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      Dumped like a bag of misshapen clay four months before her wedding, grade-school art teacher Mindy Hughson has no intention of opening her heart to anyone ever again. Hookups and one-night-stands fill the ache of abandonment—but still leave her wanting.

      

      Attempting to find peace from the shattered pieces of her past, Mindy returns to Sandy Ridge where she's drawn to the cabin’s owner, Gage Hart. A carefree fling with a ripped hunk of beefsteak is just what she needs to fill the emptiness she feels inside. But Gage's smirk, lone dimple, and deep stare demand more than just the press of her body against his. He wants her love. With his mere presence threatening her resolve to keep things simple, will the pain of her past force her to flee? Or will Mindy dare to open her heart to Gage without hesitation?
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      “Come on,” Mindy said with a huff while glaring at her roommate. “It’s what besties do, bitch.”

      Kayla rolled her eyes. “The last thing I feel like doing is going out dancing.”

      “It’s Friday night.” Mindy smeared on pink gloss and smacked her lips together. “I need to get laid, and God knows you do too.”

      “Bitch.”

      Mindy glanced at Kayla who lay sprawled on the couch her daddy had bought for them years earlier. “Screw Mr. Hottie Pants and find someone who’ll say yes to all of your gorgeousness.”

      Kayla flicked Mindy the bird.

      “Seriously.” Mindy dropped her gloss into her purse and propped her hands on her hips. “Detective Ford has made it clear he isn’t interested, so move on.”

      “Don’t want to.”

      Another huff lifted and dropped Mindy’s large breasts squeezed together in a sequined halter top. “I’ll buy you all the beer you can drink. We’ll get drunk, flirt with a couple of hotties, get laid, and catch a cab home in the early morning, sated, our minds off the shit of our lives the past six months.”

      Being ditched by her fiancé four months prior to their wedding had begun the most suck-ass summer of Mindy’s life. She, Kayla, and their friend, Meg’s art studio had been broken into shortly after, and the police still had no leads. A girls’ vacation had ended with Meg—not Mindy—fulfilling her threesome fantasy. Her loser brother lost his license for a DUI, and a month of zero sales of her pottery and silver jewelry at the newly renovated studio topped the shit off.

      Mindy longed for another vacation, one far from Boston.

      “It’s either dancing or heading out of here again.” Mindy’s throat tightened. God, she hated to cry.

      “I could use a vacation,” Kayla muttered. “And new batteries for my vibrator.”

      “Please go dancing with me tonight,” Mindy’s voice broke.

      Kayla lifted her head her dark-eyed gaze landing on Mindy’s face. “You okay?”

      Not trusting her voice, she shook her head.

      A sigh puffed past Kayla’s lips. “Fine.” She rolled off the couch with a groan. “I’ll go throw on something slinky and go with you—on one condition.”

      Mindy rolled her eyes. “What?”

      “You get me a bag of sour patch kids.”

      “You got it.” Mindy smiled although wetness coated her eyes. “Thanks.”

      “It’s what besties do.” Kayla squeezed her in a tight, quick hug before disappearing into the bedroom Meg had vacated the week before in order to move in with Trevor and Jack, the two men she’d hooked up with and promptly lost her heart to while vacationing at Sandy Ridge.

      Finding one man, never mind two who adored this woman, had proven harder than Mindy expected. “Lucky girl,” she mumbled to herself same as every time she thought of Meg and her two lovers.

      She grabbed the half-empty bottle of Riesling from the fridge and poured herself a glass. The cold liquid slid down her throat into her empty stomach. She wiped the lip gloss from the rim of the glass with her thumb, considering the night ahead. A couple drinks, dancing, and a hookup ought to be just what the doc ordered.
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      Bass-thumping music, flashing lights, and the cloying scent of sex, perfume, and sweat…

      Yeah, Mindy thought, weaving her way toward the packed bar at Chantelle’s Too, time to get my groove on.

      Kayla hollered something.

      “What?” Mindy hollered back, leaning toward her friend.

      “I said, don’t forget you’re buying!”

      Mindy smiled and gave Kayla a thumbs up.

      Fifteen minutes later, they hit the dance floor, drinks in hand. Gyrating bodies surrounded them, and Mindy raised her half-empty drink into the air, eyes closed, moving with the beat of the music. A hard body pressed against her backside, and Mindy went with it, uncaring of what the guy might look like. She wiggled her ass, pressing against him, but Kayla caught her gaze and shook her head.

      The two women moved farther into the mass of people, snagging a few dry humps along the way. Three songs, drinks drained and thirsty, they headed back to the bar for another. By the time the fourth round sloshed in her stomach, Mindy’s eyesight couldn’t keep up with the turn of her head, and she couldn’t stop smiling.

      “I so needed this!” she hollered into Kayla’s ear while giggling.

      “Shit, yeah!” Kayla clinked her beer bottle to Mindy’s and hip-bumped her. “Woo-hoo!”

      The world spun as music thumped. Sweat beaded on Mindy’s body, her brain cleared of her life’s shit. She closed her eyes, wanting to sink into the oblivion of life, but she swayed—and not from dancing. Whoa. Giggling again, she glanced at Kayla.

      Kayla peered over Mindy’s shoulder, her body stilling and her brow furrowed as though trying to make something or someone out. “Fuck.”

      Mindy read her lips more than heard Kayla’s cuss. Her friend yanked on her arm, sloshing Riesling down the front of her top.

      “The fuck!” Mindy yelled.

      With her chin, Kayla pointed behind her.

      Still scowling, Mindy turned.  “Tim,” she whispered. Her stomach twisted.

      The ex-fucktwat. The douchebag who had dumped her for Wendy fucking Franklin, of all people—one of the girls’ foursome of friends since middle school who Mindy had kicked out of their condo their freshman year of college.

      Wendy had been a suspect in the studio vandalism because of the shit that had erupted after her getting the boot, but her alibi had held strong. The bitch even had the balls to send her a friend request on Facebook not long after.

      Tim…

      Stomach a rock and all trace of her smile dissolved, Mindy stared. He held a different woman close, their lips smashed together, tongue peeking out as they sucked face on the dance floor, their hips grinding against each other.

      Mindy turned away and pushed through the crowd.

      Fuck, fuck, fuck!

      The first time she had seen him since he’d left her with a pile of bills for a wedding that would never happen…

      Mindy’s eyesight hazed with tears, and she hurried to the bathroom, every drop of wine she’d put into her stomach roiling and ready to erupt.

      “Goddammit,” Kayla muttered behind her as Mindy slammed a stall door shut and retched.

      Heave after heave quickly emptied Mindy’s stomach, and after spitting the sour taste from her mouth, she sat back on her heels, breathing heavy.

      “You okay?” Kayla asked from outside the stall.

      Eyes clenched shut, the image of Tim and his newest bimbo imprinted on her brain, Mindy trembled. “Why?” A sob broke, and tears coursing down her cheeks, she stood on shaky legs and moved to the sink to splash water on her face.

      She lifted her head and took in her appearance through watery, pale-green eyes. Her blonde hair still fell in gentle waves beyond her shoulders, but mascara streaks lined her cheeks, ruining the near-perfection she’d felt she had attained before arriving at Chantelle’s Too. Her nose had reddened like it did every time she cried.

      “Fucktwat,” she growled, scowling at herself.

      “Here.” Kayla handed her a wad of toilet paper. “No paper towels.”

      “Thanks.” Swallowing hard against more tears, Mindy patted the worst of the damage off her cheeks, leaving bits of wet tissue clinging to her mottled skin. “Now, I look like shit. Fuck.” Mindy threw the paper into the trash can. “So much for hooking up and fucking some willing douchebag into oblivion.”

      Kayla hugged her tight. “Let’s get the hell out of here.”

      “Yeah.” Mindy sniffed and hugged her best friend back. “Before I do something stupid like break Tim’s nose or rip out that bitch’s dark hair.”

      Chuckling, Kayla released Mindy and grabbed her hand, leading her out of the bathroom.

      Mindy kept her head down, her gaze on Kayla’s heels which made her tower over Mindy’s five-foot-four height. Although her hands itched to inflict damage, she really had no wish to see the fucktwat and his latest whore. The memory of his face-fucking the woman on the dance floor rumbled her stomach again.

      The two women stepped outside into the humid summer night without running into Tim or his bimbo, and Kayla flagged down a cab.

      A deep breath cleansed Mindy’s lungs but didn’t ease the ache in her chest and throat.  She climbed into the air-conditioned cab and tipped her head back against the seat, eyes once more sliding shut.

      “Damnit. Why?” She pinched the bridge of her nose. “Why didn’t I see that coming?”

      Kayla grabbed her hand again and squeezed. “You couldn’t have. Tim seemed like the real deal—doting and loving. I don’t think any woman would have expected him to cheat.”

      “It was so fucking humiliating. I’m still having a hard time believing he left me like that, you know?” Mindy fought tears. “I mean, what the hell? There must be something wrong with me.”

      “How many times do Meg and I have to tell you there is nothing wrong with you?” Kayla asked. “You’re an amazingly sweet woman, drop-dead gorgeous, and you can cook like no other. Any man would be lucky to have you.”

      “I’d rather have a fuck buddy or one-night-stands from here on out. It’s better to be alone.”

      “I’m so sorry,” Kayla said as she always did when giving up on the conversation they’d had countless times before.

      Not trusting her voice, Mindy nodded.
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      Kayla called Meg once they got home, and their old roommate came over to help Mindy drown her sorrows in Riesling.

      “How are the boys?” Mindy asked as Meg settled onto the couch beside her, legging-clad legs crossed beneath her.

      Pink crept across Meg’s cheeks. “Good.”

      “I can’t believe you actually came over here, leaving those two hotties alone. God.” Mindy shifted, thankful her buzz had come back in full force. “Think they’ll keep their hands to themselves while you’re gone?”

      A small smile lifted Meg’s lips. “I told them if they couldn’t to at least videotape themselves, so I can watch later.”

      Mindy groaned and clenched her thighs tight. “Damn, I can only imagine.”

      Kayla chuckled again and held up the bottle of wine, brow raised in question. “You two and your damn threesomes.”

      “What?” Mindy asked, holding out her glass for a refill. “Just ‘cuz you don’t want a cock shoved up your ass—”

      “Just… don’t.” Kayla grimaced.

      Smiling for the first time since seeing Tim that night, Mindy clinked her glass against Meg’s. “To the brave women who want nothing more—or need—than two men lavishing attention on their bodies, claiming every inch, every hole.”

      “Ugh.” Kayla shivered with exaggeration and plopped onto the chair across from them. “So gross.”

      Meg sipped her wine, her gaze latching on Kayla. “One day, you’re going to fall madly in love with a man, and you’ll give him whatever the hell he wants.”

      “Will not,” Kayla snorted and repositioned herself on the chair. “I’m going to have a prenup, and you better believe there are going to be conditions out the ass—including the do-not-touchy of mine.”

      Meg laughed lightly, her brown eyes twinkling as she sipped again.

      Mindy’s phone rang on the coffee table, but she ignored it and held up her wine. “To my finding a couple of hotties so I can tell the fucktwat to go fuck himself, and to Kayla finding the man who will melt all ideas of prenup conditions from her brain.”

      “Yes!” Meg said, clinking their glasses together.

      Kayla scowled at them. “You gonna check to see who called?”

      “Nope.” Mindy drank a few swallows and smacked her lips. “Damn, that’s good stuff.”

      Her phone rang again.

      “The fuck?” she grumbled, grabbing her phone. Mom. Glancing at the clock and noting the late hour, she swiped, a frown furrowing her brow.

      “Mindy!” Her mom’s breathless voice came through before Mindy could say hello. “Your brother’s in the ER. He overdosed.”

      Mindy stilled along with the tick of her clock as she fought for clarity through her buzz. “What?”

      “He’s lucky to be alive,” her mom continued, her voice shaky as though on the edge of tears. “You should be here. He would want that.”

      The rock she’d thought had dissipated, settled in her stomach again. “No.”

      “Wha—”

      “You tell him that until he gets his fucking act together, I don’t want anything to do with him. He’s a loser, Mom. He needs that intervention I’ve been begging you and dad for.” Her mom’s sob came through loud and clear, but Mindy snorted a huff. “I gotta go.” She hit the end button.

      “What happened,” Meg and Kayla asked at the same time.

      “My shithead of a brother OD’d.” Mindy drank down the rest of her wine and held out her glass to Kayla. “Fucking idiot. Fucking parents. What the hell is their problem? They wanted to do an intervention, then complained about the cost. Look where dragging their feet got them—beside his hospital bed.”

      “Is he going to be okay?” Meg asked, smoothing a hand down Mindy’s hair.
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