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Dear Reader, June 1st is National Donut Day. To celebrate this amazing dessert, a baker’s dozen of authors have come together to create thirteen new stories that are sugar-free and donut contain carbs! Each story is a complete standalone. They vary in theme and heat levels. We hope you enjoy the donut day collaboration and that we bring you a little something to help satisfy your sweet tooth. Please consider reviewing to help your authors. Enjoy! With love and sprinkles, Donut Day Authors
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For questions or comments about this book, please contact the author at wintertravers84@gmail.com
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Chapter 1
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Karen

I BLINDLY REACHED ACROSS the bed, and was met with crisp, cold sheets.

Ugh. Crisp, cold sheets were all I was going to be feeling for the next four mornings.  Blake was back at the fire station, and I was back to being alone. All of the time.

Milton jumped on the bed, and sat by my feet. He meowed three times, and laid his head down.

I guess I wasn’t completely alone. I had Milton to keep me company by demanding to be fed all of the time. “You ate before we went to bed. How are you hungry already?”

He meowed again, telling me he was hungry, and jumped off the bed. I had a good minute before he would be back in the bedroom pawing at my feet to get out of bed. I had never meet a more demanding cat in my life.

My phone dinged on the nightstand, and I grabbed it to see Blake had messaged me.

Morning, beautiful.

Cue my sigh. The man melted my insides with just two words. Morning, sparky. So, my nickname for him isn't as romantic.

Shit. Gotta go.

My phone fell from my hand, and I flopped back on the bed. This was the now recurring story of my life. 

Three nights with Blake, then four days of sporadic texts and calls. Most of those calls and texts ending with Blake having to run because he had to be an everyday superhero saving the residents of Mark’s Corners.

I closed my eyes. “Stop being so whiny, Karen,” I ordered to the empty room.

Milton meowed from the kitchen. “For God sake, you too, Milton. No whining!”

I blindly reached for the pillow Blake used, and flopped it over my head. “God damn,” I mumbled into the pillow.

Of course, the damn thing was going to smell like his cologne.

I couldn’t stop thinking about the man when he wasn’t here. 

We had been hooking up, and casually dating for over two months. While it was great, I felt like I wanted more. No, I needed more from him.  While I couldn’t think of anyone but him, I had to wonder if he was the same. Was I what he thought about when he fell asleep every night at the station? Did he count the minutes till he was off work and headed over to my apartment like I did? Did he ever miss me?

Gah. I could get the answers to all of these questions if I would just ask him. But what if I asked him, and he didn’t have the answers I wanted to hear?

Losing Blake wasn’t something I wanted to happen, so I clung to the time I had with him, and decided not to rock the boat.

The time Blake gave me I wasn’t going to give up. Now I just had to make it through the next four days without him.

Boo.

*
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Blake

“YOU TELL HER YET?”

I hung up my bunker gear and shook my head. “Nah.”

“What the hell do you mean by nah?” Abe asked.

I shrugged and leaned against the wall with my arms crossed over my chest. “Nah means no.”

Abe flipped me off. “No shit, donkey breath. I mean why the hell haven’t you nailed her down yet?”

A smirk spread across my lips. “Oh, believe me, I’ve nailed her down plenty of times.” So many times I had forgotten about anyone before Karen.

“Yeah, I know you two got that down, I mean why the hell aren’t you two doing more than that?”

I pushed off my locker, and made my way over to the stairs. “Just because you moved Brynn in with you faster than a tornado in Texas doesn’t mean I have to do the same thing.”

He shrugged. “It was the smart thing to do. She was at my place most of the time when she wasn’t at the bakery, so why not rent out the apartment above the shop?”

I climbed the stairs, and took a left at the top of them into the sprawling kitchen and living area above the station. “I still don’t know how you managed to convince her to move fifteen minutes away from the bakery when before she had to walk down a flight of stairs to work.”

Abe grabbed an apple from the fruit bowl, and tossed it at me. “‘Cause I’m just that good. You should take some pointers from me. You wouldn’t be stuck in the hook-up zone if you did.”

He was right about the hook-up zone, but not about taking pointers from him. “I’m pretty sure you just got lucky when it came to Brynn. She was in love with you before you guys even went out.”

“I do have a boyish charm about me that she just couldn’t resist.”

I rolled my eyes, and pulled eggs and bacon from the fridge. It was my turn to cook breakfast, and I wasn’t known for making extravagant things. You got the basics when I was cooking. “Yeah, well, you think we can get back to talking about me and Karen? I don’t need to think about your boyish charm or anything like that.”

“You know when I say boyish charm I’m talking about my dick, right?” Abe held his hands out in front of him a foot apart. “It’s huge, dude.”

Jesus. I turned my back to him, and grabbed a huge bowl to start cracking eggs into. “You know, the more you tell people that bold faced lie, the less credible it becomes, right?”

“It’s not a lie if it’s the truth.” Abe’s phone rang, and I heard him talking to Brynn. I glanced over my shoulder to see him head down the stairs we had just climbed. Thank God. 

“Saved by Brynn,” I muttered under my breath.

I knew what I wanted from Karen. I didn’t need Abe breathing down my neck asking if I had gotten the balls to talk to her. Every time I was with her, we were too consumed with each other, and when it was time for me to leave we were both exhausted. And, Karen was normally sleeping.

I had been seeing her for over two months, but we had never settled into anything more than hooking up. At least, that was what it felt like. We had been on one date, and that was it. Since then we had never left the apartment together. It was like after the four days of not seeing each other, we took the next three days to get acquainted physically again.

I finished cracking two dozen eggs into the bowl, dumped them into a large fry pan, and grabbed the large electric griddle from the cabinet.

As the bacon fried up, I did the same thing I had done for the past eight weeks while I was working and not fighting a fire. I thought about Karen and talked myself up to finally ask her to be with me.

We were together, but I wanted to hear from her lips that she wanted us to be exclusive. If I really was honest, I wanted to do the same thing Abe had done with Brynn. Move her sweet ass into my house, and know that she’s all mine.

*
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Chapter 2
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Karen

“I NEED A SHIT TON OF holes tomorrow.”

Brynn lowly lifted her head from the cake she was decorating. “Um, what?”

“Holes. I need a shit ton of them.”

“Is that how you wrote it on the order? A shit ton of holes?”

I rolled my eyes. “No, I actually put donut holes and twenty dozen.”

“Shit,” Brynn winced. “That is a shit ton of holes.”

Now she got it. “Yeah, that’s what I said. You want me to help start getting ingredients ready for tomorrow?”

Brynn nodded. “Yeah. As soon as I finish this cake I can jump in and help.”

I grabbed an apron from the bin under the counter, and tied it around my waist. “Did you hear from Abe today at all?”

Brynn hunched back over the cake, and continued to pipe the border. “Um, I talked to him this morning, and then he texted me a little bit ago. Why?”

I shrugged, and pulled the rolling bin filled with flour out from under the counter. “Just wondering.”

“You hear from Blake.”

“Just early this morning. He sent a quick text, but had to go right away because they got a call.” And I haven't heard from him since. This was my problem. For three days I was with Blake, and then it was like he disappeared. One or two texts a day wasn’t cutting it for me. Although, when you were just a booty call to a guy, were you entitled to more than a few texts? 

I grabbed the old scale Brynn used, and set the weights for two and a half pounds on one end. I mindlessly dumped flour into the container on the other side, and tried not to think about Blake.

“Um, Karen?”

I dumped one more scoop full, and looked at Brynn. “Yeah?”

“That’s like six pounds you have there.”

I looked down at side of the scale I had been dumping on, and saw it was bottomed out. “Dammit.” I dumped the container back into the bin and started again.

“Are you okay?”

I glanced up to see Brynn was still watching me.

“Yeah.” I carefully dumped a little more flour on to the scale until both sides were balanced evenly.

“You might want to try to lie a little better than that.”

I dumped the flour into the mixing bowl Brynn would use in the morning, and rolled the flour bin back under the counter. “There isn’t really anything wrong. I’m just thinking too much.”

“About?”

I grabbed the bin full of sugar. “Blake. Me. Us.”

“I didn’t know there was much to think about. What’s going on?” She looked back down at the cake she was working on, and spun it around.

“That’s the problem. I don’t know what’s going on.”

She glanced up at me. “You really aren’t making sense.”

Tell me about it. Brynn wasn’t hearing all the crazy thoughts rolling around in my head. I had something good going with Blake, but I wanted more. More that I wasn’t sure he was willing to give me. “Do you love Abe, Brynn?”

“Uh, I thought we were talking about you and Blake.”
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