
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Sometimes the bitterest pill is one we have to swallow.

	 

	 

	Nate Reed has fallen in love, or so he thinks. Unfortunately, the girl he’s in love with is in love with someone else. That someone else is someone that Nate considers a best friend. Will their friendship survive his betrayal?
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	Here’s hoping summer is kind to you.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Jasmine climbed off Robby and fell next to him on the mattress, exhausted and sweaty, her black hair matted to her forehead.

	Robby puffed, trying to get his own breath back. “Jas, where do you get all this energy from?”

	Jasmine cracked a grin as she pulled the sheets up. “Sorry. Guess I just have a naturally high sex drive.”

	“Have you spoken with Nate about that?”

	Jasmine’s happy expression clouded over. “Do we have to talk about that?”

	“Yes, we do,” he said. “I consider Nate to be one of my best friends, and I happen to know he’s got a thing for you going.”

	Jasmine sighed. “Yes, I know. Unfortunately, I don’t have a thing for him.”

	“I know. Which is a good thing for us. Normally it wouldn’t be a big deal, except he and I have a gentlemen’s agreement between us that I wouldn’t mess around with you until he’d had a chance.”

	“Great,” Jasmine groused. “Just wonderful.” She pulled the sheets up, lay on her back and stared at the ceiling.

	“Jas,” Robby said. “Talk to me.”

	“Come on, you know Nate and I are also friends. Or were. We probably won’t be when he hears you and I are together.”

	“We’re going to have to talk to him together. That’s the only way to let him down easy.”

	“I just got an idea,” Jasmine said softly. “I’ll go out on a date with him. That will satisfy him. Then we can tell him we’re going out with a clear conscience.”

	“Good idea. You’re a genius.”

	She cracked a weary grin. “Just remember, I’m going to have to make it look good. Otherwise, he’ll get suspicious.”

	“Yep. I know.”

	“Don’t worry.” Jasmine rolled over on her side to pat his chest in a reassuring manner. “I know just how to push his buttons.”

	“Be careful with that,” Robby warned. “Guys hate to be manipulated or discover they have been. And don’t forget, Nate has resources we’re going to need if you want to get married in the way you have been dreaming of.”

	“I promise I’ll be careful,” Jasmine said, rolling her eyes. “God forbid I should wound his delicate ego.”

	“Yeah, well, if you should feel so inclined, you might want to follow my advice.”

	“Oh, you mean to show him how incompatible I am with him?”

	“Yes, that. I’m sure a solution will present itself. Hey, isn’t his flight due the day after tomorrow?”

	“Yes, it is. Are you still suggesting both of us should meet him?”

	“Yes, I am,” Robby said. “We can implant the idea in his head of the two of us together.”

	“Believe me, that won’t be hard. Unlike you, might I add.”

	Robby cracked a randy grin. “He’s all yours.”

	She rolled over further until she was on top of him again.

	Robby’s eyes glazed over as Jasmine went to town on his rapidly hardening cock, remembering how they had met at the beach, just a few weeks ago.

	 

	Nate was away on one of his story assignments, and Robby was home for the first time in many weeks. Naturally, he found himself at the beach, already changed into board shorts, unloading one of his surfboards from the top of his hybrid SUV.

	Car keys tucked in a handy cargo pocket of his shorts, board under his arm, he made his way from the parking lot onto the beach, which, even for a weekday, was busy with people. He had to do a bit of zigzagging but got down to the water soon enough.

	He spiked the tip of his board in the sand and looked out across the ocean. The Pacific was a deep sapphire blue as usual, the waves about four to six feet high. Not as high as he would like, but sometimes the easy waves offered the best chance to experiment.

	That was when he saw her.

	She was obviously struggling, even in fairly shallow water. Quickly, he looked around for the nearest lifeguard and didn’t see any. Just as quickly he ran into the surf and scooped her up in his arms, carried her back on to the sand, and set her down gently. “You okay?”

	Now that she was out of danger, he was able to get a better look at her. Obviously young, mid to late twenties, about his own age, at least half Asian, although which nationality he couldn’t tell right off. Her hair was long, straight, and black, and her eyes were a strange sort of hazel, set in a heart shaped face with softly contoured cheekbones. Her bikini, what there was of it, didn’t leave much to the imagination. Damn.

	His cock reacted, all by itself.

	The woman, meanwhile, smiled up at him, showing off dimples. “Uhm...yes. I’m fine. You didn’t need to come to my rescue.”

	“I disagree,” Robby said. “You were obviously struggling. Don’t go into the ocean very much, do you?”

	“Okay, you got me,” she said with a shrug. “I go swimming, sure, but usually in a pool. I don’t go into the ocean very much.” She reached up with one hand. “I’m Jasmine.”

	“Robby,” he said, taking her hand gently. “Nice to meet you.”

	“Likewise,” she said, sitting up. “Sorry to interrupt what I’m sure was going to be a great day surfing in the ocean.”

	“You haven’t interrupted,” he assured her.

	“Do you like sushi?” she asked, seemingly out of left field.

	“Love sushi. Why?”

	“Well, it occurs to me I should thank you for scooping me out of the sea like that. How about we go have lunch this afternoon?”

	Robby cracked a grin, which made her blush, her eyes sparkling. “Sure. Sounds good. Let me get in a few waves first. You ever surf?”

	“Can’t say as I have,” Jasmine said. “I’ll bet there’s a lot of technique involved.”

	“Not as much as you might think. Mostly it’s just timing.”

	Jasmine looked away shyly and back at him again.

	 

	That was the start of their relationship. By the end of the first week they had already had sex, and just the other day, Robby had put a ring on it.

	He hadn’t realized who she was until they had been going out for a couple of weeks, when he’d realized why she looked so familiar.

	His cock pulsed in Jasmine’s mouth, bringing him back to the here and now with a jolt. He groaned as he came in her mouth. His own mouth went thick and dry, indicating he was on his way to sleep.

	As he closed his eyes, a tiny shred of guilt clung to his psyche.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Nathan “Nate” Reed looked up from his magazine at a ding.

	“Ladies and gentlemen,” said the voice of the flight stewardess. “We are now beginning final descent into landing. Please fasten your seatbelts and secure your seat trays. The conditions in Los Angeles are currently seventy-nine degrees and mostly sunny with an onshore breeze. We thank you for flying with us and have a nice day.”

	Nate grumbled under his breath at the cheerful announcement. He was just coming home from a work assignment to sample the cuisine and culture of a country far, far away. He’d had a great time, as usual, meeting wonderful people and learning invaluable cooking tips and tricks. Now all he wanted was to sleep in his own bed and eat food he could pronounce.

	The faster he could get the hell off the airplane and out of the airport, the better. He just wished there was a friendly face waiting for him on the other side of the terminal, with open arms and a warm smile.

	As usual, there was nobody.

	 

	Nate collected his luggage and headed to the exit, glancing at the time on his cell phone. Surprisingly, it hadn’t taken long to collect his luggage. It helped that he only had a wardrobe case. With that one item, plus his laptop case he carried everywhere, he headed for the exit, where there were always cabs parked, waiting to whisk weary travelers to a friendly hotel where a warm bed awaited.
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