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Bet the Farm

Lauren Calloway can’t get a date, her newly
lovestruck bestie is never around, and she just blew a major deal
at her luxury real estate job. So, a one-night stand with an
attractive stranger seems like the perfect distraction and the
immediate gratification she’s lusting for.

Thea Boudreaux left her family’s dairy farm to escape
the painful memories of her father’s tragic death, but when her
mother tells her they’re going to lose the farm to debt, Thea is
devastated. Can she live with her father’s legacy being torn down
for luxury condos? Or can she still save it and honor her father’s
memory?

When Lauren’s boss tells her about a lucrative land
sale that could help her get back on track, she jumps at the
opportunity. Never would she have bet her unforgettable one-night
stand would be the person stopping her from making the deal of the
century.
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red-hot erotic scenes…Rich in characterization and emotional
appeal, this one is sure to please.”—Publishers Weekly

“Miss Match by Fiona Riley is an adorable
romance with a lot of amazing chemistry, steamy sex scenes, and fun
dialogue. I can’t believe it’s the author’s first book, even though
she assured me on Twitter that it is.”—The Lesbian
Review

“This was a beautiful love story, chock full of love
and emotion, and I felt I had a big grin on my face the whole time
I was reading it. I adored both main characters as they were
strong, independent women with good hearts and were just waiting
for the right person to come along and make them whole. I felt I
smiled for days after reading this wonderful book.”—Inked
Rainbow Reads


Bet the Farm

© 2021 By Fiona Riley. All Rights Reserved.

 


ISBN 13: 978-1-63555-732-9

 


This Electronic Original Is Published By

Bold Strokes Books, Inc.

P.O. Box 249

Valley Falls, NY 12185

 


First Edition: May 2021

 


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters,
places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination
or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living
or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely
coincidental.

 


This book, or parts thereof, may not be reproduced
in any form without permission.

 


Credits

Editor: Ruth Sternglantz

Production Design: Stacia Seaman

Cover Design by Tammy Seidick

eBook Design by Toni Whitaker


By the Author

Miss Match

Unlikely Match

Strike a Match

 


Room Service

Media Darling

Not Since You

A Christmas Miracle (In All I Want for
Christmas)

 


High Stakes Romances

Bet Against Me

Bet the Farm


Acknowledgments

Thank you to all the readers and the BSB family out
there who supported my decision to venture into this new series.
I’m having a blast writing these stories, and if not for your
encouragement (and enablement), I’m not sure I would have
successfully completed this book during a pandemic. It’s been rough
for everyone, but I’ve had the gift of escaping into a HEA or two.
Writing relationships and worlds full of love has never felt more
important than now. I hope you enjoy this brief escape.

To Ruth Sternglantz: You have the patience of a
saint, the gentleness of an angel, and the brain of RBG and Maya
Angelou combined. You are strong and sincere and resilient, and you
share freely and without expectation of anything in return. You
have been a light during these difficult months, and you made
writing this book far too easy considering the challenges around us
at all times. You are one of my closest friends and greatest
confidantes and I know that will never change. You’re my favorite
(don’t tell the others). ; )

To Kris Bryant: I could write all about the ways you
help me storyboard or meet my writing goals for the day, but I’ll
save that for the next book when I can’t come up with something
more creative to say. For now, I’ll say this: Meeting you during
this journey has been one of the greatest and most cherished gifts
of my life. You’re a gift, wrapped in rainbows and unicorn paper.
And probably full of donuts.

To Georgia Beers: Thank you for your Polos, your
surprise treats, and listening to me vent when life gets so heavy.
I’m grateful for you.

To my littles: You bring me so much joy. You’re both
so magical and lovely and hysterical and beyond sweet. My
brilliant, fierce little gingers, I love you so. Thank you for
napping midday so I could finish this book.


For Jenn.

 


There’s nothing like writing a series and raising
two littles while living through a pandemic to remind me that
marrying you was still the best decision I ever made.

Thank you for this wonderful family and for always
having my back.

 


You are my whole world.


Chapter One

Lauren Calloway cheered as another round of
champagne bottles emerged, each one opening with a satisfying
pop.

“To finally winning Realtor of the Year,” her best
friend Trina Lee said with a raised glass. “I couldn’t have done it
without all of you.”

Lauren looked around The Mirage, the hottest bar in
town, at all her closest friends and felt the most at home she’d
felt in a long time.

She watched Trina kiss her girlfriend and ex-rival
Realtor, Kendall Yates, and she sighed a happy sigh. She was glad
her friend had found love in the most unlikely of places. And
success in finally achieving her Realtor of the Year title. Trina
had worked damn hard for everything she had, and Lauren was happy
for her. Even if she was a little jealous she had a girlfriend
while Lauren remained woefully single. But they were a fantastic
match, and she was excited things were working out between them.
Even if that meant she had less alone time with her bestie. Having
Kendall join their girls’ nights on the couch never felt weird. It
was just a little different, that’s all. But this week she could
really have used some of those old one-on-one times with Trina. She
missed that.

“Uh-oh. That’s a very serious look, Miss Calloway.
Do you have serious things on the mind? Because this is a
celebration, and there is no serious allowed at this party. I know
because I made the guest list.” Trina placed a delicate kiss on her
cheek.

“Hmm?” Lauren was still grappling with the major
misstep she’d made earlier in the week that cost her what would
have been the largest solo deal of her career. Trina had been busy
with her own clients and was nervous about the awards ceremony
tonight, so Lauren hadn’t mentioned her own setback. She didn’t
want to bring her friend down then, and especially not now on her
big night. She’d shelve it for later. Tonight was Trina’s night.
“Nothing serious, just thinking about what a wild ride this year
has been.”

“You’re telling me. Never in a million years did I
think I’d be here one year ago today.” Trina shook her head. “That
feels like a lifetime ago.”

“I’ll say,” Lauren agreed. This time last year she
was consoling Trina after she lost out on the coveted Realtor of
the Year title to no one other than Kendall. That night their boss
Ellison Gamble made a bet with Kendall’s boss that Trina could
outsell Kendall in a high-stakes sales challenge. The sales race
had been intense, and somewhere along the way Trina and Kendall had
fallen into bed and in love in the process. But not without plenty
of drama and tears.

“I know I’ve told you this a thousand times before,
but I would be nowhere without you,” Trina said, her expression
sincere. “I never would have survived that bet or sorting through
my feelings for Kendall without our dish sessions on the couch and
your incredible way with curse words.”

“Damn right,” Lauren said with a smile.

“And that amazing brain of yours.” Trina tapped her
forehead. “You are so incredible in so many ways, Lau. I never
would have sold that penthouse if it wasn’t for your fast thinking
and outside-of-the-box approach. That country club idea was genius,
and I owe that to you.”

“Perhaps”—Lauren shrugged—“but you sold that other
one all on your own.”

Trina grinned. “I did, didn’t I?”

“And to Hollywood’s new lesbian royalty, no less.”
Lauren pretended to bow down to her.

Trina laughed, pulling her up into a tight embrace.
“Who would have thought this incredible adventure would have ended
with us casually meeting newlywed Hollywood supernova Emerson
Sterling and her award-winning screenwriter wife, Hayley Carpenter,
on Newbury Street when we begged out of a staff meeting—”

“Only to end up with you convincing her to see the
still unsold Harborside super unit.” Lauren laughed as they swayed
side to side. They’d had no idea at the time that Emerson was
opening her own production company, one she’d hoped would be based
in New England. It had been a serendipitous meeting in every way
imaginable. But Trina’s never-absent boldness was what got the ball
rolling. “The ovaries on you, T. I mean, huge.”

“Huge.” Trina leaned back and gave her a high five.
“You gotta seize the day, bitches.”

“What’s all this cheering without Jax?” Jax Pearson,
her other best friend and coworker asked as they strolled over. Jax
had a particularly contagious twinkle in their eye tonight, and
Lauren was sure it was because this bar held an important place in
all their hearts. They’d hosted Jax’s very successful top surgery
fundraiser here last year. Jax seemed to glow in this moment, so
many months post-surgery later. They were finally living their best
life as their true self. Lauren was so glad to be a part of that
life.

“We were just talking about how much of a boss Trina
is,” Lauren said as she accepted one of the full champagne flutes
Jax was handing out.

“Such a boss.” Jax raised their glass in
agreement.

“Who’s a boss?” Ellison Gamble—their actual
boss—asked as she walked over.

“You are,” Lauren said as she saluted her, and
everyone laughed. Ellison had that effortless grace that Lauren
never quite understood. She seemed to glide into every space,
almost like she was floating. Her boss was a smooth operator in
every sense of the word. Nothing rattled her. Not a hair was ever
out of place. But she was honest and compassionate and supportive
in a way that people wouldn’t expect. And she was the best employer
Lauren had ever had.

“Well then, carry on,” Ellison said with a wink.
“Oh, Trina, by the way, this dress looks killer on you. Is this a
Talia special?”

“It is—she’s the best. Thank you for letting me
borrow her,” Trina said, and Lauren had to agree—Trina’s red dress
tonight was amazing. But pretty much everything that Ellison’s
personal stylist Talia French recommended was. Including the gown
Lauren had on tonight. She was a phenom, that one.

“Anytime,” Ellison said before stifling a yawn. “I’m
heading out, but I just wanted to congratulate you, Trina”—she
placed her hand on Trina’s shoulder before addressing Lauren and
Jax—“and you two for making this night possible. I know Trina would
agree with me when I say this was a team effort in every sense of
the word. You guys killed it to make sure Trina was successful, and
she should pay for every drink you consume over the next year to
show her appreciation.”

Trina winced. “Fair.”

“Best. Boss. Ever,” Lauren said.

“That’s my cue.” Ellison waved. “See you all at the
office on Monday. Enjoy your night. Make good decisions. Get home
safe.”

“Well, you heard the boss.” Trina held up her glass.
“To my best friends, who will not spend one single dime on a drink
until a new Realtor champion is named—I love you. I need you. Drink
bottom shelf liquor only.”

Lauren burst out laughing as Jax snorted their drink
and started coughing next to her.

Trina patted them on the back as she wiped tears
from her eyes. “Jax, the point is to swallow, not gag.”

That caused Jax to choke mid-recovery sip, and Trina
cackled. Her friends were idiots.

“I freaking love you two,” Lauren said as she shook
her head. “Let’s do shots.”

“Shots?” Kendall stepped up behind Trina and wrapped
her arms around her waist, kissing her neck until Trina turned and
joined their lips. They were so cute together that it was almost
too much to handle. Lauren decided she needed to get laid soon, or
she was going to start getting resentful of her bestie. Of course,
if she could find someone to date, that would certainly help in
that department.

She looked over at Jax, who still had not
recuperated from the snorting and choking. It appeared she’d be
making this mission solo. She glanced over to judge how busy the
bartenders were, but instead she got distracted by the attractive
brunette in a leather jacket sitting at the bar. When did she get
here?

“I’ll grab them,” Lauren volunteered. She wanted to
get a closer look at the mystery woman. “You in for shots too,
Kendall?”

“Sure.” Kendall was gazing moon-eyed at Trina.
Lauren wasn’t sure Kendall even knew what she was agreeing to.

Yeah, she needed to get laid. It was decided.

“Awesome, top shelf shit it is,” she said.

“Bottom!” Trina called out, and Lauren smiled. She
had a good life even if she was in the middle of a romantic and
sexual dry spell.


Chapter Two

“Hey.” Teagan nudged her hand from across the bar.
“You there?”

“Hmm?” Thea Boudreaux was staring at the melting ice
in the bottom of her cup, wondering how she’d ended up here.

“I asked if you’d like another,” Teagan said,
motioning toward her glass.

“Uh…” Thea wasn’t so sure about that. She wasn’t so
sure about anything right now.

“Yes,” Avni Patel supplied from beside her. “Make it
a double.”

Teagan reached for the glass but hesitated, waiting
for Thea’s approval. Thea and her coworkers came to The Mirage
often, and Teagan was one of her favorite bartenders. She wasn’t
pushy, which Thea liked.

Thea nodded. “With a lime, please.”

“Thatta girl.” Avni slapped her on the shoulder as
she sidled up next to her at the bar.

“You’re a terrible influence,” Thea said, surveying
her best friend. They’d become fast friends when Thea started
working at Boston Bio five years ago even though they couldn’t be
more different. Avni was the lead developer at the tech start-up
and was barely half Thea’s height, but she had double the
personality to make up for any vertical deficits. She’d been in a
committed relationship with her boyfriend Raj for ten years, and
she was stable. Reliable. Solid. And brilliant. She was brilliant
in every sense of the word, especially with work stuff. But outside
of their small friend group, she was shy. Almost insecure. Thea
knew she could start her own firm and be twice as successful as she
was at Boston Bio, but she doubted herself too much. Thea was
working on that with her.

Not that Thea was exactly excelling at life. She
was recently promoted to administrative manager at work, but
she wasn’t curing cancer or anything. And though she had no trouble
finding a bedroom partner, she’d never managed to maintain a
relationship more than a few months. But she knew she was charming
like her dad. And loyal. Though not always punctual. But she tried.
There was credit in trying, right?

“You love me,” Avni said with a shrug. She was
watching Teagan work, which was nothing new. Though Avni and Raj
had been together since college, Avni had a super crush on Teagan.
Thea secretly loved it, even though she felt a little sorry for
Raj.

“Just ask her out.” Thea elbowed her.

“I have a boyfriend,” Avni repeated like she had so
many times before.

“Just ask for a weekend pass, and get on with it,”
Thea said with a teasing smile. “You know you want to.”

Avni rested her head on her hand and sighed. “We
both know that this crush works because it’s never going to happen.
It’s like a forbidden fruit kinda thing. I’m curious, but—”

“A total coward.” Avni punched her in the arm.
“Ouch.”

“That’s a lot of talk coming from someone who’s been
holed up for the last week like a freaking hermit, afraid to call
her mom back.”

Thea dropped her head. Shit.

“I’m sorry. That was a little harsh, huh?” Avni
rubbed her back. “I’m in love with Teagan’s ass in those jeans.
Fine. I admit it. I’m lashing out because I’ll never know if those
buns are as firm as they look.”

Thea laughed. “I bet if you asked her if you could
squeeze her booty, she’d let you.”

Avni looked scandalized. “And take away all the fun
of torturing myself? I could never.”

Thea watched as Teagan bent over. She did have a
nice ass. But she wasn’t her type. Though clearly, she was
Avni’s.

A loud cheer came from the back of the bar, and a
group of well-dressed people danced and sang in a small circle.
They all looked so happy. Thea felt envious.

“What do you think their deal is?” Avni asked,
nodding toward them.

“A coworker celebration thing. One of them just got
a big award,” Teagan said as she placed a drink in front of Thea.
She took Avni’s empty martini glass and pointed to it.
“Refill?”

“S-sure,” Avni stuttered, and Thea laughed.

That earned her another arm punch.

“That’s gonna bruise,” Thea said as she rubbed her
arm.

“Don’t embarrass me in front of my soul mate,” Avni
hissed.

Thea rolled her eyes. “Did you trip over your tongue
when you met Raj? Or is this just a Teagan thing?” she asked, but
she already knew the answer. Avni got so nervous around Teagan it
was comical.

“I hate you,” Avni whispered as Teagan placed a
bright red cosmo in front of her.

“I added a cherry. Just the way you like it.” Teagan
gave her a wink before moving on to another order.

Avni held her hand over her heart and pretended to
die on the bar top when Teagan walked away.

“You’re so dramatic,” Thea said.

“She knows how I like my cosmo,” Avni said, like
that was some big deal.

“We come here all the time. She’s our regular
bartender. And all you drink is cosmos. That’s, like, her job,”
Thea replied.

“You’re ruining this for me.”

Thea frowned. “Sorry. I know I’m not much company. I
shoulda stayed home.”

“Ugh. No. Wrong.” Avni pointed to the drink in front
of her. “Take a big swig and tell me what’s up. And I know
something is up, so let’s not dance around it.”

Thea sighed and obliged, letting the cool liquid and
the tangy lime taste coat her mouth before taking a hearty swallow.
The gentle burn on the way down was satisfying in the most
delightful way.

“My mom called me the other day and told me she has
to sell the farm.” Saying it out loud made it hurt all over
again.

“What?” Avni’s drink was suspended in midair. “Your
dad’s farm?”

“Yes.” That fact hurt doubly hard.

“Whoa.” Avni placed her glass down and reached for
her hand. “That’s a big deal.”

“I know.” Thea sighed, feeling lost all over again.
“I can’t help but feel like it’s my fault in some way.”

“What do you mean?”

“I don’t know. Maybe if I hadn’t left. Maybe if I’d
helped more…” Thea had never regretted leaving the family dairy
farm until that call. And now she hated herself for it.

“Hey.” Avni squeezed her hand. “Don’t do that. I
know how hard it was for you after your dad died. The farm was his
life, not yours. You told me that a hundred times when I asked you
to wear plaid and overalls to casual Friday. You don’t own
overalls. You’re a terrible farmer.”

Thea laughed. “This is true. I’m literally the
worst.”

“What happened?” Avni asked.

Thea wasn’t totally clear on the details, but from
what she gleaned from her mom’s call and her texts with her brother
Carl, the farm was deeply in debt, and her mother had been keeping
it a secret until it was too late. Until now.

“The farm got to be too much for Mom and Carl, and
they started getting behind on mortgage payments. They’ve had to
lay off a bunch of staff and are trying to downsize, but it’s not
working fast enough. Mom thinks we have to sell by the end of the
summer.” Thea took another sip and swallowed hard. She couldn’t
imagine her life without the farm she grew up on being just a few
hours away. There were so many memories there, even though some of
them were painful. That farm had been her whole life.

“Thea, I’m so sorry,” Avni said. “I had no
idea.”

“Me neither.” At first Thea had been mad at the
revelation. She was angry her mother hadn’t told her sooner, so she
could try to help. But she realized she wasn’t mad at her mother.
She was mad about the life she left behind, and that pained her
even more. She’d left them. And this was all her fault.

“What are you going to do?” Avni asked. Thea hadn’t
quite figured that out yet.

“Call my mother back. Then head up there and see
what I can do to help, I guess.” Not that she was sure there was
anything she could do, but she’d certainly try.

Avni nodded. “Well, that’s a plan, at least. If I
can help, let me know.”

“Thanks.” Thea sipped her drink, glad to have gotten
that secret off her chest. As much as it sucked to talk about, she
felt better having Avni in the know.

“I know what will make you feel better,” Avni said
with a mischievous grin.

“What’s that?” This should be good.

“Getting laid.”

Thea laughed. “Oh yeah?” She didn’t doubt that
rationale, but she’d like to hear more.

“Yeah, you need some really great sex to forget
about your worries. In fact”—Avni sat up a little straighter and
looked around—“I bet there’s a lucky lady here in this bar that
could be that distraction for you.”

“Aren’t you always trying to stifle my—what do you
call them—player ways? Something about getting me to settle
down and be unhappy like you?” Thea teased.

“Well, yes. Though I resent you saying I’m unhappy.”
Avni shot her a look. “But in this instance, hot sex is exactly
what the best friend ordered.”

“I certainly wouldn’t say no to that. As long as
she’s not a stage-five clinger or anything,” Thea mused. It had
been quite a while since she’d scratched that itch. Avni’s
suggestion was intriguing.

“See? I’m always right. Remember that.” Avni looked
down at her buzzing phone and sighed. “Goddamn it, Raj. I swear to
God, I’m dating a child.”

“What?”

Avni grabbed her coat off the back of the chair as
she motioned to the text on her phone screen. “I have to go because
my darling boyfriend was watching YouTube videos while he took the
trash out in his boxers and got locked out of the apartment
building. And now he’s near-naked, hiding behind the back dumpster,
afraid that Old Lady Creedon will see him in his state of undress
and call the police.”

“She totally would,” Thea said. The way Avni told
it, Mrs. Creedon was the apartment building’s self-proclaimed
neighborhood watch, and she took joy in reporting everyone for
anything. Supposedly she hated Raj because she said he never closed
the trash bins and was inviting critters to take up residence out
there.

“Of course she would. And she should. Because he’s
in his underwear outside her windows hiding behind a trash bag of
empty take-out containers while watching Call of Duty
walk-throughs in the dark and shivering in his skivvies.” She
pulled on her jacket with a huff. “I would call the cops on him,
too. Moron.”

“You know”—Thea picked a piece of lint off Avni’s
jacket—“I bet Teagan has never gotten locked outside in her
underwear because she was distractedly doing chores while also
watching videogame tutorials on her phone.”

“You’re probably right.” Avni frowned. “But maybe? I
mean, it’s possible, right? She can’t be that perfect, can
she?”

Teagan was walking past, so Thea decided to ask.

“Hey, Teagan, have you ever gotten locked outside in
your underwear and had to call your girlfriend home from her best
friend drink date because of it?”

Teagan laughed and flashed her crooked smile. “I
don’t wear underwear. So…no.”

“I hate you even more now.” Avni groaned as Teagan
moved on to take another patron’s order.

“Why? Because now you know she doesn’t wear
underwear?” Thea teased.

“Yes. No.” Avni looked flustered. “I stand by my
original statement—I hate you.”

“You don’t mean that.” Thea blew her a kiss as Avni
flipped her off before disappearing out the door of the bar.

“Bad first date?”

Thea turned to find an attractive woman surveying
her curiously. Her long dirty-blond hair was up in a stylish twist,
and a perfectly penciled eyebrow was raised in Thea’s
direction.

“No. What makes you ask that?” Thea turned to face
her, appreciating the sexy black dress she was wearing and the
green necklace that complemented her hazel eyes.

“Well, she left in a hurry, with her drink still
half full next to you,” sexy mystery woman said as she pointed to
Avni’s forgotten drink. “That’s alcohol abuse. Or bad manners. Or
you just really offended her. Because even on a bad date,
I’ve never left a half-full glass.”

“What makes you think I offended her?” Thea asked,
charmed by this woman’s forwardness.

“The well-manicured middle finger in your
direction,” she said with a shrug.

Thea laughed. “She’s my work bestie, and her
boyfriend had an embarrassing emergency, so she had to split. But I
appreciate the narrative you concocted. It’s quite
imaginative.”

“I’ve been known to have a vivid imagination,” she
said. “I’m glad to hear you weren’t just dumped on the spot. I was
feeling bad for you.”

“Well, she did leave me with a full drink and no
company,” Thea reasoned, in no rush to stop talking to this woman.
“I’d be interested in hearing more about this imagination of yours
if you’d like to join me.”

She seemed to consider this. She glanced over her
shoulder, and Thea realized she must be with the coworker group
Teagan mentioned.

“You’re with the fancily dressed people in the back,
right? They probably wouldn’t miss you for a few minutes.” Thea
motioned for Teagan to come over. “Can I buy you a drink?”

“Sure.” She smiled.

“Great.” Thea pulled out the chair next to her,
pushing Avni’s abandoned cocktail toward the back of the bar.

Teagan stopped in front of them, and Thea was about
to ask her new acquaintance what she’d like when she realized she
didn’t know her name. “So, uh…?”

“Lauren,” she supplied.

“Hi, Lauren. I’m Thea.” She smiled. “What can I get
you?”

“A lemon drop with a sugar rim, please.”

Teagan nodded and disappeared.

“You’re into sweet things?” Thea asked.

“Not necessarily,” Lauren replied, and Thea knew
she’d met someone special already.

“But you are into women?” Thea didn’t feel like
wasting her time on a beautiful straight girl. She’d bedded plenty
of those, and she hadn’t found them worth the trouble afterward.
Not that she had any afterward in mind. But still.

“Not necessarily,” Lauren repeated as Teagan dropped
off her drink and walked away.

“Really? See, I was hoping you spoke to me
originally about feeling bad that I’d just gotten dumped on my
first date because you wanted to join me for a drink. Because
you’re into women.” Thea feigned sadness. “But I’m wrong, huh?”

“I didn’t say that,” Lauren said as she sipped her
drink.

Thea took that as a green light to continue
flirting. “Well then, in that case, I was just dumped on a
first date.”

“Seriously?” Lauren asked, shocked.

“No, Avni’s boyfriend got locked outside in his
boxer briefs,” Thea replied. “Though I’m sad she had to leave, I’m
glad to have met you—Lauren, of the fancily dressed people.”

“Oh, this old thing?” Lauren motioned toward that
amazing dress, and Thea let her eyes linger on the way the fabric
hugged Lauren’s curves just so.

“If this is one of your old things, I’d be happy to
watch you model some of your newer articles of clothing,” Thea
said. When Lauren didn’t flinch at that comment, she dialed up her
flirtation a few notches. “Or less clothing.”

“That could be arranged.” Lauren smiled before
licking at the sugar on the rim of her glass. All of Thea’s worries
from before disappeared at the quick flick of that pink tongue.
Lauren had all her attention. And suddenly Avni’s playful
prediction from before felt a whole lot more likely.


Chapter Three

Lauren wasn’t quite sure what had come over her, but
she was thoroughly enjoying this exchange with Thea. Maybe it was
the champagne, or maybe it was those steely blue eyes and the way
Thea’s long dark hair framed her face in the sexiest way. Or maybe
it was because she hadn’t been flirted with like this in a long
time. But something about their easy banter was getting her hot.
And making her move faster than she usually would.

“I’m starting to think my friend leaving me alone at
the bar was the best thing that could have happened to me.” Thea’s
lips were full and inviting. There was something about the way she
purred those words that made Lauren want to jump her on the spot.
Which was ridiculous since she’d just met her. But Lauren could
feel the chemistry between them like an electrical current. And she
wanted to know if Thea’s touch would feel the same way.

“The best thing?” Lauren asked. She could think of a
few things that were more enjoyable.

“Well, not the best thing, I suppose.” Thea dropped
her hand from the bar to tug at the short hem of Lauren’s dress.
The touch was innocent enough, but Lauren felt her excitement
build, nonetheless.

“I’m sure we could find a few suitable
alternatives,” Lauren said as she stilled Thea’s hand on her thigh,
holding it in place. “If you’re over being left, that is.”

“So over it.” Thea licked her lips as she gently
squeezed Lauren’s thigh. Lauren bit her bottom lip in response.
Thea’s touch was gentle but firm. She wondered what else her touch
could make her feel.

“Good. Then I’m glad she’s gone.” Lauren slid Thea’s
hand a little farther up her thigh.

“Me, too.” Thea leaned in, cupping Lauren’s jaw with
her free hand. Her touch was cool. Lauren could feel the droplets
of condensation transferred from Thea’s glass along her jaw. One
slow droplet tickled along her neck as it plunged toward her chest.
“Has anyone ever told you that you have a gorgeous mouth?”

Lauren exhaled as Thea stroked her thumb along her
jaw. “You should see what it’s capable of.”

Thea moaned. “Show me.”

Lauren closed the distance between them, pressing
her hand against the one on her thigh to ground her as Thea guided
their lips together. The kiss was soft at first, almost curious.
But that changed when Lauren opened her mouth, letting Thea’s
tongue sweep along her lower lip, pulling a pleased sigh from her
lips in the process. Thea cradled her cheek as she alternated
between kissing her slowly and deeply to playfully teasing her lips
along Lauren’s mouth. Lauren let herself get lost in the talented
tongue that was taking her breath away. Thea was a first-class
kisser.

“Whoa.” Jax’s unmistakable voice jarred her from her
make-out session.

Jax. Shit. Her friends.

She pulled back from Thea’s lips, her eyes
scrunching in embarrassment as Trina said, “Don’t stop on our
account.”

She winced before looking to her right to find Trina
and Kendall wrapped up in each other, looking amused. “Uh, hi.”

“Hi,” Trina said with a delighted expression on her
face. She looked at Thea, who Lauren noticed seemed a darker shade
of red than before. “Who are you?”

“Thea,” she replied, wiping Lauren’s lipstick off
her mouth.

“Thea. Hi, I’m Trina. Nice to meet you. This is my
best friend Lauren. Don’t do anything you don’t want me to have to
kill you over, okay?” Trina displayed all her teeth with the smile
that accompanied that threat.

“Save those teeth for later,” Kendall said as she
nipped at Trina’s ear. “Lauren’s a big girl. Right, Lauren? You
good?”

“Great,” Lauren said with her brightest, most
convincing grin.

Trina gave Thea a once-over before continuing. “Jax
has hit their limit. So we’re taking them home. Would you like a
ride to your place on the way?”

“I can make sure she gets home okay,” Thea said but
seemed to regret it when Trina hissed.

“We’re not friends yet, Thea. Let’s not forget what
I just said to you. Uber will take her home, and she’ll send me the
route confirmation,” Trina bit back.

Lauren laughed because Trina was all talk. Mostly.
“I’ll be fine. Thank you for tonight. Sorry I never made it back
with those shots.”

“Shots?” Jax said as they swayed. Kendall reached
out to steady them.

“No shots for you tonight, Jaxy.” Kendall placed a
kiss on their cheek, and Lauren was grateful that she fit so
seamlessly into their friend group.

Kendall wrapped her arm around Jax to keep them from
wandering and wrapped her free arm around Trina to pull her back.
She spoke directly to Lauren. “Let us know when you get home safe.
We love you. Have fun. I’ll manage these two.”

Jax was oblivious to being handled, but Trina looked
like she wanted to bristle about it. Kendall leaned forward and
whispered something in her ear, and Trina sighed, her demeanor
changing a bit as she nodded.

“What’s the square root of forty-nine?” Trina
asked.

“Seven. You’re not even trying,” Lauren scoffed.

“I don’t have a calculator to check on your
Lauren-brain. I have to pick the ones I know the answer to,” Trina
said with a sly smile. “Just making sure you are of sound mind
before we leave you with a stranger.”

“And testing my math skills is your litmus test for
that?” Lauren teased, and Trina rolled her eyes.

“Just don’t forget to text us,” Trina said as she
slipped out of Kendall’s grasp to give Lauren a quick hug. She
looked at the hand Thea still had on Lauren’s thigh before she
motioned between their eyes. “I have eyes everywhere. Just keep
that in mind.”

“Good-bye, my darlings,” Lauren said as she slipped
out from under Thea’s touch to hug and kiss her friends before she
ushered them toward the door. “I’ll talk to you later.”

Lauren watched them leave before she hazarded a
glance back at Thea. “They mean well, I promise.”

“What’s with the math stuff?” Thea, though still a
little red, didn’t seem fazed by the friend interruption.

“I’m good at math. Sometimes my friends try to test
my skills. It’s like a party trick to them.” She shrugged.

“Which one is the award winner?”

Lauren raised her eyebrow at that.

Thea backtracked. “Teagan mentioned you guys were
coworkers and that one of you won a big award.”

“Oh, the little one with the threats,” Lauren
supplied with a laugh.

“Something tells me she’s not the type that would
like it if she knew you called her little,” Thea said. And
she was right.

“Well, if you said it, it wouldn’t go well. But I
get a best friend’s pass,” Lauren said as she resumed her seat next
to Thea at the bar.

“Special privileges, huh?” Thea said, and the
flirtation from before their interruption was back. Lauren was more
than happy about that.

“So many,” Lauren said as she brought Thea’s hand
back to her thigh. She liked the feeling of it there. “But I’m
worth them, I promise.”

“I bet you are,” Thea said, and Lauren loved the
darkness in her eyes.

She thought about something that Trina had said
earlier—Seize the day. “Hey, do you want to get out of
here?”

“Yes.” Thea didn’t hesitate, and that made Lauren
feel drunk with want.

“Good.” Lauren finished her cocktail and eased out
of the chair Thea pulled back for her.

✥ ✥ ✥

In a matter of minutes, they were outside waiting on
Lauren’s Uber, and Thea was making sure she stayed plenty warm in
that tiny dress by holding her close and kissing her often. It was
quite chivalrous of her, in Lauren’s opinion.

The car ride to her place was a blur, but Lauren was
acutely aware of how badly she wanted it to be over once Thea’s
lips found her earlobe. She’d always been a sucker for that. It was
a surefire way to get her trembling with desire. There was just
something so sexy about the closeness of a lover’s mouth and the
breathy exchange that felt so loud and so hot along the side of her
face.

She clutched at Thea’s thigh as Thea whispered
naughty things to her that Lauren could see her driver was
desperately trying to hear. She dug her fingers into the firm,
muscular flesh when Thea licked the shell of her ear, and her lower
abdomen tightened with every word Thea uttered.

“I know you are so wet for me,” she said, and Lauren
had to stifle a moan. “I can tell because you can’t sit still, and
I like that.”

She wasn’t wrong. Lauren was ready to be out of this
car and out of these clothes, like ten minutes ago.

She turned her face to catch Thea’s lips and purred
at the enthusiasm that met her.

A cough broke them apart. Lauren gave the driver an
embarrassed nod before crawling out of the car and dragging Thea
with her. She needed to get upstairs. Now.

Thea’s hands were at her hips as she struggled
through the apartment door. Once inside Thea spun her on the spot,
walking her backward against the wall of her foyer. Lauren hadn’t
been with a woman this confident in a very long time. It was
refreshing in so many ways, and they were just getting started.

“You’ve got a great place,” Thea said as she kissed
along her neck.

“You haven’t even seen it,” Lauren said as Thea
sucked at her pulse point.

“You’re here. That’s enough for me.” She was
charming, so charming.

Lauren let her hands wander under Thea’s leather
jacket, shifting it off her shoulders and discarding it in a heap
to the floor. She slipped her hands under Thea’s Henley shirt and
palmed at her breasts over her bra as Thea reclaimed her mouth.
Lauren loved the fullness in her palms—Thea’s chest was the perfect
size to grip and toy with. Not too much to hold comfortably but
full and supple to her touch. Thea’s hips bucked forward at the
contact, and Lauren relished the feeling of her weight against her,
pressing her more firmly to the wall behind her.

“You like that?” she asked, but Thea’s breathy
noises told her the answer already.

Thea deepened their kiss, and Lauren massaged the
flesh in her hands, stroking and teasing at Thea’s aroused nipples
until Thea ground her hips forward again, finally breaking from
their kiss with a curse.

“Lauren,” Thea said as she pulled back, surveying
her. “I need you out of that dress now.”

Lauren couldn’t agree more. She stopped fondling
Thea’s chest, but not before stripping her of her shirt. She took
in the sight before her with a pleased smile. Thea was strong—her
shoulders well defined and muscular, much like the thigh Lauren had
gripped during the car ride. She had an athletic build with narrow
hips and a long torso. Her perky breasts were framed in a soft
black sports bra that Lauren wanted out of the way.

She reached for it, but Thea stopped her,
intertwining their fingers with a subtle head shake. “You first,”
she commanded as she pulled at the fabric of Lauren’s dress, and
Lauren felt her knees weaken.

“I’ll soon be underdressed,” Lauren warned, knowing
that she was certainly wearing fewer undergarments than Thea was. A
bra didn’t exactly go with this dress. Or anything more modest than
a thong, for that matter.

“I can deal with that,” Thea said as she guided her
away from the wall and into her embrace.

Lauren looked up at Thea and smiled at the intensity
she saw there. Thea was completely dialed in to her. Good.

“Give me a moment to freshen up, and I’m all yours,”
Lauren said as she stepped out of Thea’s grasp.

“All mine?” Thea asked, pulling her back for a quick
kiss.

“Within reason,” Lauren replied, and Thea
laughed.

“Don’t forget to text your friends,” Thea said, and
Lauren thought that was adorable.

“I will. Make yourself at home. I’ll be right
back.”

“Hurry,” Thea said, and Lauren intended to.

She slipped into her bedroom and let out a shaky
exhale. She’d had plenty of trysts with women, but never had one
escalated this quickly to the sex stage. In fact, she’d never had a
one-night stand before. Which she supposed this might very well be.
It’s not like she knew Thea or anything. But if she fucked as good
as she kissed, then Lauren figured that was enough to know for
right now. And she was eager to find out.

She sent a text to Trina to let her know she’d
gotten home safe before she freshened up and headed back out to the
kitchen, smiling at what she found there. Thea was still shirtless,
but her hips were moving to a silent rhythm as she dried her hands
by Lauren’s sink. Two tall glasses of ice water sat on Lauren’s
kitchen island, and one of the peaches from Lauren’s fruit bowl was
sliced and waiting on a plate.

“You certainly made yourself at home,” Lauren
teased.

“I am great at following directions,” Thea said as
she turned, leaning against the sink, looking edible with Lauren’s
dish towel draped casually over her shoulder.

Lauren moved toward the island. “We’re drinking
water now?”

“Gotta stay hydrated,” Thea said as she handed her a
glass.

“Am I in danger of getting dehydrated?” Lauren
asked. She sipped the water and closed her eyes at the refreshing
coolness.

“Most definitely,” Thea said, her voice closer than
it was before.

Lauren opened her eyes to find Thea standing right
in front of her, her hands on either side of Lauren’s hips, resting
on the counter behind her.

“And the peach?” Lauren asked as Thea leaned into
her.

“Sustenance,” Thea replied as she took the glass
from Lauren’s hand.

Lauren reached out to cup her jaw as Thea’s hands
settled at her hips. “Am I in danger of getting hungry?”

“Well, I’m starving,” Thea said as she gave her a
once-over. “But the peach is more than just food. It’s
foreplay.”

“Oh.” Lauren’s breath caught at the mention of
foreplay. But Thea’s lips on hers distracted her from overthinking
what that might mean.

After a few heated moments, Thea pulled back and
brought a sliver of peach to Lauren’s mouth. She dragged it along
her bottom lip until Lauren opened her mouth, accepting the fruit.
She hummed at the juicy sweetness on her tongue as Thea watched her
in amusement.

“Mmm.” Lauren made a show of licking her lips, and
Thea rewarded her with another slice. Lauren caught her hand and
sucked on Thea’s fingers for a moment before chewing the new
piece.

“You are incredible,” Thea said as she ran her hands
up and down Lauren’s sides, settling at the zipper on her dress.
“But also incredibly overdressed.”

“Take it off,” Lauren said after she swallowed.

Thea worked the zipper down slowly, caressing each
exposed inch of skin with a delicate touch. She stripped her
deliberately and sensually, and by the time the dress slipped off
Lauren’s hips, she was practically clutching at Thea to get her
closer again.

Thea appeased her with a kiss before pulling back
and taking in Lauren’s topless, thong-clad form. “Incredible
doesn’t really do you justice.”

Lauren smiled at the compliment. “There’s a lot of
talking and not enough kissing.”

“We’re done kissing for a bit,” Thea replied, and
Lauren frowned.

“We are?”

Thea nodded as she reached for a peach slice,
teasing it across Lauren’s lips before pulling it out of reach of
her mouth. “Yes. We’ve moved into the licking and sucking
territory.”

Lauren felt her mouth drop open as Thea brought the
peach slice down her sternum and teased as she moved across her
chest. Thea squeezed the slice, and Lauren felt the sticky juice
drip onto her now erect nipple. She shivered at the sensation
initially, but when Thea’s mouth quickly descended upon the
wetness, she moaned in ecstasy.

She ran her fingers through Thea’s hair, holding her
tightly to her chest as Thea sucked and licked at the peach juice
on her nipple. She groaned in frustration when Thea pulled back,
but her objections were stifled when Thea moved to her other
nipple. Thea massaged her breast and pleasured the skin until
Lauren’s hips bucked forward involuntarily.

Thea looked up at her and popped the slice into her
mouth, licking her bottom lip as she motioned for Lauren to pass
her another. “We’re not done yet.”

Lauren’s clit was thrumming, and her heart was
racing as she handed Thea another slice, eager to see what she had
in mind.

Thea dragged the sliver between her breasts and down
toward her navel, circling the area before kneeling in front of
her. Lauren’s hands found her hair again as she threw her head back
at the sensation of Thea’s lips kissing the skin just above her
underwear.

“You still with me?” Thea asked against the
waistband of her thong, and Lauren nodded, resisting the urge to
press her sex into Thea’s face.

“Barely,” she breathed out. The teasing was killing
her. She looked down to find Thea looking up at her.

“Good,” Thea said before eating the peach slice and
reaching out for another. “Hand me a real juicy one. The messier
the better.”

“Fuck,” Lauren said as she searched blindly. She
settled on a softer, stickier piece at the edge of the plate.

Thea accepted it with a smile. “Perfect.”

“Perfect for what?” Lauren was afraid to ask but at
the same time desperate to know.

“This,” Thea said as she nudged Lauren’s legs apart,
tracing a wet trail of peach juice up the inside of her thigh and
down the other side, skipping over where Lauren wanted her to touch
the most. She chased the dripping nectar with her tongue, and
within seconds Lauren was trembling.

“I’m not sure how much more of this I can take,” she
admitted as she combed through Thea’s hair, scratching at her scalp
when Thea’s nose bumped against her still clothed clit.

Thea nodded, nudging her again, and Lauren pulled
her hair gently to get Thea to look up at her.

“I promise you—I’m plenty turned on.”

Thea smiled and Lauren inched her pussy forward.
Thea used her free hand to guide the fabric of the thong away from
the front of her sex, sighing contentedly at what she found there.
Without breaking eye contact with her cunt, Thea asked, “Fingers or
mouth?”

“Yes,” Lauren answered.

Thea’s sexy laugh did nothing to temper
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