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Summary:  Welcome back to Friendship, Texas. A town where your best friend may be dating an Olympic swimmer and his best friend may or may not also be an Olympic swimmer you sort of, kind of did the nasty with against Nonna's goat pen.

“Is that...?” I asked, staring at Dr. Burly Santa.

He smiled and nodded. “That would be your baby’s heartbeat.”

The emotion I’d been storing away came flooding back as tears burst from my eyes. A baby. A person. This was real. I was carrying a tiny human inside me.

The doctor tried to console me as he gave me samples of prenatal vitamins and paper after paper was piled in a folder with my name and September on the front.

September. My baby’s due date.

Holy shit, I was going to be a mother.

And Johnny was going to be a father.

I had to do so many things to prepare and people I had to tell. But at that moment, I just stared down at my stomach. My stomach holding my baby.

This wasn’t just about me and my future anymore. This was about us. And whether I liked it or not, this baby was a part of me, which meant Johnny was a part of me. It was time we stopped running from each other.
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For Snogs,

This was the last book I wrote while you were alive.

Every single book I’d written up until this point, you were next to me. You were there for all of my cheers and tears. This one, and all of the others are for you, my faithful companion. I’ll never forget your wet nose or your doggy cuddles.
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(The songs that inspired this book as Snogs and I took long walks while I was trying to figure out plot points)
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Chapter 1

The Conti Christmas Eve festivities were always the highlight of my year.

My best friend, Lia Conti, had been inviting my parents and me to her family’s house since I first sat next to the Sicilian girl in circle time back in kindergarten.

Things had changed a lot since that first Christmas Eve, when we had no idea Lia's creepy Uncle Guido wanted us to sit on his lap and not the real Santa. Now, it was just my dad and me because my mom had passed away my sophomore year of high school from bone marrow cancer. And, of course, my best friend, Lia, who, like me, was always perpetually single and would have her older brothers sneak us alcohol. But now, she was arm in arm with her boyfriend, who also happened to be Olympic swimmer Jay Morningstar.

"You jealous of Lia's golden boy?" Lia's brother Sonny knocked me out of my haze.

I shook my head as I looked up at the six-foot-two Italian stallion with slicked back hair and a panty-melting smile. I’d had a crush on him at one time for about two minutes—until he gave me a wet willie the first time I met him—and then I quickly got over him.

"Uh, no. I was just, something ..." I said, not thinking of a good excuse.

Sonny handed me a plastic cup almost filled to the top with eggnog. "Drink up, Sofie. If you're gonna be stuck here like the rest of us, you can drink and pretend to enjoy it."

I tapped my cup to Sonny's, and we both said, "Salud."

I downed a few big gulps of my drink before licking my lips and turning back to Sonny. "At least, Lia seems happy. Jay really is a good guy."

A good person who took my best friend with him to California. Okay, that sounded bad, even in my head. Sure, she’d always planned to go to USC, but now, she’d been gone since August, and I missed her. I missed her a freaking lot.

Sonny nodded. "Yeah. I'm happy she's happy."

Somehow, I doubted that with the way Sonny's dark eyes shifted as he sipped on his drink.

People had been coming in and out of the Conti house all night. The place was always a hangout for the misfits with nowhere else to go. Mama Conti made a feast of food, and Lia's oldest brother, Nicky, manned the bar to make sure everyone had enough booze to go with their food. Of course, only for those who weren’t driving.

But the guy walking through the door wasn't just another misfit. This guy had Lia and Jay standing up.

"Johnny, you made it!" Jay said, doing some weird bro-hug with the tall, spiky-haired beefcake of a man.

Once upon a time, I had a long make-out session with Johnny Laughlin, world record holder in the backstroke. That was almost a year ago when I still had braces and needed to wax my eyebrows. Now, I’d discovered straightener for my chin-length brown hair and how to thread my eyebrows, but I was still intimidated by the guy who towered over me with his dimpled chin and eff-me smile.

Okay, so a year ago, I was at a group hangout at a bowling alley, and I didn’t think I’d see the guy again. Now, I was wishing I had dressed better to make him see what he’d been missing this past year. Or at least worn my push-up bra. Being tiny had some advantages, but mosquito bites for boobs wasn’t one.

Lia excitedly motioned me toward their little group, her dark hair bouncing against her shoulders in excitement.

"Friend of yours?" Sonny asked.

I downed the rest of my eggnog. "Fill me up before I have to go over there, Sonny."

Sonny made his way over to the bar and ladled until my cup was full then sauntered back over with a smirk. "I guess that answers my question. Pull down that sweater a bit and shake that ass. He won't know what he's missing."

I rolled my eyes and took another step before I walked toward Lia, Jay, and Johnny, swaying my hips ever so slowly.

"Are you okay, Sofie? You're rocking a bit. That eggnog’s pretty strong," Jay said, arching an eyebrow.

"What? Yeah. I'm fine. Totally fine," I said, trying to appear cool as I leaned against the leather sofa.

"Is that what's in your cup?" Johnny asked, pointing his chin toward my cup.

"Yeah, you want a sip? I don’t have any teenage diseases or anything." I blabbered, practically shoving the drink in his face.

Johnny smiled, taking my cup. "Me neither. At least not on my mouth."

"So ..." Lia said, clasping her hands together. "Sofie, did you know Johnny is working with a coach at Texas Christian University in Fort Worth? He couldn't make it home for the holiday, so we invited him here. Maybe you two can hang out sometime now that he's so close."

Jay laughed, his ice blue eyes sparkling as he put his arm around Lia. "Way to be subtle, Lia. If you were going to go that far, you should have just told them to go behind the goat’s pen and bone."

I choked on my own spit and coughed, smacking my chest, so I didn't die.

Johnny handed me back my drink. "Are you okay? Do you need water?"

I gulped the rest of my drink, the cool liquid burning my throat. "No. I think I may need more alcohol, though, if this is going to get any more awkward."

"I think Dana and my ma made some anisette in the bathtub if you wanna do shots," Lia said.

"Is that supposed to be enticing?" Johnny asked.

Lia shrugged.

"I'm in," I blurted.

Johnny smiled. "I guess I am too."

***
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We sat at the big dining room table. Lia couldn't find any shot glasses, so she filled up espresso cups and set them in front of us. "So do we make a drinking game out of this?" Lia asked.

I smelled the clear liquid, taking in the hint of black licorice that burned my nose hairs. "I say we just drink it as fast as we can and get it over with."

Johnny clinked his cup with mine. "I'm with you on that one."

I went to tip my drink back when Johnny put his hand on mine. "Wait!"

"What? Am I drooling?" I asked, wiping at the corners of my mouth.

He laughed, shaking his head. "No. You have to look someone in the eye when you do a shot, or it's seven years of bad sex."

The heat gathered in my cheeks and between my thighs. I could barely look at anything but the guy’s dimples, let alone look him in the eye.

"Okay," I got out.

I met his light green eyes and downed my shot. Then the next one. And the one after that. By the time we hit number four, all reason had left my body.

I found myself slumped over the dining room chair and the only thing holding me up was the oak armrests of the chair that looked like lions. The Contis had eccentric taste, even more than my family did.

I regretted wearing my sweater and sparkly gold skirt with tights. I was burning up from the alcohol and the fact that as we drank more, Johnny's body drifted closer to mine.

I always thought Lia was crazy when she told me that Jay always smelled like chlorine and being around public pools weirdly turned her on. That was before I was crossing my legs tightly and getting a big whiff of Johnny’s woodsy cologne and chlorine smell. "Is it hot in here? Is anyone else hot?" I asked as I fanned myself with one of the cloth napkins. The napkin just fell limp in my hands, not doing anything to give me a breeze.

"I think I need to take a walk or get some fresh air or something. Lia, do you want to go outside with me?" I asked, looking across the table at my best friend, who wore a far-off look on her face. That or maybe she was about to orgasm. Jay had only one hand on the table, so they could have been doing some finger banging, but I didn't want to look and see.

"I'll go outside with you. I could use some air and maybe see that goat you guys have been talking about," Johnny said with an even bigger grin on his tanned face.

"Yeah, Sofie, show him Capra's pen. Everyone loves a goat," Lia said, giving me a wink.

I stood up, a little wobbly. God, I hoped I would not puke. Last time I was this drunk was my freshman year of high school when Lia and I got into her dad's homemade wine. We thought nobody knew, but then her mom offered us milk and cookies because she knew and wanted us to admit it. She liked giving us the Sicilian guilt trip. Instead of confessing, we drank the milk, ate the cookies, and then were up puking all night.

Before I could topple over and knock someone out with my kitten heels, Johnny's arm was around my waist. I leaned into him, inhaling his scent on his sweater. "You smell good. Like I would imagine the beach smells like if the beach had chlorine and was sprayed with boyness."

"Thanks. You smell like hairspray and licorice," he said with a laugh.

"That sounds like the name of a drag queen," I replied, looking up at him with a furrowed brow.

"If this is how you two do foreplay, you'd really better take it outside," Jay said, throwing a piece of salami from the dish on the table at us.

The salami barely hit Johnny's elbow, and he dusted it off. "You know I don’t like sausage, Morningstar."

"I do!" I said, raising my hand for who knew why other than the room was a little spinney, and it felt like a good idea.

"Johnny probably has some in his pants you'd like too." Jay wiggled his eyebrows.

"As long as it's circumcised, I'd eat it," I said before I realized what was coming out of my mouth.

Everyone in the dining room went quiet. I put one foot in front of the other and pointed at the door to the kitchen. "Yeah, I'm going to go get some air. Or maybe throw up this word vomit. Or both."

I scampered off, getting out of Johnny's arms as quickly as I could, and pushed through the crowd of people who all smelled like leather and bourbon.

It wasn’t until I opened the back patio door and took in the cool night air that I could finally breathe again.

My dad's house was tiny. The whole place could fit inside the Conti's living room, and that included our postage stamp of a backyard.

The Contis had an acre of land full of different fruit trees and a big covered patio with a pergola that held all of their grapes.

The temperature had dropped to around forty degrees, but with the alcohol burning in my system, it felt refreshing instead of freezing.

My shoes crunched on the grass as I made my way past the patio toward Capra's pen.

Actually a two-story chicken coop, Sonny had found it on a local for-sale site, but it worked for the fickle goat. I think Lia’s crazy Nonna, who lived with them, liked that goat more than she did most people. Surrounding the wooden playhouse was a fence made of chicken wire and wooden beams. I didn't doubt the goat could’ve probably escaped, but since he lived on a healthy diet of pasta that Nonna fed to him, I didn’t think he’d ever want to leave.

"Hey, Capra, you in there?" I whispered.

The goat snorted loudly, and I turned toward the corner of the pen where she was passed out on her back with her hooves in the air.

"Gawd, that looks nice. Can I just crawl in there with you, Capra? I'll even let you be the baby spoon?" I asked, leaning my head against a wooden beam. The top beam came right up to my chest so I didn’t have to bend too much to rest it there. A bigger goat pen would probably be needed for most goats, but Capra was the laziest goat alive. All he did was sleep and eat pasta, like Nonna. Probably why they were such good companions.

"I'm willing to be the baby spoon," a low voice said near my ear.

Without thinking, I threw my hand back and met something hard before I heard a crunching sound and then a muffled yelp.

I whirled around to see Johnny, hunched over and holding his nose.

"Holy shit, are you okay?" I asked. Staring at him wide-eyed, I was unsure of what to do.

He stood to his full height and pulled his hands away, studying his open palms as if he was mining for precious jewels. "It doesn’t look like there’s any blood."

"Sorry. You shouldn't have snuck up on me like that,” I said, folding my arms across my chest.

"I was trying to pull something sexy. Obviously, you'd rather smack a guy in the face who talks to you than respond to him." Johnny rubbed his nose again and took a deep breath.

"Um, we haven't really talked for like, what, a year now? Not like you called after our one-night make-out session. You didn't even add me as a Facebook friend. That's just rude," I said, trying to sound tough, but I still had too much alcohol in my system. And at five-foot-two and a little over one hundred pounds, I wasn't that intimidating.

He stepped closer, his toes almost touching mine. "First off, I don't have a public Facebook profile. Second, I didn't have your number since you ran in the house after that little bowling excursion, and third ..." He held up a third finger. "Okay, I've got nothing for three."

"If you really wanted my number, Lia had it," I said, narrowing my eyes.

He laughed, stepping closer and leaning down. "You're cute when you're mad."

"Your flattery isn't going to get me to fuck you behind this goat house."

He blinked once then twice. "Whoa, that wasn't what I was suggesting at all ... unless you want to?"

He gave me a smolder that could have rivaled a Disney prince. The guy was hot as hell, and he knew it with that spiky brown hair, swimmer’s body, and mesmerizing green eyes.

"You're lucky I’m drunk and think you're cute," I said, yanking him by the arm and pulling him around the corner.

"What? That actually worked? Sweet," he said with a big goofy grin on his face.

I smiled and leaned against the fence behind the little goat house, out of sight from the windows of the Conti house.

"No, but I think if I can get you half-naked, I could get one hell of a payday from TNC for a photo of swimmer peen," I said, pulling my phone out of my skirt pocket.

His eyes widened. "You wouldn't dare."

I waved my phone and licked my lips. "Try me."

He moved forward, taking both of my wrists in one of his big hands and holding them above my head. Pressing his broad chest against mine, he pinned me against the fence.

"What are you going to do now, Sofie?" he whispered with his lips barely an inch from mine.

I figured that was basically an open invitation, so I leaned forward and crushed my lips to his.

He put his knee between my legs, spreading them apart and pressing all of him against me.

"Oh my god, that's so fucking hot," I mumbled against his lips, which sounded more like, "Oh meh ger, sah fern hert."

"So you're a talker, eh?" he said against my ear before nipping it.

"Wait, don't leave bite marks. I need those for work. My ears, that is," I said.

Johnny leaned back, the moonlight casting a soft glow on his face. "Are you way too drunk right now to do anything?"

"Are you?" I asked, raising an eyebrow before rocking my hips forward and feeling his hardness press against my core. "Guess not."

"You could get me hard whether I've been drinking all night or not," he said, pushing against me and moving his hips in a circular motion, the friction itself bringing me to the brink.

"Is this because I got my braces off and learned to straighten my hair? Because you probably wouldn’t be doing this if I were still the geek from two years ago. Though, I am still that geek, just with better hair and eyebrows," I said.

"If you sit on my face will that get you to stop rambling?" he asked.

I pouted. "No need to be rude."

"Sorry," he whispered, leaning forward. He let go of one wrist but kept the hand with my phone in it above my head.

"You can’t just say sorry and expect me to drop my panties for you. That only works in romance novels and porn," I grumbled, trying to keep my face neutral, but the guy had a smile I would definitely sit on.

"What? I gave you dinner. Well, the Contis fed you, but I did do those weird tasting shots with you. And what’s more romantic than humping against a goat house?" he asked, broadening his grin.

"Technically, it's a pen," I said.

He smirked. "Okay, smart mouth. If this isn't a come-on, then what was that whole bit about being hot and fluttering your eyelashes?"

"I was hot! I'm wearing a sweater, and we were drinking. And as far as eyelashes go, sometimes mine stick together when I use this cheap mascara. Lia told me to spring for something not in the clearance bin, but that extra five dollars could be used for things like snacks."

He laughed; a great sound that came from deep in his stomach. His stomach that was still against mine and hard, as were other things. "A woman after my own heart. But I'd go for licorice."

He leaned in ever so slightly, licking my bottom lip. "Which is exactly what you taste like."

"Screw it," I muttered. Putting my free hand on his chest, I pulled his lips back to mine.

I'd had sex a grand total of three times and all with the same guy. The first time, he finished on my shoe after three minutes. So we tried it, and he came on the floor before he even entered me. By the third time, he finished but then confessed he was gay after I'd dated him for six months. We still dated for another three months before he left me for a guy in his dance troop.

I wasn't a quick hookup girl, but hell, for a gold medal swimmer, I could be.

"Wait, wait," Johnny said, pulling back with his eyes still closed.

"What? Don't tell me now you're over me. Is it the lip-gloss? I can rub it off."

He shook his head then took my cell phone, which had dropped to the ground in our heated kissing. "I'm totally not a hookup guy. Even though you won’t believe me, I'd still feel better if I at least got your number and you gave me yours."

"Really? You're giving me blue labe to get my phone number? Can't we do this after?" I asked.

He slid my phone in his pocket. "Eff it. You're right."

His lips were back on mine, and he slowly lifted me, pushing me against the goat house as I wrapped one leg around his waist and steadied myself on the bottom rail of the fence with my other foot.

"Wall sex—that's really freaking hot," I murmured, still not sure if my horniness was sobering me up or if I just couldn't shut up.

He kissed down my neck and steadied me with one hand, pressing his hips against me. He reached into his back pocket with the other then held his wallet between us. "It's been a while, but I think I have a condom in there if you can get it."

I raised an eyebrow. "Why can't you get it?"

He smirked, sliding his hand down to my skirt and pushing my panties to the side before he hooked a finger inside me.

"Holy..." Arching my back, I leaned against the goat house and swore the man hit my G-spot and every other tingling nerve he could with those long fingers.

"Because I'm busy," he whispered, his hooded eyes locked on mine.

I quickly opened his wallet, finding two dollar bills and a bunch of game tickets from Chuck E Cheese before I located the lone condom. I chucked the wallet on the ground, but before I could open the foil wrapping, an orgasm took hold, and I had to grip Johnny's shoulders to keep from falling over.

"Damn, that's hot when you come on my fingers," he said, still moving his expert digits in and out of me.

"If you keep doing that, I'm never going to be able to open this. What if I rip it? Then what?" I asked.

Johnny grinned and slowly moved his hand to my hip. "Then I guess we'll be having some little swimmers."

"You're going to completely dry me up if you keep talking like that," I said, rolling my eyes.

Johnny took the condom from my hand and ripped it open with his teeth before spitting out the top of the wrapper. "It won’t take me too long to get you worked up again."

I sucked in a deep breath, and Johnny stopped, literally with his hand down his pants. "If you don’t want to do this, tell me now. I'll go beat off and hope the goat doesn't try to lick my ass. But if you don't want to do this, we don't have to."

I never thought a guy would ask me to stop when we were getting hot and heavy. Or a guy who didn’t know if he had a condom. Something was different about Johnny and not just because he was sexy and smelled like chlorine.

“I don’t think Capra would wake up for that unless you had pasta,” I muttered, listening to the goat snoring in the opposite corner of her pen.

Without breaking eye contact, I put my hand on his then slowly tugged his pants and boxers down, staring at his hardness. It didn’t feel as big when it was in his pants, but holy hell, the thing was like a freaking Coke bottle. Slowly, I slid the condom down the length of his shaft, barely able to get my fingers around it. Thank God, he was circumcised because I had no idea what I would have done if it were something I hadn't seen before. “You’re going to have to take it slow with that thing,” I whispered, putting my hands on his shoulders.

"I can go as fast or as slow as you want it,” he murmured, pushing my panties to the side again. Instinctively, I arched my back, and Johnny guided his member inside me slowly. Each inch caused me to bite my lip, and I moaned lightly.

He grinned and grabbed my legs, so I wrapped both of them around his waist. He rocked gently inside me, his body lined up with mine so he hit every right angle. It was as if we were meant to fit perfectly together. And oh hell, did it feel better than anything else ever had. This was nothing compared to my halfway screw sessions. This was rainbows and sunshine and fireworks.

I'd just had an orgasm not a minute before, and now, I was clenching around him and clawing at his shoulders, trying not to scream. I didn’t even know multiple orgasms were possible.

Johnny continued to rock inside me; his lips went from my mouth to my neck and my ears as he moved inside me. “Is this okay?” he whispered into my neck.

I wanted more. I was getting high off his body. I gripped his shoulders and whispered, "Harder."

He growled before grabbing my hipbones and pushing me against the goat house as he thrust long and hard. Circling his hips against mine, he caused a whole new sensation throughout my body that had my toes curling.

"Holy!" I screamed, unable to hold it in.

He pushed harder, bringing me to the brink again, and I arched back. My body shook, unable to control the climax that took over me.

And apparently, the goat house couldn't control itself either as I slammed into the back of it.

Everything moved in slow motion as I first heard the errr then the pen toppled over, and Johnny and I went with it.

It wasn’t until I was flat on my back and I felt the rip of my panties against my leg that I was able to move again and process what happened.

A few people had already gathered at the back door, so it was too late to pull my skirt down or pretend it was just a hot make-out session.

"Are y'all okay out there?" someone yelled.

Johnny jumped up quickly and pulled his pants up before helping me stand. "Yeah. We're good," he yelled.

"Are you sure? Man. Shit. Is Capra okay?" Before I could say anything otherwise, Sonny was running toward the pen with his older brother, Nicky, alongside him.

Both guys stopped, staring at us wide-eyed then at the pen then back at us.

Nicky shook his head. "Un-fucking-believable."

"I’ll pay to fix the pen. I'm sorry ... we ... just ..." Johnny stammered, running his fingers through his hair.

Sonny just shook his head. "We can talk about that later. Just zip up your pants and get the goat shit out of your hair before coming inside."

With that, Sonny and Nicky turned and left us standing there.

"So ... think I can still get your number?" Johnny asked, zipping up his pants and pulling my phone out of his pocket. I had no idea where he put the condom, and I didn’t want to ask.

"Um ... sure ..." I replied, taking his phone and typing my number in the contacts.

He looked at the door. "I guess we should go back inside and then try to apologize to Lia's scary parents."

I laughed, handing him his phone and taking mine back. "Yeah. Though Nonna may be even scarier. This is her goat."

Johnny laughed, looking back at the sleeping goat who hadn't even moved.

"Gonna go with me to face Nonna?" he asked, holding his hand out to me.

I smiled, taking his hand. "I guess it's the least I can do." 
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Chapter 2
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My phone buzzed on my nightstand, knocking me out of my nightmare that included a lot of swimming goats.

“Hello?” I asked, trying to clear my throat.

“Do you know what it’s like to spend your Christmas at the emergency vet because your goat ate a condom?” Lia’s voice was wide-awake and angry.

I sat straight up. “Is Capra pregnant?”

Lia groaned. “No. I don’t think a half-goat, half-backstroking baby is possible.”

“Well ... sorry? You’re the one who told me to hook up by the goat pen.” It was all I could think to say as I slowly got out of bed.

It might have been Christmas morning, but at the hotel where my dad worked, they always had a fancy Christmas brunch. So he always had to work, which left me alone. He would have been at the Conti’s the night before, but some emergency came up at work. Thank God for that because I didn’t want to get caught with my skirt up by my dad.

On Christmas, it was a tradition that Lia would come over later in the afternoon, and we’d stuff our faces with her mom’s leftovers and watch trashy movies. But with Jay around, I wasn’t sure what our plans would be.

Not that I blamed my best friend for getting a hottie boyfriend ... especially if that meant I got the chance to hook up with hottie boyfriend’s swimmer friend.

“Even though Sonny and Nicky literally caught y’all with your pants down, I think Nonna and my parents think the condom was mine and Jay’s, and we keep getting the stink eye.”

I covered my mouth to stifle a giggle, but it still came out loud and clear. “Sorry, I’m really not laughing at your expense.”

“Yeah, yeah. Now that Capra’s home and we’ve had breakfast and presents, are you still up for movies this afternoon? I could use some time away from the house.”

I raised an eyebrow, even though she couldn’t see it. “That bad?”

Lia huffed. “They started to let my leash go a little bit more and more then it’s like I go to California, come back, and I’m expected to be the same docile Lia, even with my boyfriend here.”

“So what you’re saying is that I need to get dressed and expect you both over here soon?”

Lia sighed. “I’m sorry. Am I a bitch for coming over with my boyfriend? Do you want me to have Jay call Johnny? You can’t get any goats pregnant at your house.”

I smirked. “I’m sure he’ll call me if he wants to see me. It’s Christmas, so I’m sure he has plans.”

And as if the dude knew we were talking about him, my phone beeped. When I slowly pulled my phone away from my ear, I had a text message.

Johnny: Merry Christmas. What are you up to today?

“Did you put him up to this?” I yelled into the phone, putting it back to my ear.

“Put who up to what?” Lia asked.

I shook my head, even though she couldn’t see it. “I guess we’re having a double date at my house. Bring cannoli.”

I hung up the call with Lia and then texted Johnny back.

Sofie: So Jay tell you to text?

Johnny: Um, should he have?

Sofie: Well, besides the fact you might have goat babies.

Johnny: WHAT?

Sofie: Ha! Lia called and said the goat had to go to the vet ER this morning because he ate a condom. Don’t know how that happened.

Johnny: Oh, shit. That sucks. Is she okay?

Sofie: Yeah. I think Lia is more pissed at us, though.

Johnny: She has no proof that was us.

Sofie: Right, because everyone humps by the goat pen.

It was a few more minutes before he responded, and I thought that was the end, so I stripped down to hop in the shower. Just before I could leave the room, my phone rang on the desk. No one ever called me but my dad or service calls, so I planned to ignore it.

That was until I took one last look to see the number on the screen. Johnny’s number.

I fumbled, grabbing the phone off my desk before unlocking it and sliding it to my ear.

“Hello? Is this a butt dial?”

Johnny laughed on the other end, his voice a low timbre that made my stomach and other parts of my body do complete somersaults.

“No butt dial. I thought calling was easier than texting. I have fat thumbs, and my autocorrect isn’t always pretty.”

“Oh. Heh. That’s cool,” I replied, chewing on my bottom lip.

I didn’t talk on the phone much. If I did, it was usually via a walkie-talkie app, and I could just stop talking when I wanted to.

“So ... Lia and Jay said they were heading to your house to hang out today and asked if I wanted to come with. I didn’t want to just show up unannounced, so I thought I’d ask first. If you wanted me. I can stop and rent a movie or pick up Chinese food or something.”

I stared at my reflection in the mirror above my dresser and the dark black streaks from last night's makeup, wiping at it furiously with the pad of my thumb. “Uh, yeah, sure. That sounds good.”

Johnny laughed again. “If this is going to be awkward and you don’t want me to come over, just say it.”

I wanted more than for him to just come ... over ... more emphasis on the “come” part. But if he was, I had to do some serious cleanup—of myself and my mess of a house.

“No. I totally do. Pick up whatever you want and give me some time to clean my house.” I absently picked up all the random clothes from my floor and shoved them in my closet. I had no clue what the living room and kitchen looked like, but I knew it wasn’t pretty.

“All right. But I don’t care what your house looks like. My swimming buddy Scotty is the judgmental one. Although I once saw him eat a bagel that had been on the floor for five minutes at the Berlin train station.”

“Ew,” was the only response I could squeak out as I shoved more items in my closet then grabbed a makeup wipe to clean my face.

“Okay. Um. I’ll see you in a bit then? Maybe like an hour or so?” he asked.
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