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        Here are some of the songs that helped me write and inspired this book.
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      To anyone and everyone involved in crazy group chats. This book is for you. All you crazy ladies know exactly who you are.
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      Alex

      

      I’m in the middle of my five-mile run when I see Josh walk in the door. Josh is my neighbor and my new gym buddy, and he’s hot with a capital H! We do `the’ guy nod from across the room, and he goes to use one of the other machines.

      Issy’s name flashes on my phone’s screen, but I decline it. I’ll call her after my run. Issy was my best friend in college and one of only a couple I have kept in contact with, well, her and Kate, even though I’ve lived in the same city since then. She’ll always be my best friend. Her long-term boyfriend is a total dick, but that’s a story for another time.

      I finish off my run and head off for the showers. Ready to tackle the rest of my work day in the office. Working for the in-house marketing arm of AB Enterprises is a total dream; I’ve been lucky to be there for the last couple of years. My boss Sara Raine (soon to be Mrs. Banks), thanks to the CEO of AB Enterprises. He finally pulled his head out of his ass and proposed. Sara is the best. Fun to be around, and she always has our backs. From the moment we were introduced, we gelled together instantly. You can only imagine the surprise in the office when the boss himself, Adrien Banks, walked in with a hottie on his arm and a smile on his face.

      Josh walks out of the shower with a towel wrapped around his waist as I tie the laces on my shoes. His body is perfection. Josh works in construction. Correction, he owns his own construction company and has made a name for himself over the last few years. I mean, he has more property in development than I can count.

      He also owns the building we live in.

      Yeah, he’s rich, but you’d never guess it from how he dresses or the apartment he chooses to live in. We both own the two penthouse apartments in the building. Why he doesn’t have a  fancy house in the hills, or anywhere really, I do not know.

      “You heading back to the office?” He asks, getting dressed next to me.

      “Yeah, we’re working on a big project at the moment, so Sara gave us an extended lunch which means she’s gonna want us to work late.”

      “Well, if you finish before the game ends, just pop by.”

      “Will do,” I say, putting my jacket on and walking out of the locker room.
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      The elevator ride to the office is short. Oh, did I not mention,  the gym is in the building Mr. Moneybags himself owns, my boss Mr. Adrien Banks. Adrien is kissing Sara when I step out, and I make heaving noises as I walk past, laughing.

      Adrien looks over at me and laughs.

      “Could you two not do this on your floor?” I ask him.

      “I’d love nothing more than for Sara’s office to be moved upstairs.”

      Sara laughs and pulls away from our boss.

      I look at her, waiting for her to explain.

      “If I move up there, we wouldn’t be next door to each other,” she bats her eyelashes at me. “Also, this one wouldn’t get any work done.”

      Adrien pretends to be hurt, holding on to his chest.

      “We’ll probably be working late-late,” she says, walking with me down the corridor to our offices.

      Adrien gets back in the elevator up to his office. “Sara, you have more willpower than me.”

      She opens her office door, and we both walk inside. I make myself comfortable on the chair I always sit on. “It’s not willpower, Alex. I just need to make sure you guys down here are working. I can't do that from up there now, can  I?”

      “I guess not.”

      We spent the rest of the afternoon, that’s now turned into early evening, going over all the details of the opening of Adrien’s new hotel in Vegas in a few months. We’ve been putting in a lot of hours lately on this.

      An alarm goes off on my phone; I notice Issy called and left me a message.

      Issy: I’m on my way to yours. Hope you have alcohol in.

      I remember she called earlier. I look at my watch and see she sent the message an hour ago.

      “FUCK.”

      “What’s the matter?” Sara says from behind her desk. “Issy called, and I’ve only just seen her messages. I forgot to call her back.”

      “I’m sure she’s fine.”

      I walk out to my office, which I share with two other team members.
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      Issy

      

      I drag my case and camera out of the elevator and knock on Alex’s door. There’s no answer, and it doesn’t sound like he’s in. I bang again just for the hell of it.

      I lean against the wall and slide down to the floor. Could today get any worse? I need my best friend right now.  I look at my phone and see Alex still hasn’t replied to my messages or tried to call me back. Of all the nights he has to work late, it’s tonight.

      When I came home from a photo shoot, I was not expecting to find my boyfriend balls deep in a woman who lives further down the hall from us.

      Talk about shitting where you eat.

      I think the only reason I was calm was because I was in shock. I hope Alex is okay gaining a roommate. I don’t have the energy to find anywhere else to live at the moment.

      As soon as she left the apartment, I packed a bag and refused to speak or look at him. I went into autopilot, packed all the clothes I could carry, and grabbed my camera, telling him I’d be back tomorrow for the rest of my stuff.

      He’s a fucking idiot.

      “Argh,” I scream out to what I thought was an empty hallway.

      A very attractive, tall, fit man clears his throat from the apartment where I’m sitting.

      I slowly look up at him from his bare feet, up his tanned legs, and baggy basketball shorts. I stare for a moment, enjoying the very naked, fit muscles of his stomach and chest.

      He clears his throat again.

      I drag my eyes the rest of the way up his body quicker this time.

      Oh my god, he’s gorgeous. In a totally rugged way, and he has one of those really attractive stubble beard things that are totally panty wetting HOT.

      “Hi,” I whisper.

      God, he’s tall.

      Issy, do not make a fool of yourself.

      I close my eyes, count to ten, and then pull myself up. “Hi, I’m Issy. Alex’s friend,” I hold my hand out to him.

      “Issy. Nice to put a face to the name. Josh. Also, Alex’s friend.” He smiles.

      I look around, and the air gets really strained between us. “I’m just waiting for Alex to get home from work. I’m hoping he got my message earlier though he hasn’t returned any of my calls.”

      “Well, you’re welcome to wait for him here.”

      “I don’t know. I don’t want to get in the way of your plans.”

      “You mean my sitting in front of the tv with a beer watching a pre-season hockey game?”

      What’s the worst thing that can happen? Issy, do not go there. You do not know this guy. He could be a serial killer for all you know.

      “Why don’t you come in, and we’ll give Alex a call. Maybe he’s on his way home now.”

      I go to pick my stuff up off the floor, but Josh beats me to it and carries my stuff into his apartment.

      “What are you doing, moving in?”

      I look down at the floor.

      “That’s the plan,” I whisper.

      “What was that?” He asks, closing the door and walking to the kitchen area.

      Josh’s phone starts to ring on the couch. Saved by the call, I guess.

      “Wow, this place is amazing,” I say, looking around the open-plan kitchen and living room. It’s also huge. Between this place and Alex’s, they must both take over the top floor.

      “Hey,” Josh says, answering his phone. “Yeah. She’s here. She was waiting outside your apartment.”

      He opens the fridge and holds up a beer and water. I point to the beer.

      “Great. Well, just pop round when you get home.” He opens the beer and passes it to me.

      “Thanks.”

      “Yeah. Okay.” He finishes up the call, and I sit on the couch.

      I’ve never been a huge hockey fan, but I know Alex is, so over the years, I’ve watched enough to understand the basics. I’m on my second beer by the time Alex knocks on the door, and Josh has heard some of my best Alex stories, including the time he fell asleep naked on the beach one year we went to Spain together.

      Josh opens the door smiling at Alex.  Still minus a t-shirt. It looks like Alex approves too. Then I noticed the two huge pizza boxes he was carrying. I didn’t think I was hungry before, but as soon as I set my eyes on the boxes, my stomach started to make noises. You know the type you don’t want to be heard in the company of someone or people you find attractive.

      “No, she wouldn’t tell me what happened. Just said she needed her best friend, which I’m presuming is you,” he says to Alex, opening one of the boxes and offering me a slice.

      We all sit down and completely ignore the tv in the background.

      I know I can’t put this off any longer.

      “Alex, how do you feel about having a roommate?” The boys look at each other.

      “Issy, what's happened? It’s not like you to just turn up…”

      “I walked in on him screwing someone. The blonde from the end of the corridor.”

      Alex puts down his slice of pizza, and he looks angry. I  know there’s no love lost. They hated each other anyway. That should have been my first red flag that the relationship was a disaster. “Define screwing.”

      “I walked in on her bent over our bed while he fucked from behind. So unless he tripped and fell on her with a hard-on, I think it’s safe to say I know they were screwing.”

      Josh whistles passing us both another beer. I wish it was something stronger.
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      Josh

      

      Is her ex fucking blind. I mean, she’s hot in that not trying too hard, doesn’t know she’s hot, kind of way. She’s got perfect-sized tits that you can take a good handful of.

      Alex looks like he wants to murder the guy, and while I don’t know Issy all that well, or at all really, if I was Alex, I’d feel the same way.

      I’m trying to get a good read on Alex, though. I could have sworn they were sleeping with each other the way she talked about him before he got here. But now he’s acting almost like a big brother.

      “Alex, I know you’ve never liked the guy, but you knew I wanted something more permanent than what you wanted to offer at the time.”

      Okay, so maybe they used to sleep with each other.

      “Issy, you know why it was the perfect setup.”

      She rolls her eyes at him, and I instantly feel like they’re having a whole different conversation with each other that I’m not part of.

      “Don’t roll your eyes at me, Issy.”

      “What are you gonna do, spank me?”

      Fuck! She is absolutely fucking perfect.

      She throws herself back into the chair.

      He glares at her; it takes everything in my power not to burst out laughing.

      “I know,” she grumbles. I can tell this is a conversation they’ve had multiple times.

      “Okay. Why do I think I’m missing something out of this conversation?”

      “Does he not know,” she whispered.

      I pull my beer up to my mouth and take a sip.

      “Issy. I swear to god.”

      “Alex would never be happy with just this” she points to her tits and then her pussy. “Or that,” she eyes my crotch.

      Alex stands up and puts the empty bottles in the recycle bin.

      Then it dawns on me what she’s saying, making absolutely perfect sense.

      “Alex. Are you Bi?”

      Alex stops in his tracks.

      “Yeah.”

      “Oh, cool.”

      “He has been since college. It’s not a state secret or anything.” Issy lies back on the couch, and she looks so comfy. She really made herself at home fast.

      “Yeah. It’s no secret, but it's not always something I lead with,” he glares at Issy again.

      “No problem, you sleep with whoever you want.”

      He just stares at me, and now I think I might have something on my face.

      “You're not mad that I didn’t tell you?”

      “Some guys get mad?” I throw the question back at him.

      “Yeah.”

      “Well, it doesn’t bother me.”

      “Hang on a minute. Did you think I’d have a problem if I thought you were bi or gay?”

      “Well. I mean, it’s not like it’s come up in conversation.”

      “Alex. I don’t care.”

      That sounds bad.

      “Not that I don’t care…”

      “What he’s trying to say, unsuccessfully, I might add,” Issy says. “Is that he doesn’t care if you want this,” she points to her boobs. “Or that.” She points to me again.

      “Yeah. What she said.” Issy is fucking hilarious, but I’m a little worried she’s had too much to drink.

      We spend the rest of the night not watching the game.

      While Issy tells me more stories, she and Alex have shared over the years.

      “So Alex, any chance you can help me move the rest of my stuff out tomorrow?”

      Alex rests his head back against the back of the couch, looking up at the ceiling. “Issy, I’d love to, but I have a big meeting tomorrow. It’s why I had to work so late tonight.”

      “I’ll help,” I say.

      Alex and Issy both jerk their heads in my direction. Imagine a record scratch moment; that was one right there.

      “Josh, I can't ask you to take time out of work. We hardly know each other.”

      “Don’t worry, okay. Perks of being the boss. I can come and go as I please. Also, I have a bigger car than Alex and a trailer if you need it.”

      Issy looks gob-smacked, stands up, walks over, and hugs me.

      “Thanks, Josh.”

      She holds on to me, and I really like the feeling of her holding me the way she is.
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      Issy

      

      Nothing beats clearing your head than going for a long run outside with the California sun on your face and wind in your hair.

      Last night was confusing, and I needed the run to clear my head. Sitting in Josh's living room last night was all sorts of confusing. Whenever I looked at Josh, I wanted to jump him right then and there; then Alex turned up. I’ve always been attracted to Alex. Who am I kidding? I’ve been in love with him since college. He’s my best friend in the whole world, but he’s also the best sex I’ve had. It was great when we used each other to scratch an itch during a dry spell. Until he saw I was getting too attached, and he put a stop to the whole thing. I was hurt, but I knew where he was coming from.

      I walk into the apartment, and Alex sits at the breakfast bar with his coffee and a bowl of cereal. He looks up at me over the phone in his hand.

      “Thought you were still asleep.”

      “No, I needed to clear my head.”

      “Look, I’m sorry I can’t help you today.”

      “Don’t worry about it.”

      I grab a bottle of juice from the fridge and pour myself a glass.

      There’s a knock at the door. I open it to see Josh in a t-shirt and shorts.

      He stops at my sports bra; I guess it’s my turn to draw his attention. While I was having fun, Alex approached me and cleared his throat.

      “Sorry,” he says, smiling.

      “Don't be,” I smile and let him in the apartment. I glare at Alex.

      Alex and Josh exchange a look, and it bothers me a bit that Alex is like this. If Josh wants to look, I’m happy for him too. Hell, I’d be happy to bang one out with him right now.

      “I’ll just be a minute.”

      I walk towards my bedroom to grab a hoodie and re-do my hair. I hear the boys exchanging words.

      “Issy, see you later,” Alex shouts through the door.

      “Yeah,” I shout back.

      I walk back into the kitchen, and Josh is scrolling through his phone.

      I grab my bag off the counter next to him.

      “Ready?” I ask.

      “Sure. Where are we putting all your stuff when we’re done?”

      “There isn’t that much; we will need to stop for some boxes on the way,” I say, locking the door behind us.
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      We pull up at my old apartment building and let ourselves in through the front door. Josh’s eyes keep darting everywhere like he’s casing the place.

      Josh carries the folded-up boxes we picked up from the storage place on the way with ease and follows me. We’re soon up at the apartment, and thank god there is no sign of the blonde from down the corridor.

      I show Josh some of the stuff that’s mine that I want to take while I go to the bedroom and pack the rest of my clothes and things I didn’t grab yesterday.

      It’s just as I’m about to bring the second box I packed up when I hear shouting from the other room. Doesn’t take a brainiac to know Chris has come home.

      “Who the fuck do you think you are?” He says, getting in Josh’s face.

      Josh couldn’t look more amused if he tried.

      “Chris. Shut the hell up.” I shout, and both men turn to look at me.

      “Who the hell is this guy?”

      “This is Josh. He's a friend.”

      “Another guy. I half expected Alex to be here.”

      “What the hell do you care, Chris? If Alex had been here, I can guarantee we wouldn’t be leaving you in one piece.”

      “Who is this guy, Iss? You sleeping with this guy too. Oh, wait, no. Even Alex didn’t want you anymore.” I make a move to fly off at him when Josh pulls me back.

      “He’s not worth it,” he whispers in my ear.

      This gets Chris pissed off again seeing a guy close to me.

      “How many guys do you need to be screwing, Iss?”

      “Unlike you, I never cheated.”

      I threw some more things in the boxes Josh had opened near him.

      “You can keep the rest of this shit. I don’t care.”  Josh piles up the boxes outside the apartment and comes in just as Chris is about to get in my face.

      “Leave her the fuck alone, Chris. You think Alex would mess you up? What do you think I’d do?” He pushes him in the chest, and Chris falls back.

      “She’s not worth it anyway.”

      “Wrong. She’s more than worth it. You’re just too stupid to see a good thing when you have it. Come on, Issy.” Josh grabs hold of my hand and pulls me to the boxes outside. I slam the door behind us, turn around to see the blonde come out of her apartment, and then walk back inside and shut the door.

      We push all the boxes to the elevator and manage to squish them all in, saving us multiple trips up for them.

      On the way home, we stop at a coffee shop. I insist on paying for them as much as Josh starts complaining.  “It’s the least I can do,” I say, and out of pure adrenaline from what had just happened in the apartment, I turn around to him, grab hold of his face and kiss him hard on the lips.

      Josh just stands there. I think I’ve made a huge mistake until he pulls me back to him and kisses me back.
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      Josh

      

      I stood in front of Issy, and she took me by surprise with the kiss. I mean, I thought there was something there last night when we were all hanging out. I return the surprise, grab hold of her, and kiss her just as hard before she picks up our coffees and pastries.

      A groan escapes her lips, and she takes the kiss deeper,  encouraging me with her tongue. Now I’m thinking about her tongue and what I want her to do with it. I pull on her hips, so she’s as close to me as humanly possible while we're both fully clothed and in public.

      She pulls away from me, smiling and then biting her bottom lip. She picks up our things, her skin flushed, and it makes me happy to know I put that look on her face.

      I discreetly adjusted myself before following her out of the coffee shop back to my Land Rover, one of many cars I own.

      We get in the car, and she keeps looking my way and then turning away. There is no way she didn’t feel how much I wanted her, and if both of those kisses are anything to go by, she feels the exact same way.

      “So. How much is Alex gonna want to punch me for what I’m thinking right now?” I’m asking because I want to know more about the her and Alex, but I’m also worried about how my friend will react to me kissing his best friend.

      “Depends. What are you thinking right now?”

      She’s funny; I like her.

      “I’m thinking that I wanna do a hell of a lot more than just  kiss you right now.”

      “Well, it doesn’t really matter what Alex thinks. He doesn’t have a say in who I choose to spend my time with.”

      She’s kidding, right. Alex is obviously in love with her on some level. I saw it last night. I’m not blind.

      “That’s not what it looked like last night.”

      “Alex is my best friend. We’ve not slept with each other for years. He’s the reason why. Not me.”

      “Still. Now you and ass-face have split up maybe…”

      “No, Alex made it perfectly clear he doesn’t want me in that way; he's afraid I’m going to get my feelings hurt. He said he enjoys pussy and dick too much to choose. That’s a direct quote, in case you were wondering. “

      You see, she's totally hilarious.

      “Do I want to settle down one day? Yes. Right now? I really don’t know. I’ve just come out of a toxic relationship that all my friends wanted me to leave. When Alex didn’t want me anymore, it hurt. I settled. For less than I deserved, for far too long. I’ll know when I  know if I’m in a relationship; I want to settle down.”

      We quickly move her stuff up to her and Alex’s apartment. I hate leaving her when all I want to do is fuck her into next Tuesday, but I need to show my face at the very least at work.

      I walk into her bedroom with every intention of just saying bye until I see her trying to reach something by bending over some furniture in the room.

      I’m not ashamed to admit that I’ve checked her ass out for way longer than is probably acceptable today, but my cock doesn’t care. He remembers the coffee shop in vivid detail, and he wants to get in on the action.

      “You gonna stare at my ass the whole afternoon?” She’s not even looking at me, but I know she’s smirking.

      “Sorry.”

      Why am I apologizing?

      She stands up and gives me a knowing smile.

      “I came in to let you know I’m heading out. I need to show my face at least in the office today.”

      “Okay, well, thanks for everything. I mean it.”

      She walks up to me and gives me a big hug. She kisses me on the cheek and gives me a knowing smile after feeling my hard-on in our hug.

      I need to get out of here before we move this on from flirting and hot kisses to something I'm not sure we can come back from, especially since I don’t know what role Alex plays in all this.

      I spend the afternoon in the office trying to concentrate on two big projects we’re working on. I book site visits for the rest of the week in the hope they’ll keep me busy. Nothing prepares me, though, when Alex knocks on my door at nearly the end of the work day.

      “Hey,” I say, getting up from my desk.

      “Hey. How did it go with Issy and the move?”

      “Great. The ex made an appearance.”

      Alex pulls his face. It’s obvious there is no love lost between the pair.

      “But we got her stuff out, and she seems happy moving into yours.”

      “Great. I’ve tried getting her to move in forever, but she's always found a reason not to.”

      Wonder why. Maybe because she’s in love with you. That’s what I should have said to him, but I didn't.

      “She’s part of the reason I bought the two-bedroom apartment. So she’d always have a place to crash.”

      “Ah, right. Well, she was making herself at home when I left.”

      I really like Issy, but she’s known Alex longer, and if Alex is who she wants to be with, then I’ll just have to step aside and let that happen. They obviously have a lot of history.

      “Okay. I just wanted to check that everything went okay before heading home.”
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      Alex

      

      “See you later.” I close the door behind me.

      I leave Josh’s office, and I can’t help the feeling that something happened between him and Issy this morning. By the time I get to the apartment, I’ve gone through a hundred scenarios of what I think happened, and I’m dizzy. Issy’s in the kitchen when I open the door, and it smells amazing. I could really get used to Issy living here. With her moving in, I’m going to start eating better and won’t be eating take-out as often. I know I’m a cliché, but the cooking thing never came to me. My mother, to this day, doesn’t understand where she went wrong. I’m the only one not doing something involved in the family business. Which is a small chain of restaurants they own in the Southern California area. We’ve officially turned into old money; our family has been in the business that long.

      Walking towards the smell and the singing, I throw my keys on the side table near the door. Standing in the archway, I smile at Issy while she stirs pans, and sings without a care in the world.

      She must sense my eyes on her since she turns round and laughs at me. Her blush starts to travel further down her body.

      “Here,” she says, passing me a glass of red wine she’s poured for me.

      She’s made some sort of pasta dish that smells totally amazing. It’s not until I’m in the living room that I see she’s been busy all over the apartment. There are now cushions I didn’t have before, candles scattered all over the place, and a vase I somehow missed on the table near the door when I threw my keys there.

      I hear a small laugh next to me on the couch as she sits down.

      “You said, and I quote, ‘make yourself at home,’ so I did.”

      “No, it's great, actually. It looks more like a home, I guess.”

      “Yeah. It screamed `bachelor pad’ before.”

      “Well, I’m hardly here. You know the hours I keep.”

      “You can still have pretty things around.”

      She’s right, of course. She’s always right. I debate telling her I’ve seen Josh today and see if she fesses up to anything. “So, how did it go moving your stuff out?”

      She ponders what she’s going to say. I know this because I’ve known her way too long.

      “Yeah, Chris came back while Josh was there. I guess he thought you’d be there.”

      So Chris isn’t a total fuck-face.

      “I thought at one point he was gonna get his dick out and see who was bigger.”

      Ha, I’m glad I missed that.

      “What do you mean he thought I’d be there?”

      “Oh, he just made some comment about us moving in together. Who cares what he said. He’s an asshole and is now out of my life.”

      I want to tell her that he should never have been in it in the first place, but think better of it. It’s not a can of worms I want to open right now.

      “Alex.”

      I turn to look at her.

      She has that super sexy look in her eyes, and I’m convinced it’s more than the wine talking at this point.

      “Thanks for letting me move in.”

      “Any time.”

      She pulls herself up against me and holds my head in her hands. She has a look in her eyes I’ve not seen for so long. Lust. She pulls my lips to hers and kisses me slowly and deeply. It takes me a moment to register everything that is happening. Do I want to go down this road again? The truth is I do. While I could have anyone I wanted, Issy has always been something special.

      I decided to join in the kiss and push my tongue into her mouth. She tastes like heaven, and I can still taste some of the wine on her tongue.

      She moans into my mouth as she grips onto my hair and pulls herself onto my body and into my lap.

      I feel myself getting harder as she runs her fingers in my hair, scratching at my scalp and kissing me deeper and deeper with each pass of her tongue. I run my hands up her back and grab hold of the back of her head.

      There’s that moan again. Good to know I’m not the only one turned on at the moment.

      She rubs herself on my crotch. I thought I was hard before. Now I feel like stone.

      “Not helping,” I whisper in her ear.

      She stops what she's doing and pulls herself away, sitting back on the balls of my knees.

      I put my hands behind me to hold her in place; the last thing I want is for her to fall and hurt herself.

      “I kissed Josh,” she whispers.

      I’m not sure I heard her at first.

      She hides her face in my chest and starts laughing. I don’t know what to do here. I’m totally turned on by her right now,  but I’m also a little jealous. I mean, Josh is hot. She’d be blind not to think about it.

      She pulls her head back to look at me. I thought she was blushing before, but now she’s getting more red and totally turned on.

      “I liked kissing you both.” She says, trying to pull herself off me, but I like feeling her here, so I keep her in place. She chooses now to finally look me in the eyes.

      That’s when she notices me smiling at her. Not laughing.  Smiling.

      “Okay.” I try to find the right words to get my point across and not sound like a total asshole. “Who said you had to  choose?”

      Her jaw opens, and I can tell it's just registering what I’m saying to her.

      “Alex. You know I have feelings for you. I always have, but last night and this morning felt good with Josh too.”

      “Okay. So what do you want to do about that?”

      She hides her head in my chest again. I refuse to put words in her mouth, so I sit and wait. I wait for her to process what I’m actually saying to her.

      She looks at me, and Issy has never been one to shy away from anything, so I’m surprised she’s doing it now. “I couldn't,” she says, sitting back on the couch.

      “Why not?” I say.

      I don’t know Josh well enough to know if he’d be up for it. I’ve never heard him mention a girlfriend or boyfriend in the last year I’ve known him.

      Issy reaches over to the coffee table and picks up her phone. She texts away a mile a minute. I don’t know how she does it.
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      Josh

      

      My eyes keep getting drawn to my phone, mocking me from the side of my desk. Of course, I can’t see the screen. I turned that over thirty minutes after sitting down. It’s distracting.

      Getting her message while I was sitting in bed last night was the hardest thing to ignore. I’d convinced myself that if I didn’t react to it when she no doubt sobers up in the morning, she’d send me an apology. It’s almost lunch, and it still hasn’t happened yet.

      What if what she sent was truly how she felt? Then not getting in touch will send the message I’m not interested. That’s not the impression I want to send to her either.

      I look up and see a woman talking to the receptionist on our floor through my open door. I’d swear it was Issy, but there’s no way she knows where I work. Unless, of course, Alex told her.

      She walks into my office smiling and rubbing something onto her lips with her finger.

      I stand up from my desk because it’s the right thing to do.

      “Josh,” she smiles, putting whatever she’s just put on her lips in her bag. “Just checking you’re not lying in a ditch somewhere.”

      She sits herself down in the chair opposite my desk.

      “Just busy working.”

      My phone pings and vibrates on my desk.

      We both look at it.

      “I’m going to tell you the same thing I told Alex. I like you both. I think you are both hot, and I enjoyed kissing you both yesterday. I’ve just spent three depressing years in a relationship that was going absolutely nowhere. I need. No, I want some fun and excitement in my life.”

      She looks like she’s practiced this whole speech on the drive over here.

      “So, if you're up for it, I want to have fun with both of you.”

      Well, fuck me sideways if that’s not the hottest thing to come out of her mouth.

      “Okay,” I growl, and there is no mistaking my intent. Anyone would be able to hear how turned on she’s making me. “How will this work?”

      She looks at her hands that she’s clasping at her knees. “I’ve not thought that far ahead.”

      “Do you want to date us? See us separately? Is it the three of us all the time scenario you’ve worked up in your head?”

      “All of the above.”

      “Greedy.” I smile at her.

      It’s not until I see her smirk that I realize I said the last part out loud.

      She blushes deeper. She was full of confidence when she walked in. I think I like that, Issy better.

      “I want to experiment with a bunch of different things.”

      There she is. I sit back in my chair, creaking a little with the weight.

      “Are you up for that?”

      I look at her, and her posture has changed. She’s feeling more comfortable again.

      “I am.”

      Little does she know how much I want to experiment with her and Alex.
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      Issy

      

      My friend, who owns a real estate company, wanted me to take photos of a bunch of houses they wanted to sell. While it isn’t what I usually do, she was offering more than what I usually get for a job; also, I didn’t have to deal with anyone else. She’d started branching out on her own last year; this could be a good earner for us both.

      The problem, though, is I’ve been distracted all afternoon. All that kept running through my mind was the look on Josh’s face when he said he was in.

      “Issy?”

      Juliet sits down on the floor next to me.

      “Sorry. You were saying?”

      She laughs and passes me a paper cup.

      “I was just saying I hope you don’t mind working late. I want photos of the outside with the fairy lights and stuff.”

      “No problem Juliet. I think that’s a great idea.”

      Juliet is as chill as they come. We became friendly after photographing a hotel and talking in the bar afterward.  She’s the closest thing I have to a work friend. She’s always giving my card out to people, and in this town, that’s gold.

      She’s married to her high school boyfriend, who worships the ground she walks on, and to be honest, they are the perfect couple even though he works away ALOT. I’ve been to their house loads of times. It’s good having different circles of friends. That however, all comes to a screeching halt when my two friend groups collide. What the actual fuck. Josh walks through the door, no longer in his suit but in jeans and a tight t-shirt carrying a bag of tools.

      I make myself busy looking for a different lens in my bag. I feel myself getting all flushed. What the hell is wrong with me? Why am I getting so embarrassed? It’s not like a couple of hours ago, I told him I wanted to experience lots of different sex with him or anything.

      A throat clears behind me.

      I’m so lost in my inner thoughts. I don’t see or hear him come up behind me. I look up at him as I sit cross-legged on the floor and see him grinning at me. It’s not lost on me that I’m at eye level with his crotch. Of course, then they stay there.

      “Erm, Issy.”

      I see his cock twitch in his jeans and raise an eyebrow. I look further up his body.

      He’s looking at me now with a killer smile, and it’s doing all sorts of things to my lady parts.

      “What…” we say at the same time and burst out laughing.

      He stops and motions for me to carry on.

      “What are you doing here?” I ask.

      “Funny, I was going to ask you the same question.” I motion for him to carry on.

      “My company built the houses Juliet is selling.”

      I’m shocked. Had I known Juliet was hiding this hotty, I’d have taken her up on her offer months ago. I guess she wasn’t really hiding him.

      “So. I guess you’re the photographer friend I keep hearing  about?”

      “Guilty.” I smile at him.

      Juliet interrupts us as I try to distract myself again. I leave Josh and Juliet talking about the repairs she spotted when she arrived. I feel his eyes as I arrange things and snap away on my camera. It’s been a couple of hours, and the night shots will quickly make this place jump off the market.





OEBPS/images/los-angeles-skyline.jpg





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/tmp-scene-breaks.jpg






OEBPS/images/copy-of-lisa-m-miller-author-logo.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-1.jpg
A (BILLION® ‘1 E BOSS BOOK
]-—‘







OEBPS/images/tmp.jpg





