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Broken




I’ve often wondered if fantasy is better than reality. Take the fantasy I’m having right now. Okay, I’m at work, so I should be focused on my computer and the bookkeeping job I’m being paid to do, but DAMN. How is a girl supposed to focus on working with that yummy view? 

Talk about hot. The man working out on the treadmill was hard to ignore. His glistening chocolate skin enhanced his muscles as he ran, and it was all I could do not to stare. Instead, I bit the end of my pen and forced my eyes back to the computer screen.

My office at the fire station is squeezed into a corner of the gym. On days like today, I’m pretty sure they thought that up just to torture me. It’s hard not to be distracted by the big window overlooking the gym when it’s always in my peripheral vision. The station seriously needs a remodel, but you won’t find me complaining. 

Well, maybe when I’m on a deadline. Distractions can be hard to ignore, especially when I’m on a sexual dry spell. I’ve been working here for about three years now, so you think I’d be used to the guys on the treadmill. They ran in shorts and not much else. 

Like now. 

Fucking Dave and his smoking hot muscles were currently soaking my panties as I watched his gleaming body jog effortlessly along on the machine. It’s not enough that he’s a perfect specimen of a man, he has an equally perfect twin brother over on the weights. My eyes flit over to Dan, just in time to watch his biceps bunch as he lifts. 

Shit. Don’t look, you have work to do! You don’t have time to be distracted.

Too late. Now I’m sitting here drooling. And wondering if his dick is as big as the hand holding that weight. 

Fantasizing.

Because it’s been forever since, well, it’s better not to go there. 

My phone beeped, and I glance down, annoyed at being pulled out of my happy place. It’s my ex. Of course it is. Who else would text me when I’m staring at a man I can’t have? 

You out yet?

I want to throw the phone, but I just ignore it. Let him figure out if I’ve moved or not. I go back to staring at Dan. Taking my mind off the rest of the bullshit that is my life. 

“Janara, we gotta talk,” my boyfriend had said last night. 

That could never be good, and it wasn’t. 

“This ain’t working,” he said. “You either need to quit that job at the fire station, or we’re done.”

“I can’t quit,” I frowned back at him. “I need that job.”

We’d been over this before, but I wasn’t leaving a perfectly good job to satisfy his tiny ego. 

“Don’t matter,” he said, shaking his head as he paced in front of the TV. “We’ve been over for a while anyway. Christ, you won’t even blow me.”

“You taste gross,” I wrinkled my nose in disgust. “I can’t get past it. Besides, it’s not like you want sex anymore, anyway.”

I can’t remember the last time, come to think of it. It’s more like we’re roommates who occasionally fuck. 

“If you weren’t so goddamn fat, maybe I’d be turned on,” he said, waving a hand at my curves.

That hurt. Size twelve wasn’t fat. I was curvy. Just because I wasn’t flat chested like my friend Chelsea, with hips to match. He was always going on about her supposed assets. 

“Wait, are you comparing me to Chelsea?” I demanded.

“She’s hot,” he said, raising an eyebrow. 

“Oh my god, you’ve fucked her,” I said, jumping to my feet. “No wonder you’ve been acting like a moron lately.” Proud of the way I kept my bottom lip from trembling, I stood there with my arms crossed, staring him down. “This is how you break up with me? After you’ve cheated?”

“You’ve got until the weekend to find a new place to live,” he said. “She’s moving in.”

“How the fuck am I supposed to do that?”

“Don’t know. Don’t care,” my heartless ex said. “Just be gone. I’m going to Chelsea’s place until then.” 

He swung his bag over his shoulder, then turned back to look at me. 

“And if you touch my stuff, I will find you,” he said, glaring over the top of his sunglasses. “You’ll regret it.”

“No problem,” I glared back. “Like I want your tacky shit.”

Sure, I might want to fuck with his stuff, but I wasn’t stupid. If he filed a police report about stolen property, I would lose my job at the Town’s Fire Station. I still don’t know what possessed me to get involved with him in the first place. Desperation? The spark had died long ago, but I hadn’t known how to break it off with him. Honestly? It’s kind of relief that he’d finally pulled the plug on our relationship. 

Which led me to my current predicament. My stuff is packed in my car and I still don’t know where I’m spending the night tonight, let alone a place to live. I wouldn’t put it past Nick to change his mind and hunt me down. What I needed was a place where he couldn’t find me. Thinking about going back to the small town where I grew up holds no appeal, but unless I figure something out soon, that’s where I’ll end up. 

“Hey Snow,” my eyes refocused on the screen for a moment, jolted out of my melancholy thoughts. “Buzz me in, will ya?”

“Sure thing, Charlie,” I said into the security system, and hit the buzzer. 

The guys starting calling me Snow after I told them my name was the female form of the Roman god of Snow, Janus. They thought it was a fun play on words, and I enjoyed having a nickname other than ‘Jan’.  

Less than a minute later, Charlie was standing in my doorway, eyes twinkling. He and a few of the others were coming back from a fire drill exercise and he smelled a bit smokey. Or my panties had lit themselves on fire. It was a toss-up. 

“Where are the others?” I asked to cover the fact I was gawking. He has this sexy Clark Kent look, with those dark square glasses and slate blue eyes. 

“They’re on their way. Still rolling up hoses,” he said, leaning on the doorpost, one arm higher than his head, giving me a perfect view of the way his shirt stretched over his abs. My mouth went dry. “Did you leave that asshole yet?” 

“Actually...” 

“No way! You’re single?” His delighted crow of laughter caught the attention of the Dave and Dan, who were walking toward the showers behind him. 

“What? Snow, why didn’t you tell us?” 

Dan poked his head around Charlie’s lean frame, wiping his face with the towel he’d hung around his neck after his workout. 

“It just happened last night,” I admitted. 

“No shit,” Charlie raised an eyebrow. “Where did you move to?”

I shrugged, my eyes flickering back to my computer, but not really seeing the screen. 

“I’ll find a place,” I said, shaking off my doubts. “It’ll probably be a hotel for a minute, but I’m good.”

“No way,” Dan frowned. “Alone in a hotel where that asshole might track you down?”

“She left him?” Dave spoke up from behind his brother. “Why would he do that?”

“Why wouldn’t he?” Dan countered. “If he has any brains, it won’t take him long to figure out he let a good thing go.”

“Obviously, he doesn’t, or he wouldn’t have broken up with her,” Dave shook his head. 

“Is this something you guys had bets on, or something?” I asked, stifling a giggle at their silly argument. 

“No!” The chorus of male voices seemed a bit too forceful in their denial. 

“Really?”

“Well,” Dan broke first under my glare. He might be big and beefy, but he’s a softy. “We didn’t want to tell you, but we’ve been hoping you’d leave him for a while.” 

“Oh yeah?”

This was news. They’d known who my boyfriend was and while they’d always flirted with me, it had never turned into anything steamy. Other than in my head. 

“You deserve better,” Dave said, and the way he was looking at me with those chocolate eyes made me think he’d been thinking about who. 

Which was another shocker. I mean, flirting is one thing, but actually acting on it is a whole other matter. 

“Yeah? Are you offering?” I waggled my eyebrows at him.  

“Maybe I am,” his slow grin made me swallow to add moisture to my suddenly dry mouth. 

“She can’t just start something with you,” Charlie protested, shoving his square ‘Clark Kent’ glasses up his nose. “She’s on the rebound. Give her some time.” 

“What? Why?” Dave scoffed. “She’s over him, aren’t you, Snow?”

I tipped my head to the side, as if considering. He was right, though. I’d been over him for months. 

“Seriously, guys, knock it off,” Dan punched them both on the arm. “Snow, do you really not have a place to stay?”

“No,” I shook my head. “I don’t.”

“What is this, a private party?” Felix peered in around the other three. “Or can anyone join?”

“Snow broke up with Nick ‘the dick,’ and now she’s homeless,” Dave said. 

“No shit,” Felix raised one eyebrow. “Finally got rid of that cocksucker. Charlie, you owe me ten bucks.”

“Like hell! Besides, you lost to me playing poker last night, so technically, you owe me fifty.”

“Guys!” I had to raise my voice to be heard. “Take it outside. You’re giving me a headache.” 

They headed toward the shower room, arguing the whole way, and I took a deep breath as I watched them go, wishing I could be a fly on the wall. I’d never considered myself a voyeur, but hot damn, seeing those naked buns soap up sounded like fun to me. 
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