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      For Riley, my reason for everything that I do.

      

      For every reader who enjoys a feel-good Christmas romance set in the south.
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      Logic

      They said you never forgot your first love, and fuck if that wasn’t true for me.

      Especially when I spent almost every damn day with her.

      Amara Hooper—my best friend since we were four and starting our first day of school together. She was shy and an easy target for mean kids. I refused to let her push me away, and before the end of our first day, we were thick as thieves, and I got in a hell of a lot of trouble for the fights I got into protecting her.

      I checked my watch and frowned. It was still too early for me to call and see how her night went. She and her most recent boyfriend—she went through the douchebags faster than she ate chocolate—were supposed to go on a date last night. She had high hopes for this one.

      Honestly, I was a hairsbreadth away from locking her in a room in my house until she figured out I was the man for her. Because these other guys certainly weren’t it.

      But fuck, she’d friend-zoned me long ago.

      With a tired sigh, I put the tractor into park and then hopped down, heading toward my house from the barn. I needed another damn cup of coffee before I headed to the Christmas tree farm.

      When my dad passed due to an unexpected heart attack three years ago, my mother gave everything to me—the farm, the Christmas tree farm, the animals, and the house. She packed up what she wanted and moved further south into Florida.

      I didn’t mind. I liked being my own boss, and I loved being a farmer. I lived and breathed this land. Didn’t know anything else except agriculture.

      But it was days like today when the holidays were drawing extremely close that I wanted someone to share it with, someone to spend Christmas with me and my mom. She always made the drive up on Christmas day, going back home on Christmas night. She knew it was hard for me to plan time away, and I knew she liked coming up here a couple of times a year to reminisce on the life she spent with her husband.

      The arrangement worked for us. But damn if it didn’t get lonely sometimes.

      I managed to get two cups of coffee down my throat before hopping into my truck. When I got to the Christmas tree farm, I swung open the gate and then poured myself a cup of coffee from my thermos. It wasn’t cold—never really got cold this far down south in Georgia—but coffee was the base of my diet.

      My doc got on my ass about it every time I had a check-up, too.

      About an hour later, tires crunched on the gravel. I looked up, spotting Amara’s car immediately. She drove a Prius, which honestly suited her. She was sweet, kind-hearted, and she loved kids, hence her chosen profession as a Kindergarten teacher. So, when she’d rolled up to my house a couple of years ago to show off her new car, I hadn’t been all that surprised.

      “Rough morning?” I asked, noticing the dark circles under her eyes when she got out of her car. It made anger stir low in my gut. Guess last night didn’t go all that well.

      She sighed and hopped onto the tailgate beside me. She was wearing a pair of jean shorts that hugged her thick thighs, cowgirl boots with some kind of teal threading on the stitching, and a plain black hoodie that I was ninety-nine percent sure used to belong to me at one point because it swallowed her smaller body.

      “He broke up with me last night. Said I was too boring.”

      I bit back a snort. Amara was anything but boring. She loved to paint, and often enough, she ended up with paint all over her clothes and in her hair. She also liked to write short stories, which she self-published. I read them, but she didn’t know that. Pretty sure she’d be mortified if she knew since they were basically pure smut. She also liked to ride horses, and she loved hunting and fishing as much as she loved getting her hair and nails done and going shopping.

      “What a sack of shit,” I muttered. I held out my cup to her. “Coffee?”

      She shook her head. “I had a cup already this morning.”

      I shook my head. “One cup is never enough.”

      That made her smile. She leaned her head on my shoulder. “Men aren’t shit, Logic.”

      I sighed and wrapped an arm around her shoulder. “You friend-zone all the men worth anything.” It was a low dig, and I knew it, but I didn’t regret the words.

      She hummed, not getting what I was saying. I stared out over the Christmas trees that were waiting to be picked out by a family, thinking about us. And fuck yeah, there was an us, even if she didn’t realize it yet.

      I contemplated making a move right now, but I knew it could potentially destroy everything between me and Amara.

      But if I did make the move, it could also be one of the best things I’d ever done. It could be the start of something beautiful and amazing between us.

      I wouldn’t ever know though unless I took a chance. A chance that was making my stomach curl with unease. Because even the friend zone with Amara was better than nothing at all. I couldn’t picture my life without this sweet woman in it, shining brighter than the damn sun itself on a hot-as-hell Summer day.

      “I’ll make you a deal,” I said before I could stop myself.

      She sat up, and my arm fell from her shoulder. Her brows pulled low over her eyes as she stared at me, trying to figure me out.

      “A deal?” she finally asked, sounding both curious and a bit cautious. Couldn’t really blame her.

      I nodded. “A deal. Give me until Christmas day to act as your boyfriend, to show you that not all men are shit. Give me the opportunity to show you how you deserve to be treated.”
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