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The white horse pulled to a stop in front of
the broken down car, sending up clouds of bitter dust into the
air.

Lindsay Parke choked as she straightened up
from where she’d loosened the last lug nut on the pancake flat
tire. Her back ached from the effort. Thank God she’d been the one
to rotate her tires last. Otherwise she’d never be able to loosen
them.

Shading her eyes against the dust in the air,
and against the sun setting behind him, she scowled at the man in
the white outfit as he jumped from his steed.

“Allow me to assist you, ma’am,” the man
said, sweeping his wide brim hat off in a salute.

“Do I look like I want or need your
‘assistance’” Lindsay demanded. Just Who Does He Think He Is,
Anyway? she thought. The Lone Ranger?

Another look at this man’s dark features
proved that wasn’t the case. Maybe Tonto? Jay Silverheels had
nothing on this handsome fellow. But he sure looked bewildered.

She turned back to the tire, bent down and
pumped the jack up a few more notches.

“Ma’am, please allow me to finish that for
you,” he tried again.

Lindsay looked at him over her shoulder. He
really looked upset, and she WAS alone. Maybe it would be a good
idea to keep an eye on him. As she rose from her crouching
position, she checked her ankle holster. Her badge was in the
purse, sitting on the front seat of the car. Drat it all.

She backed up a bit, so that he could get at
the tire.

His graceful movements made her think of a
dancer as he took the tire from the rim and pulled the spare tire
from its place in the trunk. Or maybe someone trained in the
martial arts. His muscles rippled beneath the white silken
shirt.

Lindsay forced herself to change her focus to
his movements as he changed the tire and put the lug nuts back on.
With deft and economical movements, he soon had them tightened and
the jack released.
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