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        Love’s more complicated than rocket science.

      

      

      Retired rocket scientist Scarlet Brinks fixes cars, wrangles her active aging parents, and resorts to a one-morning stand with a hot and sexy stranger to soothe her menopause-induced crazed libido. Too bad once makes her want more with the surprisingly adventurous younger man, especially after her cohorts issue a few interesting challenges.

      

      Landscape architect Nelson Whitaker has never been propositioned by a mostly naked woman on her front porch before, but how can he refuse when his wife left him and their teenage children without so much as a goodbye and every date since has sucked? Now he needs to convince the brainy and beautiful mechanic to give their relationship a chance to grow.

      

      Opposites attract, but are their fireworks in the bedroom and a tentative friendship enough to achieve happily-ever-after?
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      Scarlet Brinks set aside the torque wrench and grabbed the can of WD-40. After a generous squirt directed at the corroded housing bolt, she picked up the closest grease towel and wiped her hands as she faced her friend.

      “If I wanted a serious relationship, I’d get a dog. Or better yet, a chicken. It could live outside, and I like eggs. They’re versatile and easy to cook.” Several escapees from her ponytail tangled in her eyelashes, but a swipe of her bicep brushed them away. “Look, Rose, I know you mean well, but I only want to get laid. Nothing more. And not like an egg. Can’t you hook me up with one of your regulars? One who isn’t a psycho- or sociopath, obviously.”

      “How am I supposed to know who’s off their rocker and who isn’t?” Rose Chambers wrinkled her nose and tossed Scarlet a clean shop towel. “I run a phone sex service, not mental health evaluations for potential axe murderers, although I’m pretty sure I’ve logged enough hours of counseling to be a psychologist. More than half the people who call just want somebody to talk to about their problems—not what I’m wearing or how I’m touching myself. Did you know my per-minute rate is cheaper than therapy? It’s ridiculous. Why can’t you pick up some hunk at a bar?”

      “Right. Like a sexy, brainless stud is going to choose a fifty-three-year-old former rocket scientist over a twenty-something former prom queen.” After a gulp of wine from her insulated travel mug, Scarlet wielded the wrench again. “You must know somebody who wants an occasional fuck-buddy. These damned hormones are driving me bananas. And my vibrator isn’t getting the job done anymore. I need an actual dick.”

      Rose snorted and hopped down from her perch on the workbench, making the jaw-length hair on the left side of her head flop forward. The buzz-cut right side didn’t budge. “I know plenty of those, my ex among them. Seriously, woman, put on a short skirt and a skimpy top, go to a bar, and let a cute young guy with a mommy complex buy you a drink. You have the body to pull it off. Perky tatas that are the genuine thing. Hourglass figure. Brains out the wazoo. Hell, I’d date you if I liked women. Spank him a few times, fuck him senseless, and send the puppy home.”

      “At least you noticed my brains. Most people can’t get past my boobs. Oh, and puppies follow you home.” With a massive heave, the bolt suddenly loosened and the wrench clanked onto the concrete floor, making Scarlet wince. “Maybe I need to build myself an anatomically correct AI robot, minus the usual thought processes of a man. More like a smart phone, learning from the user’s behaviors.”

      “So, basically, a blowup doll that participates, without thinking it knows how to give you an orgasm when it doesn’t.” Rose tipped up her own semisweet red, straight from the single-serve bottle. “You could make a hell of a lot more money from that invention than from your second career as a mechanic. Your slogan can be ‘artificial man, real orgasms.’”

      Grinning over her shoulder, Scarlet caught a glimpse of their other dinner-drinks-and-dishing companion entering through the side door.

      The steady click-click-click of Cerise Wethers’ strappy stilettos on the garage floor announced her presence as much as her form-fitting white sundress and platinum-blonde locks laced with the most gorgeous strands of silvery gray. Lips the same color as her name and her shoes curved into a grin. “Great tagline. I’d sell them. Of course, I’d have to try out a few before they hit the shelves. My customers deserve to know what they’re getting, and I deserve some nookie after a hard day’s work of discussing the pros and cons of every dildo, lube, and pair of fuzzy handcuffs in the shop.”

      Scarlet snagged a bottle of sparkling chardonnay from the dorm fridge beside the tool cabinet where the torque wrench lived. “I’ll get right on it after I finish rebuilding this rust bucket’s engine for the mayor. Wine sampler? The Vinery sent over a case because I made a house call for their delivery truck yesterday.”

      “I’d rather have a mango martini, but it’ll do. What’s for supper? I’m starving. I haven’t had time to eat since breakfast.” Cerise balanced on her right foot while she unfastened the straps climbing partway up her left calf. “God, my feet are killing me.”

      “Maybe you should stop wearing hooker heels to work.” The bottle hissed as Scarlet unscrewed the cap, but the ring of her friend’s laughter cut it off short. A cheeky retort would undoubtedly make an appearance. “Or at least take them off when you’re behind the counter. Pizza and wings are supposed to be here in about fifteen minutes.”

      “I’ll stop wearing my hooker heels when you stop dressing in ratty oversized shirts to hide your bodacious boobies. And those steel-toed boots have got to go.” Cerise grinned and stuffed her shoes into her matching designer tote bag of a purse. “Then I’ll set you up on a blind date with the cutie I hired to update the flowerbeds around the house and the shop. He seems like the kind of man who’d appreciate a great rack without being an ass about it.”

      “How does he feel about one-night stands? He doesn’t even have to buy me dinner.” Scarlet picked up her insulated mug, passed her friend the miniature bottle, and headed for the door. “Come on. I need to hop in the shower before the food gets here.”

      After locking up the three-bay pole barn, she trailed a high-top-clad Rose and a barefoot Cerise across the yard to her house. The lawn needed cut again from all the rain, but she’d take mud puddles and knee-high grass over snow now that almost-warm temperatures had finally arrived in northeastern Ohio. Half a lifetime in Florida had turned her into a wintertime wimp.

      Rose tapped in the code to unlock the back door and entered the garage that housed Scarlet’s transportation. “Don’t touch anything and take off your shoes out here. Poppy picked up four more houses to clean this month, so she doesn’t have time to do yours every week.”

      “Yes, Mom.” Scarlet unlaced her boots and then yanked her shirt over her head as she toed them off. A minute later, she dropped her grease-stained jeans and socks onto the pile. Goose bumps spread along her skin, making her nipples tighten against the thin cotton of her threadbare bra. Going without held more appeal than shopping for a new one. “Happy now?”

      Shoving open the door into the kitchen, Rose scowled as she sidestepped out of the way. “Hell, no, I’m not happy. You have three years on me and no stretch marks or Caesarean scars. Get out of my sight, you annoying old hag.”

      Not bothering to stifle a giggle, Scarlet trailed after her friends to the breakfast bar and then continued through the living room. “For the record, I’d rather be an annoying old hag than a dick tease. Stretch marks and scars be damned. Every guy who’s ever called your hotline would fuck you in person in a heartbeat. Back in ten minutes. There’s sangria in the fridge and a container of my mom’s peanut butter cookies on the counter. And cut up some carrots and celery, you young whippersnappers.”

      Raucous laughter followed her into the master bedroom, finally fading when she closed the bathroom door. A smear of grease stood out among the flyaway hairs plastered to her forehead, but she wouldn’t trade her new life for anything in the world. She’d finally made time for true friends instead of having only casual acquaintances. Her job no longer demanded sixty-hour workweeks and being on call twenty-four seven. Now she needed to find a boy-toy to satisfy her menopausal body. Wasn’t her sex drive supposed to fall into a crater the size of the moon’s South Pole-Aitken Basin? Instead, it had morphed into Olympus Mons.

      After a quick scrub and a thorough rinse, she shut off the shower and hurried through drying to appease her suddenly growling stomach. The doorbell rang as she pulled on her clean Yes, It’s Rocket Science tank top to go with a pair of yoga pants that had seen better days.

      She grabbed her wallet from the organized mess on her nightstand, jogged three steps before giving up the battle of trying to corral her unbound breasts, and walked out of her bedroom. “I’ll get it!”

      A blurred form stood on the other side of the sidelight sheers her mom had installed within hours of discovering any stranger could peek inside her only child’s new home. The discernible stack of carryout boxes assured her no Tom, peeping or otherwise, waited on the front porch.

      I wouldn’t be opposed to a frisky tomcat stopping by.

      She raised her hand to the keypad to disarm the alarm, only to discover she’d forgotten to set the damn thing again. Her dad would have a fit if he found out she wasn’t using the security system with any consistency.

      The same young deliverywoman from the last three orders smiled when Scarlet opened the door. “Hey, Ms. Brinks. I have a party-size Bohemian pizza with extra mushrooms, a triple order of breadsticks with three cups of nacho cheese sauce, two dozen honey-barbecue wings, and a large order of Jo-Jos for you. You must be working on another engine.”

      “Hi, Emily. Yeah, the mayor would rather spend her money on a rebuild than buy a new car.” Scarlet pulled a twenty from the wallet and tucked the tip in her savior’s sweatshirt pocket. “I should have enough leftovers for at least a few lunches. Have you talked to your dad about wanting to become an electrician?”

      An eye-roll all but confirmed the news hadn’t been well received. “He wants me to try college for a year first, to see if I like it. I told him I don’t need to since I already know what I want to do. He gave me the disapproving-dad look and said we’d talk more later, as if I’m going to change my mind. Why should I do something that’s a waste of my time and his money?”

      “You could try a few entrepreneur classes at the community college. Having the knowledge to run your own business would give you a leg up once you finish the trade apprenticeship you talked about last week. And your dad might be more receptive to the idea if you’re thinking ahead to a few years down the road.” The top container slid toward the edge of the stack balanced on Emily’s arm, spurring Scarlet to relieve her of the delivery. Within two seconds, heat seeped through the bottom box and warned a quick wrap-up of the conversation was probably prudent. “Don’t give up on that dream. You better get going to your next stop.”

      “Thanks for the advice and the tip.” With a wave, Emily took off down the porch steps. “See you next time.”

      “Any time. Drive safely.”

      Instead of a half-expected over-the-shoulder frown of a know-it-all teenager, the young woman gave her a thumbs-up gesture and a smile. “You bet.”

      Scarlet’s stomach growled much louder with the irresistible scents of barbecue sauce, garlic, and deep-fried potatoes offering immediate relief from its emptiness. “Yeah, yeah. I’m going.”

      By the time she reentered the kitchen, her friends had already prepared the table with paper plates and all the other necessities. A glass of sangria awaited each of them.

      Cerise snagged the boxes of wings and Jo-Jos from the top of the stack and set them within reaching distance of her seat. She’d swapped her white dress for a red tank top and denim shorts, probably a wise choice given their meal. “Can I go first during the vent session?”

      Rose snitched a potato wedge and dropped it on her plate. “Ouch! Hot. Which step-monsters are being bratty this time? The Hopkins hemorrhoids or the Yeats infection?”

      Not bothering to hide a chuckle, Scarlet added the pizza and breadsticks to the spread. “Hemorrhoids? I thought Tony’s twins were hellions.”

      Her twice-widowed friend picked up a sauce-drenched boneless wing with the tongs. “They were hellions during their teens. Now they’re just twenty-eight-year-old pains in my ass. Always expecting me to pay their way in life. Unfortunately, it’s Margot this time. Bradley could never tell her no, and Daddy’s spoiled little princess has turned into the queen bitch. She had a temper tantrum in front of a customer this morning because I wouldn’t give her my car.”

      Rose raised an eyebrow above the rim of her glass as she tipped it up for a drink. “Why would she need to borrow your car? What happened to hers?”

      “Not borrow. Have. Permanently. She totaled hers because she forgot to set the parking brake on a hill, and she didn’t pay the last monthly insurance premium. People make blonde jokes, but that brunette uses her brain like it has the RAM of a 1986 IBM clone.”

      Holding a breadstick dripping cheese into the cup, Scarlet grinned. “Back when 512K was cutting edge. I remember those days. You know, no one would ever make blonde jokes to your face, especially since you’re not dumb by any stretch of the imagination.”

      Cerise dabbed a napkin at the smear of barbecue sauce on her chin. “No, they just make smartass comments about how my husbands died. Good thing almost nobody knows about my pharmacology degrees, or they’d call me a black widow.”

      Rose raised her glass. “To the blonde widow. May she remain single forever more.”

      “Amen to that.”

      Despite her messy fingers, Scarlet scooped up her sangria-filled goblet and clinked it against her companions’ matching glasses. “To being single.”

      Cerise’s smirk promised a bawdy addition to their toast. “And to getting you an eager young fuckbuddy.”

      Her friends’ peals of laughter nearly drowned out the ring of the doorbell.

      “Gotta answer that. It’s probably my dad dropping off Reginald. He and my mom are spending the weekend at the casino to celebrate their fifty-fifth wedding anniversary. Back in a sec.” Stuffing half a Jo-Jo in her mouth, Scarlet pushed away from the table.

      Yipping greeted her as she chewed, swallowed, and opened the door.

      Her father gathered her in a hug and kissed her cheek before she could say hello. “Hiya, Lettie. How’s my second-favorite girl in the whole world?”

      She closed her eyes and breathed in the familiar scent of Old Spice. A dozen images from her childhood flitted through her mind as she savored the memories. “Never better. Did you tell Mom about the anniversary surprise yet?”

      “Right before I came over. She’s packing as we speak.” He handed her a tote and then bent over to pick up the wiggling ball of brown and white fluff. “Thanks for watching Reggie for us. His food and pills are in the bag.”

      “Perfect. Thanks.” As she reached for the fuzzy mutt, he sniffed at her mouth and then licked her chin. She grasped the leash and set her weekend roomie on the floor. “I know you’re only kissing me because I smell like food, you little oinker. Have fun, Dad, and give Mom a hug for me. See you Sunday afternoon.”

      Reggie’s yap silenced her father’s response, but his smile before he headed to his car was all she needed. Life was good, even without real sex.

      Snickers greeted her when she returned to the kitchen, Reggie shadowing her. “Chubby boy isn’t allowed to have table scraps, so don’t give in to his puppy-dog eyes.”

      Rose scratched the little charmer under his chin. “Cerise and I decided you should proposition the next available guy you see between the ages of twenty-one and fifty. No excuses. Deal?”

      Her vaginal muscles twitched at the thought of a man-induced orgasm. Or maybe she needed to pee. “Fine. Deal.”

    

  

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






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/cmm-gradient-cover.jpg
Call Me...Maybe

Romancing the Phone #1

Mollasio S





OEBPS/images/logo.jpg





