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“No, I haven’t talked to Jason, and I don’t want to talk to him.”

My dad sighs through the phone, indicating his disapproval. “Paige, just give him another chance. Imagine your future as a doctor’s wife. Please.”

Imagine my future as a doctor's wife? Sure, no problem. But imagining my future as Jason’s wife? Hell no.

What I want is to imagine my future happy. That’s something I haven’t been in a while. And to be honest, at this point, I don't care if I achieve happiness as a single woman.

“Dad, I have to go. Tell Mom I love her and I'll talk to you both later.”

I abruptly end the call, tossing my phone on the small sofa chair near the window. In an effort to forget the phone call I just had, I push the curtains open just in time to catch the sun dipping behind the mountain range, casting an incredible glow of orange and yellow across the horizon. Hawk’s Ridge is a beautiful town. I'm glad I decided to stay at this quaint little hotel for a few days while I get my head screwed on straight.

Actually, I'm pretty sure my head is screwed on straight. Otherwise, I would still be with Jason, the man—no scratch that—the boy who somehow possesses the intelligence to get into medical school but lacks the common sense and compassion to love a woman for who she is, both mentally and physically.

So I have a few extra pounds on me, a couple of curves around the middle and up top. That doesn't mean I'm not worthy, nor am I “gross” or “ugly,” two words Jason has used to describe women like me.

He didn't necessarily call me gross and ugly. But one night, after a few drinks with his buddies, he admitted he didn't like “fat” women, referring to them using those lovely aforementioned words. That's when I knew it was time to get out, no matter what kind of future he could provide for me as a physician.

Where are the men who think curves are worth exploring? Who won’t come at me with some bullshit reason to lose weight like, “Babe, I only want you to be healthy.”

I've seen these men on social media, proclaiming their undying attraction to curvy girls. Yet finding them in real life is like hunting down a unicorn. They’re an enigma.

Maybe they're all taken.

Or just simply ... nonexistent.

Anyway, I told Jason I was healthy. I see my doctor every year for a physical, and I even have bloodwork done to ensure everything's good, which is a lot more than he can say for most people.

Okay, so I don't exercise. Big whoop. Someday I will. Maybe. Or maybe not! Who knows? My body, my life, right? I’m only 21 years old so I have plenty of time. The worst thing of all is that I look no different now than when Jason and I met a year ago. Did his taste in women change? Or did he just look at me as a woman he could change?

It doesn't matter. I ended things last week and since then my father has been bugging me to give Jason a second chance. It’s real hilarious too because Jason has shown zero interest in wanting me to give him another chance.

I ended things and that’s that. Haven't heard a peep from the guy. Which hurts, yes. I guess deep down I did want him to fight for me, but he didn't. And now I'm taking a long weekend in the mountains to reset.

To remind myself that I'm worth it.

I grab my suitcase off the floor and set it on the bed, zipping it open. The White Crested Lodge has an indoor heated pool and I'm going to use it before ordering dinner. I might even order dessert. There's no one here to judge me. And by no one, I mean Jason.

“Ha!” I laugh out loud, shocking myself. When was the last time I laughed?? Oh my god...

“You hear that, Jason? You’re a no-one,” I proclaim as I pluck my bathing suit from the bottom of my clothes.

After getting dressed in the two-piece skimpy white bikini I bought just yesterday, I slide the hot pink cover-up over my arms and head out with a towel draped over my shoulder. I honestly cannot wait to submerge my body in the water and float my cares away.

And it turns out coming here near dinnertime was a good idea because it looks like I’ll be swimming solo. Good. I could use the alone time.

I dip my toes in, letting out a silent moan at the warm temperature. “Oh yes, this is perfect,” I mumble.

After sliding off my cover-up and laying it over a lounge chair with my towel, I start walking down the stairs into the shallow end. I go slowly, glancing out at the water, still undisturbed and smooth as glass.

I bend over and lay the palms of my hands on the surface, feeling it tickle slightly. It makes me smile and warm waves of pleasure ripple over me, making me feel a rush of arousal. That’s weird. Swimming isn’t necessarily an erotic sport but for whatever reason I’m getting turned on.

Out of the blue, I feel a warm presence. Or more like ... eyes on me. I snap my head around, sure someone has decided to join me in the pool. But I’m still all alone.

Well, almost.

To the right of the entrance is a large picture window where hotel guests can look in from the hallway. A man is walking by, and I've caught his eye.

His gaze is focused on me so intently that he nearly collides with two other guys. They dart to the side to avoid him, both shaking their heads in irritation.

Before disappearing out of sight, I see his gaze move over my body, and butterflies fill my insides. Lately, when Jason would look at me like that, I’d immediately become self-conscious.

But not tonight. And not right now.

I swallow and make my way into the water, wondering if the man who just walked by was as disgusted at the sight of me as Jason made me feel.

He's just a stranger, I tell myself. It doesn't matter how he saw me.

And why the hell do I care?

I don’t.

I laugh softly, realizing it's a sign that I'm ready to move on. That Jason no longer has a hold on me. I swim to the deep end and lie on my back, floating in the water. Above me, the ceiling is made of glass, and I can see hues of blue deepening the sky as the January sun sets. 

This little trip is going to be good for me.
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“Granger? What are you still doing here? It’s way past beer o’clock.”

I look at Drake and pull a face, then start scanning the top shelf once more. “Trust me, I know. I’m trying to find the drill I need to fix the slider in 619. You know if Ty used it yesterday?” As the head of maintenance at the White Crested Lodge, I get real damn annoyed with my assistant, Ty, because he sucks at returning tools to their proper place.

“Hell if I know. You want me to call him and ask?”

“No. I’ll just go back up there and let the guests know they won’t be hanging out on the patio tonight and ask if they want to move to a different room.”

“I’ll have the front desk call and tell them. That way you can head out and follow me to Shady’s.” Drake gives me a sly smile and I shake my head.

“You’ve been there the last three nights in a row. Don’t you ever go home?”

“Go home for what? You know I’m single. And once I start my new job next week, nights out with the guys will pretty much be over.”

“Third shift will do that,” I tell him. I’ve worked with Drake for nearly ten years, but he’s decided to change career paths and get out of the hotel industry. As of next week, he’ll be working security at some biker club and making twice as much. “All right, let me get washed up and I’ll meet you for that beer.”

Drake disappears, and I move to the sink to wash my hands, allowing my thoughts to drift to the hot little number I spotted at the pool half an hour ago. I don’t know why I can’t get her out of my head. Most of the time, if a girl even catches my eye, she’s all but forgotten after two or three minutes.

But this girl? Damn, she looked so fucking sexy in that white bikini she was wearing. And, strange as it sounds, I felt something when I saw her. Something I haven’t felt in a long time. The way her body was folded over so she could run her hands over the surface of the water made me want to commit illicit acts. One of which involves folding her over my workbench.

Fuck.

It’s been too long since I’ve run my hands over some fine curves like hers. Or any curves for that matter. Hell, just female flesh in general. Not that I’ll get my hands on her. She’s probably married or has a boyfriend. Fine women like her are never single. Not only that, she's young. Much younger than me. And certainly much younger than the women I've dated most recently.
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