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  SOUTHERN LEGACIES BOOK 1: THE GHOST AND THE WOLF




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid March 2007




  A vision in white lures Yankee soldiers south to prison.




  Known as the Wolf, a Confederate officer scouts for Jefferson Davis.




  Can love keep the ghost and the wolf together?




  SOUTHERN LEGACIES BOOK 2: HIS LADY AVERY




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid May 2007




  Admiral James Logan is a Confederate blockade runner.




  Avery Barrett steals his heart.




  Will Yankees, past history and pirates keep him from his Lady Avery?




  SOUTHERN LEGACIES BOOK 3: WOUNDED HEARTS




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid June 2007




  Ann Rutledge lives on the border of the war between the North and South, her world torn apart.




  Justin Capwell comes to her rescue until a Yankee unit tries to break him.




  Can Ann save him as he saved her or will wounded hearts never mend?




  THE HALLS OF BUCHANNAN




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid August 2008




  Nick Buchannan finds Delaney Johnson, his life perfect.




  An invitation to England threatens to bring Nick down.




  Can he hold together long enough to save his wife and the halls of Buchannan?




  SOUTHERN LEGACIES BOOK 4: REDEMPTION IN BLOOD




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid October, 2008




  Wanted by the Yanks, Russell Steele does everything he can to undermine them while looking for the Southern salvation.




  Jordan Winthrop is the answer to his search.




  Will their love become redemption in blood?




  BLOOD LORDS BOOK 1: MY LORD BALTIMORE




  Torrid Books May 2012




  A one-sided age-old love affair has Finian Lord lusting after a gorgeous blonde.




  Cambria’s attraction follows her through time thanks to a brand in her genetic make-up.




  Will Finian protect her from his enemy or will she be forever calling him My Lord Baltimore?




  Dedication




  If you have a dream—go for it




  but don’t be afraid of temptation…




  FIRE




  by




  M.C. Scout




  Chapter 1




  

    

      Firefighters responded to a working structure fire this morning in the Delmar section of the city. On arrival, they had a fully involved single-family dwelling. Initial reports had no one inside the building only a woman advised them her three-year-old might still be inside. Braving the flames, a rescue team entered the building and moments later, one of the firefighters brought the child out. Reports indicate the child’s condition is stable. No cause for the fire has been determined.


    


  




  The network newscasts all had the same image—a firefighter bringing a small child out of the burning building shortly before an explosion rocked the fireground. The shock of it pushed the firefighter forward yet he didn’t stumble as he made a direct path to a waiting ambulance. Once there, both disappeared inside the rig.




  Carefully unwrapping the child hidden inside one of the heavy bunker coats, Geri Neal eased the scared child onto the stretcher where one of the medics immediately examined the boy. Finding nothing evident, they still intended to transport him to the hospital for a complete check.




  “Neal, are you all right?”




  “Uh, not sure. Shoulder’s killing me.”




  “Let me take a look,” the medic said, unable to see any injury to the firefighter’s chest or stomach. Once Neal moved the coat more, the medic told the other one to hold the tot.




  “What’s wrong?” Neal asked as she tried biting back the pain.




  “You’ve got shrapnel embedded in your back. You’re lucky—if it had hit you a slight bit in any direction, you’d probably be dead. You can thank the coat, too.”




  “But…” Neal began as the medic removed the helmet and Nomex hood in order to help his patient breathe now that the adrenaline rush had begun to subside.




  The cool air of the interior of the MICU—Mobile Intensive Care Unit—helped Neal feel a bit better.




  “Geri, tell me how you feel.”




  “Lightheaded and…”




  Firefighter Geri Neal passed out as shock overtook her. The medics eased her onto the stretcher laying her on her side in order to protect the wound until they could remove the piece of metal from her back.




  In a tiny corner of her mind, she heard the medic yell at them to get on the road, the customary hitting of the rig’s ceiling telling her what would happen next. She felt the rig move, the rest of her mind joining up with the unconscious part. She saw the child still held in one of the medics’ arms and closed her eyes.




  “Geri, don’t do this!” the medic yelled as he worked on her.




  Deep in the back of her mind, Geri Neal knew she’d accomplished one thing most firefighters dreamed of doing—making the big rescue. Right now, it no longer made any difference as the pain from her injury overwhelmed her. Relieved the child would be all right, she knew she’d be able to handle whatever came next.




  Our Father…




  * * * *




  Geri remained in the hospital for several days until her doctors could be sure the wound wouldn’t become infected and that she wouldn’t suffer any other adverse effects from it. As soon as she could after her release, she went to the station to see her chief. On purpose, she slipped upstairs without being seen.




  While she genuinely liked the rest of the guys on her shift, she didn’t feel ready to face them—at least not yet.




  “Geri, how do you feel?”




  “I’ll be honest—it hurts like hell.”




  “Any timetable?”




  “Doctors want to see me in a few days…”




  “Just make sure to keep me in the loop.”




  “I will.”




  “There’s something else or you wouldn’t have snuck up here…”




  She fidgeted a little before saying anything.




  “I…”




  “Is it about the child you saved? I heard he’ll be fine.”




  “That’s good news,” she said, smiling.




  “Geri, I can’t help you if you don’t give me something to go on.”




  Silence.




  “Geri…”




  “How the hell do I handle it? Reporters camped out at the hospital, there are news vans across the street from the station…”




  “What you did is big news.”




  “But that’s not why I did it. You of all people should know that. This is hard—harder than going through the final exam at the Academy.”




  “As you are aware, not all firefighters make the big save. You just made one and already there are problems because you’ve only been on duty just over two years and…”




  “Because I’m blonde and female,” she said. “I’ve heard those comments before.”




  “Unfortunately…”




  “So what do I do?”




  “Open up to your shift. You’d be surprised.”




  “At?”




  Chief Richards’ cell phone rang. Looking down, he opened it and read the text message he’d just received. Smiling, he looked at Geri.




  “Come with me…”




  Together they went down to the engine room where two guys on shift squared off with several reporters.




  “Come on, Captain, he can’t deny us. We have a right to interview him.”




  “I’ve told you…”




  “Told them what, Captain?” Richards asked.




  “They want to see Neal—I’ve told them…”




  “Firefighter Neal is recuperating from injuries sustained while affecting the rescue of a child several days ago.”




  “When can we…”




  “Not for several weeks.”




  “Come on, Chief, give us more,” another reporter demanded. “What he did is big news.”




  “When we know more, the department will make a statement. Now, this meeting is over.”




  Geri stood off to the side in the shadows watching the chief handle things with the reporters. Once the invading forces left, she slowly let out the breath she’d been holding.




  “Geri,” one of the others said. “We didn’t know…”




  “I’m glad,” she said. “I didn’t want to talk to the press anyway.”




  They went back to the crew’s room, everyone glad to see her.




  “Thanks for sending them away.”




  “Our pleasure…”




  “Yeah,” Duncan said. “Besides, they think you’re a firefighter by the name of Jerry Neal.”




  “What?”




  “They’re positive you’re a guy.”




  “But…”




  “When you came out of the building, you had the boy wrapped in your coat. Your helmet and shield hid your face while protecting you and him. Since you took the boy straight into the ambulance, they never really got a good look at your face giving them no reason to believe anything but what they want to believe.”




  “Aren’t they in for a shock when they find out?” Ericson commented.




  “Yeah, you’d think they’d do some research into the one they want to interview,” another scoffed.




  “I don’t want them to. I want to get healed and come back to work without any fanfare. I need to come back…”




  “What you did is newsworthy, Geri—you deserve the recognition.”




  “And so do the rest of you—we all fought the beast.”




  “I hear the mayor wants to give you an award.”




  “No, I…”




  “Geri, calm down. If he does give you one, it’ll be months from now when something else will steal away the attention.”




  Deep down, Geri knew the chief had not been trying to steer her wrong.




  “What does Chris have to say about this?” Duncan asked, referring to her boyfriend.




  “He dumped me.”




  “Why?” they gasped.




  “Couldn’t handle the notoriety of the job. He saw them at the hospital and he changed his mind about us right then and there so it’s me, myself and I.”




  * * * *




  The tones struck for a car fire, the crew left the chief with Geri in the crew’s room and responded to the call. Battalion Chief Two took command since the call had been in Station Two’s local, Geri’s shift assisting.




  When things quieted after the engine pulled out, Chief Richards looked at Geri.




  “He’s a fool, Geri,” he stated.




  “What?”




  “Chris, he doesn’t know he’s thrown away the best thing in his life.”




  “Thanks but it doesn’t make me feel any better. I needed him—his support—and he dumped me.”




  “Lord, I usually tell the guys this but…”




  “What?”




  “Just as some women can’t handle the job, there are guys who can’t either—some for the same reasons while others can’t handle women in a man’s job. You’ve made your way in the department here and I’m damned proud of you.”




  “Thank you, Chief,” she said slowly, obviously stunned. “And now that I know this, what do I do?”




  “I believe you should see Lynn Miller. She specializes in Post-Traumatic Stress. What you’re going through is a side effect of the call. If anyone can help you though this, she can.”
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