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      “I’m so happy to be home. The conference was a waste of time,” I lament as I drop my suitcase on the floor and look around for my furry baby. I find the little traitor sitting in Aunt Mabel’s lap, ignoring me. Milo will punish me for several days because I left him for my weekend trip. “Was my little sweetheart a good boy?” I ask, then watch as my aunt flips her long gray hair over her shoulder. For a sixty-five-year-old woman, Aunt Mabel is in wonderful shape. She owns the most popular yoga studio in town. Well, really, it’s the only yoga studio in our small town, but if there was competition, it would still be the most popular.

      “Of course, but never mind that. You want to talk about a nightmare. You have a nightmare happening right across the street.” When Aunt Mabel places Milo on the floor, the cat’s glare promises retribution, but I ignore him and concentrate on my aunt. She walks over to point out the front picture window, “You have a new neighbor. Saturday morning, moving vans came, and people were in and out all weekend long. And oh my God, it’s a drug dealer that moved in across the street.”

      I roll my eyes and drop down onto the sofa. “Aunt Mabel, what makes you think my new neighbor’s a drug dealer?” Since my aunt is known for her crazy theories, along with her yoga classes, I’m sure this explanation will be a doozy.

      “He’s got to be all of eighteen. How else would he be able to afford that house? I’m telling you, a drug dealer moved in across the street. One fine, young, hot as hell drug dealer, but still a criminal.” As she looks up toward the ceiling and shakes her head then looks sadly out the window, I barely contain my laughter. I’m sure there’s another explanation, but everyone in town knows that arguing with Aunt Mabel is pointless.

      “I’ll talk to Linda and Gary with the neighborhood association and find out all about my neighbor. Don’t you worry.” I try to assure Aunt Mabel.

      After I convince her it’s safe to leave me here with a drug dealer living across the street, she leaves and I attempt to find my angry cat. The little monster has gone into hiding to punish me. While he’s off sulking, I decide to get my things ready for the week ahead. When I walk by the window, I notice a new expensive car in front of my neighbor’s house, and for a second, I wonder about Aunt Mabel’s theory.
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      Even though I’m running late the next morning, I search everywhere but can’t find the little terror anywhere. Milo avoided me all night, so I place a can of tuna in his food dish as a peace offering before leaving. Hopefully, he’ll forgive me sometime soon.

      As I open my front door to leave, my jaw drops open and I blink several times. My first thought is, Holy Cow. Is that my new neighbor? Things are definitely looking up in my neighborhood. The average age just went down by several years. Aunt Mabel was right. He is hot. Red freaking hot. But several years older than eighteen. I’d say he’s got to be in his mid-twenties, at least. Still young to own a home in this neighborhood unless he has very rich parents or a very good job. The suit he’s wearing probably cost more than my first car did, and it molds to every gorgeous inch of his body perfectly. When he reaches down to pick up an object from his lawn, the material stretches across his perfect ass and I check to make sure I’m not actually drooling. Staring at him short-circuits my brain. As he straightens and notices me gawking, an arrogant smirk flits across his face, then he waves, causing me to blush from head to toe from embarrassment. Before I can make a bigger fool of myself, I turn and dash to my car. As I’m driving away, I watch in the rearview mirror as the hottie walks toward his car.

      Samantha, my best friend and receptionist, isn’t at her desk when I walk into my office. The smell of coffee leads me to the breakroom where I find her sitting at the table, half asleep. “Busy night?”

      She jumps at my voice and groans, “The Tomases argued about freaking bills until one this morning. I was tempted to march over there and settle the freaking fight for them. I hate paper thin, apartment walls.”

      When she drops her head on the table and starts lightly banging it, I laugh and remind her, “Aunt Mabel is always looking for someone to rent her extra bedroom. I could arrange for you to move in there.” She lifts her head and snarls as I back out of the breakroom with her glare following me.

      By midday, Samantha has forgiven me for suggesting she might want to live with Aunt Mabel. At lunch, I tell her all about my new neighbor, especially his nice assets. “You know, it’s been a long time since you dated anyone. I think it’s time to go after a man with hot assets,” she points out before deciding to “drop by” and check him out soon.
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      Holy shit. I hope the sexy blonde across the street is my Thong Santa. When I walked out and saw the beautiful goddess staring at me, all the blood rushed to my dick and I had to fight to keep from embarrassing myself. The delicate blush that covered her heart-shaped face aroused me even more, and I had to sit in my car and take several deep breaths before my hands stopped shaking. No other woman has ever affected me this quickly or this much. I have no idea what the hell is happening to me.

      I do know that ever since I moved in over the weekend, I’ve found a pair of thong underwear on my front lawn, every morning. At first, I thought it was a joke my brother and sister were playing on me, but they can’t get in the gated community without me knowing.

      After seeing an older woman coming and going from the house across the street over in the weekend, I prayed she wasn’t the mysterious owner of the undies. I knew my fantasies would die a horrible death if I investigated and discovered they belonged to a horny, elderly woman. Now that I’ve seen the blonde, my day is looking up. Time to investigate and pray I unmask the right Thong Santa.

      I walk into my family’s law firm, The Kane Law Firm, and head straight for my office. As one of the newest and youngest attorneys, I have a small office at the end of the hall. I’ve only practiced a short time, but I love working with my family firm, most days. My uncle, who is a managing partner of the firm, encouraged me and my two siblings to follow in his footsteps and become lawyers. He raised us after our parents were killed in an accident when we were teenagers. Having teenage triplets thrust upon him was quite a life changing event for a thirty-something bachelor, but Uncle Harris accepted the challenge and helped us get past the trauma of losing our parents.

      “Hey, asshole. Own a watch? It’s after nine.” My brother strolls into in my office before I even have time to take my jacket off. After dropping into the chair in front of my desk, he continues. “You have time to work out after work?”

      Taking off my jacket and throwing it over the chair, I shake my head. “I can’t tonight. I have another meeting with Mrs. Lowe about her estate. It could take hours.” Jason winces in sympathy before heading toward the door. The Lowe Estate case is going to be the death of me. Mrs. Lowe changes her mind weekly on how she wants to handle her business.

      As he reaches the door, he turns. “By the way, Lola heard you bought a house in The Maples and are now lucky bachelor number one. I’d run fast.” When he wiggles his eyebrows and laughs evilly, I have the urge to throw my crystal golf ball paperweight at his head. After he ducks out the door, I look at my schedule and pray I can steer clear of Lola for the foreseeable future. Everyone knows the firm secretary is looking to marry a lawyer who can give her the life she thinks she deserves. That lawyer won’t be me. Just thinking about her makes my skin crawl. Hopefully, some other sucker will catch her eye soon.

      By the time I leave the office after spending the day hiding from Lola, then enduring a mind-numbing meeting with Mrs. Lowe, I’m ready to go home and drop into bed. The rest of the week ends up being a repeat of Monday: go to work, avoid the greedy secretary, come home exhausted, and find lacy thong undies on the lawn.
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      Finally, the end of the week arrives, and I’m looking forward to a couple days of quiet. As I’m dragging my tired ass out of my car, a fat, ginger-colored cat strolls through my yard. The gorgeous blonde from across the street comes running right behind the little shit, yelling, “Milo, stop ignoring me and come home!”

      In an effort to be gentlemanly, I run after the troublemaker. The mystery of my Thong Santa is solved when the kitty suddenly stops and drops a little present on my lawn in front of me and his owner, who then screeches, “Oh my god! Milo, what have you done?” The little thief shows no remorse as he sits down and begins to lick a paw while his owner looks mortified. I don’t think I’ve ever seen someone’s face turn that shade of red, but this gorgeous girl manages the feat. She snatches up the undies and shoves them into her pants pocket before turning to me. I blink several times as an unfamiliar feeling runs through my body. This is way beyond the lust I felt the first time I saw her at a distance.
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