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      Valentine’s Day… screw that.

      After being dumped, yet again, by another gold-digging hussy, Charlie has no plans except doing one favor for his best friend before getting wasted and forgetting all about this “day of love” bullsh*t.

      Candi is sick of the dating game and men just wanting to get into her pants. She’s also over everything Valentine’s Day… until she tags along with her cousin to her boyfriend’s house and see’s the passed-out hottie on the couch.

      Can Cupid’s arrow bust through the haze of cinnamon whiskey and find its mark?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      CHARLIE

      

      “Fuck Vlam-Vlamentime’s Day, man.” I mumble as I take another swig from the mostly empty fifth of Fireball clutched in my hand. It was full about an hour ago when I plopped onto the couch at my best friend, Trent’s, apartment. He asked me to come over and shoot his girlfriend, Amberlyn, with a foam arrow with some sappy ass note on it. Like I’m fucking Cupid or something.

      Trent laughs and holds up his bottle of Shiner Bock beer, toasting me. “I think you should slow the hell down, dude. You’ve been here a damn hour and you’re already driving the train to Shitfaced Town. Ambs and her cousin will be here in a bit. You promised to shoot her with the Valentine Nerf bullet and keep her cousin occupied so I can enjoy a bit of time with Ambs. Don’t fuck me over by passing out on my couch before they get here. You’ll ruin my plan.”

      I wave at him to acknowledge that I heard him. But I didn’t promise shit other than to pop Ambs in the back with a Nerf dart. I said I’d come over and do that after he stayed on my ass about it like a damn girl since finding out I got dumped again yesterday. I also told him that I was bringing my own alcohol and that I fully intended to pass the hell out on his damn couch. I didn’t promise to occupy anyone. Especially not Amberlyn’s cousin.

      Fuck women.

      Not that I’m switching teams. I’m not.

      But today, especially today, fuck everything female.

      After another break-up added to my long list of failed relationships, I’m not in the mood to sweet talk some girl on the day of fucking bullshit love organized by some woman who wanted a day to have flowers, candy, and more attention than usual.

      I’m aware that Valentine was a Saint. Actually a few different ones if my foggy brain is still working. But the love aspect is complete and utter horseshit. Some chick somewhere way back in time, changed the rules to incorporate hearts and flowers and all that other asinine shit that this crappy day now represents. Then all the other chicks jumped on board because that’s what chicks do.

      Lifting the bottle to my lips, I swig another hearty sip of the cinnamon liquid. It burns like fire in my mouth and throat and leaves my chest and stomach warm.

      Yeah, no thank you. I’m staying single now. I mean it this time.

      No more hot as hell chicks who are bat shit crazy. I don’t give a fuck how fine they are.

      Ain’t no pussy worth the shit that comes along with it.

      Nope. I’ll shoot Ambs, one of them, cause at this point the odds of my hitting her with a dart are like one in three. I’m seeing multiples of everything.

      Pick the middle, Charlie. The middle is always a good bet.

      Maybe I should chill for a bit. The night is still early and I’m almost out of Fireball.

      Running out of liquor would suck ass!

      Setting the bottle in my lap, I stretch out my arms and decide to close my eyes for a minute. A little nappy nap before Ambs and her whatever get here is the perfect idea. Though, I’m not entertaining her tag along.
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      Voices penetrate the fog in my brain, and I squint as I raise my head. It’s rolled off the back of the couch and is hanging at some weird ass angle and my mouth is wide open. It feels dry and thick, but my chin feels wet.

      Through slitted eyes, I see two girls are standing in front of the couch, and both are looking down at me. I recognize Amberlyn just as I reach up and wipe my chin. I must have spilled some Fireball before I took my nap. The back of my hand encounters thick, slimy, wet shit. It smears when I touch it. My eyes widen as I quickly sit up straighter.

      I drooled!

      Son of a bitch. I’ve drooled all over myself!

      What the fuck? I didn’t drink that damn much.

      My hand is soaked with my own slimy spit. My chin is wetter than a female’s crotch as she watches Henry Cavill take his shirt off. That image jumps into my head. Not the chick… Henry Cavill shirtless and swiveling his hips like he’s Magic Mike.

      Mother fucker. Get the hell out of my head, Superman.

      I jump up so fast, I get dizzy. The room tilts and my knees wobble. I also scare the shit out of Amberlyn and her cousin. Both jump backwards and scream out loud.

      “What the hell, Charlie? What is wrong with you? Are you freaking drunk right now?” Amberlyn shrieks at me while clutching at the front of her shirt.

      The room stops spinning, though her screaming has my head pounding. Grimacing at her, I look over and focus on the other girl with her… the whole world stops.

      Where the hell did that spotlight come from? She’s all I see and everything else is blurred.

      Holy shit.

      She’s beautiful. And not in a Playboy Centerfold kind of way.

      She’s nothing like anyone I’m usually attracted to. She’s not a supermodel tall, bleached blonde with a fake tan and cosmetically enhanced tits.

      Oh, she has tits, but they’re lush and perfect for her smaller stature. The top of her head only reaches at about my chest. She’s curvy but not a Barbie bitch. Her hair is dark brown, long, and straight. And her eyes are also dark brown instead of blue or green… no colored contacts for her.

      She is so not my type.

      She’s just staring at me with a look of unease… or uncertainty on her face. I swipe at my chin once more and grab the collar of my white t-shirt to wipe any remaining evidence of my drooling. Her eyes stay locked on me. Her brow raises and her lips lift in a small humorous smile.

      Something is funny?

      Me? Me passed the fuck out and drooling probably.

      Shit!

      I feel my own brow raise in a silent question, though I mumble, “Uh, hi. I’m Charlie… I was just resting.”

      I was resting! Really?

      She outright laughs and the musical sound of it causes my stomach to twist and my blood to thicken in my veins. Her full lips twist again, and she nods. “Is that what you’re calling it?” She nods at the bottle somehow clutched in my hand. I look down, too, uncertain of how it got there. “If you started that before we got here and that’s where you’re at already, you weren’t resting. You were passed out.” I open my mouth to deny it, but she laughs again, “I like Fireball. Care to share? Or are you planning on drinking the whole fifth all by yourself?”

      Amberlyn snorts and I reluctantly look away from the nameless cheeky brunette. “Get dumped again, Charlie? You know if you’d actually date quality women instead of brainless bimbos who want to be taken care of you’d probably have better luck.” Her finger waggles in a circle, encompassing my face. “That face brings them in, but your wallet isn’t fat enough to keep them. You, my dear, have Gucci taste on a Target budget!”

      Excuse me? I have a damn good job.

      But she’s right. I’m attracted to high maintenance women who want to be kept.

      The dick is gold. They love it. But my bank account isn’t as fat as my dick.

      And that is why you’re here tonight, Charlie boy.

      Because I can’t afford a seven-hundred-dollar meal on this fake ass day of love.

      Bitches don’t care about love. They want money. And whoever has it is exactly what they want.

      Well, they can go off with their old dudes with wrinkly sacks and decrepit dicks that need a blue pill to get it up.

      My man meat and I will be just fine all by our lonesome.

      The brunette’s words, “It’s a pretty nice face,” snap me out of my inner ranting.

      My head whips back and my eyes lock on hers. She’s smiling though her cheeks are somewhat flushed.

      She likes my face?

      I mean, I like my face. It’s a sexy ass face. The rest of me is sexy, too. I take care of myself.

      Maybe my Valentine’s Day night is looking up.

      And I don’t even have to buy candy, flowers, or chocolates!

      I smirk at her, “You like it?”

      Her blush deepens and Amberlyn rolls her eyes. “Oh my God, Charlie!” She looks at her cousin, whose name I still don’t know, and mutters, “Keep your cool. I already told you that you weren’t his type. He dates gold-digging skanks. That’s not you. Which is why you wanted to come. Because you weren’t his type. You’re anti-Valentine’s Day, remember?”

      Wait! She’s against Valentine’s Day, too?

      I think Amberlyn’s nameless hot cousin just became my dream girl!

      What the hell is her name?

      Did Trent tell me? Am I supposed to know? Shit! I’m going to look like a total dipshit if I have to ask.

      Not that her seeing me passed the hell out with a puddle of drool on my chin was the sexiest shit she’s ever seen.

      I mean, she said she likes my face! After that!

      Okay, erase everything I said about Valentine’s day and staying single. Amberlyn’s hot cousin with no name is going to be my next girlfriend.
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      CANDI

      

      Amberlyn warned me Charlie was hot. But dayum. She didn’t warn me he was THIS hot! Even passed out drunk and drooling he was fine as hell.

      That tight, fit body… That dark hair… that scruff.

      My Anti-Valentine’s Day mantra flew straight out of the window the second I saw him.

      I’m not his type.

      Amberlyn said he tends to date fake Barbie bitches with more plastic than skin. And they all want everything handed to them.

      That sure as hell isn’t me.

      I’m five-foot-five with boobs, ass, and mousey brown hair. My eyes are also plain old brown. I rarely wear makeup and when I do, it looks natural.

      I am NOT his type.

      So, my body needs to take a damn chill pill. It’s over here humming like I just stuck my finger into an electrical socket.

      Sure, he’s fine but so what? It’s not like I’ve never seen a hot guy before. I date. I just date assholes.

      Maybe he’s my type. But I’m certainly not his.

      This whole train of thought is stupid.

      I need a damn drink!

      Reaching out, I swipe the Fireball from his hand, remove the top in one go and take a hearty sip. He wasn’t expecting me to do that, so he let the bottle go pretty easily. His eyes widen as I take one deep sip and then quickly take another. The hot cinnamon travels over my tongue and down my throat to settle in my belly. I shiver as the heat dances throughout my body.

      Charlie watches me and then grins, muttering, “I guess I’m sharing.” His grin makes my insides twist.

      We just stare at each other.

      Trent’s voice startles me as he walks out of his kitchen, “Ah, hey, baby. Hey, Candi.” I was so focused on Charlie and his damn sex appeal that I totally forgot that Trent was even here… in his own apartment.

      Charlie’s eyes widen and he smirks as he says, “Candi? Your name is Candi?”

      Shaking my head, I look at him like he’s slow.

      He knew my name was Candi. He had to, right? I refuse to believe that Trent didn’t tell him that. Or that Amberlyn has never mentioned me before.

      He’s supposed to be Trent’s best friend. Amberlyn is Trent’s girlfriend. And I’m with Amberlyn all the time. So how the hell does he not know who I am?

      Am I that insignificant?

      Arching my brow again, I lower the bottle from my lips and stare at him. “You didn’t know my name?”

      His dark eyes widen and his head angles for a second before he answers. “How exactly would I know your name? Have I met you before?” He genuinely looks confused.

      Shit. I just came across as a bitch.

      And no. We have definitely never met before. Though I’ve heard many a story about Charlie and his long list of ex-skanks.

      Amberlyn wasn’t wrong with her assessment of him liking Gucci on a Target budget. From what she’s said, he’s always dating new women who are more surgery than natural and whose sole goal in life is to be a trophy on the arm of whoever can afford them.

      I shudder at the thought.

      That’s not me. So, I’ll never be on his arm… for any amount of time. I’m not the “flashy, show me off” type.

      Amberlyn answers for me. “No, you haven’t met her before. She’s very busy and doesn’t socialize much. Plus, her luck with men is about as good as yours is with the women you pick, Charlie. Hell, you two should just date each other.” She laughs like she’s joking. But her words cause my stomach to somersault again.

      Trent nods and smiles slyly. “That might be the best idea I’ve ever heard. Not that Charlie would date her.” I freeze and my mouth falls open. “She’s naturally beautiful and has no interest in being arm Candi.” He winks at me.

      Shit! I thought he was saying that I wasn’t pretty enough for Charlie. Which I’ve already figured out. But then he went and called me naturally beautiful and used my name like that.

      What was that wink for?

      What the hell is going on?

      Are they TRYING to set us up?

      No, impossible. I’m just talking crazy.

      Charlie sputters, “Wait a damned minute. I don’t know when this became shit on Charlie time, but this is some bullshit.” He glances over at me, and I can see a slight flush on his cheeks. “I’m not that self-centered. I swear.” He reaches for the back of his neck and squeezes. It causes his shirt to rise up and the sliver of stomach that peeks out has my mouth going dry.

      Oh, my God!

      Quickly looking up from the washboard abs begging for my full attention, I return my eyes to his face. But he’s seen me checking him out. His lips press together before spreading into a gorgeous smile. He winks at me. My knees almost give out.

      I’m so screwed.

      “Trent, take your girl and go do whatever you’re going to do. Candi and I can occupy ourselves out here. I’m assuming you’re going into your bedroom for privacy.” Charlie says.

      Trent laughs. “We will in just a minute. I need to go open the wine I have chilled.” He looks over at Charlie and a look passes between them. Charlie nods. Trent smiles and stands up to head into the kitchen, leaving Amberlyn, Charlie, and me in the living room. I can’t help but wonder about the conversation that just silently took place between the two of them.

      What are they up to? Am I supposed to be here tonight?

      Were they supposed to have a freaking threesome or something? Shit! I mean, I’m not into that. It’s weird as hell to me and I don’t share, but if that’s her thing, that’s cool.

      Though the idea of her hooking up with Charlie has me suddenly feeling angry.

      Is that a thing with them? She’s never told me, and she’s never hinted that she was into that.

      But how much do you really know about people? Even people you’re super close to?

      Shit! I ruined their wild ass sex plans for tonight.

      Should I just leave? But she invited me.

      Why would she invite me if she was planning on getting jiggy with both of them?

      Maybe she didn’t know!

      Damn! Are Trent and Charlie “those kinds” of best friends?

      I wouldn’t judge.

      What am I even thinking about? How the hell did I jump from two dudes having a silent conversation right in front of me to them screwing each other and possibly my cousin, too?

      What. Do. I. Do. Right. Now?

      Charlie reaches for the bottle of Fireball I’m holding onto for dear life. I was so lost in the craziness happening in my head, I jump a mile and jerk it back. Some of the whiskey splashes onto both of our hands from the violence of the motion.

      He holds his hands up and the burnished golden liquid droplets glisten in the light of the room. “Whoa. Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you. I was just going to take the bottle into the kitchen for a second and find us some glasses.” His eyes lock on mine and his chin angles down. “But you can hold onto it. That’s cool, too. Or we can just take turns swigging from the bottle. The alcohol kills the germs anyway. Not that I’m saying you have germs. I mean everyone has germs. Germs are actually kind of necessary. But I’m not saying that you’re germy or gross…”

      What?

      Amberlyn’s laugh causes Charlie to stop rambling and has both of us turning in her direction. “What is happening right now? Charlie, you’re rambling. I have never heard you do that before. And what the hell, Candi?”

      He is rambling. He doesn’t strike me as the rambling type. And what the hell is wrong with me? Sure, I had a couple shots worth of Fireball, but that isn’t enough to affect me.

      I also haven’t eaten at all today.

      That’s what it is. It’s just the alcohol on the empty stomach.

      Totally nothing to do with the sexy as fuck, Greek-God looking, dude in front of me.

      Just then, Trent walks back into the living room with a small tray. It has an open bottle of wine, two glasses, and plate of various berries, grapes, cheeses, meats, and different crackers. It looks freaking delicious. He nods at Amberlyn, “Ready, baby?” She turns to follow him and he pointedly looks at Charlie.

      Charlie doesn’t move. Trent raises his brows, clearly saying, “Well.”

      Charlie gasps, “Oh, right,” and leans over the arm of the couch, grabbing something from the floor. His ass is on full display in his medium wash jeans as he bends over.

      What an ass it is.

      The urge to grab it with both hands overcomes me and I almost reach out to do it. He straightens and I see that he has a Nerf gun in his hand. A foam dart is stuck to the front of it and there’s some sort of paper on the dart. He aims it at Amberlyn’s back and fires. She shrieks as she’s unexpectedly hit with it and whirls around. “What the hell was that? Did one of you throw something at me?”
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      CHARLIE

      

      Shit! I almost forgot why I was here. Trent just gave me the look that said he was about to kick me in the nuts.

      Grabbing the loaded Nerf Blaster from the floor, I make certain the pink Post-It is still secured to the foam dart and point the gun at Amberlyn’s back. Thankfully, my head has cleared enough that I’m only seeing one of her and I pull the trigger.

      I hit my mark. She screams and jumps in surprise. It startles me so much I almost drop the gun. She whirls back toward the room and asks if we threw something at her.

      She sounds pissed and I’m not about to get smacked for Trent’s stupid plan. I point to the ground with the Nerf gun at the same time Candi says, “Yeah, I’m assuming Cupid over here,” she jerks her thumb at me, “just shot you with an arrow. There’s something on it. Pick it up.”

      Trent sighs. “Yeah, Charlie is supposed to be Cupid. It’s for you, baby. Pick it up.”

      Amberlyn looks from me to Trent and back to Charlie before looking at the bright blue foam dart wrapped in hot pink paper. Her lips purse though she leans down and picks it up. We all three watch as she removes a piece of tape and unrolls the note. She reads it and her eyes widen as she gasps. Her fingers go to her mouth before she turns to Trent and exclaims, “Oh, Trent. You cheese ball. I love you and every time I see you it’s like Cupid’s arrow is piercing my heart, too.”

      Is that what he wrote?

      Damn man. Just cut off your balls and give them to her.

      He’s a damn genius though. He’s so getting some wild and awesome sex after that cheesy ass line he probably stole from the internet.

      My eyes flit over to Candi. Her nose is wrinkled and her face is saying exactly what I’m thinking. She catches my eye and I make a quick face. She nods. Then she shakes her head and laughs.

      Yeah, she thinks that’s some corny shit, too.

      Amberlyn grabs Trent and quickly drags him down the short hall and into his bedroom. The door closes behind them with a resounding thud and Candi and I look at each other again and both bust out laughing.

      She shakes her head again and sighs with exasperation, “Really? She’s about to blow the fuck out of him because of some cliché quote he ripped off of some card at the grocery store.”

      Did she just blurt that out? Damn, she has a mouth on her. It’s hot.

      I chuckle. “You’re probably right. I thought he just Googled it and picked the cheesiest one.”

      Her stomach let’s out a massive growl just then and she grimaces. “Shit. I’m starving. Do you think there’s any of the delicious looking stuff on that charcuterie board left in the kitchen?”

      The what? What the hell is that?

      She keeps talking. “I haven’t eaten today, and I need sustenance. Especially since I plan on drinking more of this Fireball,” she holds the bottle up, “if you’re willing to share. Though I’m the one with the bottle. So, I could just not give it back.”

      She’s cheeky. I like that.

      Nodding and chuckling, I wave toward the kitchen. “Let’s go see what’s in there. I’m sure there’s something we can eat. Though, I don’t know what the fuck a chardonnay board is.”

      She laughs heartily. It’s throaty and deep while also being feminine. It’s so sexy. She’s leaning against the arm of the loveseat while she laughs. Her head is thrown back, causing her hair to dance against her shoulders and back. Finally, she regains some of her composure though she’s still grinning. Standing, she walks toward the kitchen, calling over her shoulder. “It’s a charcuterie board. A board with fruits, nuts, cheeses, crackers, meats, etc. Like Trent was carrying. Chardonnay is wine. You’d think a dude with bougie ass taste in women would know that shit.

      “Come on, Cupid. I’ll see what we have to work with, and you can find me a glass and pour me a double shot.”

      Bougie is overrated.

      Maybe my taste is changing. Because this smart mouthed firecracker with dark hair and eyes sure has my libido waking up.

      I’m grinning as I follow her into Trent’s kitchen, watching her hips sway in the tight, light denim covering her delectable ass.

      She opens the fridge and takes stock, bending over, further showcasing her peach shaped ass. I lean against the counter and unabashedly watch her. Her head turns and she catches me ogling her ass. Her lips twist and she sassily says, “If you’re blatantly going to stare at my ass, at least find me a glass.” Chuckling but still watching her watch me, I reach beside me, open the cabinet, and grab a glass. I set in on the counter beside me without looking down and grab another one. Her brow arches, “Impressive.”

      Grinning back at her, I mutter, “My skills are aplenty.”

      Her cheeks pinken though she merely chuckles again. She reaches into the fridge and starts grabbing jars, containers, and bowls of food, handing them to me one by one. The kitchen is fairly small, so I can reach out and take them without moving from my spot near the cabinets and place them on the opposite counter. When she’s pulled out about ten things, she straightens and closes the fridge door with her hip since she’s holding a small container of raspberries in one hand and my bottle of Fireball in the other. She really never put it down.

      She nods at everything before looking into my face and saying, “This will do quite nicely. And there’s another bottle of this,” she holds up the bottle she’s now apparently holding hostage, “in there. I like mine chilled anyway.”

      She nods at the cabinets. “So, can you find us a plate? A big one. Just one is fine. I’ll just put everything on it, and we can eat off of it.” Reaching beside me, I open the cabinet and gesture to the stack of plates. She nods, “That’ll do. Grab one.”

      Assuming I’m going to do what she’s asked, she steps around me and I hear jars and containers opening. I grab the plate and turn, setting it beside her. We’re so close that our hips are practically touching. She starts organizing stuff on the plate. A section of grapes, strawberries, blueberries, and raspberries is first. She opens a container of cubed cheeses and pushes it toward me, “Make a line beside the fruit with those.” She doesn’t wait to see if I’m going to do it before she grabs some crackers from a box on the counter and opens an entire pack, sliding them out onto the plate in a perfect line. She raises her brow when she sees that I haven’t touched the cheeses. Reaching over, she grabs one and pops it into her mouth. It looks like a pepper jack, and she moans as she eats it. “Mmmmmm. That’s so good. Get the rest on the plate, Cupid. You want to eat, then get to work.” She opens a deli pack of sliced sausages and cured meats and spreads them on the side of the crackers while I grab some of the cheese in my fist and drop it onto the plate. It looks messy next to her basic art project on the rest of the plate, so I straighten it. When I’m done, I look down. This plate looks amazing. She grins and waves her hand over it, “I give you a charcuterie board. Good job. Now the next time you pick up a gold-digger, maybe you can keep her for an extra date by doing this for her. This is some bougie shit.”

      Lifting the plate like a skilled waitress, she turns back toward the small table against the wall and sets it in the center. Her hip props against the edge of the tabletop and her chin angles toward me. “So, you going to pour me a drink or are we just drinking from the bottle?”

      She finally let the bottle go. It’s on the counter next to me. Swiping it, I open the fridge and drop it into an open spot on the door before grabbing Trent’s chilled bottle.

      I’ll owe you, man.

      I manage to grip both glasses with the other hand and cross to the table before opening the new bottle and pouring two fingers into each glass. Setting the bottle down next to the plate of delicious looking and smelling food, I slide the glass towards Candi and reach behind her to pull out her chair.

      Her lip’s part and her mouth falls open a slight bit, but she slips into it.

      After pushing her in, I snag the one beside her and sit down.

      She’s looking at me strangely. My brow arches and I say, “What? A bougie charcootchie board deserves manners, right? I told you, I have skills.”
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      CANDI

      

      Holy shit. Charlie is pulling out all the stops. If I let myself, I’d almost believe this was a date.

      It’s not. We’re both just here. Because we were single on the sham that is Valentine’s Day. But damned if he doesn’t have my pulse fluttering and me needing to sit on my damn hands to stop from sliding into his lap and burying my fingers in his hair and my tongue in his mouth.

      I don’t even care that he just completely screwed up saying charcuterie.

      But did he really say, Char-Coochie board?

      Coochie like a vagina?

      I could correct him. But I’m not going to because damn…

      Instead, I grab my glass and chug the entire thing. The Fireball slides down my throat and I cough as my eyes slightly water from the burn.

      Charlie merely watches me and nods at the bottle. “Another?”

      I nod as I wipe at the sides of my eyes. “Yes, please.”

      He pours another healthy couple of shots into the glass before lifting his own and leaning back in the chair. He watches me and I stare back. The air in the room seems to thicken. Finally, he says, “So, Candi, why are you tagging along with your cousin to her boyfriend’s house on Valentine’s Day?”

      This could be fun.

      I only stare at him for the longest time and then I smirk. “Maybe getting you alone was my plan all along.”

      He blinks before laughing. “Thought we’d never met before? And as Trent pointed out, you are not my type.”

      Well, fuck me.

      Ouch.

      Damn, direct hit and not with the love arrow, Cupid!

      I feel my lips tighten as I swallow back the ball of hurt that’s risen in my throat. Before I can respond he shrugs. “He’s right you know. You aren’t my type…” Indignation and hurt threaten to engulf me. “I’ll be damned if I’m not crazy attracted to you though, Candi. This night isn’t sucking at all.”

      My mouth falls open.

      Uh, what? Did he just say that he’s attracted to me even though I’m not his type?

      Is he fucking with me?

      Maybe he’s still drunk and looking at me with alcohol eyes.

      Watching me over the rim of his glass, he says, “Nothing to say? I saw you checking me out in the living room. Even though you saw me passed out on the couch and drooling. I’m telling you I’m attracted to you. And we’re alone in the kitchen…”

      This is all true. And I am very attracted to him. But I’m not a one-night stand kind of gal.

      Is he insinuating we should hook up? In the kitchen?

      In his best friend’s kitchen while my cousin bangs Trent’s brains out in the bedroom?

      I’m still going over stuff in my head when he sighs and gulps the rest of his drink. He pours about four shots worth into the glass and says, “Okay. I got it wrong. I’m clearly not your type. No worries. We can just eat this however-you-say-it board of food and drink. That was my initial plan anyway.” Reaching out, he snags a cracker and a piece of sausage and pops it into his mouth.

      He's not MY type? Yeah, okay.

      He’s tall, dark, handsome, and witty. Sure, he has questionable taste in women… but he just said he was interested in… no he said he was attracted to, me.

      And why shouldn’t we hook up in this kitchen?

      It’s not like Amberlyn and Trent are coming out of that bedroom anytime soon.

      We can just have fun.

      Making a hasty decision before I talk myself out of it, I push my chair back quickly and stand. He looks at me with a question on his face but says nothing. One step is all it takes to be beside him. His chair is sideways and not tucked under the table, so I slide my leg over his hips and straddle him, while still standing. My legs aren’t that long, so I’m struggling with the width of the chair and him between them. His eyes widen and his mouth opens as he asks, “Uh, what’s happening?”
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