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      A Friends-to-lovers/Curvy Girl Romance

      

      Johnny

      Harper Rhodes and I were just kids when we promised to be each other’s first everything. I’m not sure if she thought I was kidding or lying. All I know is she’s left town because she thinks I got another woman pregnant. Little does she know I’ve been saving everything for her. Every kiss. Every touch. Every filthy-fueled fantasy. I’m tired of waiting. Harper belongs to me and it’s time she understood that.

      Harper

      When we were kids, I thought Johnny Crawford and I would be best friends forever. Then we grew up. Johnny got stupid  hot and I got, well, just really stupid. As in I fell in love with him. I saved myself for him because I never could imagine anyone else touching me. Now he wants to cash in on those promises we made. Am I just practice for him until something better comes along, or has he really been saving himself just for me all this time?
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      Harper

       

      I stare at the words on my phone until they blur, the tears gathering in my eyes making them impossible to see. But it doesn’t matter, I’ve already committed them to memory.

       

      
        
        
        Rory Reynolds is expecting! The owner of the small hobby farm and traveling petting zoo has been knocked up by one of the two remaining Crawford brothers. But just who is the father-to-be? Did Rory catch the eye of the elusive playboy, Hayes, or the heart of the youngest, Johnny?

      

      

      

       

      I have no one to be angry with but myself. I’m twenty-two years old and I’ve spent the better part of the last eight years being stupidly in love with my best friend, Johnny Crawford. That’s on me. I should have known better. I mean we barely made sense as friends let alone as a couple, still my stupid heart wanted what it wanted.

      Is it a pathetic cliché that what my chubby, dorky heart wants is his handsome blond face? Yes. Yes it is.

      In my defense (and in defense of my stupid dorky heart), I don’t just want his handsome face and hot body. Johnny is so much more than just a hot guy.

      He’s a good guy. The best guy.

      At least, that’s what I’ve been telling myself all along.

      Maybe it’s foolish to be secretly in love with your best friend, but when your best friend is as great as Johnny is, how could I help it?

      Except, now I’m questioning everything. Doubting everything.

      Maybe this means that Johnny isn’t the great guy I think he is.

      Maybe I’ve been deluding myself all these years and he’s a jerk who sleeps with women he barely knows.

      That would suck.

      You know what would suck even more?

      If Johnny is the great guy I think he is.

      Because if I know him as well as I think I do, then he’s going to do the right thing. He’s going to step up. He’s going to marry her and make lots of stupidly beautiful babies with her.

      Either way, my heart gets broken, I get left behind. Like fucking always.

      Like the super mature woman I am, I scream into my pillow, then kick my heels into my mattress. A little tantrum never hurt anyone. But now I need to be done. Also, I need to get my chubby ass out of town, especially before Johnny gets into town.

      Because I know he’s coming. He’s recently graduated from college and is moving back to Saddle Creek from Austin with his shiny degree. I need to figure things out before I see him again. It is time for me to get over Johnny once and for all.

      It takes me only fifteen minutes to grab some stuff, then toss it in my old compact car. I turn on my angry playlist—which I’ve been listening to a lot lately—and head out of town.

      My parents will be pissed, but this is the first and only time I’ve ever bailed on them. And I happen to know that Olive Herrington is coming into town and since she lived with my family for a year and worked at our ice cream shop during that time, she can help out while I’m gone. I hate leaving her since technically she’s coming to see me. But I also am not a complete fool and I know that she’s been in love with my older brother, Baker, for years.

      He’s been “moving home soon” for a while now. Ever since an injury ended his professional baseball career. But I’m pretty sure I know how to get him into town quickly. So I press the call button.

      “Hey big brother,” I say, careful to keep my tone even so he doesn’t hear my sadness. Thankfully, Baker is not the kind of guy who is super in touch with his own emotions, let alone anyone else’s. So if there are traces of my emotional despair lingering in my voice, he misses them. “You said to call if I ever needed you. I need you.”

      “What’s going on?” he asks, his tone gruff.

      The scrubby juniper trees and stunted oaks pass by out my window as I drive north towards Inks Lake, where our parents own a cabin. Inks is one of a chain of lakes that trail across central Texas. Inks is far enough from Austin and San Antonio that it’s still mostly cottages, locals, and a sprawling state park. It’s the perfect place to get lost for a few days. Or longer if I need it. “This weekend is PeachFest,” I say.

      “And?” he asks.

      PeachFest is the biggest tourist weekend of the year, aside from the Bluebonnet Festival. Listen, small towns in Texas love their festivals. Since our family’s ice cream shop, Sprinkles, sits in the center of town, this weekend generates a lot of business.

      I take a deep, cleansing breath. “Mom’s gonna freak out, but I’ve left town.” I don’t give Baker any time to ask me questions or make comments, I just barrel forward. “I know you’re wondering what the hell I’m thinking leaving the shop on such a busy weekend and frankly, I’m not ready to talk about it yet.”

      “Are you in danger?”

      “No. I’m safe.”

      “What do you need?” he asks.

      “I know it’s a lot to ask, but can you go home and work the shop? Also, you can be there to greet Olive when she gets in town. I feel terrible for leaving before she arrives, but I had to get out of town.”

      I barely hear the audible suck in of a breath Baker does.

      “Did you say Olive is going to be there?”

      “Yes.” I bite down on my lip. This was definitely the right call to make.

      “Olive?” he asks. “From England?”

      “Do we know another Olive?”

      “No. At least I don’t. Olive is coming back to Texas?”

      I roll my eyes. “Oh my God, did you get hit on the head? Pay attention, Bake. Yes, Olive is coming back. Can you go home to help at the shop? Please?”

      “Yes, of course. I’ll leave tonight.”

      We disconnect after a few more random exchanges where I still give him nothing.

      I pull up to my family’s lake cabin—which is not luxurious in any sense of the word. It’s literally just a small cabin my dad used to use when he fished and hunted more. Inks is a constant level lake, so the house is thirty feet from the water and surrounded by a grove of towering pecans. It’s a classic log cabin with a single bathroom, a kitchen that’s open to the living room, and a bedroom loft. Mom keeps threatening to add on a “proper bedroom” claiming she’s too old to go up and down the ladder, but so far she hasn’t made good on her threats. Which means the cabin is exactly as it’s been all my life, cozy, welcoming, and steeped in nostalgia.

      I get my bags inside in one trip as I didn’t bring much. Just comfy clothes—soft cotton and elastic only—and food. Thankfully, I know everything is freshly cleaned because my parents were here recently. The minute I sit on the old sofa, my tears return with a vengeance.

      I let myself cry, like an idiot for a while and then I wipe my face and video call Olive. I mean she’s expecting to see me at my house and I’m just not there. Of course Olive is supportive and thankfully doesn’t pry. Maybe she’s just too British to press me for more details.

      The one good thing about crying my eyes out most of the day is, I’m damned exhausted. So falling asleep happens without too much of an effort.

      Unfortunately when I wake up, my eyes feel like I slept in a sand pit. I grab my phone to check the time, then stare at the red bubble indicating I have unread text messages. I click to open the window and see that I have several from Johnny and two from Zane.

      I click on Zane’s first because I know that no matter what, his won’t make me sad or anxious or angry or anything like that.

       

      
        
          
            
              
        ZANE: If you want to start shadowing me, you can do it next week. Have you talked to your parents about time off?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        ZANE: btw, I’m gonna start the new season of that Marvel spin-off tonight if you wanna come by.

      

      

      

      

      

       

      Zane. I smile, but it’s bittersweet. I’ve known Zane almost as long as I’ve known Johnny, but we weren’t friends until recently. Why couldn’t I like Zane? He’s really hot. In a way different way than Johnny is, but still ridiculously attractive.

      I’m pretty sure that Zane is attracted to me, maybe even has a crush on me which is shocking considering how far apart we are on the hot meter. It’s not that I think I’m unattractive. I know I have a pretty face. I’ve been told that my entire life.

      You have such a pretty face.

      But therein lies the problem, doesn’t it?

      Other girls get told they’re pretty. Period. Not that only one aspect of them is attractive. My compliments were restricted to my face because my body was beyond society’s standards of what constitutes beauty. But you know what? When you grow up literally in an ice cream parlor, you tend to eat it on the regular.

      So yeah, I have a big booty and thick thighs that rub together when I walk. I have tummy rolls and my boobs are enormous, so much so that I haven’t worn a swimsuit in this town since I was like nine. I’m not even kidding. I’m pretty sure no one even knows I know how to swim.

      I hide my giant tatas beneath oversized sweatshirts or hoodies and pretend I’m cold all the time. It helps that I often am, at least when I’m at work. That’s the one good thing about
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