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      Dear Readers,

      

      If you had the chance to go back in time, would you?

      What if you could go back and follow your artist's heart instead of becoming an accountant? What if you could go back and kiss that cute guy in high school who made your legs so weak that your kneesocks fell down and bunched around your ankles?

      Or what if you could time-jump into the past and be a fly on the wall to find out what really happened. Going back might not change anything, but it might help you finally understand why someone you loved did what they did. It might give you a new perspective.

      And, best of all, what if you could go back and hug your Mom one last time before she died?

      Being able to time-jump would be awesome, of course.

      So buckle up, Buttercup! And get ready to blast back to the past in these five original romantic short stories.

      The first story in the collection is called “Fur-ever Yours” and the couple discovers that wonderful, sometimes magical, treasures can be found at a thrift store.

      The second story is “You Are All That I Knead” and the hunky hero helps the heroine face something painful from her past.

      In “Will The Real Oliver Please Sit Stay” a mix-up at the pet grooming salon throws our couple into a real tizzy.

      Our hero and heroine get a second chance in “I Will Always Woof You, ” but only if they can stop fighting like cats and dogs.

      “Me And You And A Dog Named Roo” is the last story in the collection where the heroine helps the hero with a beloved family member.

      I hope you enjoy this fun collection of time travel romances.

      

      Mattie Fern
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        For the original CJ (Chocolate Jake.)

      

      

      
        
        When his owner dropped him off for grooming he’d tell CJ, “What happens at The Pink Poodle stays at The Pink Poodle.”

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1 - REENIE

          

        

      

    

    
      My writer friend, Megan, says her heart starts to beat fast and her palms get sweaty whenever she goes through the door of a stationery store. She loves the smell of paper--not to mention the yummy gel pens that look good enough to eat in all the colors of the rainbow. 

      “And don’t get me started on those blank notebooks just waiting to be filled,” she told me once with a dreamy look in her eyes. 

      I can certainly relate, but for me, it’s always been thrift stores. 

      And not just Goodwill and the Salvation Army, because even in the small town of Precipice, Oregon where I live we have a fairly decent store called Play It Again Thrift Store. It has a large assortment of stuff I don’t need--but absolutely must have. And, in fairness to myself, it does have a huge toy aisle filled with tons of stuffies. I run the humane society booth at the Precipice Days festival every year and collect clean used stuffies as prizes for the Wheel of Chance game. 

      I hang out in the store way too much, I admitted to myself, as I pulled my little metallic green Honda into a parking space in front of the thrift store, avoiding several shopping carts left by lazy shoppers.

      I felt my heartbeat start to pick up speed, and my throat went dry in anticipation as I exited my car, locked it, and turned to head toward the large automatic doors.

      The doors swooshed open and as I stepped inside the scent of popcorn with a hint of Febreeze hit my nose. Okay, I’m not thrilled with that smell, but it’s what the store uses so it is what it is. With the hundreds of stuffies I collect over the course of the year for Precipice Days, I leave them out in small batches in the open air for a week or so, and the funky Febreeze popcorn scent is nearly gone by then. The popcorn smell comes from the bright red vintage popcorn machine sitting next to the check-out counter with a sign that says, “Free Popcorn.” And that’s why sometimes you’ll see pieces of popcorn scattered on the floor. 

      When I leave them out like that though, I always have to be careful that my kitty, a long-haired gray and white cat named Earl Gray, doesn’t abscond with them. He’s been known to cart off a Beanie Babie or two over the years.

      I noticed it was pretty busy in the store, especially for an early Saturday morning. Most folks I know usually like to sleep in on their days off. Sometimes I want to pinch myself because I’m one of those lucky people who owns their own business, an in-home cat boarding enterprise, and gets to work from home. 

      Just walking down the hallway from my bedroom to the kitchen is my grueling daily commute. 

      I let out a little sigh of contentment as I walked towards the back of the store, where the toy bins were located and my tennis shoes squeaked on the shiny white and gold linoleum floor.

      I passed a tall spinner rack, messy and overflowing with greeting cards, and fought the urge to tackle the chaos and sort it all out. Not my business, Reenie, I admonished myself. Stop being so OCD.

      I continued on but slowed as I started to pass the pet supplies section. Besides seeing if there were any stuffies available, I remembered I needed to check for dog collars, so I turned right into the pet aisle. A couple of people were looking at stuff, including a woman carrying a cute little long-haired chihuahua zipped up in her jacket, and a rather handsome gentleman--near my age (early thirties) appeared to be looking through the large wicker basket filled with dog collars. 

      My sister, Pam, has a new Samoyed puppy, aptly named Houdini, who loses his collar way too often, and escapes by digging under the backyard fence.

      I’m a humane society volunteer, and bigtime pet lover, so I’m always nagging about how important it is to keep a collar, with a name tag, on Houdini. Yes, he’s microchipped, thankfully, but he still needs a collar, so I try and help by checking out the collars here at Play It Again. I also buy those little plastic ID barrels to attach to his collar since Pam would go bankrupt having a new nametag engraved every time Houdini loses his collar.

      And last weekend I helped Pam and my brother-in-law, Jason, place those metal underground garden spikes under every inch of that fence in their yard so Houdini can’t dig his way to freedom.

       The thrift store, surprisingly, is a good place for collars. Most of them are slightly worn but with some life still left in them, and occasionally, I get lucky and score one that looks brand new.

      At my last visit to the store, I picked up a worn green collar out of the basket with the name-tag still attached. The name “Pickles” was engraved on the small star-shaped tag--the same name of a much loved dog from my childhood. Even now, all these many years later, just thinking about Pickles made me smile--and yet, I felt a pinprick of sadness too. Actually, seeing all the worn collars always makes me a little sad, because I figure the collars ended up here at the store, most likely because a beloved family pet had died.

      I walked up next to the man, and tried to keep a respectable distance and not crowd him. I inhaled a deep breath. He smelled good, and I detected the spicy scent of sandalwood with a slight whiff of cedar. Probably some kind of soap because I didn’t know any men’s aftershave or cologne that smelled like that. Not that I’m any kind of expert. I haven’t been on a single date in over six months--ever since my boyfriend, Robert, and I broke up. 

      The gentleman was dressed in blue jeans with a pink and white baseball shirt. Hey, ya gotta love a guy who isn’t intimidated by the color pink. I also noticed he wore a pair of black and white hightops that appeared to have lots of mileage on them.

      The basket of dog collars brimmed with all colors and sizes, and I stood on tiptoes and sort of peered over his shoulder.

      “Oh, excuse me,” he said, finally noticing me, and grinned as he stepped back so I could access the wicker basket more easily, “I don’t mean to hog the basket.”

      “Oh no, you’re fine,” I said, and felt my face flush, “Sorry-- I didn’t mean to loom.”

      “Loom,” he repeated and I noticed he had nice green eyes, “loom is an odd word, don’t you think?”

      “It reminds me of Lurch from the Addams Family.”

      “Yeah,” he nodded, “I guess Lurch did do a lot of looming.”

      “And lurching.”

      Did I mention I get nervous and say stupid stuff when I’m around cute guys?

      Fortunately he laughed.

      As I pawed through the wicker basket of collars it felt a little like pawing through the DVD’s in those big bins at Walmart.

      “Looking for anything in particular?” he asked, as he held up a tiny pink collar with white rhinestones, and then gently tossed it back into the basket. 

      “Not really, It’s one of those deals where I’ll know it when I see it.”

      “What kind of dog do you have?”

      “Oh, I don’t have one--I’m looking for a collar for my sister’s dog. She’s got a Samoyed puppy.”

      “Sammies are beautiful dogs,” he said, nodding, and then added, “So are you more of a cat person?”

      “Not really, I have a cat now because I live in an apartment, but I love dogs too. My “heart” dog was a little mutt from my childhood named Pickles.”

      I picked up a green and yellow Oregon duck collar that looked nice and fairly new, but tossed it back because my sister and brother-in-law are fervent Oregon Beavers fans.

      “Pickles is a cute name.”

      “Yeah, Pickles was the best,” I said, with a sigh, “Our pets never live long enough.”

      “Not to get too woo woo,” he said, “but I always think Heaven gives us our pets for a time, but eventually we have to give them back.”

      “Yeah, I hate that part.”

      “Me too.”

      “I’m Reenie, by the way,” I said, introducing myself.“Short for Maureen.”

      “I’m Trevor.” He gave me a sexy grin and held out his hand to shake mine. I liked how his chestnut brown hair fell across his forehead. 

      “Nice to meet you,” I said, and I definitely liked the warm feel of his fingers on my skin.

      We both went back to the basket of collars, and I found a couple of possibilities for Houdini and hung them on my arm like big bracelets. Trevor found several too, and placed them inside the blue plastic handheld shopping basket sitting on the floor by his feet. 

      I decided to go deeper into the wicker basket and pushed a bunch of collars to one side. 

      That’s when I saw it--near the bottom.

      A large nylon collar with brilliant colors of purple and green and blue. It reminded me of the aurora borealis and, I know this is way weird, but the colors seemed to pulsate and glow.

      I felt my breath catch in my throat.

      I reached down to grab it but so did Trevor, and we both picked up the collar at the same time. He held one side of the collar, I held the other, and for a second there we had a little tug-o-war going on. 

      “Oh wow,” I said, “I’ll arm wrestle you for it.” Sort of teasing, and sort of not.

      “I want this,” he said, an almost feverish look in his eyes.

      I let go first. 

      To say there was something oddly alluring about the collar was an understatement. 

      Trevor seemed to have the same reaction. He held the collar in his hands as if it were a diamond necklace from Tiffany’s.

      “It's very unique,” he said, “It would look awesome on CJ.”

      “Is CJ your dog?”

      “Yes, his full name is Chocolate Jack.”

      “A chocolate lab?” I asked, and I felt a little miffed that he hadn’t even offered to let me have the collar. Sure, we both went for it at the same time, but shouldn’t a gentleman at least offer? 

      Trevor turned the collar inside out to look at some embroidered writing. Words were written in cursive in a fancy black script.

      “It says, ‘Cupid’s Collar.’ I wonder what that means?”

      “Maybe it’s the manufacturer.”

      “I’ve never seen a collar like this,” he said, with a kind of dazed look in his eyes, “Have you?”

      “Nope. Never.” 

      The gorgeous aurora borealis coloring still seemed to pulsate. Very strange.

      And the way Trevor held onto the collar made me worry he was gonna clutch it to his chest any minute and call it “My Precious.” 

      “I’ve got to go,” he said, abruptly, and picked up his handheld basket.

      “Goodbye,” I called after him. He didn’t respond, still in sort of a confused daze, and wandered off toward the front of the store.

      Oh well.

      I went back to the basket and did a thorough search, hoping maybe there was another collar just like that one.   

      No such luck. I decided to wait about looking for stuffies for Precipice Days. I’ll come back another time, because suddenly, I just wanted to get out of the store and inhale some fresh air. 

      The two collars I found for Houdini, a plain red one and a purple one with tiny black pawprints, would work just fine. 

    

  

OEBPS/images/fur-everyours_paperback_frontcover_1656x2551.jpg





