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            I SHOULD HAVE LEFT THAT ONE NIGHT WE HAD TOGETHER IN HIGH SCHOOL, IN THE PAST.

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        But when a single kiss turns into her on my doorstep, begging to finish what we started…I give in.

        I devour her, losing myself in the lie that it will be just this one time.

        One touch. One kiss. One taste.

      

        

      
        The trail of my fingertips across her warm skin.

        My name tumbling from her lips.

      

        

      
        But I can’t have her just once.

        I need her, crave her.

      

        

      
        Somewhere between stolen kisses in parking lots and secret rendezvous in my truck…I lost her again.

      

        

      
        I was fourteen when I fell in love with August Belmore.

        Eighteen the first time our lips touched.

        Thirty-three when I became the bastard that broke her heart.

      

        

      
        By the time I realize what’s been in front of me this entire time, it’s too late.

      

        

      
        She’s about to walk down the aisle with someone else and I’m left realizing that falling in love with my best friend and breaking her heart wasn’t my worst mistake.

      

        

      
        It was not fighting hard enough to keep her.
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            PROLOGUE

          

          REMI-SUMMER BEFORE COLLEGE • 15 YEARS AGO . . .

        

      

    

    
      “Tell me something I don’t know about you.”

      “Something you don’t know about me?” I can hear the smile forming on her lips even though I can’t see her face.

      “Yes, YOU. You’re the only other human out here for miles.” I reach down and smack her thigh that’s next to mine. Her feet are by my head and mine are by hers as we lie in the bed of my Chevy Silverado and stare up at the stars. This place is our hideout. It’s a small overlook about 15 minutes outside town. It’s the place we always run to when we just want to get away or sneak some of our parents’ booze. We’ve been coming to this spot since I got my license almost three years ago.

      “You already know everything about me,” she says, exhaling a small puff of air through her nose.

      “I know most things about you, but there’s gotta be something you haven’t told me. Come on, think . . . this is one of our last nights together before you ditch me for college.”

      I try not to sound salty. I’m so happy for August—that she got into the marketing program at the University of Michigan at Ann Arbor. It’s the top in the nation and she worked her ass off through high school. But I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t sad or maybe worried. August has been my best friend for the last four years—my ride or die—and now I’m about to lose her. I’ll just be that guy she grew up with back in her small hometown. The guy she sees as her brother. I swallow down the word as if it’s left a bitter taste in my mouth. I want so much more than to just be August Belmore’s best friend, but I’ve always been too chickenshit to tell her how I really feel. But all that changes tonight.

      “Oh! So—” her response interrupts my thoughts and brings me back to the reality of what we were talking about. I sit as she props herself up on her elbows and stares down at me with a big grin on her face. “My mom almost named me Abilene.”

      “What?” I’m actually surprised she was able to come up with a fact I didn’t know about her. “And how’d they end up with August instead?”

      “So my mom is originally from Texas, ya know. She was born in Abilene, hence the name, and then they moved to Colorado when she was nine. She always had fond memories of her time in Texas, but my dad hated the name or something. So they both ended up agreeing on August since I was born in August. Real original, I know.” She lies back down and places her hands behind her head.

      I take the moment to watch the moonlight bounce across her alabaster skin. She looks like an angel. I may only be 18, but I’ve known that August was my forever since we were in seventh grade. I want to talk to her—to tell her what she means to me and how I feel. I want to hear her say she feels the same way about me: that all these years, we’ve both been secretly pining for each other.

      “Still better than Remington,” I say instead, breaking the spell for fear that she might tell me I’m crazy and run away.

      “Your parents ever come to an agreement on if it’s after the ammunition company or the Pierce Brosnan character?” she asks, pulling herself up to face me.

      “Nah, that’ll be one of those ongoing family fights that they take to the grave.”

      She giggles, pulling her knees into her chest as she reaches for another Mike’s Hard Lemonade that I stole from my dad’s beer fridge.

      We’ve both had a few and I can feel the buzz settling in nicely. The air mattress in the bed of my truck feels soft and comforting, and even though the sun set hours ago, there’s still a nice warmth to the summer breeze.

      “So you ready to move away? Be a college woman and all that?” I know I sound like I’m trying to avoid asking her what I actually want to ask her and she can see right through it. I take a long pull on my now-warm lemonade, finishing it off and tossing the bottle back into the cooler.

      “Hey,” she says, reaching forward and grabbing both of my hands in hers. She scoots closer so our knees are touching. “I’m not going to forget about you if that’s what you’re worried about. You’re always going to be my best friend.”

      Her green eyes are big, sincere. They’re locked on mine, but then they drop briefly to my lips before moving back up. I think I see a slight blush appear on her cheeks when she realizes I noticed. This is the moment; it’s now or never. I release one of my hands from hers while I use the other to pull her toward me as I snake my free hand around her neck.

      Our lips touch and it’s like time stands still for just a second. I press my lips softly against hers, waiting and praying she doesn’t push me away. I don’t realize I’m holding my breath until I finally move my lips against hers. I feel like I’m drowning and paralyzed at the same time while fireworks explode behind my eyelids, which are squeezed shut. I angle my head to deepen the kiss as my other hand twists into her long, silky dirty-blonde hair. I’m waiting for the realization to hit her that it’s me kissing her before she slaps me, but it never comes.

      No, instead she’s kissing me back with little moans escaping her lips as she starts to crawl into my lap. I can’t tell if I’ve fallen asleep in the truck—if perhaps this is all just a dream—but I don’t want to wake up and find out.

      We make out for what feels like hours, our tongues exploring each other’s mouths, and our lips not getting enough of one another. I slowly release my hand from her hair before resting it on her thigh, the heat of her skin burning through her jeans. I want to explore her—to touch every inch of her—but I don’t want to scare her away. I’m debating whether I should drag my hand up her thigh and beneath her skirt when she reaches down and pulls off my sweatshirt and T-shirt in one quick move.

      Our kiss is broken and she’s straddling me, staring down at me. Her eyes are glistening with something . . . lust? Desire?

      “Are you sure?” I choke out as she drags her nails down my bare chest before settling her fingers on my belt. She doesn’t speak—just nods her head slowly as she bites down on her bottom lip.

      Fuck me, I’m done for.

      “Wait, I need—” I’m trying to get the words out, but it’s so hard when she’s reaching beneath the waistband of my jeans and palming my cock. I feel like I’m about two seconds from exploding in my jeans, and that’s the last fucking way I want to remember this night.

      “Protection,” I say as I quickly stop her from going further. I jump down out of the truck bed and fling the passenger-side door open. I open the glove box and pray that I still have a few condoms left. I see two and grab them both before jumping back into the bed where August is pulling her shirt off over her head.

      I stop dead, completely mesmerized by her beautiful tits encased in a hot pink bra with black and white leopard-print straps. Out of nowhere, a pit forms in my belly at the thought of Matty Edwards getting to see her like this.

      Fucking Matt Fucking Edwards. He was her boyfriend for all of junior and most of senior year. A walking sack of testosterone with shit for brains. Yeah, I didn’t like him because August was dating him, but he was also a complete tool. The type that would brag about the other girls he’d banged or how hot his ex was or all the numbers he got over the weekend. I tried telling her about him, but the conversations always ended in a fight—that is, until she actually caught him with his head between Natalie Burrows’ tits in the front seat of his car.

      “Wait, I want to do that,” I say as I stop August from unclasping her bra. I want to savor this moment—to remember every little thing about her tonight—because I don’t know if I’ll ever get to experience this again. She doesn’t say a word as I release the clasp and her bra falls down her goosebump-covered arms.

      “Are you cold?” I whisper against her neck.

      “No,” she whispers back before tilting my head and kissing me again.

      I wish I could say the night lasted hours, but I couldn’t make myself go slowly after that moment. It was a tangle of hands rushing to get jeans off, lips crashing against each other, and moans and grunts mixed with the sound of slapping skin and panting. It was all over too soon, but it was the most magical night of my life, and it’s so easy to transport myself back to those moments . . .

      I hold August’s naked body against mine as she curls into my side. We don’t say another word as I cover both of us with the blanket I brought and we both fall asleep.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Shit, Remi, wake up! The sun is up and I can’t find my bra!”

      I groan and rub my eyes before cracking one open. The sun is blinding and I pull the blanket further up my body, over my head.

      “Hey, I’m serious! My mom is going to kill me!” she says, ripping the blanket off my naked body.

      “Hey!” I instinctively place my hands over my junk, not wanting to expose myself in the very bright early morning sun. I sit up, registering where I am, and all the memories of last night come flooding back. I feel something under my ass cheek and reach down, pulling up August’s bright pink bra.

      “Found it,” I say as she reaches over and snatches it out of my hand. She turns her back to me, putting the bra on beneath her T-shirt like some magic trick.

      We finish getting dressed, climb into the cab of the truck, and fly down the mountain back to town. We’re a few minutes from pulling into her driveway and I don’t know how to talk about last night.

      “So, about last night⁠—”

      “Yeah?” she asks. I was hoping she’d offer her thoughts on the subject, but she just looks at me.

      “Well, I know you leave for college in less than two days, bu⁠—”

      “Let’s just say this was the best sendoff gift? The perfect way to say goodbye as we both start this new chapter of our lives,” she interrupts me and it wasn’t the response I was hoping for or expecting. She gives my knee a squeeze. I glance over at her as I pull into her driveway, and for a moment it looks like her eyes are sad—like if she blinked too hard, a tear would fall.

      “Oh—okay, yeah.” Fuck! This is not how this was supposed to go. I was supposed to tell her that she’s my soulmate and best friend and that I’ve been in love with her for a decade—that even with time and distance, we could make it work because we’re meant to be together.

      “Well, I guess I’ll see you tomorrow night at your going-away party?”

      “For sure. And don’t forget to tell Landon. I want to see both him and Willow, and I know he can’t keep track of time to save his life.” She opens the truck and hops out of the cab, but then turns to face me one more time. “And thanks for last night, Remi. I—I didn’t know you could kiss like that.” She slams the door and runs up the sidewalk to her front porch, where her mom is standing with a scowl on her face and her arms crossed tightly across her chest.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Five Years Ago . . .

      

      

      

      “I can’t believe it’s been six years since graduation,” August says between bites of popcorn shrimp. Her once-dirty-blonde hair is a gorgeous chocolate with professional highlights throughout. She has the same long, thick, silky strands as before and I’d give anything to run my hands through them again.

      “Yeah, it’s crazy.” I nod. It feels like it was just yesterday we were teenagers in the back of my pickup, just before she headed off to college, and then I blinked and we were adults living life like nothing had ever changed between us.

      The reality back then was that we both acted fine after the night we hooked up. She made it clear it meant nothing to her, so I acted like it meant nothing to me. But somewhere along the way, we both became so obsessed with pretending that nothing happened that night that we drifted apart. She went off to college in Michigan like she’d always planned, and I started my apprenticeship at my dad’s electrical contracting business.

      All those promises of staying in touch and me coming out to Michigan went by the wayside. Truth is, I couldn’t bring myself to go to Michigan—to see her living her best life without me like I didn’t even exist. I see now that it was childish and selfish, but at the time, it ate me alive and destroyed our relationship for a solid two years until we finally found our way back to each other. I lied to her, though, and told her the reason things went downhill was because of my life back here—a failed serious relationship and the stress of building my career.

      “You really sure about settling back here in Grand Lake? I mean, you’ve got that fancy degree and there’s a big world out there, August.” I’ve mentioned this to her a few times and can see she’s starting to get slightly annoyed at my push for her to get the hell out of here.

      “Why would I want to live anywhere else? It’s gorgeous here, my family’s here . . . you’re here.” She mindlessly runs a fingertip around the rim of her glass. “It’s home.”

      “Yeah, I get it. Just don’t want you shorting yourself.”

      “So how are things going with Ti—Trista? Tiara? Sorry, I seriously cannot remember which one you’re dating,” she says, referring to the Mason twins.

      “Trista,” I reply, “and it’s not going. Called it off a few weeks ago.” I poke a fry in my mouth, not wanting to have to explain to August why it didn’t work out. Pretty sure all my old excuses of she just wasn’t my type are starting to wear thin. Can’t exactly come out and say she’s not you and I’m in love with you and always have been, so I’m a hopeless fucking mess . . . please save me.

      “Aw, that sucks. I’m sorry.” I can see the look of pity on her face and I know she’s about to ask what happened, so I stop it by changing the subject.

      “You know, we never talked about our hookup after high school graduation. Who knows? Maybe we were supposed to pursue that.” I make eye contact with her as I pop a fry in my mouth. Fuck it, I don’t care if I scare her off at this point.

      She looks shocked for a moment before letting her head fall back and giving me a taste of her signature bellowing laugh. Great, now she thinks it’s just a joke.

      “Oh my God, can you imagine?” She fans her face as she laughs.

      Okay, it wasn’t that funny. Jesus.

      “We would constantly fight over the TV since you always pick the most shoot-’em-up-style movies or pure gore on our movie nights, plus you usually eat half my popcorn.” She continues on with a list of reasons why we would never work, and with each joke and comment, I can feel my blood pressure rising.

      I can’t stand being constantly reminded of why we aren’t meant to be together. I wish she could see that those are all superficial and ridiculous reasons not to try with someone.

      “But mostly, there’s no way in hell I’d ever want to mess up our friendship. I feel like it’s more than friendship with us, it’s like . . . I don’t know, maybe we knew each other in a different life?” She leans forward as she says this last part, and I feel instant guilt for being petty.

      Of course she’s right. What we have is a bond that isn’t worth ruining, even if love is the one thing that’s missing between us. Even if it means I have to swallow down my feelings forever, I won’t lose her. I saw what it did to Willow when Landon disappeared, and I can’t imagine going through life without August.

      “So tell me about this dick Brad or Derek or whatever the hell jock name this one has,” I say only half-jokingly as she playfully slaps me. Do I want to hear about the guys she’s dating? Abso-fucking-lutely not, but I’m her friend and I want to be part of her life in whatever capacity I can, so I’ll suck it up and listen to her talk about how amazing this douche is until he breaks her heart and I’m left picking up the pieces while she cries on my shoulder.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            ONE

          

          
            AUGUST

          

          PRESENT DAY

        

      

    

    
      “Sometimes I still can’t believe Landon and Willow are actually getting married—like for real getting married. Just crazy, ya know? I’m so happy for them.” I steady myself on my barstool as I gesture a little too wildly with my glass, the beer sloshing a bit over the side and getting on the bar.

      “Right? I’m so happy for them. It’s about damn time after this 15-year-long saga between them,” Jade says, clinking her glass to mine.

      “Are we carpooling to the bachelorette party in a few weeks? We should just all drive in Celeste’s giant-ass SUV. Have a girls’ road trip!” We both say the last part in unison and grasp each other’s hands like we just came up with the cure for period cravings.

      “You ladies doing okay? Maybe a glass of water . . . or four?” Memphis, Jade’s husband, asks as he drapes his arms around our shoulders.

      “Like you’re in any better shape,” I smirk, smelling the tequila shots on his breath. He gives me his cheesiest grin before planting a loud, wet kiss on Jade’s mouth, causing her to squeal.

      It draws a little attention from the rest of our friends currently playing pool in the far corner of The Lariat bar where we like to hang out. I spot Remi sitting on a stool in the corner, waiting his turn. He’s holding a beer in one hand, his pool stick propped against his thigh as he chats with some random blonde with a teeny waist and giant tits. I roll my eyes at the cliché: of course she’s the one he’s talking to. He’s got a type.

      I can’t help but look down at my own boobs. They’re a full C, perky, and pretty damn amazing if I say so myself, but they’re not pornstar boobs.

      I watch as Remi laughs—a real, genuine laugh—and it makes a little knot form in my stomach. I push it down like I always do. There’s zero reason to get jealous over Remi. I’ve told myself a million times not to let my mind wander down that road, because it’d only end in destruction.

      “Caught ya lookin’,” Jade nudges my elbow, snapping my attention back to her.

      “Huh? Oh please, I was just laughing to myself at the pathetic little scene playing out over there. I mean, how has he not run out of big-boobed blondes to bang in this town?”

      “It’s a tourist town, sweetie. They’re always passing through. Maybe that’s a role-play you guys could do. You show up to his house with a blonde wig and one of those Victoria’s Secret bombshell bras that adds, like, two cup sizes.” She barely gets through her comment before she’s laughing herself right off her stool and onto the floor.

      “Serves you right!” I say as she continues laughing in a crumpled pile on the floor.

      I know she’s only joking and doesn’t think for a minute I’d actually do it, but hey, that might not be a bad idea. Could really take away from the awkwardness of showing up to his house for a booty call. Ever since our one night 15 years ago, I’ve wanted more. I’ve always wanted more with Remi. I want it all.

      His baby blue eyes catch mine. The bottle blonde has walked away and he’s gripping a pool stick, his tongue darting out to lick beer foam off his lip. I feel a wetness building between my thighs and I clench them together, willing it to stop, but it doesn’t help.

      His arm flexes as he tightens his grip on the stick, the tattoo on his right bicep moving ever so slightly beneath the tight sleeve of his black T-shirt. He hasn’t shaved in a few days and the dark blonde stubble on his jaw is begging to scratch my inner thighs.

      In moments like this, I’d give anything to know what’s going through his head. Is he just lost in thought? Is he undressing me with his eyes the way I am him? It feels like every time we have these moments, my need for him gets stronger and I’m slowly losing my ability to deny myself. If we were alone right now, I’d rip his shirt off and drag my tongue over his chiseled chest. The most excruciating reality of my situation is that I know what’s underneath those ripped black jeans. I’ve felt his thick, hard cock pulsing inside me. I wish I would’ve taken him in my mouth that night, but we were both so frenzied that we barely got each other’s clothes off before he was inside me.

      He breaks our gaze, but only briefly to place his beer on his stool and his stick against the wall before looking back at me and heading for the door of the bar. Without hesitation, I stand and follow him.

      I step out into the crisp March air, glancing around, but I don’t see him until I look to my right and he’s sitting on the bed of his truck. He’s pulled the back portion down flat.

      “Needed some air?” I ask as I walk over to him, shoving my hands into the pockets of my jeans to seem casual.

      “Something like that.” He pats the space next to him and I jump up to take a seat. It’s quiet between us, with just the sounds of a few grasshoppers and crickets singing their evening songs.

      I’m about to say something to break the tension when Remi slides off the edge of the truck and turns to face me. He steps between my thighs, spreading them with his body before sliding his arm behind me and pulling me toward him. In one instant, my body is flush against his, and his other hand is gripping the back of my neck and tilting my head back so he can claim my mouth.

      It’s quick and heated. The way his tongue presses against my own sends a shot of electricity down my body—right to my core. He doesn’t ask questions. He doesn’t say anything. He just takes my mouth, kissing me like I’ve never been kissed before.

      I grab his shirt with both fists, pulling him closer to me even though it’s not possible. I want to feel him. I want him inside me. I can taste the beer on his tongue as it massages against mine. I can feel his manhood throbbing against my own pulsing center and it’s killing me. I’m about to beg him to take me home when the bar door opens, the light and laughter from inside spilling out, causing me to pull back.

      As soon as I do, I regret it. His eyes go from heat and passion to regret almost instantly as he steps back and runs both hands through his hair—something he does when he’s frustrated.

      I want to reach out and pull him toward me again. I want to tell him that these stolen moments between us are what keep me going. Of course I want him physically, but it’s more than that. It’s deeper. I want to hold his heart, to know that I’m the only woman who holds the key to it. But I don’t know how to express that to him. I don’t know how to open myself and let him in without the fear of ruining it.

      I see the way he goes through women. He was never the settle-down-and-have-a-family type. He loves to live life in the fast lane, have fun, and be spontaneous—things I love so much about him, but things I worry make us incompatible. My career in real estate means everything to me, and over the last 10 years, I’ve worked my ass off to build my team and grow this business to heights I never imagined. I want the happily ever after with the church wedding, the babies, and the white picket fence.

      “I’m sorry, you’re drunk and I—I shouldn’t have done that.”

      And there it is: the same regret he had 15 years ago when he tried to apologize for having sex with me after graduation. I can’t take the rejection again.

      “I’m not that drunk and I willingly went along with it.” I hop down from the truck and start to make my way back inside the bar. “It was just a kiss, Remi. Relax. No harm, no foul.” I say with a finger gun before turning around and pulling the bar door open.

      Did I just do a finger gun? Ugh . . . I bury my face in my hands, wishing I could scream away the frustration. Instead, I grab another beer and plop back down on the stool by Jade, who is being held back by Memphis. She’s pointing a finger at Blake Winthrop, who’s staring at her with a big smirk on his face. Classic Blake: always antagonizing Jade. It’s really not that hard to do, though. She gets fired up at the drop of a hat.

      “What’d I miss?” I ask Steph, the bartender.

      “Blake told Jade he doesn’t think aliens are real,” she says, deadpan. Sounds about right for Jade to go off on one of her conspiracy theories when she’s had a bit too much to drink. I just sit back and watch the hilarity unfold as I push thoughts of Remi and his wicked mouth out of my head.
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        * * *

      

      It’s been three days of replaying that kiss over and over in my head. I’ve already gone through a full charge on my vibrator, and at one point I was worried I did actual damage to my clit given how numb it went.

      I think about Jade’s comment about dressing up and going to his house, and the more I think about it, the more I’m starting to believe it’s a good idea. That way, I can play it off as a joke if he rejects me, and if we do end up hooking up again, I can just say this is our new thing . . . friends with benefits. People still do that, right?

      I roll over in bed and check my toy: not charged yet. Then I grab my phone and check the time: it’s only 9 p.m. and I’ve already showered and had dinner and there’s nothing but shit on TV.

      I walk over to my dresser and rummage through my bra drawer, reaching far in the back. Sure enough, I still have one of those ridiculous bombshell bras Jade was talking about.

      “Oh. My. God.” I audibly gasp as I look at myself in my full-length mirror. My tits are almost up to my chin and they look like they were paid for. I laugh at how ridiculous I look, but I want to complete the ensemble. I spritz some volumizing spray at my roots, fluff up my hair, add a few coats of mascara, and apply a red gloss to my lips.

      I look through my closet, pushing through all of my sensible work attire before finally pulling out the dress: the short, tight dress I wore back when I was on the prowl. This dress always got the job done. It turned heads—broke necks, really—and had all the boys following me around like little puppy dogs.

      “Shit,” I say as I shimmy it up over my ass and thighs. Seems I’ve gained a little weight since the last time I wore it. It’s a black bodycon dress that comes right to the top of my knees with a slit up one thigh. It sits just off the shoulders with a sweetheart neckline, so I have to tuck the bra straps down into the dress, which actually causes my breasts to fall a little, making them look way more natural—just very much on display.

      I look at myself in the mirror now that I have the full outfit on. I pair it with some sky-high strappy black stilettos. It’s been years since I’ve seen myself looking like this; I kind of miss wild August. I loved going out and painting the town red in college. We’d get a group of girls to go out dancing, get free drinks from some local hotties, then go back home without them—innocent fun.

      Before I can think twice, I grab my phone and pull up my text thread with Remi.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me

      

      
        What are you doing?

      

      

      

      

      

      I toss it back on the bed like I’m too afraid it will burn me if he responds while I’m holding it. Two seconds later, it pings with his response.

      
        
          
            
              
        Remi

      

      
        Sitting on the couch. What are you doing?

      

      

      

      

      

      I don’t hesitate. I grab my keys and wallet and run outside to my car. Five minutes later, I’m pulling into his driveway and ringing the doorbell. Panic grips me when I hear footsteps coming toward the front door.

      What the hell is my plan?

      What am I going to say when he sees me dressed like this?

      But the moment he opens the door and his blue eyes darken as he rakes me up and down, all my fear disappears. He’s shirtless with pajama bottoms slung so low I can see where the curly trail of hair disappears in the middle of the V at the bottom of his abdomen.

      I step forward and wrap my arms around his neck, pressing my tits against his bare chest as I pull his mouth to mine. His lips instinctively react, covering my own as he thrusts his tongue inside my mouth. He pulls back, hesitating for a second before pulling me inside, slamming the door and pressing me against it.

      “I want to finish what we started the other night,” I say as I reach for the drawstring on his pants. He growls into my mouth as he pins my hands above my head.

      I don’t know what I expected, but it wasn’t this. I thought at the very least, he would laugh and tell me I’m being ridiculous, but the look of pure lust in his eyes right now tells me that’s the last thing on his mind. So I summon the courage to say exactly what’s on mine.

      “I want you, Remi. I—I want you to fuck me.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            TWO

          

          
            REMI

          

        

      

    

    
      I don’t have time to rationalize what’s happening or what I’m doing. For a minute I think I’ve fallen asleep on the couch and I’m dreaming this right now. But it’s not a dream. August is grabbing at my pants, and her delicious tits look incredible pressed tightly against me as she begs me to fuck her.

      What the hell is she wearing? Goddamn! Wait, was she on a date with some prick? White hot jealousy surges through my veins. I know I shouldn’t. I know I need to say no, but how? How the hell can I say no to my ultimate fantasy on my doorstep asking me to fuck her?

      “Is that right, August?” I pull back, staring into her heavy-lidded eyes. I grip her wrists tighter in my hand as I press my fully rigid cock against her. I want her to look me in the eyes and tell me she wants this. I don’t want this to be another regret come morning.

      “Yes,” she practically pants, and it’s doing wonders for my ego. Something I’m not sure I need. I already know the way women look at me, and I’d be lying if I said I didn’t take full advantage of that for several years. But this right here, having August Belmore at my mercy—begging me to take her—has my head about to fucking explode.

      “Is this my fantasy or yours?” I ask. I see her think about what I’m saying before she slowly licks her lips.

      “Yours,” she says, barely above a whisper.

      “Good girl.” I step back, releasing her hands, and I see disappointment settle over her face. I reach down, slipping my hand beneath my pants and stroking myself a few times. “On your knees,” I say as I pull the drawstring, letting them fall to the floor. I’m standing there butt-ass naked with my cock in my hands, hoping she doesn’t come to her senses and bolt.

      She slowly lowers herself to the hardwood floor. Her mouth is inches from my tip that’s already glistening with a bead of precum. She reaches her hands out, placing one on either side of my hips as she leans forward and opens her mouth.

      Fuck me, this image will be burned into my brain until I’m dead.

      I lean forward, bracing myself on the door behind her as I start to pump my shaft while her lips wrap around the head of my dick. She looks up at me, her big green eyes boring into mine as I slowly begin to thrust my hips in time with the bobbing of her head.

      “Oh God, yes,” I groan as I place both hands on the door to brace myself. She picks up my slack, gripping the base of my cock with one hand as the other moves further back to grip my ass. I’m in pure fucking bliss right now, looking down my body and watching August suck my cock while I thrust myself deeper and deeper down her throat.

      I want to come like this more than anything. When we hooked up in high school, neither of us got the pleasure of tasting each other that night, and I’ve fantasized about it ever since. I still my movements before reaching down and gripping her beneath her arms, my dick slipping out of her mouth with a popping sound.

      “Was it—?” I cut her off before she second-guesses if what she was doing was good.

      “It was too fucking good, baby, but I want to be inside you now,” I say as I reach down and pull her dress up her body. It’s tight like a second skin, but that doesn’t stop me. In one swift movement, I have the dress on the floor, and it takes her bra with it.

      “Leave the shoes on,” I say as I pull her toward me and kiss her. I walk us backward as my tongue dances with hers. I want to consume her—to completely destroy any other man who’s ever gone before me.

      When we finally make it to my bedroom, I push her back on the bed and drop to my knees in front of her.

      “Pull your panties to the side,” I say as I place one heeled foot on the bed and then the other. She looks down her body at me before doing as I asked. Her sweet folds glisten with wetness, and saliva pools in my mouth. I can smell her scent and it sends a signal straight to my cock, causing it to jump.

      I don’t waste another second. I rock forward on my knees, licking her from top to bottom in one long stroke. A loud moan echoes around the room as I continue my exploration. I lap, suck, and lick at her, teasing her clit before thrusting my tongue completely inside her. I wrap my hands around her upper thighs, pressing her pussy against my mouth so my tongue can get deeper. She’s moaning and arching her back off the bed as I use my thumb to circle her clit, drawing out her orgasm.

      I lick every last bit of her before climbing up her body and moving us up the bed. Neither of us speaks as I roll a condom down my length and then settle between her legs. I don’t have to ask again if this is what she wants, because pleas are tumbling from her lips.

      “Fuck me, Remi. I need to feel you inside me.”

      Spending time pleasuring her—tasting her—is so much more than I could’ve ever imagined. Feeling her body beneath mine as she claws at my back and pants my name is more than a fantasy; it’s the start of an addiction. It’s one I know will ruin me, but I don’t have the will to resist.

      There’s a connection between us, and I can see it in her eyes as she grips the sheets. I can feel it in the way our bodies meld together. This is so much more than fucking, and if she can’t see that, it’s because she’s actively chosen not to.

      I try to make her see it so she can’t just chalk this time up to being drunk or young or lonely or whatever excuse she’ll come up with. I grab her hand and put it over my heart as I continue to thrust into her with long, deep strokes. Her eyes are glued on mine and she opens her mouth like she’s about to say something—like she has something to confess—but she closes it again.

      We’re both clinging to the edge, our bodies so close to coming undone together, when I reach down and tilt her chin up so I can kiss her. It’s not sloppy or rushed. I kiss her with deliberation and intention—soft but firm—and I feel her tense around me. It’s a ripple effect: her squeezing my cock sends me into a frenzy as she grips my biceps, and her eyes roll back in her head as her thighs squeeze me tightly. She explodes around me and I follow a second later, thrusting one last deep stroke before freezing in place to ride out my release.

      I lose myself in the moment, not wanting to open my eyes for fear that the look on her face will be replaced by something else. So I don’t. I fall forward, wrapping myself around her and burying my nose in her hair. I inhale her scent, allowing it to permeate my brain. She smells floral, like lavender with a touch of mint. I hold her close, our hearts both beating uncontrollably as we work to control our breath.

      I know I can’t stay like this forever, so I roll myself off her, slowly sliding out before walking to the bathroom. I toss the condom in the trash and grab a washcloth to run under warm water. When I return to the bed, the soft cast of moonlight shines across her bare breasts and my breath catches at the sight. How was I just buried in this woman less than a minute ago and she still takes my breath away like it’s the first time I’m seeing her? She sees me looking and shyly grabs the sheet to cover herself.

      “Don’t be shy now,” I say as I slowly pull the sheet off her body. She instinctively clamps her legs shut, but I place my hand on her knee. “Let me see you.” My voice is so thick and gravelly, I almost don’t recognize it.

      She slowly parts her legs, allowing me to press the warm cloth to her. She inhales, making a small hissing sound.

      “I didn’t hurt you, did I?” I ask, unsure even though I worked my way into her body slowly.

      “Not from force or anything, just . . .” her words trail off and I look up at her.

      “Just what?” I arch a brow.

      “Just not used to the size.” She says it so quietly, I almost miss it, but I can’t help but chuckle. I don’t know a man alive who doesn’t want that problem.

      She’s so quiet—completely unlike the August I’ve known my entire life—and I worry she’s embarrassed. Or maybe uncomfortable? I toss the cloth on the floor and climb into bed, pulling her against me as I drape the blanket across us. I don’t want her to leave. I pray—mentally begging that she doesn’t.

      She feels tense in my arms. I press a kiss to her shoulder and then her neck, my dick twitching against her bare ass. I stop, not wanting to scare her off. My eyelids are heavy and the warmth of her body against mine lulls me to sleep in seconds. A few moments later, I feel the bed stir as she slips the covers from her body and sits up.

      “Don’t leave,” I say as I reach a hand out and grab her wrist.

      “I—I should go, Remi,” she says in the darkness. She sounds unsure, like she’s trying to convince herself that she should leave.

      “Stay. Please.” I run my hand up her arm as I feel her lie back down and press her back against my chest.

      The next morning, I wake to the smell of coffee and the sound of dishes clattering around the kitchen. I groan and stretch, looking down to see August’s sexy fuck-me heels still lying on the floor.

      Thank fuck it wasn’t a dream. I stumble to the bathroom, taking a piss and quickly brushing my teeth before slipping into my pajamas and walking to the kitchen.

      “Mornin’,” August spins around, a grin on her face as she pulls a carton of eggs from the fridge and places them on the counter next to the pan on the stove. She’s wearing a pair of my boxers and my undershirt with no bra. My eyes drop to her pink nipples poking through the material, but I quickly avert my eyes so I don’t tent my PJs.

      Goddamn, I’d love to have round two right here on my kitchen island.

      “Hey, thought you could use some breakfast?” she says as she turns her attention back to the stove. “Two eggs or three?”

      “Two,” I say, pouring myself a cup of coffee and leaning against the island to watch her work. I take a long sip, savoring the bitterness and contemplating what to say. Weirdly, she doesn’t seem shy or uncomfortable like she did last night. It feels natural to see her bouncing around my kitchen. The thought is exciting and scary at the same time.

      While she cooks the eggs, I make some toast. We both take a seat at the table after she plates our eggs.

      “So . . .” I start, completely unsure of what I’m about to say. “I think because this is now the second time we’ve hooked up, we should probably talk about things?”

      She swallows down her bite, nodding her head slowly. “Yeah, I’m sorry I just showed up out of the blue last night dressed like⁠—”

      “Yeah, what was that about?” I laugh.

      “So Jade basically dared me to do it that night at the bar. We were laughing and watching that bleached blonde babe flirt with you like crazy—you know, the one with the . . .” She puts her hands out in front of her chest. “I didn’t expect . . .” she trails off and my heart sinks. I guess I thought, or at least hoped, that she came over dressed like that to seduce me—that after our kiss at the bar, she wanted to continue what we’d started.

      “Oh.” I can’t hide my disappointment. I toss my half-eaten toast back on my plate, suddenly not very hungry.

      “It’s just that, I mean, I thoroughly enjoyed it. Don’t think that I didn’t want to . . . it’s just that, I don’t know, we want different things.” She’s clearly getting flustered.

      “What do you mean?” I lean back in my chair, crossing my arms over my chest.

      “You’re focused on taking over your dad’s company and expanding it with your brother out in Vegas. And we both know that little display at the bar wasn’t anything new. If we hadn’t kissed, we both know you would’ve gone home with her.” She stands, grabbing our plates and tossing the leftovers in the trash before putting them in the sink.

      “So because I’m building my company, I can’t . . . what? Have a life and relationship outside of that?” I don’t even bother addressing the comment about the blonde. Yeah, I very well could’ve taken her home if August hadn’t been there, but not because I’m a horndog player. It’s just a way to distract myself from not having her.
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