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Chapter One

 


Hartley

Hartley:
I’m two hours away. Soooo excited.

Jackson:
Still in court. See you this evening
Coco.

Thankful for satellite radio on this
long drive, the throbbing of a tear-induced headache pounded away
at my sinuses at the maddening sound of the bad stretch of highway
concrete underneath my wheels. It only escalated the pain a million
times more as I belted out every word to Sixx:A.M. at the top of my
lungs, the stereo blasting my favorite stress reliever—rock music.
I reached for the volume knob and turned up Octane even louder. All
these hours behind the wheel were exhausting and I was so ready to
get to Dallas. Mandy’s offer of a pick-me-up to make the long drive
more tolerable sounded pretty good about now. I wasn’t so sure I
shouldn’t have taken her up on that. Not much of a pill-taker, my
need of caffeine, however, was monumental. I needed coffee.
Instead, I chugged down the last bit of watered-down Diet Dr.
Pepper that tasted absolutely horrific.

Even with blasting music, my head
continued drowning in memories of what I was running from. I gulped
the wedge of emotion in my throat, rehashing every nauseating
second for the billionth time.

His lustful moans.

The straining muscles in his ass with
every grunting thrust.

The exact second he opened his eyes
and looked into mine.

Logically, I always knew it would come
to this, but refused to accept the fact and prepare for what
happened next.

That sound of cheating, hard, dirty
sex … I hoped to forget that eventually.

“Bastard!” I yelled. “I
hope your dick gets infected and falls off!”

Six weeks later, here I was. Starting
over.

Driving seventy-five miles an hour to
escape the only place I’d ever called home.

Walking away from the man I’d given
years of my life to after slapping his face so hard when he touched
me with her scent reeking on his hands, that my wrist still ached
from the impact.

Not giving a mere thousand fucks that
I didn’t even tell him I was moving out.

Leaving the bulk of my belongings that
I’d paid for myself.

Handing my half of the business that
I’d worked like a Trojan to get started to my best
friend.

But, I refused to fall. Done with
that, my head would stay high, just like my daddy taught
me.

Never look down, Hartley.
Always keep that beautiful face toward the stars.

Five hundred miles away from Bruce and
his cheating, I was getting a fresh start. Surprisingly, other than
being tired, I felt good. I was done sobbing. No more falling down
the wall with my head between my knees wondering how I could
survive without him. I had an odd sense of calm. This thing between
Bruce and I had gone way too far years ago. It was time I quit
thinking about a soulmate, and take Mandy’s advice and focus on my
career and a simple means to a need when it came to men … sex and
nothing more.

Plano, Texas was mere minutes from
being my new home. I’d been to the Lone Star state before. Crowded,
people drove like deranged maniacs. Road rage was as common as blue
skies and green grass. Wrecks. Construction. Ultimately, there were
too many damn people. And car trouble … I didn’t even want to
speculate about what could happen if I had a flat tire or my car
stalled on a congested road.

Per my dashboard clock, it was 3:57 PM
as I pulled in front of unit 201B, my new fully furnished,
one-bedroom apartment at The Ashley Apartments. My legs were shaky
as I stepped out of my car. Even the air felt different. Everything
was about to change. Come Monday morning, I started my new
adventure working as a medical coder and office manager for Dr.
Brandon Hicks at the Yates Plastic Surgery Clinic. Lucky to snag
this job, thanks to my older brother being a close friend to the
famous, hot as sin cosmetic surgeon, Tyler Yates, I was excited,
but Holy Christ I was scared.

I prayed I could do this starting over
thing.

Good riddance Kansas … and
Bruce.

Jackson was thirty-five, the District
Attorney for Dallas County, and also the first person I called
after finding Bruce with his newest conquest on all fours, taking
her from behind in our bed. Jackson was also my big
brother.

Once I mustered enough courage to
confide in him, over my first choice at ramming a sharp instrument
through my aching heart, in less than ten minutes he had me
convinced to start fresh. Jackson insisted on finding me an
apartment and paying the first year’s rent if I’d make the move to
Texas. And as much as I hated taking him up on his offer, my measly
bank account thanked him to Mars and back. It never ceased to amaze
me how persuasive he could be, always seeming to know what I needed
before I knew myself. His strength in persuasion tactics was likely
one of the reasons he was the successful, high-powered attorney
he’d become.

Young when my brother left for
college, we’d always been close, despite our age difference. I’d
come along unexpectedly during a dark time between my parents, but
Jackson had my back no matter what kind of stupid shit I
pulled—which was often. It was still that way between us. The bond
we shared was special and unique. As kids, he’d always taken at
least a few minutes out of his day to spend time with
me.

Always the strong controlling type,
Jackson was the person people stopped and listened to. Always a
leader. Always bold. Now, wealthy and successful, even though I was
his sister, I wasn’t blind. I knew he was good-looking and a total
catch for any lucky girl that could manage to snag him up. But he
insisted on the single life.

Wasn’t there a saying ‘Appreciate what
you have before it turns into what you had’? Well, no words could
be truer in my present life. One day I’d been arguing over curfew
with my mom and dad. The next, I was grounded because I rebelled
and stayed out until 12:30 instead of the midnight limit I’d
finally convinced them of. And then? I came home from school like
any other day to walk through the door into a house breathing
tension—and tears—because one of my parents had just been told they
had less than a year to live. One hour changed our family
forever.

Only weeks after that life-altering
day, the daddy that kissed all my boo-boos and held me tight when I
hurt ended. Then five months later, my mother was remarrying her
first husband and informing me that he was my biological father.
I’d hated her ever since.

He’s your real daddy,
Hartley. Give him a chance.

Fuck that! We had just buried my real
daddy.

Common knowledge that my mother ran
off to marry an older man at barely fifteen, little did I know that
she’d cheated on my daddy with that same man and ended up pregnant
with me.

I needed my daddy more
than ever right now and as much as I wanted a mother in my life,
she certainly didn’t need me. Nothing was important but the man she
called the one true love of her life, my so-called
real father. The man I
felt nothing for, other than a huge unforgivable grudge.


Chapter Two

 


Hartley

“This place is awesome,
Mandy! First floor, right across from the pool. And there’s a
beautiful stone fireplace. Shit, I wish you were here with me. I’ll
send pictures when I get settled. I think I’ll go soak in a bubble
bath before Jacks gets here.”

“Love you, Hartley. Be
happy.”

Nothing but a few measly storage boxes
resting next to the fireplace, they were all I could fit in my car,
and I honestly didn’t want anything else, other than the Thomas
Kinkaid lighthouse painting still hanging in the entry way. A
surprise on my birthday, I knew how much Bruce shelled out for the
classic. Somehow, it only seemed fair he should have it. A few
family photos and my favorite seventh-grade class picture rested on
top of the first box. Kelly Mayfield and I stood in the front row,
smiling like we were the happiest people on the planet with our
mouths displaying shiny, multi-colored metal braces and crazy hair.
I’d always cherished that picture for some silly reason. I broke my
stare from the old photo and headed toward the bathroom.

The water pressure was great. I wasn’t
used to that. I gave my favorite cherry blossom bubble bath a long
squeeze. Relaxing in hot bubbles sounded amazing, even though it
seemed unusually hot outside. Like most days, it made no difference
if the temperature was eighty, or only forty degrees, I couldn’t
get my feet warm. Soaking in gobs of scented bubbles always
helped.

With the lid back on the plastic
bottle, I set it aside and gave the water a quick temperature test
and walked to the kitchen while the tub filled. Modern
stainless-steel appliances filled the bright room and the nice big
pantry was roomy, and thanks to Jacks, filled with paper products
and rows of neatly stacked food. Almost convinced to attempt
improving my cooking skills, the thought disappeared the instant I
opened the door to a fully stocked refrigerator.

“Jeez, Jacks. You’re the
absolute best,” I whispered. A twelve-pack of Diet Cherry Vanilla
Dr. Pepper in the smaller bottles I preferred, rested on the top
shelf. “Just what the doctor ordered,” I whispered, the sound of
Bon Jovi’s Livin’ On A Prayer playing on my phone as ‘Mandy’
streamed across the screen.

“Hello …
again.”

“I know. I know. We just
talked, but I just want you to know how much I hope you can be
happy again, Hartley. It’s time.”

“Shit. Now I’m bawling,” I
whispered, just the thought she wasn’t across town any longer
opening up my emotions again.

“No more crying, Hartley.
Let’s focus on new beginnings … and a discount on a boob job for
me. These huge-ass jugs of mine are starting to sag. Mr. Big won’t
like that one bit. Something tells me saggage isn’t his
forte.”

“I love you, Mandy. And
hey, tell Mr. Big hello.” We both giggled. “And you know what I
think? Big is always better. Every single damn time.”

“Oh, my God. You’ve been
gone less than a week and you’re already sounding like a different
person. I don’t remember you being so … funny and shit.”

“Was I really that big a
monster?” I forced a small laugh, knowing she was right. I did need
to learn to be happy without a man being priority. Maybe a little
sex down the road, but no expectations.

“No. I didn’t mean it like
that. It’s just that … well yeah. I meant it like that. See what
ridding yourself of his itty-bitty dick did? You’re already
happier. Now you can find a good man, Hartley. With a good thick
dick.”

“OMG. Stop.” I laughed.
“Besides, you’re sure eating your words about using men for a quick
romp in the hay. You’ve been with this guy for how long
now?”

“You’re right. But hell,
Hartley. He treats me good. And his assets, well, you
know.”

“Yep. So you’ve
said.”

Bruce wasn’t the only man I’d had sex
with and definitely not Spartacus between the legs. Regardless of
his average-sized penis, it was gonna take some time to move on.
I’d lived in a bubble where he was concerned for so long that I’d
overlooked the inevitable. I’d thought I was content.

Companionship. Decent sex. No worries
about money.

All that was good, but I’d foolishly
overlooked the most important aspect—respect.

Five minutes later, something sounded
weird as I rambled back toward the bedroom.

“Well excellent! I just
flooded my new damn apartment. Gotta go.”

Fuck tons of water sprayed violently
from the bath tub hydrant, the floor already covered and the
carpeting in the adjoining bedroom becoming saturated. I turned off
the faucet, wiping water from my face.

“Shit!” Only four towels
to my name, I needed twice that many.

“Double freaking
shit.”

Three rolls of paper towels later, the
water was sufficiently cleaned up off the floor, but the carpeting
in the bedroom was definitely spent. In dry clothes, I pulled my
hair back into a ponytail, hesitating a few seconds and staring
into the mirror, hoping like hell this move was a good
one.

Tempted to call Mandy yet again, I
opted to unpack a box or two instead. While I reached for the
school picture I loved, a knock on the front door startled me and
the photo fell from my hands, cracking the glass right across the
middle.

“Fuck a freaking
duck.”

When I opened the door, I was almost
emotional as I looked at my big brother for the first time in
nearly a year. Immaculately dressed in a suit that likely cost more
than I had in my savings account, a scowl covered his face as he
barked at someone on his phone.

“What do you mean he won’t
take the fucking plea bargain? Talk to the narcissistic jackass
again!” He shoved his phone in his suit pocket.

“Jacks!” I hugged him.
“Holy hell. The facial hair rocks. You look hot, even if you are my
brother.”

“Thanks, Coco.” With a
smile, I rolled my eyes at the nickname I was pretty confident he’d
call me until the apocalypse.

“How’s the apartment? It’s
nice, isn’t it?”

“Shit tons nicer than the
way you just talked to that poor person on the phone.”

Still scowling, “It’s just
business.”

“The apartment rocks.
You’re the bomb, Jacks. I promise I’ll pay you back every cent one
day. I just had to get away from Topeka. And Bruce.”

“Piss on Bruce. I’d
genuinely like to beat his motherfucking ass.”

“I know. He’ll never
change. I don’t know why I ever thought he would.” For seconds, we
were both silent.

“How are things with you?
Are you seeing anybody?”

“I’m great. Just staying
busy. And no, I don’t have a girlfriend, Coco.”

I sighed, knowing he was still the
same player he was last time I saw him.

“Hey, you hungry? Wanna go
grab a bite?”

“Okay. Sure. I had
Whataburger hours ago, and that’s all I’ve had.” I could only
smile, knowing exactly what my brother’s reaction would be. He only
ate clean food for the most part. Of course, I was the exact
opposite. Whataburger was one of my weekly food groups. I could
pretty much recite the entire menu.

“Let me guess. You’re
still eating fast food three days a week. Do you ever partake in
any foods that require actual cooking?”

“Whatever, Jackson. A
person can’t live on gross-ass tofu and shit. Plus, it’s
un-American not to like greasy burgers.”

About to lay on more exaggerated flack
about his healthy eating habits, I remembered the disaster in my
bathroom. “Oh, by the way, I have a small problem.” We walked
toward the drenched mess.

“What the hell happened?”
Wet towels and soggy paper towels covered the tiled
floor.

“I was gonna take a bubble
bath. I walked into the kitchen while the water was running and
came back to this. I used all the paper towels and the only bath
towels I own. I guess the faucets are bad.” I noticed his expensive
camel-colored shoes, probably new.

“Crap, Jacks. Unless you
want to get those thousand buck shoes wet, I’d step back just a
little.” He playfully wrapped an arm around my neck.

“Christ. Get your things,
brat. You can stay with me until they get this fixed. We’ll stop by
the management office on our way out.”

“Are you sure? I don’t
want to impose. Besides, I’m not so sure about listening to
headboards banging against the wall and moaning women. You know …
with all your meaningless fuck meets.”

“Get your shit, Coco.
Let’s go get you some real food with actual nutritional value. I’ll
bring you back after we eat so you can follow me to my
apartment.”

“You’re so weird,” I
teased, punching him in the arm.

“I guess I can struggle a
few days without any…” He winked. “Fuck meets as you call them.”
The sound of his ringing cell phone ended what I knew was an
uncomfortable conversation for my very private brother, which he
looked at and returned to his pocket without answering.

“Besides, I leave for L.A.
tomorrow on business. I’ll be gone a couple of days. Oh, and a
friend of mine is crashing at my place while his condo is
repainted. You probably won’t even see him. He owns a night club
and doesn’t get in until 2:00 AM or later, but be careful. He
waltzes around naked a lot. Crazy motherfucker’s proud as hell of
his body.”

“Oh. Ohh. Okay. Thanks for the
warning.”

 



Chapter Three

 


Hartley

Some of the best sleep I’d had in
months, I suddenly awoke to what sounded like running
water.

Was someone whistling?

“God, I love this bed.”
Bright rays of subtle sunlight peaked through the floor-to-ceiling
window across from where I slept as I watched the charcoal-colored
solar shades slowly open with one quick press of a remote
control.

“So cool,” I mumbled. The
bedroom overlooked a large pool area with a million assorted
flowers in intricately designed beds. The Heights at Park Lane
Towers was located in the upper Greenville area. Stunning and
expensive, Jackson’s penthouse filled the top floor of the
twenty-story high-rise building. As District Attorney, I knew he’d
done well, but holy freaking shit. This place even had its own
private elevator. Apparently, DAs made more than I
realized.

Jacks had a business trip. I should
have gotten out of bed and said goodbye when I heard him leave at a
dreadful 4:30 AM, but I was so tired. And this bed was so stinking
comfortable. Up until midnight, we’d rehashed over old times,
devouring a double pepperoni pizza I’d convinced him to order,
still hungry after picking at the totally tasteless quinoa salad
he’d convinced me to try at dinner.

Ultimately, I should have dragged my
lazy ass from this bed. Maybe got him some coffee or offered to
make him breakfast. The man needed a damn wife. It didn’t matter if
he was the next Warren Buffett and could afford hired help and
anything else he wanted. My brother needed
companionship.

I reached for my phone. It was an
incoming text from Mandy.

This place is a fucking rat
hole. I just chased a roach the size of Mr. Big’s dick out the
front door. I swear he was staring me. This filthy place is
inexcusable. Sorry for the rant. Hope your day is better than my
morning.

Now I felt like total crap.

Sorry Mandy.

Not all that surprising, the messages
were already dwindling from Bruce. The weird thing was, in the
past, every time he cheated and begged my forgiveness, I always got
that desperate feeling in the pit of my stomach. The one where I
knew I shouldn’t trust him, but just wanted to so badly. Today,
that feeling wasn’t there. Everything out of his mouth was simply …
repetitive.

I love you, Hartley. We
have a life together. We have history. I’ll get help. Please come
home, baby. I miss you like hell. Blah, blah, blah.

Dressed in boy-short panties and a
scraggly white tank top, I forced myself from the most comfortable
sleeping apparatus known to planet Earth, venturing off in search
of a coffee pot in my brother’s fancy ass kitchen with its
whitewashed cabinets, commercial-grade stainless steel appliances
and floor of dark brown, hand-scraped wood. One hand covering a
yawn while the other swiped at another dinging text, it was
unbeknownst that one click on a simple e-message from Mandy would
change my entire life.

“Fuck! Crap!”

I dropped my phone, grabbing the
stinging elbow I’d slammed against the wall and hoping like hell my
screen wasn’t shattered. My funny bone sure appeared to
be.

“Son of a bitch!” Bending
over toward my iPhone, the sight of long feet and hair-covered
toned legs filled my eyes, flustering me with such a
discombobulation that all I could manage was to stand. Staring. In
awe.

Only inches in front of me was a
freaking sex god.

And he was bare-ass naked!

Shit. And damn.

Damn. And shit.

Completely exposed and nude, the man
stood in front of me with a head of semi-dark messy hair brushed
with blonde highlights. My vision blurred, my gaze dropping to the
perfectly bare crotch that wasn’t even covered by the likes of a
hand, my cheeks flaming with modesty as I gawked at what rested
between his legs. Dear God. It was the longest dick I’d ever seen
and unless my eyes were playing tricks on me, it seemed to be
turning thick. I stared for I don’t know how long, my head rushing
with fantasies of pure, rough, nasty, brutal, toe-bending
orgasms.

I’d seen dicks before. Three to be
exact.

Nothing like the one only inches in
front of me.

“Well, well. Such big bad
words for such a tiny beautiful lady. See something you like, sweet
thing? Go ahead. Feel free to look closer, or even touch. He’s
pretty impressive, isn’t he?” I closed my eyes for a few short
seconds, swallowing hard as I rubbed my throbbing elbow.

His voice was deep and manly with a
slight inkling of seduction, setting off every possible scenario
between my legs that I’d sworn off. Was this Jackson’s friend that
he mentioned? Another player no doubt.

“What?” I asked, easing my
eyes open.

One long forefinger brushed the bottom
of his lip as his sky-blue gaze tunneled through my eyes, the clear
attempt at intimidation obvious through his penetrating
stare.

In an unsuccessful attempt to adjust
to what I was seeing, my mouth only dropped at the stranger’s
brazen boldness. Heart racing, the sound of his voice crushed the
air from my lungs.

When my eyes finally lifted, the
strumming sensations in my core sprang toward the already
uncomfortable inferno now raging between my legs. The universe’s
most flawless grin covered his outrageously sculpted face as he
stood in front of me gloriously naked, the fervor in his stare
blazing with heat. Unruffled and composed, he defined sexy to a
whole new Merriam-Webster. Plus, there was all that going on
between his legs.

God have mercy.

And he was totally getting off on my
visible embarrassment as he took a step closer.

The thin tank top I’d slept in for
years was worn and scroungy. In an attempt to cover my hardening
nipples that were embarrassingly visible underneath my favorite
worn sleep shirt, I wrapped both arms around my chest, my panties
coating themselves with a sudden burst of flames.

Holy hell! Hot didn’t even begin to
describe what stood in front of me.

My breath hitched as I slowly returned
his stare, fixated by this stranger standing face to face with
me.

But wait! I knew that face!

The piercing blue eyes.

The expressive shine of clear irises
resembling the ocean.

And the hair I’d once dreamed of
running my hands through … Jesus help me. Now I was envisioning my
fingers tugging against the thick tresses as his lips brushed my
inner thighs, listening to the both of us moan through sexual
ecstasy.

Every bit as striking as it was in
seventh grade, his face was beautiful. Just more mature and filled
out, his jaw now squared and shadowed in a panty-melting light
sweeping of stubble.

No longer the cute boy from shop
class. Now a man.

Justin Wisely.

I was gonna marry him one day. I’d
sworn to it. Made my best childhood friend, Kelly Mayfield, pinkie
swear to be my Maid of Honor when that day came. Three babies, a
two-story house with him and two dogs, we were destined to grow
blissfully old and happy together.

Seventh-grade shop class was where it
all began. Where all the cute boys were according to Kelly.
Insisting we take the class as our elective. Me hating every minute
of it … until that one day.

When he walked through the
door.

I was giddy. I giggled a lot. So
handsome, he measured at least five-foot-nine. Tall and thin,
muscle rippled through his arms. And his eyes. They were blue like
the tropics of the ocean, while his hair was a thick medium brown,
laced with specks of natural-looking highlights, long enough to
flip up just enough on the ends to look sexy and just a little
untidy in a good kind of way.

Other than an occasional smile when he
read my love notes, he never spoke a single word to me. Even so,
I’d loved him the first time I saw him.

Generally late, and that was if he
showed up at all for the first-period elective, he was clearly the
oldest boy in class and it was a mystery why he was still in middle
school. Didn’t matter two shits to me. I couldn’t have cared less.
In my eyes, he was the most handsome boy I’d ever seen.

The last note Kelly ever slipped him,
I’d spent extra time the night before tracing flowers across the
front, trying to get them just right.

Do you have a girlfriend?
I think you’re so cute.

Oddly enough, a few weeks into school,
he stopped coming entirely and I never saw him again.

Well over six feet now, his body was
outrageously toned and hard, causing a sexual pull between my
thighs to ripple like a large clap of loud thunder. Through wet
tousled hair, I could tell it was short and stylish, not the long
shaggy strands from the past. But there was no covering up the
darkish brown hue with natural blond highlights that I remembered
just like yesterday. It was the same.

His neck and shoulders had thickened,
the two dark nipples on his chiseled chest hard and erect,
surrounded by just a light dusting of hair leading to a ripped
stomach with muscle so hard and precise that I had a longing to run
my palm across every inch before trailing my finger down and over
the perfect dark trail making its way to that larger than life
penis most definitely fronting an equally gorgeous ass.
Half-sleeves of tattoos covered both toned arms that intertwined
with a larger one crossing his chest.

Dear Jesus. Christ
Almighty.

Today though, something was greatly
different from the boy I remembered. His face gleamed. Exuded
certainty and pride. And to say he was confident in his own skin
had to be the understatement of all times, being that he was
standing completely naked in front of me, not even bothering to
cover the overly-large muscle between his legs.

I choked back a gulp. “Oh … sorry,” I
stuttered. “I hit my funny bone.”

He doesn’t recognize
me.

He cocked his head
slightly.

“Nice to meet you… Coco.
That’s quite some name. Your brother mentioned I might run into
you.” A long-fingered hand reached toward me for a handshake. “I
don’t think he meant quite like this.” He smiled as I fought the
grin threatening my own mouth, all the while his eyes moving down
and over his nudity before quickly moving back up and over my
torso.

“I’m Justin, by the way.
Justin Wisely.”

His eyes dropped toward my chest as my
cheeks flamed, clearly able to see straight through my tank top.
Strangely, my attraction to him was so intense, I almost felt at
ease under his gaze. It was deep-rooted. Almost natural.

“Now, do we need to get
you some ice for that elbow?” he asked in his low sensual tone. My
face heated to the point of a burn as his grin widened.

“No. It’s okay. Thanks …
Justin.”

And I know who you
are.

“So, you’re the little
sister he speaks of. Jackson tells me you’re going to be handling
the medical insurance end of things for Tyler. You’ll like him.
He’s a good guy.” He laughed, giving his head a small shake. “Other
than the small fact that he’s known to be a heinous
boss.”

His teeth were perfectly white and
straight through his smile. A small hidden dimple jumped out on his
left side that I didn’t remember, setting off a few million
butterflies in my stomach as he stood naked, introducing himself
like nothing was out of the ordinary. As if he wasn’t in front of a
strange woman flaunting his impressive dick and beautiful bare,
inked-up body.

The entire lunacy of this preposterous
situation had me choking back a laugh.

“Heinous, huh? Well,
hopefully that’s not true. I’m actually pretty excited. Or I was.”
I returned his smile.

Get a freaking grip,
Hartley.

But what the hell was I supposed to
say?

A gorgeous naked man with an exposed
massive penis posing like a nude model was mere inches away as I
stood almost bare myself with nipples like rockets, my panties
moist, sporting hideous bed hair. How was I expected to freaking
act? Especially when it happened to be the man I’d dreamed of
marrying and having babies with since I was a kid.

I felt foolish … in a good way. My
eyes were at war trying to avoid his outrageously beautiful body,
every muscle between my thighs throbbing. He, on the other hand,
was nothing but confident and composed.

With a quick nod, his dark eyebrows
rose. He seemed nice. Maybe a little cocky. Definitely arrogant. He
had a sense of humor, too, which I liked, but what stood out the
most was the fact he was without a doubt sure of himself, that
protective-shield personality in middle school gone. He glowed with
confidence and something in his eyes soundlessly told me he knew
who I was.

“Umm … so how do you know
my brother? And Tyler Yates?” The bewitching face of the stranger
that really wasn’t unfamiliar had me struggling back and forth
between his eyes and the action going on between his gorgeous toned
legs.

A quick clearing of his throat, I
embarrassingly lifted my wandering eyes, my chest thundering like
the drum of a heavy metal band. The corner of his lip raised back
into that small grin again as I placed a hand over my mouth,
choking back laughter. How the hell was a girl supposed to
concentrate with a sex-oozing, tatted-up body so close?

“Jeez, could you at least
… cover that thing?” I fought busting out laughing. Something about
this entire meeting was funny as hell. Holy crapness. How could men
just stand around naked and think nothing of it? If I said ‘Hey,
let’s go to the kitchen and get some coffee?’ would he just prance
down the hall and place his bare ass in a chair? Women never did
that.

His brow lifted as he flashed that
same orgasmic grin again.

“My wish is your command,
Coco.” His reply smooth, he dramatically dropped two hands over his
abundant crotch. I pulled my lips between my teeth fighting the
laugh that tried escaping once again.

“I’ve known Tyler since I
was a kid. And I actually met your brother a few years ago at a
social event.

A kid? Was Tyler from
Topeka? It didn’t say that on the
internet.

“Oh.” I glanced at his
left hand.

He wasn’t wearing a wedding ring, but
then lots of men chose not to. It didn’t mean he wasn’t married
with a slew of kids and another in the oven.

“I was about to go get
breakfast. I’d love your company.” His eyes lit up and that tiny
dimple reappeared as a small smile snaked up his face, highlighting
the perfect five-o’clock shadow darkening his jaw.

Towering over me, he leaned
closer.

“Or we could always stay
right here, sweet thing … naked, just like this. Either way works
perfectly for me.” My cheeks warmed as he winked, glancing down my
torso. Jeez, staying here, naked, suddenly seemed like it would
work perfectly for me, too. Warmth swelled between my
legs.

His eyes teasing, he raked a hand
through his mostly dry hair, his arm bulging with muscle through
the shadowing of tattoos. Still naked, still refusing to keep his
crotch covered, or better yet just grab some damn shorts or
something, he was behaving like what was happening was the most
natural thing in the world. A rush of fever swarmed my chest along
with another jolt of charged energy way down low into my belly, as
I forced my eyes from that incredibly formed small trail of dark
hair leading to the amazing garden of perfection below.

Sweet Mother Mary and
Joseph.

Another broad smile covered his face,
my cheeks blistering for the umpteenth time.

“Breakfast sounds great,”
I said hoarsely, fighting the giggle that refused to quit. “Umm,
can you give me a few minutes?” I whispered, stuttering over my
words as gratification lit up his eyes.

Good lord, Hartley. Act
like an adult. You’ve seen a man naked before.

He moved closer, any nearer and his
huge penis would be sweeping my skin and torching the small area
between my legs. I immediately stepped backward, my back brushing
the wall as I heated with more awkwardness.

And something else.

Everything I swore I
wouldn’t.

Lust.

Longing.

Wonder.

He flashed another smile. Did he
recognize me? I couldn’t decide.

As he turned around, more
inappropriate thoughts rushed my head as he gave me a small dose of
delicious eye candy that involved his nicely sculpted hard ass.
Dumbfounded as he strolled casually into the bathroom, I swallowed
the huge mass filling my throat.

That’s one fine-looking
gluteus maximus.

Something was adhered to his left hip.
What the heck was that?

“Absolutely … Coco. Take
all the time you need.”

I started to tell him who I was,
disappointed in myself at how badly I suddenly wanted him to
know.

“It’s Hartley…” I
whispered instead.


Chapter Four

 


Justin

It feels like a lifetime
since I’ve seen her.

All I’d wanted after a restless night
of waking up at the ass-crack of dawn, despite working until the
early morning hours, was a cold bottle of water to ease the arid
Sahara in my mouth, followed by a relaxing hot shower and a strong
cup of coffee. The last thing I ever imagined waking up to was the
girl I’d hammered off to a hundred times in my youth.

Hartley Shipman…

Only minutes ago, Jackson’s little
sister, who he called Coco, appeared in front of me, bending over
to pick up her cellphone, a long stream of expletives falling from
her mouth as I focused in on the delicate cheeks of her ass peaking
from the edges of her panties.

First blunder of the
day.

My towel I’d dried off with remained
exactly where I’d left it—hanging on the shower door. Meaning one
thing. My dick was stiffening in front of the doe-eyed beauty from
my past and I couldn’t do a damn thing to ease the swelling. The
backstabbing traitor. And unfortunately, the minute my eyes caught
her nipples coming to life underneath the paper-thin shirt she
wore, along with her tongue brushing across her thick lips, it was
too late. My bared cock stiffened to pure steel before I could get
my actual shit together and grab my motherfucking pants and take
yet a second shower. One involving icy cold water.

In the past, a sub distracting me like
that earned punishment. A good long spanking or maybe twenty-four
hours with extreme discomfort involving orgasm denial.

Not this one.

This girl was nobody’s sub.

Onto second blunder of the
day.

I wanted her! Flawless skin bearing
resemblance to a fine porcelain.

Big brown sparkling eyes similar to
creamy, sweet milk chocolate.

And lastly, full moist pink lips that
spread into the most amazing smile that lit up the glow in her
cheeks as she scrambled to pry her gaze from my awakening
boner.

Christ! I pulled my boots on. As soon
as she got dressed, I was taking this beauty to breakfast. Food was
leaning toward the very back burner right now, as all I could think
of was the way she kept dropping her eyes, fighting like hell to
avoid my stare. This was a huge submissive move, though probably
not being done consciously.

Full of anticipation with what was
probably going to be the breakfast of all champions, my Dom moves
were creeping up on me. I needed to know this girl from my past. I
wanted my hands on her. Inside her. Memorizing every crack. Every
crevice. Every perfectly-aligned freckle covering the bridge of her
nose. Every hair on her beautiful head.

The strange thing was, she didn’t
think I recognized her. Her eyes said it all.

Should I tell her? Fuck, I didn’t
know.

Would she even remember? Christ,
probably not.

How I hadn’t put two and two together
on who ‘Coco’ was when Jackson spoke of his sister, showed my level
of idiocy. Yet, the nickname had thrown me.

Jackson was the District Attorney for
Dallas County, doing only God knows what on the side. A DA’s salary
range was easily obtainable online. Jackson’s lifestyle proved he
exceeded that ladder by a long shot. Nevertheless, a club regular
and one of Venture’s original members, we were anything but close.
I personally didn’t even care for the uptight fuckwit, but he was
an outstanding attorney, along with one of the strongest Doms I
knew. One of the most demanding I’d come across in this business,
he showed very little mercy on his subs. A quick recollection of
his special locked room made me grin. I wondered if his little
sister had stumbled across that yet. Thoughts of introducing her to
the palm of my hand tightened my dick even more. Though, those days
were over. I’d hurt someone once. I wouldn’t give myself a chance
to make that mistake twice.

Dressed and ready, my focus was on one
thing—getting a long delicious taste of her amazingly wet pleasure
and filling her warmth with my full cock.

Jesus, why was my mind even wandering
that direction?

We were simply two old
friends reconnecting literally.

Nothing more.

Keep telling yourself
that, Wisely.


Chapter Five

 


Hartley

Moving to Texas was meant for one
thing only—closure from Bruce. Not running into Justin.

Only a kid when I knew him, he was a
handsome fantasy in the make-believe life of a teenage
girl.

Now he was grown. And hot as sin.
Confident and sure, two qualities that tripled my heat level. And
that look he had when he smiled with his eyes.

That look.

Along with the deep sensual rasp to
his voice that gave me crazy ideas of his lips brushing my neck,
whispering in my ear as his hard erection brushed my
sex.

The bathroom was still humid and
smelled like him. The glass door bled condensation from his shower,
which I assumed was his second of the morning. Something was sexy
about that. My hands inadvertently reached for my tightened
breasts, squeezing my nipples between my fingers, the rush between
my legs only intensifying as I visualized the hands touching me
belonging to him.

“What the hell?” I
whispered.

As much as I wanted to tell him who I
was, I wouldn’t. Feeling like this was the last thing I
needed.

Thirty minutes later, dressed in my
favorite ankle jeans and a simple off-white lacy top, I put on
brown, three-inch booties and stuck some large silver hoops through
my pierced ears.

Justin was standing in Jackson’s
kitchen, his eyes locking on mine as he slid his cellphone into the
pocket of his jeans. My stomach turned nervous flips as his glare
sliced through mine. Simple distressed faded denims were tight and
hugging his ass to perfection. Along with what I knew he carried
upfront, he looked absolutely good enough to inhale. His black
Henley was unsnapped at the top, hugging his wide shoulders and
showcasing his flat stomach, while the pushed-up sleeves displayed
the edges of sexy artwork on his arms. Square-toed boots covered
his feet. Shit kickers. I’d never really liked them. Today, they
took on a whole new meaning.

The simple fact that I knew very
little about this man didn’t keep me from feeling I’d give my right
arm just to reach out and touch him.

He stared at me with amusement. “You
okay, Coco?”

Shit. I have to stop
staring.

I nodded.

He placed a hand firmly on my lower
back right above my ass. Such a simple move, yet one that set off
every live wire in my body.

I couldn’t take my eyes off him, that
same shit-eating grin covering his amazing face—the one he’d
flashed me when he caught me red-handed checking out the amazing
amount of whatever the hell he had going on between his thighs the
first time. And the second.

Heart-stopping. Stupefying.
Beautiful.

Long…

Thick…

Did he say something or am
I just hearing my hammering pulse?

He winked, his eyes beaming with a
hidden smile.

“You ready?”

“I am,” I answered
quietly, the simple response lodged deep in my throat.

I snatched up my purse sitting on the
counter beside the cinnamon rolls I’d picked up from 7-11,
squeezing the chain-linked strap against my shoulder like it could
give me a sense of strength. Justin glanced down, his palm still
brushing the small of my back while the area between his eyes
thinned.

“Is your brother fucking
three?”

“No. They’re mine,” I
shrugged. “And the icing is the best part. I never eat the
rest.”

“That’s honestly something
I can say I’ve never seen anyone do before.” Justin shook his head
teasingly, his bright white teeth shining through the enormous
smile on his face, stabbing currents of what felt like a
battery-operated charge galvanizing my skin.

“You smell amazing by the
way,” he whispered against my neck, pressing his hand into my back
and leading us to the front door. Insane chills sprinted all the
way down to my toes from his warm breath, painfully intense in my
nipples. Every element of this man bled power and sexuality,
arousing everything inside me I swore I wouldn’t allow.

“Even if you are only
three, and waste the main part of a perfectly good cinnamon
roll.”

He reached around my waist and grabbed
the door. Jesus, he was the one that smelled like
heaven.

The sound of his agate gray Porsche
911 was loud and sexy. He’d grown up needy and poor, but there was
definitely nothing impecunious about him now. How much did a car
like that even cost? Plush burgundy leather seats were lined with
gray trim, the smell similar to how I envisioned a rugged terrain.
I lowered myself into the seat, inhaling the scent of the expensive
upgraded leather.

“Nice….”

They boarded up this water
town

Ain’t nobody hangin’
round

Another grey September
day

Was I crazy to think she’d
stay

Jesus, that song gave me chills.
Justin’s long fingers tapped against the steering wheel.Who was
that singing? I liked it.

A diner? Justin was backing into an
end parking spot at a small, brightly blue-painted eating
establishment of some sort. He jumped out and quickly opened my car
door, reaching for my hand.

“After you.” He flashed
that smile again. “Donna’s Diner has some of the best breakfast in
the city,” Justin said as we were seated in the blue and black
booth. “I’m a little partial to the mom and pop kinds of places
though.” He raked his fingers through his hair, clearing his
throat. His blue eyes didn’t budge as his gaze caught mine. “I’m
pretty certain they have outstanding pastries, too.”

“Whatever.” I laughed.
“Hey, what was the music you were playing in the car?” His eyes
went wide.

“Jason Aldean. I take it
you’re not familiar with his music?” I nodded. Not much of a
country music lover, rock music flowed through my
bloodstream.

“How have you really been
… Hartley?” Brows lifting, only a slight smile covered his thick
mouth as our eyes locked. Suddenly, we weren’t sitting in the
middle of a crowded eatery. There was only us. Two long lost
friends who had never really had the opportunity to know each
other, but always wanted to.

He didn’t forget
me.

“What?” I whispered.
“You’ve known who I was this whole time?”

“How in hell could I ever
forget you, sweet thing? Did you really believe I didn’t recognize
you?”

With a quick shake of his head, he
held a hand out across the table. I laced my fingertips through
his, returning the slight squeeze. Billows of blue flooded through
his irises while his pupils dilated into passion.

“Why don’t you tell me
what you’ve been up to all these years and where Jackson got the
name Coco from? That has to be an interesting story.”

I looked him straight in the face, a
little apprehensive about fessing up to how I got the silly
nickname, and especially admitting that my long-time boyfriend had
cheated on me for years, but decided what the hell. I’d go with
it.

“My nickname,” I giggled.
“Pretty silly, I know, but I was a finicky eater growing up. I
wouldn’t drink milk or eat cheese, or much of anything else for
that matter.”

“The cinnamon rolls. Was
that one of your hang-ups, too?” His heart-stopping eyes were
smiling at me again.

“Hey, now,” I responded,
narrowing my eyes.

“God, this is so
embarrassing … but Jacks convinced me that his hot cocoa laced with
vanilla tasted exactly like our mom’s chocolate chip coconut
cookies. He’d mix it up for me when he was home and stir it exactly
one hundred times saying that was his own personal magic trick to
make it taste good. That’s where the nickname came from. Silly,
isn’t it?”

“Are you still a finicky
eater?”

“No. Not really.” His
eyebrows lifted teasingly.

“And sadly enough, I dated
the same guy since I was a freshman. Bruce Shirley. Did you know
him?” Justin shrugged.

“No.”

“I moved in with him after
high school. I shouldn’t have done that. He cheated … a lot.” I
stared into my water, too ashamed to look anywhere else. “It just
kind of became routine. We should have ended things years
ago.”

“Hey, look at me.” I
glanced into his blue eyes as he reached for my hand. He felt sorry
for me, the last thing I wanted.

“Don’t feel bad for what
he did, Hartley. He’s nothing but a pathetic loser.”

“No. It’s just that, I
mean, there are so many beautiful women. They’re everywhere. It’s
impossible not to…” He tightened his grip against my
hand.

“Why would you make
excuses for him, sweet thing? He’s a cheating fuck. Don’t you know
how beautiful and desirable you are?” With a fixed stare, his eyes
were still. “If you were mine, I wouldn’t even know a man from a
woman, a cat from a dog, day from night. I’d only know that small
row of freckles on your face. Those brown eyes that change color
when you’re anxious. There wouldn’t be anything else.”

I couldn’t move, my sex clenching
tightly as his words shot straight through the alive area between
my legs.

“Hey, I’m sorry if I
stepped over a line. I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable. You
just deserve so much better.”

“It’s okay,” I
whispered.

“Things always happen for
a reason, Hartley. And I can’t take my eyes off you.”

Slivers of emotion filled my eyes. How
was I supposed to respond to that? Before I could figure it out, he
was leaning his long torso across the table and crushing his lips
against mine, thrusting his tongue inside and kissing me … and
kissing me … and kissing me some more.

My chest hammered, while
the area between my legs blistered heat as he threaded his long
fingertips through my hair and ravaged my mouth with his agile
tongue. Sweet Jesus.

Finally, he sat back. My lips swollen
and bruised, my chest palpitated, knowing my nipples were like
darts underneath my thin shirt.

“Have you ever been kissed
like that, Hartley?”

I nodded. “No.” Bruce was a good
kisser. He was. But not like that.

“Did he make you
come?” Well, hello. Nothing like getting straight to the point.

I grabbed my water and pulled the
straw to my lips, drinking about half the glass. Self-conscious and
unsure, Justin was staring straight in my eyes. Just like he’d done
when he was naked, he acted like what he was asking was just
ordinary talk.

“Did he, Hartley? Was he a
good lover?” This was uncomfortable. I rolled the glass of water
between my hands. Right now, it was my security blanket.

“I don’t know,” I
whispered, shaking my head in disbelief at his blatant questions.
Bruce wasn’t a bad lover. He kissed okay. He was nice to look at. I
really hadn’t ever thought about whether or not he was actually
good at what he was doing. I loved him. Wasn’t that what mattered
most?

“That’s what I thought,”
he whispered.

The waitress appeared with
two plates covered with eggs, bacon, sausage and hash
browns. Perfect timing.
A bowl filled with huge biscuits sat on the tray,
while a thickly iced cinnamon roll rested on a plate beside
it.

“Don’t forgot those
biscuits, Janet. And that nice cinnamon roll for the beautiful lady
here.” He laughed, pushing the monstrous pastry toward
me.

“Wouldn’t think of it,
sweetheart,” the waitress responded with a wink.

I returned the smile as she topped off
my water, suddenly thinking about my mother, even though I didn’t
know exactly why.

“Can I get you two love
birds anything else?” Justin’s focus was knifelike as his eyes
burned through mine, my nipples again thickening
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