairs, second to the left.’ She pressed the key to his palm, spinning his
nerves until they zapped his groin. The bush town he detested
suddenly seemed appealing.
***
Once the builder was up the stairs and safely out of sight, Yasmin let
out a heavy sigh. What the hell just happened?
Hot guy walks into a bar. Proprietor goes ga ga. Seriously! She
made a point of not reacting to patrons. But he stirred something so
deep and primal she’d almost forgotten those urges were there. Plus,
in the city, she’d always hoped she’d see him again. And, she babbled,
like a nervous first dater. Smacking her head in frustration, she turned
to see Jay too close to the bar.
‘Jay, rule number one. Children do not cross that line.’ She
pointed to where the tiles stopped, and carpet took up the rest of the
room.
Her eight-year-old son stepped to the carpet and held an NRL
footy card up for her to see. ‘The big guy, Lee. He could be our new
coach.’
‘No way. Show me.’
Jay shook his little blonde head. Good boy. Stay on the carpet.
Who was Lee Mason? Before she could ponder it, his large, muscular,
seriously hot frame enter the room. He wore a button popping, neatly
ironed collared shirt with sleeves straining with bulging biceps and a
devilish grin—a player.
‘Here he comes,’ said Jay. ‘Can I ask him?’
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‘Sure. About who he is, not about coaching.’ It wasn’t like she
didn’t want to know the answer. She busied herself with a bottle of
bourbon, though no one had requested a shot of the spirit.
‘Hey.’ He said to her, taking a stool in front of the bar. Glancing
down at Jay’s eager young face, he smiled. ‘What’s your name,
mate?’
‘Jay. That’s my mum.’ Jay pointed to her. ‘You fixin’ my friend
Oscar’s place?’
‘Maybe. I hope I can get most people back into their homes
before Santa arrives.’
Jay’s small hand touched the stranger’s thigh. ‘You play footy?’
he asked, a hopeful tilt to his head. ‘We need a coach.’
‘Long time ago, mate.’ His jaw twitched, and his glance shifted to
the 1992 Scrub Creek Rugby League team photo on the wall behind
the bar.
‘Jay,’ she said, ‘sweetie, go find Oscar and tell him schnitzels are
on the house for his family tonight.’
‘Why does he need a coach?’ Lee said after Jay ran towards the
hallway.
She blinked at the tears, welling behind her eyes. ‘The under 8’s
coach died fighting the bushfires.’
‘Sorry. Oh, wow, that’s tough. Sad.’ He scratched his bristled
chin. ‘You have a great kid.’
Pride swelled her heart. ‘He’s my greatest accomplishment.’ She
passed Lee a schooner of beer, waving his hand away when he tried to
pay. ‘First one’s on the house.’
‘Ta. I don’t have kids. I guess a son would be the best thing.’ He
took a sip of his beer. His eyes held hers with a hint of sadness. ‘You
own a pub too. Pretty impressive. Buy it after the city gig?’
‘Not mine. I’m only the proprietor. See over there.’ She pointed
grinning. ‘That’s my dad, Terry O’Hallorin.’
Lee’s eyes bugged out, but he recovered fast. ‘Like’s dressing in
drag? Huh?’
‘I love him to bits, but he’s six eggs short of a carton now,
dementia.’ She shrugged her shoulders.
‘Two palings short of a fence?’ He sipped his beer and a froth
moustache curled over his three-day growth. ‘Poor fella.’
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‘Nah, that saying’s too cliche. If anything, Dad is hardly cliche.
He’s fought every bushfire, well except the last one, won every grand
final in footy,’ she pointed to the black and white team photo behind
her, ‘been a great dad, and improved more lives through this pub than
the town would ever be able to count. No one makes a fuss that he’s
always secretly wanted to cross-dress.’
‘I guess dementia has some weird upsides.’
‘Yep, and therefore I needed to come back home.’
***
Lee was city born and bred. Seeing a guy in drag wasn’t unusual. In a
country pub, it seemed odd. The man stuck out like a high-viz neon
sign.
Terry O’Hallorin strolled past a group of men, flipping a feather
boa around his neck. He wobbled on pin-thin red heels, but a
weathered farmer’s arm reached out to support him, chatting and kind.
‘You right there, Tezza?’
‘Yep, George. Need new heels, I reckon.’
‘Hey, Dad,’ said Yasmin with a broad smile.
‘Who’s your friend,’ Terry asked in a deep, weathered voice, so
contradictory to his fashion sense.
‘Lee, the builder, Dad.’
Terry’s hazy gaze cleared as if a light bulb switched on in his
head. ‘Ah, Lee Mason. You were a great lock. It’s a privilege to meet
you.’ Terry reached a twisted hand to Lee. The handshake was firm
for a frail-looking man.
‘Thank you, Terry, a privilege to meet you too. That’s your
premiership team, right?’ Lee pointed to the team photo behind the
bar.
‘Yep. Played lock and hooker,’ Terry curled a finger under a
welling eye.
‘I had to give it up, too.’
‘Good thing you did, son, or you’d end up like me. One too many
concussions.’ His eyes clouded again. He glanced around as if seeing
things for the first time. In a scratchy voice, he sang, ‘Deck the halls
with balls of holly, falla lulla laaaa,’ teetering off towards the hallway.
‘So, you are someone famous,’ Yasmin said.
‘Nah, just a builder from the city doing a friend a favour.’
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Yasmin rolled her eyes. ‘Okay, so you’re not going to talk about
your past NRL life, fair enough but if my son asks you to sign his
footy card, can you, please?’
‘Sure.’ He’d just about do anything for sexy Yasmin O’Hallorin.
It was why he was still sitting at the bar across from her, rather than
finding a table to drink alone.
The crowd thinned. Yasmin greeted a woman on the other side of
the bar. ‘Thanks, Sheila. It’s been a long day. Don’t let Bobby have
any more. I gave him water but saw him sneak a beer from Rosco.’
She pointed to a table of jubilant young men and women.
‘They’re letting off steam, luvie,’ said the middle-aged woman.
‘The fires were bad?’ Lee asked.
‘It’s been a difficult few months. Young Bobby lost both his
mum and dad. No wonder he’s a loose cannon,’ said Sheila.
‘Lee, this is Sheila. I’m knocking off. Oh, I didn’t ask but was
your room, okay?’ She came towards him, flicking the apron from
around her slender waist and folding it in her hands.
‘Perfect. Thanks.’ He grinned. ‘You’re room’s next door, right?’
Blush filled her pretty cheeks. ‘Ah, yeah. So, you know where I
am if you need anything. I’ll see you later.’
‘Stay, have a drink with me.’ He grabbed her hand as she tried to
retreat. She squeezed back, shooting warmth through every nerve.
‘I, um. No. I can’t.’
***
He pulled her closer. ‘Why? I don’t bite.’ He grinned, a perfect smile
for a guy who’d played a high impact sport. She moved closer, despite
knowing she was playing with fire. Their fingers remained entwined.
It was like he was the magnet, and she was the metal.
‘I’ve worked all day. I’m beat, and I’ve got to check on Dad and
Jay.’ His dark brown eyes raked over her, sending delightful shivers
down her spine. What the hell was she doing standing close enough to
smell his aftershave? She tugged her hand out of his. ‘I’m sure you’ll
find someone to drink with.’
‘Not anyone near as beautiful as you.’ He said it earnestly with a
hopeful look. She melted to a puddle at his feet. It had been a long
time since a man made her feel sexy and wanted. The reaction was
delightful and terrifying at the same time.
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‘Thank you.’ She pushed down the urge to gush. ‘Look, I’ll take
a quick shower. I’m sure you’re starving. I’ll join you in the beer
garden and sort something from our bistro. What do you like to eat?’
He grinned so wide it bowled her over. ‘You.’ He winked.
She didn’t need to touch her cheeks to know heat flamed there.
Shower —ice cold. Wash down rising libido. She turned away but
gave him a parting shot over her shoulder. ‘I guess being a city slicker
you probably want blue steak and fancy veg.’ Again, he winked. She
concluded his mind was not on steak at all. Neither is mine.
She checked Dad was in his room, strode over to her friend
Sonia’s unit to check on Jay. He had already fallen asleep, tail-ending
on his friend Oscar’s bed. ‘Let him stay. You go down and have some
dinner and relax. I know you’ve been working non-stop since the
fires,’ said Sonia. ‘And, thank you for the meals. We do appreciate the
generosity.’
‘Oh, Sonia, it’s the least I can do. You lost your beautiful home.
Mine is yours for as long as you need.’ They hugged.
‘Won’t be for much longer. Another builder arrived. They say we
could be in it in a fortnight and make Christmas special.’
After showering and changing into five different dresses, Yasmin
made her way out to the beer garden. Lee’s back was to her. His broad
shoulders shrugged he were clicking out a kink. He turned his head as
if he sensed her in the room, and his eyes widened. They crinkled at
the edges, and his smile widened. Patting the bench seat beside him,
he said, ‘Wow. You are beautiful.’
‘Thank you.’ She sat. He sidled closer, so their thighs touched.
‘Oh, you got me a beer already.’
‘Yep. Ordered dinner too. Grilled snapper and salad, right?’
‘Yes, thank you. What made you come here?’ Yasmin asked,
lifting the beer to her lips and sighing.
He grinned. ‘Long day, huh?’
‘The longest. Are you dodging my question?’ Her womb flipped
from the warmth of his thigh.
‘Nope. I said I’d help my friends Sean and Ty rebuild the town.
It’s a change from working on skyscrapers, but I’m a fish out of water
away from the city.’
‘You don’t like the country?’
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‘Not particularly.’
‘Oh.’
‘No offence to you.’ He placed a large hand on her thigh, sending
sparks shooting through her nerves. ‘I’m sure the town has its charms,
but I’ll be in and out as quick as I can.’
Feeling her heart sink to her stomach, Yasmin placed his hand off
her thigh, shifting slightly, so they were no longer touching.
‘Doesn’t mean we can’t have a bit of fun,’ he said, moving closer
again.
‘If you’re insinuating a one-night stand again. I don’t do that.’ A
player. Instinct. Run.
‘I was thinking more along the lines of many nights, while I’m
here.’ He placed his hand over hers. ‘Come on, there’s something
electric between us. Why not go with the flow?’
‘Are you serious? I have a son. Just because I run a pub does not
mean I’m a wanton woman, no matter how damn ridiculously,
infuriatingly attractive you are.’
He grinned. ‘Thanks.’
She realised what she’d blurted out and smacked her head. ‘I
didn’t mean—’
‘Let’s start again. Sorry, I shouldn’t have assumed anything. I’m
the kind of guy who goes after what he wants. I found out many years
ago if you don’t you miss out.’
She relaxed. At least Lee wasn’t a total player. He was sexy and
persuasive, but he didn’t seem to be a cad. And it was tempting. Every
nerve in her body told her more sex with him would be as super-hot as
before, but her brain was a mother and daughter keeping dignity in
check.
Chloe placed meals in front of them. ‘Medium sirloin with chips,
veg and gravy and your usual, Yasmin,’ she said.
‘Thanks, Chloe,’ she said, picking up a knife and fork, watching
Lee shake copious amounts of salt and pepper over his meal.
‘Not spicy enough for you?’ she asked.
‘I like a lot of spice,’ he said winking.
‘Oh, we’re going there again are we?’ She rolled her eyes.
Munching on a mouthful of beef he shot her a pleading look. ‘I’m
not the devil. I just know when I’m hot for a girl. To be honest, I
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haven’t been with anyone in ages. There’s just something about you,
Yasmin.’
‘What is it about me?’
‘Your looks, of course, but also you’re kindness and compassion.
You’re brilliant with your staff, your dad, your kid and I know none of
these people pay to stay here, nor are they forking out for meals. You
could go broke helping everyone else, but you do it anyway, even
though you have a son to support.’
‘You’ve been snooping on me?’
‘A little.’
‘Okay, I’ll be honest too. I won’t be sleeping with you, but I
enjoy your company, so chill your gear. Also, I haven’t been with
anyone since my husband took off six months ago.’
‘Sorry.’
‘Don’t be. I’m better off without the deadbeat, but at least I have
Jay.’
They finished their meal, talked a little more about their lives,
Lee revealing a past love had made him move to the country once. It
hadn’t worked out—his reason for hating the bush.
Yasmin couldn’t live in the confines of the city, with no wide
spaces and stars as far as the eye could see. The cit felt claustrophobic
to her. Despite their attraction to each other, neither could take the risk
the electricity could lead to something deeper, when neither would
leave their worlds.
***
Lee lay in bed with hands behind his head, staring at the whirring fan.
He had a rock-solid hard-on and a beautiful woman on the other side
of the wall he couldn’t go to no matter how he felt about her. He’d
fallen in love at first sight before, so he knew it existed. What a bloody
lush you are, mate!
Unable to sleep, he opened the door from his room to the shared
balcony, expecting everyone to be sound asleep. Yasmin was leaning
backwards on the timber rail gazing up at the stars, half her face
illuminated by a three-quarter moon.
‘Hey, you couldn’t sleep either?’ he asked, catching his breath at
the sight of her — goddess in a thin nightgown. All her luscious
curves silhouetted beneath the fabric.
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She startled a little, then smiled. ‘How can you not appreciate
these stars?’
He strode beside her and leaned back. ‘Yep, they’re pretty
amazing.’ And they were. Billions of stars compared to the city—the
brightest one beside him. He turned to her, expecting rejection but
needing to try. He pulled her to him, wrapping his arms around her
waist and bringing his lips to hers. She melded into his body, zapping
already firing nerves and pushing his erection into her thigh.
Her lips were soft, welcoming his by parting. Her tongue darted
and curled in his making him feel like she was taking his breath. He
roamed his hands down the curve of her back to cup her bottom.
Perfection.
She moaned. ‘We can’t do this here,’ she said, in breathless
pauses from his lips.
He kissed her neck, trailed his tongue towards her earlobe and felt
her shudder. ‘Your room or mine?’
‘Yours.’ They staggered towards his door, not letting their bodies
part, hungry for each others’ mouths.
Once the door shut, he lifted the nighty, revealing the most
exquisite beauty. He drank Yasmin in. She slipped panties down
slender thighs and stepped close as she helped him out of his t-shirt
and boxers. Gasping at his erection, she smiled a sultry smile. ‘That is
impressive,’ she said, pushing him towards the narrow bed. He
grabbed the hand she held to his chest and slid it lower. She grasped
his cock. He shuddered. The sensation of her fingers tugging firmly
was explosive.
Grabbing her bottom, he flipped her over, so he was above her.
His fingers trailed down to tease at her soft, moist core. He played
with her bud feeling it grow, and her hips bucked towards him.
Dipping a finger inside, the moisture told him how much she wanted
him. He prodded in and out, kissing her lips, trailing his other hand
over her breast, feeling the nipples peak to his touch. She moaned,
grabbing his hips and pushing them to her.
***
Lee entered her inch by delicious inch. Every sensation she’d
ever felt during sex intensified tenfold. Each spark sent her body into
overdrive. Everywhere he kissed pushed her into further frenzy. His
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hips bucked into her, and she felt his shaft to the hilt, exploding her
erogenous zone, putting pressure on her clit, building to an orgasm, so
exquisite stars burst behind her eyes.
Their tongues danced in tune to their thrusting hips. She moved to
straddle on top of him, never losing contact as they upped the tempo,
sweat pooling on their slick bodies, entwined so tightly they were one.
She reached the peak, so high she’d climbed a mountain as she
convulsed in delicious waves she wished to go on forever. He grunted
his release at the same time, and they clung to each other.
He brushed the damp hair from her face and kissed her forehead.
‘Wow!’
‘Wow, wow!’
‘I hope these houses take years to build,’ Lee said.
‘Really? I thought you hated the country.’ Hope.
‘Until I met you. I think I’ll stay if you’ll have me. Plus, I hear
your son needs a footy coach. I wouldn’t want to disappoint a whole
bunch of kids.’
‘That may be the best Christmas present of all.’
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No Hero Welcome
White cockatoo flew overhead in a raucous flock, momentarily
masking the sound of an oncoming car. The 4WD sped down the long
driveway spitting red dust and gravel like an oncoming storm. Logan
had arrived.
On the wide veranda, Bridee bit her trembling bottom lip, tucking
long straight dark hair behind her ear. Glancing at the tight pale blue
dress, she wished she worn something looser. She tugged it lower at
the hem. Her curves were too pronounced, her cleavage too low.
Damn him. She’d already changed outfits four or five times.
Slamming the driver’s door of the dirty ute, he strolled to the tray,
retrieving a bag. The way he walked was cat-like stealthy, long animal
strides. Before Bridee knew it, in the seconds that she closed her eyes
to control bubbling anger, he was in front of her.
Unwanted emotions washed over her as he moved close wearing
a self-assured lop-sided grin with perfect pearly whites. He scuffed
feet, giving her a hopeful glance. The large khaki bag draped over his
shoulders, made the arm holding its biceps bulge. She dropped her
eyes, not wanting to admire his physique. More importantly, not
wanting to look into his gold-flecked eyes.
Steely muscles shined with sweat where his open camo-shirt was
rolled up at the sleeves to reveal a tight black t-shirt moulded onto his
broad chest. Surely he’d been dipped in molten gold. Standing two
steps below Bridee, he was tall enough for them to be face to face. He
grinned again tilting his ridiculously handsome head.
Damn him.
As he was in the midst of a friendly,’Hi—,’ she turned away, but
not before noting how much the crew cut accentuated his sharp cheeks

11

A Loved-Up Christmas – Donna Munro

and bristled chin, not to mention his mesmerising gold-flecked eyes.
Eyes you could drown in and never resurface.
‘You’re in the spare room,’ she said abruptly, opening the screen
door to let him in.
Letting out a low whistle, he shrugged his shoulders. ‘Nice
introductions. I’ll start then shall I? I’m Logan, and you must be
Bridee?’
Feeling his breath on her neck as he walked inside was like
clutching testosterone from the air. This was one very manly man. The
lump in her throat was a boulder. Tears blurred her vision. As she
followed him inside, he abruptly stopped, turning.
Bumping into him was like hitting warm steel. ‘Sorry, I was just
going to ask where to put my stuff.’ His free hand rested too easily on
her slender shoulder.
‘Don’t get comfortable,’ she warned.
***
‘Come on, Bridee. What kind of reception is that?’ He hadn’t
expected a hero’s welcome. Perhaps a little gratitude. He’d even
imagined she’d be more than happy to see him.
Corey said Bridee was a strong, resourceful woman. He had
warned her temper was quick, but her heart as vast as an ocean. To
Logan, she was more like a fragile kitten that looked about to melt
right into the milk bowl. Cute as a kitty with her pert pouty mouth and
sexy pocket-rocket body. There was something so spicy and appealing
about the vulnerability he saw in her shocked eyes. He’d noted the
almost-tears at the sight of him. It was discouraging, but he wasn’t
about to be easily deterred by her. He thought of the photo in his
pocket, which made him smile.
Though from Corey’s description, he had imagined more
firecracker than leaky tap, he was pleasantly surprised by her
emotions. Rubbing his jaw, shaking his head, he followed her cute
behind up the hall. Man, that dress was something else. Her curves.
Her legs. Her aura. Tossing his bag on the bed, he tried to ignore his
raging libido as she stormed into another room.
Bridee Dean was a bigger puzzle than he’d expected, but he was
good at puzzles. He shifted the camo shirt off his shoulders, tossing it
on the bed. He tugged his t-shirt out of his jeans to lift it and shake the
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fabric for airflow. Was it hot in the house or was it just Bridee Dean
making him boil?
***
Bridee hadn’t meant to be so rude. All the lonely nights she’d
conjured him from the pictures Corey sent. The hot nights she’d
imagined his strong arms around her were arousing enough, let alone
the real version. Logan was no longer one dimensional. The 3D
version was off the Richter scale of what she imagined.
God, she missed Corey. She’d loved him so much. One stupid
horrible bomb in a messed-up far-off land, in a no-one-wins war and
he was gone forever. Could Logan possibly explain it better than he
had in his letters?
***
It was a comfort for Logan to be back in clean clothes without the
smell of dust and death. Flexing his arms above his head, he twisted
his neck, telling himself to relax. Don’t jump each time that dog barks
in the next paddock. Don’t cringe when you hear a revving car. Don’t
avoid the beautiful woman who has invited you to her home.
There was no need to look over his shoulder. The danger wasn’t
with him anymore. The only menace he faced was his nightmares.
And quite possibly the wrath of a petite, gorgeous woman.
He walked through the hall to the lounge room where a Christmas
tree draped with tinsel and decorated with ornaments almost reached
the ceiling. Fingering the bauble etched with a picture of Corey, he
smiled. A nice touch.
Under the tree there was only one gift. Curious, he opened the
gift card. To Dear Logan, love Bridee. He wouldn’t wipe the grin
from his face, knowing she would love the gift he would place
underneath the tree later.
The smell of garlic led him to the kitchen where he found Bridee
stirring a pot over a gas stove. ‘Mmmm smells delicious,’ he said. The
flowery shampoo in her luscious long hair, mingling with sweet
perfume, even more so.
‘Thought you’d be hungry,’ she said, tilting her head away from
his breath.
Wedging between her and the bench so their hips touched
slightly, he ignored her startled doe-eyes. A sizzle. Not in the pot. With
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his index finger, he gently lifted her chin. ‘Why can’t you look at me?
What’s wrong I came here to help you? You asked me to come.’
Moving sideways, then backward, she pushed his hand away. The
frown on her pretty face twisted his heart. ‘Better late than never,’ she
said sadly, wiping under her eyes.
Trying to diffuse the bomb as he usually did, he shrugged,
grinning sheepishly. Understanding the Taliban and their suicidal
hatred was easier than fathoming what Bridee was thinking. A
gorgeous woman’s anger was not computing in his brain. He
scrambled to say something meaningful but remained mute.
‘I thought you commandos were supposed to be the smart ones.’
She poked a menacing finger on his chest.
Surprised by her venom, he stepped towards the dining table.
Perplexed as he was, she looked rather cute when she was angry. A
hard-on firmed in his trousers. Man, not the time.
‘You really are that dumb,’ she stated, slumping onto a dining
chair. ‘What took you so long to come here? You promised Corey.
I’ve had eight months of nothing from you.’
He chewed the inside of his cheek, looking away briefly. Finally,
he sat, placing his hand flat on the table. ‘It was my duty to go back.’
‘You promised not to. You promised, Corey, you’d not die. You
swore you’d look out for me.’ Tears brimmed in her beautiful eyes,
soon dropping on the timber table, causing moisture stains.
Reaching slowly for her tiny hands, he took them in his. They
were dainty with beautifully manicured nails with soft pink nail
polish; very girly. ‘I didn’t die. I’m still here.’ He gave her a halfsmile. ‘I can’t take Corey’s place, and you know that. But I’m finally
here for you.’
‘Why didn’t you write more often? Email that you were okay?
You didn’t even come back for his funeral.’ Tears dripped on the
table. She wiped them angrily, from her eyes and then the table.
‘I—we—we, Corey and I, said our goodbyes in that hell hole.
Then—’ He ran a hand through his short hair. ‘I was so angry. I had to
get back to work or go crazy. I needed to focus to stay alive. To do my
job.’
‘But you promised, him—me.’
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‘You were a distraction. If I saw you in real life, I knew I
couldn’t do my job, and I’d probably get killed. I’d look at the
pictures of you often.’
***
‘Pictures? Corey gave you pictures?’ Bees seemed to have taken up
residence in her stomach and were buzzing through her body.
Logan lifted his hips, reaching his back pocket. Arm muscles
bulged nicely, making her want to reach out to touch him. She placed
her hands under her thighs. Allowing her eyes to drag across his chest
where the black t-shirt accentuated every ripple of muscle to narrow
hips, made her smile. ‘Yep. This one is my favorite.’ He handed her a
photo. She gulped. The photo was of her wearing a bikini at the beach.
She was tanned, smiling at the camera, jumping in the air with the surf
behind her.
She gasped. ‘When did Corey give you this?’
‘Straight after he explained you were the best woman in the
world. He knew I’d appreciate it. I sure did—and do.’
Snatching it from his fingers, her mouth agape, she struggled to
say anything.
‘He knew we’d hit it off,’ Logan said, tugging the photo back.
She let it slip.
‘But I’m in a bikini.’ Flush coloured her cheeks.
‘I’m sorry if you think it’s out of line, but that photo got me
through some tough stuff.’ Suddenly, he wiped his soft brown-gold
eyes, looking away from her up at the ceiling.
At that moment she knew she hadn’t imagined the love. It had
been formed during the awful months since her brother died. Though
her and Logan never met, Corey created their bond. He loved his
friend enough to share her, his twin with his best friend, Logan.
Logan leaned forward, cupping her chin with his big hand. Soft,
warm lips met her’s blending into an intense deep kiss she
reciprocated eagerly. The bees buzzing in her stomach became
exquisite feelings tingling through her. They created honey that
travelled deliciously to her womb.
Between kisses, he mumbled. ‘I always keep my promises,’ kiss,
‘eventually.’
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Perhaps Logan was more a whirlwind. A whirlwind romance at
least. And it was about time she welcomed him properly. She took his
hand and led him past the Christmas tree, down the hall to her
bedroom.
‘Hey, what about the stove?’ he asked.
She winked. ‘I turned it off. ‘There are more important things
cooking with us.’
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Pucker Up Purple
250-word flash fiction: Theme - Christmas. Words that must be
used somewhere in the story are vintage, purple, wrangler, palm
and circle.

Wow! Ashli took a breath, contemplating ducking behind the counter.
Don’t panic.
The sexy crocodile wrangler smiled a lop-sided grin. ‘Hi, I’m
after a gift.’ Handsome in a rough-n-tumble kind of way—and
wouldn’t I like to toss him between the sheets.
‘Christmas is a great time to buy. What were you after?’ Her
voice squeaked.
‘Purple lip gloss.’ He grinned a cavalier-knee-buckling smile.
‘For someone special.’
‘My favourite colour.’ Damn, he has a girlfriend, of course. She
reached for the display, knocking over the ornamental palm. With
shaking finger, she righted it. ‘Here, all different shades. What does
she like?’ She twirled her finger in a circle over the variety of purples
like she was on The Price is Right.
‘I dunno. Which one do you like?’
‘Purple Pixie.’ She pointed. The vintage ring slipped from her
finger, clattering on the counter.
He picked up the jewellery. Ashli noticed his hands, muscular
arms, and then cobalt eyes meeting hers. ‘Fancy ring. It would be best
if you were careful not to lose something so precious. Get it resized.’
‘It was my Nana’s.’ He dropped it in her palm and curled his
large fingers over hers. Zap!
‘Ah, can you put the lip gloss on, so I can decide?’ He asked,
tilting his head.
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Ashli nodded. ‘Sure.’ With the tester, she smeared her lips,
smacked them together and pouted. ‘What do you think?’
His gorgeous eyes searched hers, before capturing her lips in a
kiss. ‘I love purple.’
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Cecil’s Christmas
250-word flash fiction: Theme - Christmas. Words that must be
used somewhere in the story are vintage, purple, wrangler, palm
and circle.

Cecil was like a vintage car, either better with age due to care and spit
polish or neglected and rusty. Cecil was the later.
The festive shopfront beckoned. Christmas lights, tinsel, baubles,
and a nativity set with baby Jesus unseen under a blanket beside Mary.
A train track circled it—tiny cabins in red, toot-tooted on the railway.
A dodgy-looking Santa sat in the last one with an overflowing sack of
toys. Cecil hoped the display might cheer him, but it didn’t. He was
Santa one upon a time.
Leaning heavily on his cane, he hobbled towards home, trying not
to think of family. Loneliness seeped his body, making him bereft of
energy. Tears trailed his craggy, unshaven cheeks. He’d been a
crocodile wrangler once, even survived the bite in his thigh. Now he
wasn’t brave at all.
Past the foxtail palm wrapped in fairy lights where children sang,
Cecil paused. Such sweet voices, much like his daughter Ruth’s. He
knuckled the tears under his eyes and trudged on. When he reached
the corner where the homeless people lived, his shoulders sagged.
A purple hat caught his eye. What? Purple didn’t go with the red,
green, gold and silver of Christmas. Something tugged at the memory
cords in his mind. Purple? Ruth.
‘Dad, I’ve been looking everywhere for you,’ Ruth, lifted the hat
with a wink and wrapped her arms around his shoulders.
‘You didn’t come.’ He said frowning.
‘It’s today, Dad. Happy Christmas.’ She kissed his cheek.
He smiled.
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A Real Christmas Present
Watching the couple kiss beneath the mistletoe, Ember grimaced. Her
stomach twisted into a knot the size of the giant bauble on the
oversized festive tree. People sang along to the carols blasting from
the shopping centre speakers, joy on their flushed faces, delight
shining in their eyes.
Abruptly, Ember turned. The tears brimmed to fall like pearls on
her cheeks, unable to wipe them with her hands full. Preoccupied with
the parcels she juggled, she bumped into a man blocking her path. The
shopping bags slipped from her fingers. Two dropped to the ground,
spilling precious boxes at her toes.
Feet shuffled past in brisk tip-taps almost stamping on the
presents. Bending to scoop them, she noticed a tanned pair of feet with
clipped nails and the smell of coconut lotion.
‘Do ye need some help,’ the man with the thonged feet asked in a
delightful Irish lilt.
‘No—I—’ Startled, she glanced up. Composure was something
she usually possessed. Oh wow! Seriously, could a guy be any sexier?
Light-blue Paul Walker eyes twinkled, deep laughter lines were
all the more appealing as he took her in with a steady gaze. The guy
she’d talked to once or twice at the library. The guy she couldn’t get
out of her mind.
Shaking her head, she was about to say she was okay, when he
scooped the gifts in large hands, passing the box to her but keeping
hold of the bags. Fingers brushed. Electricity!
A passing family crowded them, pushing them together. The heat
of him was hotter than the midsummer day they were sweltering in.
Did he just friggin drop from heaven or what?
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‘There ye go. They don’t seem damaged. It’s a bit crazy with all
these last-minute shoppers,’ he said with a wide lop-sided grin.
Draping a sinewy arm over her shoulder, he shielded her from the
oncoming crowd. ‘You look rattled. Do ye want to sit down or
somethin’?’ he asked with a softness to his deep voice, melting her
like a puddle of sweat at his feet.
Coming to her senses, she stood a little taller. ‘I’m not rattled.
Just, um rushing. So much to do, so little time,’ she lied.
‘Okay, well, let me help.’ With no time for her to protest, he took
the parcels from her hands. ‘Where too?’
‘I—um—er,’ she stammered, trying not to stare at his tight,
muscular arms and the greying tufts of hair at his chest. The flimsy
muscle singlet he wore left nothing to her vivid imagination.
Looking down at her with a soft, though stern look, he asked,
‘Are you sure you’re fine? Your speech is a bit—’
‘No. I’m fine,’ she cut him off, feeling ridiculous. ‘It’s just hot.’
Oh boy, is it ever. ‘Maybe I do need to sit for a bit.’ Brushing her face,
she avoided his gaze by letting her long hair hide her eyes as she sat at
a nearby bench. Smooth Irish Whisky sat beside her, placing the
parcels the other side, just as a little old lady took the seat beside him.
‘Sorry,’ he said, pushing closer to her so she could feel the
warmth of his skin. ‘This bench is rather small.’
‘It’s okay,’ she said, wondering how she even found her voice
with him sitting close enough for her to clutch his testosterone. Hot
damn!
‘You need a cooler place. Let’s go,’ he demanded, standing with
her parcels.
Looking up, she furrowed her brow. ‘I don’t even know you
properly.’
A wide grin split his handsome, bristled face. ‘You will soon.
Come on. I own the pub on the corner.’
‘O’Flannery’s?’ Not believing her luck she stood. A beer would
go down well.
‘Yup. That’s my pub.’
‘But?’
‘Come on. It’s Christmas. I can show ye some hospitality and a
cold drink.’
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‘Both sound good,’ she smiled, but he was already striding
towards his pub. His pub. He owned a freakin hotel.
Glancing back he shot her a hurry-up look with mesmerising aqua
eyes urging her to follow with raised brows.
‘Okay, I’m coming, Mr O’Flannery.’ Glancing down at her
yellow cotton dress, she frowned at the drip of sweet chilli sauce from
the kebab she had eaten earlier. Licking her fingers, she dabbed at it in
vain before running her hands down the creases.
‘Cormack,’ he corrected her with a wink, ‘and you are?’
‘Oh, sorry, Cormack. I—I’m Ember.’ Her hands stopped loose at
her sides. Clutching the strap of her handbag over her shoulder, she
strode after him.
‘Ember as in hot,’ he said with raised eyebrows and a cheeky
grin.
‘Ember McCallister.’ Trying to match his long stride, she was
practically running next to him.
‘Ah, ha a Scott.’ He said it like it was a joke.
‘Actually, that’s a long way back. Some great-great-grandfather.’
‘Here we are.’ He flourished his hand at the entrance to
O’Flannery’s Irish Pub’s large green doors in a red-brick facade.
Pushing the door with his broad shoulder, he ushered her in with the
tilt of his head. ‘Have you been here before?’
‘No. I’ve heard of it though. I’m originally from the coast, not the
city.’
‘I would have known if you’d been here. I wouldn’t miss a
woman like you. But you have told me where to find good fiction at
the library. Here.’ He placed her parcels on a wide cozy corner booth.
‘Is this okay? The aircon’s on. You’ll cool down shortly.’
‘Perfect.’ Doubt if I’ll cool down with you around.
‘Righto. I’ll get us a drink. Beer or wine?’ he asked as he
signalled towards a tattooed barman, who grinned, nodding.
‘Surprise me.’
‘I hope so.’ With the long sexy gait of a wild animal, he strode to
the bar. Behind it, he expertly poured two tall beers as she watched
him like she was watching a movie. The tattooed man seemed to be
telling a joke as both men wore wide grins, laughing.
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Coming to her senses, she quickly took a peek at her face in a
compact mirror. Rushing gloss over her parched lips, she pressed them
together, imagining the taste of his lips. Tugging a comb through her
unruly curls, she slipped it back in her bag moments before he
returned to the booth with two frothing beers.
‘Here ye go. Cheers.’ Tapping his cold beer glass to hers, he
grinned.
Mesmerised, she did the same, trying not to cough as something
caught in her throat. Slowly, she sipped, eyes not leaving Cormack’s.
‘Thank you,’ she managed, as a smile slipped on her face.
‘You should do that more often,’ he said with a deep grin, ‘It
makes you even more beautiful.’
‘What should I do?’
‘Smile.’
‘Oh, that.’ A small frown turned a corner of Ember’s mouth
down. ‘Um. It’s just this time of year you know—’ she trailed off,
running her finger along the top of her beer glass.
‘Maybe. Let me guess. You’ve been rushing around buying
presents for all your loved ones. You care so much about all of them,
and you’re exhausting yourself trying to make Christmas perfect.’
Bottom lip wobbling, she brought her beer to her mouth to hide it.
Taking a quick gulp, she concentrated on keeping the tears from
brimming by shutting her eyes. As she put the beer down lips met
hers—soft, warm, delicious lips. As quickly as the kiss happened, it
stopped. Opening her eyes, she found Cormack’s face so close his
warm breath caressed her. She noticed the flecks of mint in his blue
eyes.
‘Sorry,’ he said frowning. Reaching a hand, he gently wiped the
tears from her cheeks. ‘I—you just looked so sad. I’ve wanted to kiss
you.’
‘It’s okay.’ She smiled, taking his hand. ‘Actually, it’s the nicest
thing that’s happened to me in a long while.’ This time she leaned
closer, letting her lips brush his. She didn’t have to wait long for him
to respond, opening his mouth in welcome. His tongue found hers,
dancing deep and probing, causing her insides to quiver in response.
Pulling his lips away, he smiled. ‘Wow, I did not expect that. You
are a pleasant surprise. Now tell me why such a beautiful woman is so
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sad on Christmas Eve.’ Brushing her curls away from her face, he
watched her intently, his jaw twitching, eyes reflecting gentle
kindness.
Taking a deep breath, she began to explain how her parents
recently died. On returning from overseas her friends all moved to
other places, extended family wasn’t close, and she had no siblings.
‘So, for me, Christmas is miserable. I try not to wallow in it.
That’s what I was doing today, buying myself Christmas presents to
put under the tree. Presents to me from myself.’ Shaking her head, she
continued, ‘I know it’s pathetic, but it’s how I could cope with it.’
Raising her shoulders, she held up a hand, waiting for a reprimand of
sorts. Instead, she received a look of clarity and kindness in his steady
gaze, plus another extraordinary kiss.
Taking her hand, he stood. ‘Let’s bring your parcels. I have
something to show you.’
‘But don’t you have to run your pub or something?’ Raising her
eyebrows, she glanced at the bar.
‘Nup. I’m on holidays. Ye don’t think I’d wear a singlet and
boardies to work, do ye?’
Smiling, she shook her head. ‘I guess not.’
Up a winding timber staircase, she followed him, watching his
lean body move. Gulping, she rubbed at her flushed cheeks,
wondering if they were going to his room and what it meant.
Opening a door, he let her step inside. It was a large room
decorated in Christmas decorations with a king-size bed facing the
view out the window, a lounge to one side with a tall real-live festive
tree in the corner, dripping with ornaments. Pine wafted through the
air.
A small kitchenette was off another room and a bathroom. She
took everything in, wondering why she was there but also stalling for
what was to come. I’m in a strange man’s room. Am I going crazy?
‘Put your gifts under the tree, and I’ll explain,’ Cormack said,
placing the ones he’d carried under the tree. Picking up a large box, he
handed it to Ember without a word.
Turning the gift tag over she read, ‘To Dear Cormack, Merry
Christmas. Wishing you a better year to come, with love from
Cormack.’
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Mouth wide she stepped towards him. ‘You’ve done the same
thing. I didn’t think anyone else in the world would be feeling the
same as me today.’
Taking the parcel from her to place it under the tree, he asked,
‘Do you think, since we’re both such tragics, we could consider
spending Christmas together? So, we’re not alone unwrapping all
these gifts by ourselves, to ourselves.’ His gaze held hers, boring into
her soul.
‘I—um.’
Silencing her with a kiss, he wrapped his arms tightly around her.
Moulding her body into his, she felt his erection through his
boardshorts. ‘Is that a yes?’ he asked between kisses as his hands
explored her neck, shoulders, back, hips and bottom.
‘Yes,’ she sighed. Yes, hell, yes!
Holding her at arm’s length, he undid the tie to her halterneck
dress, turned her around to unzip the zipper, slipping the dress over
her hips. His eyes raked over her, a sultry smile across his handsome
face. ‘That is a present worth unwrapping.’
Lifting his singlet over his head, her hands trailed the hair on his
chest over the sculpted crevices. ‘And that is also worth unwrapping.’
What a gift.
Moving quickly after that, they both wriggled out of their
underwear, crashing together in a naked embrace. Cupping Ember’s
chin in his hands, Cormack asked, ‘Is this a dream?’
‘If it is, I’m enjoying the same delightful one.’
Kissing deeply, they melded together before finding their way to
tangle on the bed. Caressing, teasing and loving every inch, his hands
blazed a path over her body. Kissing each nipple in turn, he watched
the pink buds pop. Sliding down the bed between her welcoming
thighs, he bent his head to entice her clitoris with his tongue. Fingers
probed into her tantalising the flesh and sliding in and out, causing
Ember to squirm on the bed, clutching the sheets in her hand.
‘Oh, Cormack, oh.’
‘You like?’ Glancing into her lust-crazed eyes, he grinned.
‘Uh, huh. Oooooooh.’ Tongue and fingers worked such a rhythm
she couldn’t contain her orgasm any longer, shuddering and shaking
as he drank her in. When she finally caught her breath, she reached for
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his erection. Her small fingers wrapped around the shaft barely
meeting, its circumference was so wide.
Stroking him in tugging rhythm, she felt him harden further
building up his own needs until he was ready to burst.
Rolling her, so she was side by side with him, he prodded
towards her core.
With an adept hand, she guided him to her soaking vagina. He
slid into her, and she tightened around him every nerve ending
sizzling with desire. Meeting each thrust, harder, faster, slower,
deeper, their needs so urgent they tangled together like seasoned
lovers. Seemingly they knew every angle to give the ultimate pleasure
to each other. In out, faster, deeper, the exquisite release began,
shaking. It’s intensity earthquake tremors, creating a simultaneous
orgasm so brilliant neither stopped shaking for long moments,
enjoying the pure bliss.
Both lay panting on their backs, turning to each other at the same
moment, grinning. ‘Come here, my little Christmas angel,’ he said,
pulling her close, kissing her lips.
‘If I’m your Christmas angel, you must be my Christmas present,’
she said, ruffling his thick greying hair. ‘ I would say the best present
ever.’
‘Is that right?’ he asked. ‘So we don’t need to open those presents
under the tree in the morning?’
Shushing him with a finger to his lips, she giggled. ‘Actually, I’ll
be throwing one away.’
Raising one eyebrow and leaning on an elbow, he said, ‘Now I’m
intrigued. Do tell.’
‘Let’s just say it’s an obsolete present.’ Grabbing hold of his cock
in a territorial grasp, she gave him no doubt as to what the present
might be. Laughing, he kissed her, making love to her again.
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A New Life for George
George Smith was sick of life on the land. It had a lot to do with being
alone. God, he missed Maple, even her nagging. He’d sell his soul to
hear her brittle yell from the verandah again. Even though it
sometimes made him cringe and hide in the shed as if he hadn’t heard.
It was never in his plans not to have someone at his side. Nature had a
different idea—bushfire hell.
The words burned in his heart, shrivelling it to ash—much like
his home and wife of thirty-five years. A lump formed, crowding his
throat, while he gazed at his new homestead. Lee did an excellent job
of the rebuild, even coming back to help paint, which wasn’t in the
builder’s job description. His lovely partner, Yasmin, helped with the
woman’s touch, cushions, doonas, even tea towels to match the shiny
new kitchen. It was kind of them, he knew, and he did appreciate it—
but.
Nice as the house was it didn’t feel like a home without Maple.
Perhaps it wasn’t even because he missed her. It was more about the
echoing rooms. No one answering. No one listening. No one yelling.
The last decade or so had been rough on them both, bickering over
debt, drought, stock, wool prices and leaving the friggin’ toilet seat
up. Everything was a fight.
It was companionship he needed, but he was too old for that
dating baloney. Better off sticking to his dog, Sheila, than an actual
sheila. To push home the point the dog, a Blue Heeler barked, circled
his legs and curled up at his feet.
Jean Williams was a different matter, always popping by to check
he was okay. She’d bring clothes; she said from a long-gone
boyfriend, luckily his size and suitable for farming. She dropped off
homemade casseroles and hung around for a bit—as if she liked his
company. He definitely enjoyed hers.
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Or maybe he saw too much into it. She probably pitied him, and
the last thing he wanted was Jean Williams’ sympathy. She wasn’t the
only one who had been neighbourly. Plenty of townfolk dropped by.
But there was something about the woman making him think he didn’t
want to be alone anymore. Bloody ridiculous. Sweet, pretty, 15-years
younger, Jean would no doubt have some young wrangler or shearer
in her sights, not an old sheep farmer praying for rain.
***
Jean smiled at the sight of cream-white sheep herding in the far off
paddock. Sheila circled them, nipping their rumps. George straddled
his horse overseeing, silhouetted against the orange orb western sun.
God, she loved that man. Had done so for more than ten years.
The big taboo. He was married. Well, technically, not any more.
Poor bloke’s wife died in the bushfires. Not that anyone thought he
wouldn’t get over such a loss. It was common knowledge the marriage
was unhappy and volatile from her part. How could a woman yell at
her husband in the company of others? Who knows what went on
behind their closed door.
It would make Jean cringe when Maple spitefully called George
all things under the sun during one night out. Sure she’d drunk one too
many shandies, but there was no excuse for demeaning your loved one
in public. George always took it with good grace, calming his wife
before taking her arm and leading her to his truck and driving her
home, more than likely copping a gobful all the way to his farm.
Jean strolled towards him, shielding her eyes from the sun. ‘Hi,
George. Those sheep are looking good ‘n’ healthy, mate.’ Her breath
hitched when he reached to tip his tan Akubra with a grin. He had no
idea how handsome he was with his indigo blue eyes stamped with
laughter lines. His grey hair had grown longer without the instance of
a wife who asserted a barber visit was a regular thing. Hair curled over
his collar like a lion mane, making her want to run her fingers through
it.
‘Yup.’ He nodded towards the sheep. ‘Be full of fleece by the
spring shear.’
‘Good to hear. Lucky you saved so many from the fires.’ While
he was forcing his sheep away from the bushfire, his wife stayed in
their home, watering her prize-winning rose garden. George blamed
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himself for her death, but as everyone knew, Maple was a stubborn
woman who refused to leave because of bloody flowers.
‘Hey, no baking?’ He laughed. She almost always brought some
kind of gift for him.
‘Nope. I have an offer, though. Beer and darts at the pub. Get in
the Christmas spirit. What do ya reckon?’
‘I ain’t been back to the pub since I lived there when the house
burnt down.’ George dismounted his horse. ‘Maybe.’
‘Come on. It’ll do ya good. Have a break. Bet I can beat you at
darts too.’ She winked.
‘Doubt it, luv. I’m a dead-eye when it comes to darts.’ His steely
blue gaze caught hers, held.
‘Oh, a challenge then. Bet you—um, I dunno, but bet you
something that I’ll win.’ Bet you a kiss because it’s the only thing I
want to win.
‘I bet if I win you have to help me with the sheep dip.’ He
grinned, rubbing a hand along grey stubble and shooting his sheep a
look.
‘I suppose it’s tough doing it alone,’ she tilted her head, hoping
he wouldn’t say he missed Maple too much.
‘Be a darn sight better with a pretty lady helping that’s sure and
true.’
She heaved a sigh of relief at no mention of Maple. It gave her
hope she could finally get the courage to let him know her feelings.
Maybe he’d get the message when she let him win darts. Perhaps he’d
loosen up after a couple of frothies. She lifted her hand to his, large,
calloused, and dirty, but warm and perfect for holding. ‘Shake on it
then.’
His squeezing fingers pushed warm pleasure through her blood
system like a rush of adrenaline.
***
On her insistence, she picked him up so he could have a couple of
beers without driving. ‘I don’t mind being a designated driver,’ she
said, sipping a light beer, grinning over the top of it with shiny pink
lipgloss making her lips look way too kissable.
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‘Thanks. I appreciate it. Don’t know how you can drink that crap
though.’ He pointed to her light beer, before raising his full schooner
and taking a sip.
‘No problem. Wanna play Around the Clock?’ she asked, placing
a packet of fancy darts on the table. She grinned with beer, shining
bright lips further. The girl was sunshine and intensity and could have
cheered the grumpiness out of old Ian Roughhead, the town crank.
‘Sure. So you’ve played before?’ The darts looked professional,
the plastic flights pink and girly, and a shiny gold shaft.
‘A bit. Maybe a comp or two. Might even be a few trophies
collecting dust somewhere.’ She shrugged slender shoulders.
‘Unfair challenge, then?’ He followed her to the dartboard, beer
in hand. ‘I’ll grab my darts from the bar.’ Placing the beer on the
table, he strolled over to Yasmin pouring beers behind the bar. ‘Hey,
luv. Got a pack of darts? Apparently, I’m playing some sort of pro
over there, so might need your best ones.’ He pointed to Jean aiming a
dart at the board. With a tiny flick of her wrist, the dart spiked into the
bullseye.
Yasmin grinned, passing two beers across the bar to a couple of
out-of-towners. George gave them a friendly nod. Yasmine, said,
‘Jean has been darts champ for last two comps. I think you’ve met
your match, George.’ She passed him a pack of three darts. ‘Have
fun.’
Returning to Jean’s side, he caught another whiff of her perfume,
soft and subtle like the woman herself. Nothing like the dense shit
Maple used to wear. Some toxic solution that gave him a headache,
and made him not want to touch her with a barge pole. Not that they
touched often. Not even a peck on the cheek. Sex over the last decade
was about as regular as the sheep shear—once or twice year.
‘Got me darts,’ he said. ‘Ladies first.’
Jean smiled. ‘Fine with me.’ A smooth flick of the wrist saw the
dart sail to number one. Number two. Missed number three. When she
stepped from the dart line to the table, and he stood for his turn, their
arms brushed. She grinned, bumping her arm up in a conspirative
gesture. Fire burned through his vein, and the one large vein between
his legs came alive, throbbing hungrily—aching for Jean.
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He gulped. ‘Righto.’ At the dart line, he steadied his shaking
wrist. What just happened? Was she flirting with him? He missed
number one and wasn’t one-bit surprised by it considering what was
going on in his pants and the thumping beat of his heart.
‘Oh, so close.’ She missed number three, but he could see the
way her hand tilted off, not like her first two shots.
‘Are you letting me back in the game?’ he asked.
‘Depends on what game, George.’ She winked.
‘Huh?’ Her hand trailed his arm to his shoulder until her small,
dainty hand cupped his cheek.
‘You are clueless.’ She giggled.
Was this a come-on? Clueless about— Her lips brushed his, soft,
tender—only a second of connection. It sent his nerves buzzing.
Someone desired him for the first time in a long time. Her pretty green
eyes held his. ‘Your turn, George. I didn’t tell you what I get if I win.’
Reluctantly he stepped to the dart line. He would have much
preferred another kiss, but considering he was 60, and in a pub, it
probably wasn’t the place to be smooching a woman, no matter how
tempting her shiny pink lips. But the kiss was burning him like scorch
marks. He touched a finger to his lips before shooting the dart. ‘Yay,
number one.’
She clapped behind him. He shot her a grin over his shoulder.
The game was the most fun he’d had in ages, especially since he
got around the board first, even with her shooting him longing looks
and distracting the hell out of him. She brushed her body against his,
took his hand a few times, smiled her megawatt smile and flirted,
before finally confessing. ‘You know I like you, George.’
‘I’m getting that idea.’
‘What are you going to do about it?’
‘Since I won the darts, our first date will be sheep dipping.’
‘I’d like that.’ She grinned, retaking his hand, curling her fingers
into his and fitting in a way he realised Maple never had.
‘I figure you planned it anyway.’
She laughed. ‘Well, yay! George Smith, I think you’re finally
cottoning on.’
***
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The sheep dip went as smooth as a newborn bottom. With the dog,
Sheila nipping sheep heels and barking them into order, George
pushing them up the corralling gates and Jean leading sheep through
the sludge of chemical dip with long pink gumboots.
‘Good look,’ George commented, eyes shining. It sent her pulse
racing faster than a Nascar.
‘Thanks,’ she grinned.
‘My counts out. I’ve got two sheep missing. So, I’m going to ride
over the ridge and see if there’s some broken fence line. They must
have got out or something.’
‘Sure. I’ll be fine. Go find them.’ She smiled. ‘I’m kind of
enjoying this.’
‘Thanks for your help.’ He mounted his horse. ‘Shouldn’t be
gone long.’ He tipped his hat like the gentleman he was and rode up
the hill and out of sight.
Jean glanced up the hill for the thousandth time. Where was
George? He’d been gone so long. She glanced at her watch, wiping a
smudge from the glass. The sheep were in the home paddock eating
feed from the troughs; some bayed at the indignity of the dip. It was
too bad sheep didn’t realise it was better than the scab, ticks, blowflies
and other parasites.
The sun was slowly sinking in the west, and a chill hit the muddy
smelling air. Jean ran to George’s stable. A smaller horse neighed a
welcome. ‘Hey, girl. I guess you belong to Maple. Let’s saddle you up
for a ride.’ She straightened the horse blanket, threw a hanging saddle
over the horse’s back, clipped and pulled it firm. Clambering into the
stirrup, she hoisted herself into the saddle, lifting the reins and digging
her heels into the black mare.
Horse and rider galloped over the hill with the dog chasing
behind. Rounding the bend of the third ridge, she stalled the horse to a
trot. ‘What the hell?’ George’, riderless horse stood slick with sweat.
Its dark eyes blinked, and it balked on approach, rising in a pig root,
neighing loudly and bolting towards the enormous gumtree at the
bottom of the ridge.
Jean’s stomach lurched, like a pig root to her guts. George lie up
against the tree holding his ribs. She clambered off her horse, running
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to him. ‘What happened?’ She crouched beside him, sweeping his hair
off his face. Pain etched in his scrunched-up blue eyes.
In heaving gasps, he said, ‘Horse. Crushed me.’
‘What, how?’ She glanced at the stressed animal, circling the
tree.
‘Brown snake, ssspooked.’ He coughed, clutching his chest
harder.
‘Can I check you? I know you’re in pain, but I think you have a
punctured lung or something.’ Gently she lifted his shirt revealing
muscles from years of hard work on the land, and a bruise the colour
of purple texta.
He winced. ‘How bad?’
‘You’d be okay. I’m going to move up the hill for better
reception and call for help.’ She pulled a mobile phone from her back
pocket.
When she was out of earshot, she dialled. ‘Yes. The Smith farm
on Winding Lane. Punctured lung I think by the rattle in his breath.
Maybe only broken but he’s in tonnes of pain and has a huge bruise. I
hope it’s not internal bleeding, but he doesn’t have a good pulse. His
horse crushed him against the tree when a snake spooked it. Please get
here fast.’
She ran back to him, taking his hand, squeezing his finger. ‘They
won’t be long.’
He nodded and gave her a half-grin.
Her free hand cupped his cheek. ‘Hang in there, George. Please.
Don’t die on me.’
‘I’m trying not to.’ He said it in a raspy voice, not sounding like
himself.
Leaning in, she kissed his lips. ‘If it gets too hard, I’ll give you
my breath.’
He nodded, squeezing her fingers with little strength.
The whoop-whoop of a helicopter sounded in the distance.
After the chopper landed and the paramedics took over, Jean
stepped back, letting them do whatever they could for George.
‘He’s stable. We’ll take him to Scub Creek Hospital. Don’t worry
it’s only to make sure there’s no internal bleeding but he’s one tough
bloke.’
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Jean nodded. ‘Can I see him before you take off?’
‘Sure. Go ahead.’ The paramedic collected her medical bag and
followed to where the other ambo and air medic had carried George to
the chopper.
‘Hey, George. Feeling a bit better?’
He nodded, under a breathing mask.
‘I’ll meet you at the hospital after I’ve taken your horses back to
the stable. You gave me a scare. You know that?’
Again he nodded.
***
Jean was finally allowed to see him. She wasn’t family, and the policy
was only to allow family into the emergency ward. He pulled some
strings, and he was glad to see her sunshine face.
‘Sorry about this, Jean. I was hoping to cook you dinner as thanks
for helping with the dip.’
‘Well, I was expecting a hell of a lot more than that.’ She mocked
anger with her hands on her hips but a smile in her eyes. ‘I definitely
deserve dessert too.’ She winked, placing a hand over his.
‘You drive a hard bargain.’ He grinned. ‘They won’t let me out
until morning. It’s a damn shame. I was planning to do my hickory
roast.’
‘Why don’t you save it for Christmas?’
‘Christmas?’
‘Sure. You need company. I want your company, and you owe
me dinner.’
‘Christmas it is then. You’re on.’
‘There’s one more thing,’ she said with a smirk.
‘What’s that, Jean?’
‘This.’ She leaned close and kissed his lips. ‘And there’s more
than kissing to come when you get out of this damn hospital.’
‘I’m glad of that, Jean.’
‘About damn time too.’ She giggled, then kissed him again,
harder like she possessed him and he didn’t mind one bit.
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If you enjoyed these stories, why not read The Zanzibar Moon series:

https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B072FL7BPZ
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https://www.amazon.com.au/Kendwas-Secret-Prequel-ZanzibarMoon/dp/064801942X
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https://www.amazon.com/Elephant-Creek-Zanzibar-Moon-Bookebook/dp/B084YHVK34
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More books and stories are coming soon.

Have a very merry Christmas
and happy, healthy
and prosperous new year
with lots of
wonderful books to read.

Love ‘n’ stories,
Donna xo �
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