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			CHAPTER 1

			Callie

			It’s finally happening! I can’t believe it’s finally happening! This is legit my life right now! Holy shit, I’m so excited!

			When I told my parents I was moving to Georgia, they both looked at me like I sprouted a magic unicorn horn and pink hooves. They’ve always known I wanted to open my own specialty bakery and they have been the most supportive parents a girl could ask for. They just thought I wanted to open my bakery in our hometown in Tennessee. I never mentioned moving and I certainly didn’t mention moving so far away.

			I lived out of state for a few years when I went to culinary school, but ever the good daughter, I came home monthly and promptly moved back right after graduation. I’ve been working at a bakery back home for two years, learning the ropes and saving my money. But now it’s time for this baby bird to leave the nest. I hate to leave my parents, but I’m ready to start my own life and I’m ready to do it in another town. Deuces!

			So here I am! Finally living in Magnolia Springs, Georgia, just outside of Savannah and I. LOVE. IT! This is the cutest town EVER! I feel like I’m living in one of those made-for-TV romance movies. It’s a small town with only about 20,000 people, but it’s perfect. Everywhere you turn there’s a smiling face. You can drive down any street and someone will wave at you as you go by. Everyone speaks to you, even if they don’t know you. And there’s even a Main Street with cute shops and boutiques, family-owned businesses, and now a cupcake shop. You’re welcome, Magnolia Springs!

			I’m about a week out from the grand opening of The Sweet Spot. Somehow, I convinced my bestie Ava to move with me and help me open the bakery. I don’t think this is exactly what she planned to do with her life, but she loves me and I could tell she was running away from something back home. Though I’m not sure what that something is, at some point, I’ll get to the bottom it. Ava has been my BFF since kindergarten and there is no way I could live without her. So, when I saw she needed to get away, I dragged her with me to open The Sweet Spot.

			I’ve only been in town for a few weeks, getting the shop ready, and settling in to our cozy little home. Today I’m working on promoting our grand opening, so I’ve whipped up some cupcakes to take to the other businesses on Main Street. There’s a mechanic’s shop on the left side of my bakery, and a trendy clothing boutique to the right. There’re other businesses as you go down the street, so I’ll try to hit those up later today, too. Far be it from me to deny anyone a chance to get free cupcakes.

			Sophie’s is the cutest boutique I think I’ve ever set foot in. The clothes are amazing and there’s also little trinkets, gifts, home goods, and a ton of other stuff. You can tell this is the kind of place someone has poured a lot of time and love into. You can’t help but feel happy as soon as you walk in. The front door chimes softly as I open it, signaling my entrance.

			“Hi, there! I’ll be with you in just a sec.” I hear called from somewhere in the store.

			“No worries. Take your time.” I take a look around, being careful not to drop the box of a dozen cupcakes I’m holding. Ava would love this place. We’ll definitely be back here soon to drop some cash. Gotta support local businesses! After a few minutes, I hear someone approaching me.

			“Hi, I’m Sophie. I think I’ve seen you around. You’re new in town, right?” Sophie looks to be about my age. She’s beautiful, with milk chocolate hair and striking green eyes. I’d kill for her complexion. She looks very boho chic, but in an effortless way–kind of like Stevie Nicks. She’s dressed in a high-waisted hi-lo skirt that ties at the middle and a simple baby pink t-shirt tucked into it.

			“Yeah, I’m Callie. I’m opening The Sweet Spot next door. I hope we haven’t disturbed you too much with our remodeling the last few weeks.”

			“Not at all. I’m happy to see someone moving in, now that the Johnsons have retired and moved to Florida.”

			“Well, I hope you like cupcakes because these are for you. Our grand opening is this Saturday so I thought I’d bribe you to come check out my shop, with some awesome goodness right here.”

			“You had me at cupcakes!” she says with widened eyes. I open the box to let her see how amazeballs I am at baking cupcakes. Yeah, that’s right, I’m not afraid to toot my own horn!

			“These smell like unicorn dreams and rainbows!” I think she’s actually drooling now. I try not to stare as she’s eye-fucking my cupcakes like she’s thinking dirty thoughts. Hell, I don’t know this girl. Maybe she is thinking dirty thoughts. You do you, girl!

			“Uh… should I maybe give you some alone time with those?”

			“Gah! Sorry! Didn’t mean to be so awkward. These just look and smell so amazing that I had a moment of insanity. Thanks for bringing these by! I can’t wait to try them!”

			“I hope you like them. And maybe you could mention to your customers there’s an awesome new cupcake bakery opening next door?” I ask hesitantly as I clasp my hands behind my back and dig the toe of my converse into the floor.

			“Oh, you got it! I’m excited to see someone my own age around here. I grew up here and a lot of kids move away for college and don’t come back. The town’s mostly parents and grandparents, and nosy ol’ busy-bodies that stay all up in your business. It’s quiet and low-key around here, but there are no secrets safe in Magnolia Springs. Just keep that in mind.

			“Truth be told, I’ve known about you since the day you got here. The gossips in town couldn’t wait to tell everyone about the new girl. And apparently you have a roommate? You guys are renting the Watson’s house on Dogwood, right?”

			“Well shit, I guess there really are no secrets here. My bestie Ava and I moved here from Tennessee about six weeks ago.”

			“Oh, I know. Like I said, no secrets. But don’t worry, you’ll love it here. Everyone is super nice, even if they are a bit nosy and gossipy. Just steer clear of Stacy Trent and her Misfit Toys. They’re our age but still living in their high school days, wearing pink on Wednesdays and thinking life is the extended cut of Mean Girls. A gorgeous girl like you will definitely be on their radar.”

			“Thanks for the heads up. I’ve known my fair share of mean girls, so I think I can handle ‘em. Well, I’ve got another delivery to make. I hope we can hang out soon. I could always use a new friend in town.” She claps her hands and jumps up and down like she’s on The Price is Right.

			“Yes! I’ll definitely be your Magnolia Springs tour guide!” I grin at her, thinking to myself, “This girl is too much.” I give her a quick hug, ‘cause I’m a hugger, and tell her I’ll see her soon. I make my way back to the shop to pick up another box of cupcakes to deliver to the auto shop next door. If they’re half as friendly as Sophie, I know I’ve made the right decision to move here.
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			CHAPTER 2

			Asher

			I just wrapped up putting a new alternator on the Honda Odyssey minivan Mrs. Smith dropped off this morning. I don’t know how she manages with five kids, but if I can help keep her moving while she carts around her own personal basketball team, it’s the least I could do. Her husband works out of town a lot, so she’s definitely got her hands full with those hellions of hers.

			I wipe my greasy hands on the rag I keep in my back pocket and smooth my hair off my face before replacing my favorite hat backwards on my head. I walk out to the front of the shop to write the ticket for Mrs. Smith, but I stop dead in my tracks just before I open the glass door that separates the front office from the body shop.

			Well, fuck me to the moon and back! Who is SHE?! I quickly close my gaping mouth as my dick begins to tingle before I open the door to find out who this goddess is. She hasn’t noticed me yet, so I take a moment to appreciate the girl in front of me, as she’s looking around my lobby, unaware of my presence. She has the most beautiful, light caramel skin with long, curly black hair that I bet would feel so soft wrapped up in my fist. Curves for days and an hour-glass figure that makes me wanna drop to my knees and motorboat her tits. Her banging body is all woman with an ass that puts a Kardashian to shame. My favorite part though, is that she’s dressed in a vintage Weezer t-shirt, dark blue skinny jeans that look painted on her luscious body, and black converse on her cute little feet. It’s about to be on like Donkey Kong!

			Just as I get ready to open the door to the woman of my dreams, a hand claps me on my shoulder. My best friend, Dane, who works at the shop with me and my brother Christian, lets out a low whistle and asks, “Where’s she been all my life?” Before I can think straight, I shuck off his huge hand and blurt out, “Mine!” Then quickly I open the door. I walk toward the front desk with Dane hot on my heels, chuckling under his breath and shaking his head at me. She turns to me and Dane, holding a hot pink box in her hands like it contains a prized possession.

			“Hi, I’m Callie!” she says brightly, in a voice that could only come from an angel. Dane is quick to reach out from where he’s standing behind me and offer his hand.

			“I’m in love!” Dane tells her with a smile. “I’m Dane, by the way. And this is Asher.” She giggles softly as her cheeks turn a soft peach flush. Damn, is that sexy! And she’s not even trying.

			“I’m Asher,” I say like an idiot. Shaking my head, I inwardly cringe. Real smooth, Asher, real smooth.

			She smiles at me sweetly. “So, he said. Here, these are for you.” I take the box from her hands and open it to see the most mouth-watering cupcakes I’ve ever seen. Each one, a different flavor with mile high frosting on top.

			“You wanna be my wife?” Dane says to her as he drools over the cupcakes from over my shoulder.

			I nudge him in the ribs. “These are mine and I’m not sharing.” He gives me a mock affronted look and pouts. “But I’m your best friend!”

			“Now now, boys, sharing is caring,” she chastises us jokingly. She winks at me and my dick that I willed to calm down earlier is now trying his damnedest to get to her. She looks at me with these soul-stealing, sterling silver eyes and I know I’ve got to get it together before I fall all over her. You’re better than this, Asher!

			“My cupcake shop, The Sweet Spot, opens next week. Our grand opening is Saturday. We’re neighbors!” I can’t take my eyes off her lips as she’s speaking.

			“So… can I bribe you guys with these cupcakes and get you to come to the grand opening? Maybe tell all your customers about my new place?” she says, looking up at me through her long, black lashes.

			“I’ll be there on one condition.” I give her my best mega-watt smile. She may be new in town, and maybe she’s affecting my dick more than any woman ever has before, but I’m Asher Davis. No woman has ever said no to this smile and these dimples. I cock my head to the side and look deep in her eyes, “Go out with me.”

			That sweet peach blush is back and she bites her pillowy lower lip, but then she gives her head a subtle shake like she’s clearing a fog from her brain.

			“Hmmmm… maybe another time.”

			“Damn, son! That has never happened before!” Dane says exactly what I’m thinking, covering his mouth with his fist and laughing behind me. Maybe she misunderstood me. Right? Who would turn down these dimples?

			“What’s that now?” I ask her surprised, my eyebrows almost at my hairline.

			“I just have a lot on my plate, opening the bakery right now.” She lifts her shoulder in a slight shrug. Gaining conviction, she says, “And besides, you have ‘heart-breaker’, ‘panty-melter’, and ‘trouble-maker’ written all over you. My mama told me all about boys like you.” She quirks her eyebrow, daring me to tell her it’s not true. So, what if it’s true? She doesn’t know that. Yet.

			“And just what did your mama say about boys like me?”

			“Wouldn’t you like to know,” she says. “I’ve got to get going. It was nice to meet you. See ya, boys! Enjoy the cupcakes! They taste as sweet as they look.” With a parting wink, the little minx sways her sweet hips right out the front door.

			“I’m giving you one chance with that girl, before I’m all over that.” I cut my eyes at Dane and punch him in the arm, letting him know that little Miss Callie is all mine.

			A second later the front door chimes and Christian walks in, letting out a loud wolf whistle. “Did you guys catch the hottie outside?”

			“Mine!” I say, like some kind of caveman that wants to club her over the head and drag her back to my cave. I don’t know what it is about this girl that’s gotten my full attention, but she has it. And I’m not settling for a no.

			Okay, my little cupcake. You wanna play hard to get? Well, game on, baby. I love a good chase.
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			CHAPTER 3

			Callie

			I. AM. SCREWED! I can’t squeeze my thighs together tight enough to relieve the sexual tension I’m feeling in my lady bits right now. That man is sex on a stick! Walking, talking, breathing sex. Sweet mama, am I in trouble.

			That is the most gorgeous man I’ve ever seen. So tall and muscular, his body lean and built from hours of physical labor. Thick dark hair pulled back under a backwards hat. Cerulean blue eyes that demand your attention. And those dimples! That man definitely leaves a wake of exploded ovaries everywhere he goes.

			And his friend Dane is just as hot! Gotta be over six and a half feet of sexy chocolate, and built like a Mack truck with muscles on top of muscles. Black hair close-cropped, with scruff that begs to be rubbed against a woman’s bare skin, and a smile that drops panties within seconds.

			Then I almost run over hottie number three when I walked out the door. He looked a lot like Asher, but with blond hair and no dimples. I’d bet they were brothers with how similar they look. He had a sexy swagger about him too, as he came strutting through the door. What are they putting in the water here?! Those three boys are nothing but living, breathing sex gods!

			I barrel into The Sweet Spot and quickly lock up. I’ve gotta get away from all that sexiness before my ovaries faint! I close the back door and make my way to my black 4Runner, hoping I don’t run into Captain Sexy himself.

			As fate would have it, I am not that lucky. Cursing my luck, I keep my head down and dig into my bag for my keys, feeling his stare across the small back parking lot. I spot Captain Sexy leaning against the trunk of a blue minivan, his legs crossed at the ankles, and his huge tanned arms crossed over his broad chest. I try not to stare but my mouth waters looking at the full sleeve he has inked on his left arm, just begging me to take a lick.

			He catches me staring, while I almost walk right into the back corner of my SUV. Way to be cool, Callie! I hear him call out to me, “Hey, Cupcake! Be seeing you soon.” Then the cocky bastard winks at me and my panties catch fire. I have got to get home before I embarrass myself any further.

			The short drive home—curse this town for being so small—did nothing to calm my libido. Even with the A/C on full blast, my skin is still hot all over. What has that man done to me? If I’m feeling like this after one brief encounter, I’ll never survive an actual date. I can’t believe I told him “no” when my lady bits were screaming “hell yeah”. I walk in the door and drop my stuff down on the table. I hear Ava in the kitchen and rush in to tell her all about my brush with hotness.

			“Everything go OK at the shop today?” Ava’s standing in the kitchen, drinking a glass of sweet tea and looking through the mail. My bestie is so pretty with golden blond hair, baby blue eyes, and a runner’s body I’d kill for. Why she’s still single, I’ll never know.

			“Sure! If you count running into the three hottest guys on the planet, then yes, everything was great at the shop today.”

			“Three hottest guys? In this Podunk town? Spill,” she says in disbelief.

			“Hey, I love this town! You’re gonna love it too. Just wait.”

			“Yeah, we’ll see. Now, tell me about these hotties and quit stalling.”

			“Fine,” I tell her with feigned exasperation. “After I dropped cupcakes off to Sophie’s Boutique, which you’re gonna love BTDubs. Sophie is a real sweetheart and her shop has some amazing stuff.

			“Anyway, I then dropped some off at Davis Auto next door. Let me tell you, that is the place where all panties go to melt and ovaries go to combust. No joke, extreme sexiness must be a requirement to work there because those boys scream sex god.”

			“Well, well, well, little Miss I Don’t Have Time to Date. Sure seems like you’re interested in dating now, huh?” she says with a smirk.

			“I don’t have time to date, but I’m not blind. Or dead. There is nothing wrong with examining the merchandise,” I say with a small shrug, pretending to be unaffected.

			“You know I’ve known you since kindergarten, right? I can read you like a damn book. You are seriously swooning right now. I can hear your uterus sighing dreamily while your hoo-ha does jazz hands.”

			I toss a throw pillow at her. “Shut up! If you saw these guys, you’d be acting the same way. You’ll see what I mean when you meet them.”

			“Can’t wait,” she deadpans. “I need to get my feet wet in this town anyway.”

			“Oh, is that what you’re getting wet? I thought it was something else.” Now it’s her turn to throw a pillow at me. “What’s for dinner anyway? I’m starved.”

			“Do I look like your personal chef?” she asks me with a cocked brow.

			“No, you look like my best friend who loves me and wants to feed me after a long day at the bakery.” I give her my best pout with extra sappy puppy dog eyes for good measure.

			“Girl, those eyes don’t work on me. I invented that look.” Damn it, she’s right. No one gives a pout better than Ava. I’ve seen grown men fall to their knees to please her with just one pout.

			“Fine, let’s go get a pizza. I’m done working in kitchens for today.” I grab my keys, putting my debit card, driver’s license, and favorite lip gloss in my pockets, and head for the door.
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			Ava and I are jamming out with the windows down when we pull into the cute little pizza place in town, Big Mike’s. Starving, we both jump out of my SUV and make our way into the restaurant. It’s a small mom and pop place with red checkered tablecloths and big comfy booths. It smells like cheesy garlic heaven and has pictures of family and locals donning the walls.

			I come to a complete stop when I open the front door. Well, fuck sticks! If it isn’t Captain Sexy again and his Merry Band of Panty-Melters. Determined to show him that he has no effect on me—even my vagina coughs a “yeah right” at me—I head straight to the hostess stand.

			“Just two?” the tall drink of teenage awkwardness asks me and Ava.

			“Just two, please.” I throw in a “sweetie”, hoping to make him less nervous. Clearly, he’s smitten with Ava and can’t help but ogle her. Who can blame him? Ava’s gorgeous. I’m quietly hoping he’ll take us to any table that isn’t near Team Hottie, but again that bitch Fate is out to get me.

			“Is this table OK?” He takes us to one just a table away from the three most gorgeous men I’ve ever seen.

			“It’s fine, honey, thanks,” I tell him, secretly wishing he’d move us. He hands us two menus and promises to be right back to take our drink order.

			“Who is the table of deliciousness that keeps looking over here?” I pretend not to hear Ava and keep staring at my menu, reading absolutely nothing, just staring at the words.

			“Girl, I know you heard me. Are those the guys that had you creaming your panties earlier?”

			“Sweet Jesus, would you keep your voice down,” I hiss at her. Before I can say anything else, Captain Sexy comes strutting our way. That man has swagger for days. Those thick thighs, corded forearms—every girl loves arm porn—and the most stunning blue eyes I have ever seen. He smells so masculine like broken hearts, bad decisions, a damn good time, and a hint of motor oil.

			“Uh, Callie? You got… a little bit of something right there,” Ava says, implying I’m drooling, which of course I’m not. Am I? I furiously blush and kick her under the table.

			“Aren’t you gonna introduce me to your friend, Cupcake?” Asher asks me.

			“She’s so rude. I’m Ava. And you are?” she pretends to be demure and gingerly offers him her hand. Of course, I roll my eyes at her theatrics.

			“I’m Asher, Cupcake’s date later this week. That’s my friend, Dane, and my brother, Christian,” he says, pointing to the other Hotties.

			“Please don’t call me ‘Cupcake’. And we’re not going on a date.”

			“So your mouth says, but your body says something else.” He’s totally right, but I’m not giving in just yet.

			“You have no idea what my body’s saying,” I lie. Seductively, he leans into me, his hot mouth just barely brushing the shell of my ear. I feel the warmth of his body so close to mine. My heart pounds in my chest and my breath quickens as he whispers so only I can hear.

			“I know exactly what your body’s saying, sweetheart. Don’t fight it. I can tell you want me just as much as I want you by the way you’re holding your breath right now. I can see your pulse at the base of your delicate neck picking up. I can feel the heat radiating off you in waves right now.” He gently brushes the back of his knuckles against the bare skin of my arms and I break out in goosebumps. “If I could touch that sweet pussy of yours right now, I bet it’d be wet for me.” Holy fuck balls!!! “You promised it’d taste as sweet as it looks, right?” He pulls back and smirks, knowing the effect he has on me. Smug Bastard!

			“I don’t know what that man said to you, but judging by your reaction, I think I’m gonna go sit at the other table with Dane and Christian.” I glare at Ava, willing her to stay, but that bitch just keeps walking. Best Friend my ass!

			“Well, Cupcake, now that we’re alone…”

			“This is still not a date. Just a coincidence that we ran into each other.” I try to shake off the lust coursing through my body.

			“Eh, I think it’s fate. Give it up, Cupcake, you’re gonna be mine sooner or later.” He says, leaning back in his chair, all man spread and gorgeous.

			“Why? Because every other girl throws her panties at you, the second they get a glimpse of those dimples and all that sexiness?”

			“Aw, babe, you think I’m sexy?” Damn it, Callie! “I think you’re sexy too. And the way you blush makes me think you don’t even know just how sexy you are.” I can feel my cheeks getting hot again. “See what I mean.”

			“Alright, look. I’m starving and it’s been a long day. I’m too tired to fight your pitiful attempt at hitting on me. The least you can do is feed me while my defenses are down.” I lift my chin in defiance, a poor effort at acting like I’m not gonna give into this man in the very near future. But he doesn’t know that.

			“Pitiful attempt? Keep telling yourself that, Cupcake. You know you’re gonna be mine sooner or later, but I’ll let you run for now. Anything worthwhile is worth the chase.”
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			CHAPTER 4

			Asher

			Damn, I feel like I’ve been struck by lightning. Twice I’ve run into this girl today and both times I felt like my heart was gonna explode. I don’t know what kind of magical powers this chick has, but it feels like there’s an invisible rope tied around my heart pulling me towards hers. And it scares the shit outta me.

			I’ve never felt this way in my life. Love at first sight? Absolute bullshit, right? It’s definitely more than lust, although there is an abundance of that there too. The second I laid eyes on her I wanted to throw her over my shoulder and run away with her screaming, “Mine, fuckers!”

			But I don’t date. I’ve never dated. Sure, I’m known around town as a manwhore, but really, it’s not true. Yeah, I like the brief company of a hot girl, but said girl always knows what’s up before we hit the sheets. I’m not taking her out, I’m not buying her gifts, and I won’t be calling her tomorrow or ever really. If I see her on the streets, I’ll chuck her a deuce and give her a sexy smile, but that’s all the acknowledgment she’s gonna get from me.

			Now, I can tell you’re already judging me, but really this is in everyone’s best interest. No need for attachments when I already know I won’t have any. If they choose to willingly give me the goods, then that’s on them. And I can guarantee it’ll be a fun time had by all.

			But that’s all it is. I know it sounds douchey, but it keeps feelings from being hurt. I’m not gonna lie just to save a girl’s feelings. She’ll thank me later. But now this girl has blasted into my life with her damn cupcakes. She’s making me feel and want things I didn’t think my little Grinch heart was capable of.

			Mr. Awkward comes by to take our order. He’s sees I’m at the table instead of Ava and looks like I just kicked his puppy. “She’s over at my table now,” I tell him, nodding to the table behind Callie. His eyes perk up and he says he’ll take care of her next. Yeah, I bet he will. In his dreams. I look back at my table and Ava is throwing her head back, belly laughing at something Dane or Christian has said to her. They’re both looking at her like she’s their next meal instead of the pizza they’re about to order. Hmmm… interesting.

			I look back to Callie and ask her if she’s ready to order, but she says she needs another minute. We order our drinks, then Mr. Awkward moves on to Ava’s table. “So, what kind of pizza do you like?” I ask her.

			“I’m not too picky, but I’m a firm believer in no pineapple on pizza, unless it’s a dessert pizza.”

			“Thinking about dessert already?” I grin at her.

			“I’m always thinking about dessert. I make cupcakes for a living.” She gives me a ‘duh’ look and cocks her head.

			“I’m thinking about dessert too, but it isn’t on this menu.” There she goes, blushing again, making my dick hard. “How about an Everything pizza, sans pineapple?”

			“Sounds perfect.”

			“Just like you.”

			“You don’t even know me,” she says shyly.

			“I don’t, but I’m trying to get to know you. And what I do know is perfect.” Mr. Awkward comes back with our drinks and we place our order. We banter back and forth, which I fucking love. I love her smart mouth and quick wit. She gives as good a she gets, but doesn’t get her panties all twisted. And she’s funny too. Fuck, I think I’m in love. Wait, what?

			We do the usual ‘get to know you’ rigamarole that I normally avoid like the plague. Why spend time getting to know someone you’re never gonna see or talk to again. Stop judging me. And I know you just rolled your eyes at me. But listening to Callie talk, I might as well be listening to Moses giving me the Ten Commandments. She has the voice of an angel and lights up like I’m the most amazing person in the world to talk to. Her facial expressions, her hand gestures. Fuck, I want her.

			Our pizza finally arrives and I take a quick glance back at my boys and Ava. All seems good over there, so I bring my attention back to Callie. She puts two slices on a plate and hands it to me —fucking sweetheart that she is—then serves herself. I pick up my first slice, but pause to wait for her. She takes her first bite and my cock explodes. I have to pat my groin to make sure I didn’t just actually cum in my pants like a thirteen-year-old touching a tit for the first time. My Cupcake closes her eyes as the full lips of her perfect mouth wrap around her pizza. Then she fucking moans and I. AM. DONE. All I can see now is her pretty lips wrapped around my cock while I fist those soft black curls of her beautiful hair.

			“Gah, this is so good! I think I’m in heaven!” I just stare at her with my mouth slightly open, as all the blood in my head is now in my cock which is hard enough to pound nails. She opens her eyes and catches me staring.

			“What’s wrong? Is something on my face?” On her face?! Is she kidding me? I’d like to put something on her face.

			“No, Cupcake, there’s nothing on your face but pure bliss. Honestly, you’re making my cock hard.”

			“Oh!” she looks at me with wide eyes. “Is this how you talk to all your dates?” She cocks her eyebrow at me.

			“We’re not on a date, according to you. And no, I don’t talk to my dates like this because I don’t date. Ever.” I see something flash across her face. Was that disappointment?

			“Then why’d you ask me out?” she asks, looking down at her plate.

			“Because I couldn’t not ask you out. I don’t know what you’ve done to me, but you’re making me do all kinds of things I’d never do. Sorceress.” I give her a wink and she smiles back at me. I don’t know if she’s feeling the same thing I am, but this girl is making me lose my damn mind.

			We finish our meal with polite conversation, witty banter, and lots of flirting. My kinda night. Just as I’m about to reach over and take her hand, something I never do, Ava and the guys come by our table, obviously ready to head out. I stand and drop some cash with a nice tip for Mr. Awkward—gotta help out the high school kids—and we all walk out together. The guys say goodnight to the girls and I walk Cupcake to her car.

			“Is this your SUV?”

			“Yeah, why? Did you think I’d be driving some kind of Barbie car?”

			“Maybe. Seems like your type.”

			“Just ‘cause I make cupcakes? Shows what you know,” she says with a smirk.

			“Guess that means I just need to get to know you better. Go out with me,” I command. I can see she really wants to say yes, but she’s determined not to give in.

			“She’ll go out with you! When?” Ava blurts out. I hear Cupcake murmur “traitor” under her breath. Ava just beams a sweet smile at her.

			“Friday night I’ll pick you up at 6:30.”

			“She’ll be ready. I’ll text you the address.”

			“You guys do realize I’m standing right here and can speak for myself?”

			“Yeah, we do, but it’s easier this way. C’mon, Cupcake, you know you would’ve given into me sooner or later,” I say as I brush my fingers gently down her arm. I can see her take a deep breath just as I touch her. So responsive. I can’t wait to see how the rest of her body responds. I lean in and press my lips to her forehead and open her door for her.

			“See you Friday, Cupcake.”

			“We’ll see about that,” I hear her murmur before she closes the door. We’ll see indeed, Cupcake.
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			CHAPTER 5

			Asher

			I dread getting in my truck because I know these two douche canoes are about to grill me. I know they can see I’m not acting like my normal playboy self and the trash talking is about to begin.

			“Cupcake, huh? Is that her name?” This is from Christian. He didn’t get to witness me slobbering all over her at the shop today. “That girl is smokin’ hot! And so is her friend.”

			“Callie is mine, dickface, so back off,” I practically growl at him.

			“Whoa, caveman, calm your tits. Just making an observation,” he says, his hands up, gesturing to me to chill out.

			“You should’ve seen him pissing all around her when she was at the shop dropping off cupcakes,” Dane snarks.

			“Cupcakes? What cupcakes? I didn’t see any cupcakes.”

			“And you’re never gonna see her cupcakes either,” I grit out.

			“I think he means actual cupcakes and not her girl bits, man. Damn, she’s got you all twisted up.” Yeah, Dane might be right. He turns to Christian, “Sweet cheeks dropped off cupcakes earlier but this asshole won’t share. They looked damn good, too.”

			“I wanna try her cupcakes.” Christian has the damn nerve to wink at me. He’s lucky he’s my brother or I’d punch him in his fucking face right now. I don’t know where all this possessiveness is coming from, but I want every fucker on Earth to know she’s mine.

			“You fuckers don’t deserve her cupcakes so I’m gonna eat ‘em all.”

			“Ah, ah, ah now, Callie told you to share,” Dane reminds me. He’s enjoying this shit way too much.

			“Fuck you, guys. What are you gonna do, tattle on me?”

			“Maybe. I bet if I tell her how stingy you’re being, me and Dane can get our own cupcakes.” I know he’s goading me, but damn if I can resist.

			“Stay away from her damn cupcakes!”

			Dane pats my shoulder. “Alright, man, calm down. I’ve known you all my life and I’ve never seen you give a girl this much attention. What’s up? Heard she’s got a magic pussy or something?”

			“Mention her pussy again and I’m kicking your ass,” I growl back.

			Christian looks at me, trying to read what’s going on in my head. “You’re my brother and I can tell this is different. This isn’t like you. You’re a ‘one and done’ kinda guy. You aren’t seriously thinking you’re a changed man now, are you?” Alright, time to man up. If I don’t tell them what I’m thinking, they’re just gonna keep busting my balls all night.

			“I don’t know what it is, but I want— no, I need—this girl. She’s so different and she definitely enjoys making me work for it. You know I’ll never say no to a challenge. But I don’t think it’s just that. I can get pussy anytime, and yeah, I like the chase which is not something I’m used to either, but this feels different. Like she belongs to me somehow.”

			“Does she know that?” Christian asks, raising an eyebrow in question.

			“She’s about to find out. Gotta date Friday night.” I smirk at him.

			“You have a date? Mr. Manwhore of Magnolia Springs has a date?”

			“Yes, Dane, I have an actual fucking date. She didn’t technically agree and Ava made the date for her, but she didn’t argue against it either.” Now’s my chance to change the subject. “Speaking of Ava…” Silence from both of them. I see them side-eye each other and I can tell something’s up. “What?”

			“Nothing. She’s gorgeous and seems like a nice girl.” Dane lifts his massive shoulder in a shrug.

			“Nice girl? Since when are you interested in nice girls?”

			“I don’t know. I kinda like her too.” Christian looks at Dane. They’re both interested? I smell trouble.

			“Well, maybe you can keep her busy for me on Friday while I’m out with Callie then. In case we end up back at her place.” Dane and Christian share a look I can’t read, which is odd since I know everything about these two.

			“Yeah, we can do that. We’ll take one for the team.” Something about the way Dane says that makes me feel some type of way, but I’m gonna stay outta that shit. I don’t care what the three of them do, as long as I’m alone with my Cupcake.
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			We pull up to the house and everyone jumps out of my truck. I share a three-bedroom, two-and-a-half-bathroom bachelor pad with Christian. It’s the perfect set-up because Dane lives in the bungalow next door. I can hear your inner monologue and no, we’re not a bunch of overgrown frat boys. We’ve been tight since birth and I wouldn’t be living my best life without my boys.

			The guys walk in ahead of me, and I take a few seconds to just stare at my house, wondering if it’s enough room to start a family. Where the hell did that thought come from? I shake my head and make my way inside. As I walk in the door, I can see Dane’s got his head in the fridge and already has a beer in his hand.

			“What are you looking for?”

			“I’m hungry. What?” he shrugs.

			“How in the hell can you be hungry, dude? We just ate.” Christian reaches around him for two beers, tossing me one.

			“Do you see all this muscle? I’m a growing boy,” Dane says with a smirk as he waves his hand up and down his mountain of a body like he’s freakin’ Vanna White.

			“Your house is right next door, man. Go raid your own fridge.” I walk over to him and shut the door. Just as I turn around to head to the living room, I hear Christian, “Are those what I think they are?” I look back over my shoulder and see him walking towards the island, with the box of cupcakes in his hands.

			“Don’t even think about it. Those are mine.”

			“Whatever, man, I’m eating one. Think of it this way: You can tell Callie we ate ‘em all and then you have an excuse to ask her for more.” His logic does make sense.

			“Fine, I’ll share, but don’t get used to it.” My brother shakes his head and we all salivate over the delicious treats staring back at us from the taunting pink box. I grab the box and head to the living room, knowing Bert and Ernie will be following me. I see my favorite flavor is in the box, so I grab the strawberry one before they can get their hands on it. I pass the box to Dane and flop down on the couch. As I take my first bite, sweet delectable heaven bursts across my tongue, and I can’t hold back the moan that escapes my mouth.

			“It’s a cupcake, not her pussy, dude.” Dane smirks at me.

			“What’d I tell you about talking about her pussy?” I narrow my eyes at him in between bites. He takes down half his chocolate cupcake in one bite, like some kind of animal.

			“Fuck, that’s good!” I think his eyes just rolled back. Rolling my own eyes like a teenage girl, I shake my head at him. “You gotta get her to make us more of these!”

			“She will, and you can buy them, fucker, when her shop opens.”

			“Yeah, that’s the point of her dropping ‘em off. She reels you in with that mouth-watering cupcake of hers, making you beg for more. Right, Asher?” I punch Christian in the arm. “Just one lick will never be enough, huh, man?” Fucker. I love my brother, but sometimes he lives just to piss me off.

			“So where are you taking her on this date?” This is actually a good question coming from Dane.

			“Not a clue, man. I’m way outta my element here. Suggestions?”

			“She’s new to town. Why don’t you show her around?” Christian says, eating another cupcake.

			“She’s been here six weeks. I’m sure she’s already seen the place.”

			“Then show her something not part of the normal tour. Maybe you can find some ideas on Pinterest.”

			“What the fuck is Pinterest?” Dane asks Christian. I shoot my brother a look that says, “When did you grow a vagina?”

			“What? It pays to know what girls like, and chicks are constantly looking at Pinterest,” he says it like it’s the most normal dude thing in the world to do. “You can always ask Mom,” he says with a grin. Fuck that! I definitely don’t need The Momatron all in my business. She’s over here enough as it is. You’d think we’re still teenagers living at home, the way she comes around, but who am I fucking kidding? I secretly love it. My mom’s fucking awesome.

			“Nah, I’ll figure it out. How hard can it be?” Surely, I can think of something to do with a gorgeous girl on a Friday night. I may be out of my element with this whole dating thing, but nothing is going to stop me from making Callie all mine.
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			CHAPTER 6

			Callie

			“Well, well, well you little hussy. I thought you were too busy to date,” Ava says, heading to the kitchen.

			“Are you freakin’ kidding me? You’re the one that signed me up,” I hiss at her.

			“We both know you want to see him. I could see your thighs clenching from down the street. You could crack a watermelon the way you were squeezing your legs together. At least you’ve got a few days to do some housekeeping before your big date.”

			“Our house is spotless. What’s there to do?” I say, not sure what she’s talking about.

			“Not that house, woman. The abandoned one stuffed in your skinny jeans. You know, the one that probably looks condemned with wild shrubs growing outta control and cobwebs in the windows.”

			“My lady parts do not look like a condemned house. Okay, I admit it’s been a while but I keep her well maintained.”

			“Define ‘been a while’.”

			“A few months maybe?” I shrug, lying through my teeth. The truth is it’s been closer to two years. What? I’ve been busy! I’m chasing my cupcake dreams, not getting off every chance I get. Besides, I have a drawer full of toys to keep me company. Don’t judge me. You’re reading this so you probably have toys too!

			“I know you’re lying, but whatever. Just make sure you’re ready for Mr. Set My Panties on Fire by Friday. I don’t need to be associated with the girl who has an uncontrolled bush in her pants. Birds of a feather and all that.”

			“I have everything under control, thank you very much.”

			“I know, girl, I’m just giving you a hard time. I know it’s been a while and you’re about to have everything you’ve ever wanted. I just want you to have the dream guy you’ve always wanted too.”

			“I know you love me, Ava Bear. I love you too.” I bump her with my hip then grab a water out of the fridge. “I’m gonna hop in the shower and get ready for bed. You should too. We’ve got another early morning tomorrow.”

			“We’ll always have early mornings and you know I’m not a morning person. I don’t know why I let you talk me into working with you.”

			I wrap my arms around her waist and rest my chin on her shoulder. I give her my best “puppy eyes” and pout. “Because you love me so much, that’s why.” I bat my eyelashes at her and she pushes me off by my face, making me laugh.

			“Yeah, yeah. You better make me coffee when I wake up.” She heads down the hallway to her room. I snag my water and head towards the shower. I set my phone next to the sink and see I have an incoming text.

			Captain Sexy: Miss me yet, Cupcake?

			Yes, I put his name as ‘Captain Sexy’ in my phone. What else? Instantly butterflies take flight in my tummy and a huge smile crosses my face. I debate if I should respond. Just to mess with him I start to type, knowing he’ll see I’m messaging him back, then I stop. I start and stop once more, then put my phone down and begin undressing for my shower.

			Captain Sexy: Why are you messing with me, woman???

			Me: Because I can and you enjoy it (wink emoji).

			Captain Sexy: Do I now? You didn’t answer me though.

			Me: Yes, you enjoy it???

			Captain Sexy: I meant do you miss me yet, smartass.

			Me: Your head’s already too big so I’m not gonna say yes.

			Captain Sexy: So, you do miss me then.

			Me: What do you think?

			I send him a quick selfie wrapped in my towel, just from the shoulders up, so you can see I’m not completely naked. What kinda floozy do you take me for? It’s our first text! I give him a saucy wink and bite my lower lip. Game on, Captain Sexy.

			Captain Sexy: Fuuuuuck!

			Me: I gotta get ready for bed. G’night!

			Captain Sexy: Wait! You’re for real gonna leave me like this?

			Me: You bet your sweet ass I am.

			Captain Sexy: At least you think I have a sweet ass. Night, Babe
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			I finish up in the bathroom then head for my bedroom. I slip on a silky tank top and shorts set, wondering if this is something Asher would like to see me in. I don’t have much in the way a lingerie because I’m really more of a plain shorts and tank kinda gal, but maybe I should get a few things just in case. What am I doing? We haven’t even gone on a date yet. I throw my clothes in the hamper then head to the living room. After shutting down the house and checking the locks one more time—you can’t be too safe—I head to bed with plans of reading a few chapters in my current book.

			I wiggle around, making myself comfortable under my fluffy comforter, and reach for my Kindle on my nightstand. Just as I almost grab it, Asher comes to mind. I think about all those tats of his, screaming for me to trace them with my fingers. His dark hair that’s cut close on the sides, but longer on the top. Long enough to spear my fingers through and pull on. His striking blue eyes that hypnotize you, framed by long dark lashes. And those dimples! Those sexy dimples make my ovaries faint. But not before I’m pulled in by those lush full lips of his. And don’t get me started on that body that’d make Adonis jealous! That man has muscles for days and he knows it.

			Suddenly feeling extremely hot and very aroused, I reach for my nightstand drawer instead of my Kindle. I need other entertainment tonight, now that I’ve been lusting after a certain mechanic. I reach for my favorite B.O.B, knowing I need to make this quick and get to bed.

			I turn it on and get right down to business, rubbing the vibrating head in small circles over my sensitive clit. I imagine it’s Asher’s dick rubbing against me, while he tongue-fucks my mouth, taking everything he wants. His full lips pressed against mine, his tongue exploring my mouth.

			After kissing me within an inch of my life, he moves along my jawline, leaving open-mouth kisses down my neck. He balances on his forearm, using his free hand to roughly palm one of my tits, pinching my nipple between his index finger and thumb. He sucks my nipple into his hot mouth, causing me to moan and arch my back off the bed. He lavishes attention on my full, heavy breasts, massaging and kissing the sensitive skin.

			Just as I envision him thrusting inside me, I cum almost violently, shaking from head to toe. Damn, I came fast! It really has been awhile. I slowly come down from my orgasmic high, trying to catch my breath. After I calm down, I take a few moments to relish in the delightful feeling. I quickly clean up, and fall asleep dreaming of Captain Sexy. Maybe a date with Asher isn’t such a bad idea after all.
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			CHAPTER 7

			Asher

			After texting last night with Callie, I fell asleep with the worst case of blue balls. There’s something about that girl I’ve just gotta have. I dreamed about her all night, waking up to my cock being harder than it’s ever been. Calm down, fucker!

			It’s Wednesday, and we’re gonna be slammed at the shop today. No time to linger on all the filthy things I wanna do to Callie’s body. Maybe a busy day busting my ass fixing cars, will calm my dick down. Or maybe I just need to take matters into my own hands so I can focus for the day.

			Deciding that’s the best option, I grab a clean towel and start the shower. I take a piss while the water heats up, then step inside letting the hot water run down my body. I lather up as thoughts of Callie immediately invade my mind, wanting her here with me, touching me. I think about her gorgeous curves and beautiful face. What her curly hair would look like all wet and dripping as she kneels before me. Feeling that luscious mouth of hers all over me.

			I imagine she lathers up her hands and runs them all over my body, while standing behind me, pressing her huge tits into my back. Her nipples harden into tight peaks. As I brace a hand against the cold tile to keep me steady, she slides her hands down my stomach, taking a few beats to caress the rippled muscles of my abs. Then she wraps one of her delicate hands around my cock while the other gently rolls my balls in her small hand.

			I imagine she begins pumping my cock slowly at first, then adding a twisting motion and picking up speed. She tightens her grip and pumps faster, tugging on my balls and kissing my back. The heat of her body almost burning my skin. Faster and harder, I let out a groan and a few pumps later I cum, shuttering as the intense euphoric feeling runs through me like an electric current.

			I look down at my dick, seeing my hand instead of Callie’s. Feeling good from my orgasm, but wishing Callie was with me, I finish up my shower and get dressed. I start to throw on an old Davis Auto t-shirt, but change my mind, opting for a tight black tee. Just in case a certain Cupcake walks into my shop.

			I finish getting ready and step out into the hall, banging on Christian’s door like the fucking cops because that’s what asshole big brothers do. I hear a “Fuck you, Asher” yelled at me, making me chuckle as I head to the kitchen.

			I start the coffee and pour myself a bowl of cereal. I’m leaning on the counter, with my back to the sink eating my breakfast, when Christian walks in. Pretty sure, he just rolled outta bed, washed his ass, and threw on semi-clean clothes. We run the shop together, now that Dad’s retired, but that doesn’t mean Christian is gonna look any more presentable. He may be the brains of this operation, but he still has no fucks to give about what people think about him.

			“Did you talk to Mom last night?” he asks while pouring two cups of coffee, setting mine on the counter next to me.

			“No. Was I supposed to?”

			“Nah, she just wanted to let us know she’d be dropping off some groceries today and asked if we wanted anything special.”

			“She does know we’re grown ass men, right?”

			“Don’t act like you don’t love it when she brings food by. Besides, she’ll probably pick up around the house while she’s here and maybe even do some laundry.” He grins at me.

			“She wouldn’t need to pick up if you weren’t such a slob, and she won’t be doing my laundry because I’m a big boy and do my own. She’s our mother, not our maid.”

			“Oh, come on, she loves it. It gives her something to do.” I roll my eyes at him, rinsing my bowl and putting it in the dishwasher.

			“Finish getting ready. We’re leaving in five.” He heads to his room to finish up, as I straighten up the kitchen. We head out the door and meet Dane outside.

			“You riding with us today?” I ask him.

			“Nah, I’m eating with the Fam tonight.” Dane’s mom and sister live a few houses down from my parents.

			“Great! I’m in,” Christian tells him.

			“Who invited you?”

			“Your mom!” he says with a shit-eating grin. Dane punches him in the arm and they start swatting at each other like toddlers.

			“Quit it, girls. Let’s get to work.” We hop in the truck and make the five-minute drive to the shop, Dane following behind us. Just as we pull in, I spot a familiar silver BMW parked out front. Well, shit. Here’s the one pussy in town I’ve been avoiding like the plague since kindergarten.

			“Looks like Stacy’s waiting for you, Big Boy,” Christian says as he nudges me with his elbow. I don’t even want to acknowledge the situation, only grunting in response. “You know you can’t avoid her. That girl is a stage five clinger if there ever was one.” He doesn’t know the half of it. I’ve never slept with the girl, knowing she was crazy from the moment I laid eyes on her in Mrs. Goins’s class, but that hasn’t stopped her from trying to wear me down, acting like we’re destined to be together, and trying to scare off any female that gets close to me. Suddenly Callie comes to mind. Maybe I should warn her about ol’ Crazy here. I jump out of the truck and pull my hat down, as if that will suddenly make me invisible.

			“Yeah, now she can’t see you,” I hear Dane chuckle from behind me.

			“You deal with her, man. I’m heading to the back,” I say quietly to him. Just as I reach out to unlock the front door, I hear her sickeningly sweet voice.

			“Hiya, boys! Hi, Asher!” she says with a little wave, trying to look sweet and innocent, but failing miserably. She’s the meanest of all mean girls, but she’s been able to fool most folks in town. Not me though. I see right through her blond hair extensions, her fake red nails that look like eagle talons, and her even faker persona. I shiver just thinking about her hands on me. She must notice my reaction, but she mistakenly takes it for interest, reaching out her claws to touch my forearm.

			“Did I make your heart flutter, Asher?” she says, biting her cosmetically-filled bottom lip and batting her eyes at me. It’s 7a.m. How much makeup do you need this early in the morning?

			“My heart’s just fine, Stacy,” I say coldly, wrenching my arm away from her. “What’s wrong with your car?”

			“Oh! I just need the tires rotated and balanced.”

			“Didn’t we just do that last month for you?” Christian asks.

			“Yeah, but I went on a road trip and I think it needs to be done again.” This girl is full of shit.

			“Fine. Christian will take care of you. We’ll have your car ready this afternoon.”

			“Well, I didn’t arrange for someone to pick me up. Think you can give me a ride?” She is seriously eye-fucking me right now, and it’s making my balls shrivel up and hide inside my body.

			“We’re slammed today, Stacy. Just call someone to come get you. You can wait for your ride here in the lobby.” I see her pout, but I quickly turn and make my way into the garage, done with her shit for today. I am not in the mood to deal with this chick a second longer. I just want to get some work done, so maybe I can surprise Callie with a little visit at lunch. I thought rubbing one out this morning would get her off my mind, but I think it only made it worse. I need a Callie fix bad.
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			CHAPTER 8

			Callie

			It’s just after 7 and we’ve been at it since 5 a.m. Ava’s on her second cup of coffee as I finish pulling a batch of mini-muffins out of the oven. No, muffins aren’t on our menu, but I thought I’d take some by to the guys and Sophie. Just being neighborly. I am not hoping to lay eyes on the hot mechanic next door. Yeah, right! Keep lying to yourself. I pack up the muffins and tell Ava I’ll be back in a few minutes.

			I head to Davis Auto first and notice the shiny new silver BMW parked out front. Opening the door, I see Christian standing at the front desk, talking to a blond.

			“Sweet ride out front. Is that yours?” I ask her.

			“Yes. Why? Who are you?” She hisses at me. Wow, that’s a lot of snark and bitchiness for 7 a.m.

			“I’m Callie. I’m opening The Sweet Spot next door. Our grand opening is this Saturday,” I tell her excitedly.

			She looks me up and down, glaring at my t-shirt and says under her breath, “It’s clear you eat a lot of sweets.”

			Rather than let this mean girl get to me, I quickly retort, “You know I do, honey. It takes a lot of sugar to get these curves.” She harrumphs and tosses her fake blond hair over her shoulder. Just then, Christian comes around the desk.

			“Nice shirt, sweetheart,” he snickers. “I’d love to taste your cupcakes.” We all turn toward the garage when we hear a low growl and I spot a glaring Asher. Dane is standing right behind him with a huge shit-eating grin on his face.

			“What’d you say to her?” he asks his brother. I quickly step in, noticing the murderous look on his face.

			“Oh! My shirt!” I point to my chest, proudly displaying my custom-made tee that says, “Wanna taste my cupcakes”. Asher eyes my shirt, but I don’t think he’s reading the words, rather he’s looking at my chest like he wants to motorboat my boobs. And I’d let him, too. When did I turn into such a wanton hussy? The temperature in the room climbs a few degrees as Asher and I continue to stare at each other. Stacy must notice, because she tries to direct the attention back to her.

			“Where’d you get a shirt like that? Don’t you think it’s a little trashy?” she says with disgust in her voice.

			“I had it made. What? You don’t like cupcakes?” I ask her incredulously.

			“No one eats carbs anymore,” she scoffs, her voice dripping with disdain.

			“Well, that’s a shame. This girl does and so do the guys. In fact, I come bearing carbalicious treats.” I wink at the boys, turning my back to her. That’s enough of her nastiness for me today.

			“What’s in the box, babe?” Babe? Complete swoon!

			“I thought you boys might like some mini-muffins this morning. There’s blueberry, strawberry, banana, and chocolate.”

			“How’d you know strawberry’s my favorite?” Asher comes over to take the box from me. Christian quickly snatches it from his hands and he and Dane run away with the muffins like ten-year-olds.

			“I didn’t. It’s actually my favorite.” He steps closer to me, but we’re interrupted by a haughty throat clearing. Damn, I forgot Stacy was even here. Reading my thoughts, Asher deadpans, “Oh. Stacy. I forgot you were here. Is your ride on the way?”

			She narrows her eyes at me for a second, then gives Asher what I think is supposed to be a sweet smile, but instead looks super creepy and fake. “I’ll see you this afternoon, Asher. We can talk later.” She turns to me before stepping out the door. “I’d lay off the sweets if I were you.”

			“Good thing you’re not me then. What a sad life you must live without carbs.” I shake my head in mocking sympathy. She throws her hair again and hot foots it out the door.

			“Is she for real?” I ask him.

			“I’ve been running from that girl since kindergarten. Just avoid her. I know I do.”

			“Sounds like sage advice. Anyway, I just wanted to drop off some treats for you guys. I’m taking some to Sophie too, then I’ve gotta get back to Ava before she burns the bakery down.”

			“What kind of sandwiches do you like?” He cocks his head, smiling at me.

			“Uh, weird question. Turkey, I guess,” I say, giving a little shrug.

			“You don’t know what kind of sandwich you like?” He raises his eyebrow at me, which somehow makes him look sexier.

			“I’m not really picky. Why?”

			“Have lunch with me.”

			“Aw, that’s so nice of you to ask! Oh, wait, you didn’t,” I sass him. “We’re just a few days out from opening and we still have a lot of work to do. Besides, someone’s making me go on a date this Friday, which cuts into my prep time.” I wink at him.

			“Want me to help?”

			“You can bake cupcakes?” I ask him in disbelief.

			“Hell no, I can’t bake, but I can watch you and taste your cupcakes.” How can he make the word ‘cupcakes’ sound so dirty?

			“If you’re a good boy, maybe you can taste my cupcakes on Friday.” Just to mess with him, I lick my lips and lean into him just so slightly, like I’m ready for a kiss. I see his eyes immediately darken with lust. Then I turn abruptly and walk out without looking back. I barely make it to Sophie’s before my phone buzzes with a text.

			Captain Sexy: That wasn’t very nice, you little minx.

			Me: Who said I was nice? [image: wink emoji]

			Captain Sexy: Just remember turnabout’s fair play.

			Me: We’ll see. Get back to work. Hope those boys saved you some muffins.

			Captain Sexy: Shit!

			I laugh and pocket my phone. I make a quick drop-off to Sophie and get back to the bakery. It’s gonna be a long day in the kitchen.
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			The next two days fly by as we get ready for the grand opening tomorrow. I’ve made several more deliveries around town, getting lots of questions and already drumming up business and special orders. I definitely made the right choice moving here, and I can’t wait to finally make my dream come true and open the shop.

			Ava’s been a damn trooper and a godsend. I couldn’t have done it without her. We have everything ready for the big day and I’m just taking one more look around the dining room, making sure all the displays are perfect and just waiting to be filled with delicious treats.

			“When are your parents getting in?” she asks me, wiping her hands on a towel.

			“Tomorrow morning. They’re staying at the Inn, then heading home on Sunday. Are your folks coming?” She shoots me a look that says, “Get real, Callie,” and I inwardly cringe at remembering how little her parents support her. They barely even acknowledge her, unless they want something from her.

			“Besides, this is your big day! You’re finally making all your cupcake dreams come true, just like you said you would. I’m so proud of you. I mean it, Callie, you’re amazing.” We both start to tear up and I come around the counter to give her a big hug.

			“This is your day too! I wouldn’t be here without you. I just wish your parents would come down and at least pretend to care about all your hard work and what you’re doing.”

			“Your parents care enough for both of us. And besides, whenever I needed love and parenting, there was no one better than Leigh and Shawn Thomas. I like your parents better anyway,” she says with a wink. “C’mon, let’s close up and head home. One of us needs to get ready for her big date!”

			We shut the kitchen down and I take one last look around the lobby. Everything is ready and I know tomorrow is going to be perfect. It’s finally happening! We’ve been killing ourselves for the last few weeks and it’s all about to pay off.

			And I have a date tonight! I probably should have turned him down, just with the timing and our grand opening being tomorrow. But if I’m honest, I really want this date. I know I told him no before and I meant it. I really have been super busy with this opening. But I’m an overachiever, a super-planner, and highly organized. No detail has been left to the last minute. I’ve been ready for this opening for days.

			And I’m tired of being alone. I’ve been so focused for the last two years on my goal of opening my own place, I’ve left no time for dating. And even if I wanted to, something about my personality seems to intimidate the opposite sex. Not sure what it is, but every time I think a guy is attracted to me, he never closes the deal and asks me out. I’m mean, I’m not hideous or anything. But I am confident and I absolutely love the person I am. And I’m completely comfortable in my own skin. If a guy can’t handle that, then I’d rather be alone. And thank you, baby Jesus, it’s been worth the wait, because Asher Davis is the hottest man alive and now, I finally have a date.
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			CHAPTER 9

			Asher

			I pull up to Callie’s house and hop out of my truck. I check the supplies I have stashed for tonight in the back one more time, just to make sure I packed everything. Well, that my mom packed everything. Stop judging me! I had no clue what to do for a date, so yeah, I called The Mominator. But that’s just between you and me. I make my way down the front walkway just as Ava steps out of the front door.

			“Ready for your date?” She’s looking cute in skin-tight jeans and a black satin tank top.

			“Guess so. Ready for yours?” I smirk at her.

			“This is not a date. I’m hanging out with your brother and Dane. How can that be a date?” She damn sure looks dressed for a date to me.

			“Maybe it’s like speed dating and you can pick one at the end of the night?”

			“Who said I’m interested in either of them, or that they’re interested in me?” She looks at me like I just sprouted a second head. I just smile and shake my head as I walk up the front steps, remembering how both Dane and Christian were drooling over her the other day. She’ll figure it out soon enough.

			“Have fun with the guys then. Don’t wait up!” I yell back at her as she gets in her car.

			I knock on the front door and wait for Callie to answer. When she does, I bite my lower lip as I take her in. She answers the door wearing a thin, damn near see-through white cotton robe with cupcakes all over it—because of course it has cupcakes on it—showing off the sexiest pair of legs I’ve ever seen. Her robe barely covers her ass, screaming at me to put my hands on her gloriously thick thighs. What I wouldn’t give to wear those thighs as earmuffs!

			Her beautiful, curly dark hair hangs loosely down her back and she has a hint of make up on, just enough to say she’s on a date, but not high-maintenance. The fading daylight streams in, highlighting her face and making her unique sterling gray eyes stand out. I stare into them for a few seconds before giving her my best smile, hoping like hell she doesn’t notice the raging hard-on I have right now just from the sight of her.

			“Hey, beautiful.”

			“Hi. I just have to finish getting dressed then I’ll be ready. Come in.” She steps back, opening the door as I cross the threshold, casually adjusting my painfully hard dick. “Make yourself at home. I’ll be just a minute.”

			“No worries. Can I use your bathroom real quick?”

			“Sure. First door on your left,” she says, as I follow her down the hallway, her bare feet padding softly on the hardwood floor. Watching her sweet ass swish from side to side is about to make me cum in my pants like a teenager. Willing my cock to calm the fuck down, I quickly take care of business and wash my hands. As I step back in the hallway, I notice her door is partially open. I start to walk past, but immediately become rooted to the floor. My mouth drops open and my dick, which I just got under control, is back at full attention, pressing painfully against my zipper.

			She’s standing with her back to me, facing her bed and taking off her robe. I first notice her creamy, caramel skin that makes my mouth water. She’s wearing a black lace bra and matching black lace panties. I’ve never seen panties like these. Not thongs, not bikinis, not boy shorts. Whatever the hell these are, they are made to torture men and bring them to their knees with their sinful lace and just enough coverage to show half of her ass. I have to bite my fist to keep from groaning. It takes all I have to force my feet to move, before I storm in there and put my hands on that sweet ass of hers.

			Walking with a steel pipe in my pants is definitely not easy, but I’m hoping I have enough time to calm my dick back down, before she comes in. Thinking about Christian’s sweaty gym socks, baseball stats, and grandmas, I wait in the living room for a few more minutes when I hear her footsteps coming down the hall. “Damn, woman! Are you trying to kill me?”

			“What? You don’t like my dress?” she asks coyly. That little minx. The black sundress she’s wearing isn’t meant to be sexy, covering up her tits and her ass, but that’s what makes it so sexy. I want to slip off the skinny straps holding up the dress on her bare shoulders and kiss her delicate skin. The hem of her dress comes down just past mid-thigh, showing her toned, smooth legs. And her little feet with hot pink nails are strapped into black wedge sandals.

			I slowly look my fill, dragging my eyes down her body and back up, lingering on her amazing rack for a second too long. Those are definitely more than a handful. I snap my eyes up to hers when I hear her giggle.

			“Maybe we can find out if that’s true later,” she says, blushing furiously.

			Well, shit! Did I say that out loud? Before I can say anything else, she says, “C’mon, take me out already.” She smiles brightly at me and for a moment I forget to breathe. She really is beautiful. She leads me out the door, locking up behind us. We’re headed to my truck when a thought suddenly occurs to me. Other than family, I’ve never had a girl in my ride before. Does she even like trucks? How’s she gonna climb up there in those shoes and that dress?

			She surprises me again, like she always does, when I open her door and hold out my hand. Winking at me, she bypasses my hand and instead expertly steps on the running board while grabbing the “Oh Shit!” handle before swinging her sweet little body right on in. With my eyes slightly widened, I hand her the seat belt and she says, “You didn’t think this was my first time in a truck, did you? I am from Tennessee.”

			“Marry me,” I blurt out, shocked at the words that just tumbled from my mouth. She giggles again—damn sweetest sound you’ve ever heard—and I shut the door. I quickly run around the front of the truck and hop in on my side. I buckle up and bring my truck to life.

			“Ready, babe?”

			“Let’s see whatcha got, Captain Sexy.” She grins at me and I think I’m in love. This is gonna be an awesome fucking night.
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			CHAPTER 10

			Asher

			“So, where are you taking me?” Callie glances over to me every now and then, but mainly takes in the sights as we drive through town.

			“It’s a surprise, sweetheart,” I tell her, giving her my best smile. She grins back at me as I grab her hand and place it on my thigh.

			“No matter where you’re taking me, I’m gonna love it. And in case I forget to tell you later, thanks for taking me out tonight.” I wink at her and we drive a bit longer in comfortable silence. I’ve never really dated before, all by my choice, but I find myself already knowing one night with Callie will never be enough.

			She has the kind of smile to make the worst day better and the kind of beauty, inside and out, that men go to war over. And whatever it takes, she’s gonna be all mine. As we near our destination, you can see the sign just up ahead on the right side of the road.

			“A drive-in?” Her eyes light up when she sees the sign. I can’t help but smile at her excitement.

			“Yeah, babe. Ever been before?”

			“Never, but I’ve always wanted to go!” She bounces up and down in her seat like a toddler and claps her hands. Before I know it, she leans over and kisses me on the cheek. “Thank you for this! Already the best date ever!”

			“Kinda hard to believe you’re so easy to please. I’d think a girl like you has been on a ton of dates to some pretty awesome places.”

			“What makes you say that?” she asks, tilting her head in question.

			“You’re gorgeous. I’m sure you’ve been beating the guys away since you were fourteen.” Her cheeks turn that pretty shade of peach I love as she smiles shyly.

			“I hate to break it to you, but you’re wrong. I’ve actually not been asked on many dates. I think my personality can be a lot to take for some and honestly, I’m not gonna waste my time with some idiot that can’t handle me.”

			“All of ‘em, fucking idiots. Good thing you got me now. You’ll never have to worry about dates again.”

			“Is that so?”

			“Damn right, babe.” I give her a wink. We pull into the drive-in and the place is filling up quickly. I picked a scary movie because duh, snuggling! I pull into a space at the back and park so my truck bed is facing the screen. I hope she likes this. There’s a concession stand along the side so I plan to grab us some food, once we’re settled in. I kill the engine and turn to her. “Stay right there, babe, while I get everything set up.” I’ve never used so many terms of endearment in my life, but with Callie, they just roll right off my tongue. This girl is mine already.

			I jump out of the truck and get everything ready in the back. I walk over to her side and open the door. Unable to wait one more minute, I just need one little taste of her sweet mouth. Before she can get out, I swing her legs toward me and nudge her knees apart so I can stand between her thighs. Her breath catches in her chest as she looks into my eyes. I bring my hand to her face and cradle her cheek. She surprises me and leans into my touch.

			“You’re so beautiful, Callie. I’m glad you came out with me tonight.” I caress her soft skin with my thumb.

			“If you keep looking at me like that, this date will be over before it starts and I’ll be tying you to my bed instead.”

			“You won’t hear me complain about being in your bed, babe.” I lean forward and ghost my lips across hers, just wanting a quick taste of her sweetness. As I start to pull away, she grabs behind my neck—surprising me yet again—and pulls me back, pressing her lips against mine. I dive right in and lick the seam of her mouth, silently asking her to open for me. She gives me what I want, letting me in, and I massage my tongue against hers, enjoying her taste. Just as she starts to moan, my dick comes to life and tries to seek her out.

			“Babe, we gotta stop or I’m gonna take you right here.” She blushes and smiles shyly.

			“Sorry, I’m not usually like this. Ever.” She dips her head, looking up at me through her lashes.

			“I like it. At least I know you find me attractive.” I give her a panty-melting smile and she rolls her eyes. “C’mon babe,” I say as I help her out of the truck. She hops down gracefully and I take her hand and lead her to the back of the truck. When she sees all the blankets and pillows, she squeals and turns to me. “This is awesome! I love it!” We have our own little snuggle nest in the bed of my truck. I even have a down mattress-topper laid out to make sure she’s comfy. Definitely gonna have to thank my mom for this later.

			I put my hands on her waist and lift her up to sit on the tailgate. I slide my hands down her legs and caress her calves, bending down to kiss just above her knees. I remove her sandals and tell her to make herself comfortable. Pointing over to the concession stand, I ask, “What do you want to eat?”

			“Is there something you’re in the mood for?”

			“I’m a guy, I can eat whatever. There’re burgers, hot dogs, pizza, pretzels, popcorn, all the usual.”

			“Don’t judge, but can I get a pretzel with cheese and popcorn with lots of butter?”

			“Hungry, huh?”

			“Hush up! I said don’t judge,” she says, playfully slapping my arm.

			“I’m teasing, baby girl. You can have whatever you want. There’re drinks in the cooler, just help yourself. I’ll be right back.” I turn to leave but she calls my name. She motions for me to come to her with her index finger, and like she’s cast some kind of a spell, I move mindlessly toward her, under her control.

			“Hurry back,” she says and pulls me in for a kiss. Before I can deepen it, she pulls away and gives me one more peck on the lips and a wink. This girl is gonna kill me. I head off to the concession stand and wait in line. As I’m killing time on my phone, I hear someone call my name in a voice that sounds like nails on a chalkboard. Knowing who the voice belongs to, I choose to ignore it.

			“Hi, Asher,” Stacy says again, this time putting her hand with her red, coffin-shaped nails—how appropriate for such a blood-sucker—on my forearm. I pull my arm from her grasp, but don’t take my attention away from my phone. I know you think I’m being a dick, but seriously I’ve been running from this girl my entire life and she just won’t take no for an answer.

			“I see you’re here with that cupcake girl. I don’t know who she thinks she is anyway. Why’d you bring her when you could’ve brought me?” she says, trying to sound seductive. I turn my head to look at her and notice she’s with her two lackeys, Brittany and Michelle.

			“Stacy, if I’d wanted to bring you, I would have. But I’ve been turning you down forever. When you gonna give this up? Seriously, you’re embarrassing yourself.” I see anger flash across her face, but she quickly recovers and smiles.

			“You know we’d be so good together, Asher. I don’t know why you fight it. I know you can feel it.”

			“How ‘bout you let someone else feel it.” Stacy and I both turn to see Callie standing behind us. I move toward Callie, reaching for her hand to pull her behind me, but she stops me. Still holding my hand, she pastes on the sweetest, fakest smile that clearly says, “I’m about to cut a bitch.”

			“I see you brought your two minions with you. Maybe they can convince you to stop trying to go after what’s not yours.”

			“He doesn’t belong to you!” Stacy hisses at Callie. “Asher and I go way back and everyone knows he should be with a girl like me, not you.”

			“Wow, so delusional.” Callie shakes her head with a hollow laugh.

			“Enough, Stacy. Just go and leave me and Callie alone. I’ve made it very clear I’m not interested,” I tell her.

			“Your loss, Asher. Such a shame though. I’d hate to tell Daddy how you’ve been treating me. It’d be a shame for you to lose business because of some girl who eats too many cupcakes.” I pull Callie back just as she’s about to rip out Stacy’s fake blond extensions. Stacy turns on her heel to leave, Mean Girl 1 and Mean Girl 2 following behind her. “Hope your grand opening goes well tomorrow,” she mocks, her voice dripping with insincerity and full of malice.

			“Forget her, babe. Let’s focus on the fact that my hot ass girl came to rescue me from that she-devil.”

			“Your girl, huh?”

			“Oh yeah. My girl.” I kiss her forehead and we place our order. Once it’s ready, we take all the food and head to the truck. I help her climb into the truck bed and we settle in to eat while we wait for the movie to start. I just want to enjoy the night with Callie in my arms, which hopefully leads back to her place later.
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			CHAPTER 11

			Callie

			Stacy is such a bitch! I’ve met a lot of mean girls in my time, but not one that simply cannot take a hint. Asher’s made it very clear he doesn’t want her, but she just won’t let it go! Whatever, I’m not gonna worry about her or her friends while I’m with Asher tonight. Yeah, I got a bad vibe when she told me, “Good luck with my grand opening,” but surely, she wouldn’t do anything stupid. Right?

			I still can’t believe the date Asher planned for us. It’s like our own blanket fort back here with snacks and booze. Best date ever! And he picked a scary movie for us to watch. I love scary movies. And better yet, I love snuggling with a hot man during a scary movie! We finish off our food and talk while sharing a few beers. We’ve got about fifteen minutes before the movie starts and I’m craving something sweet. “How about dessert?” I ask him, finishing up my beer.

			“I thought you’d never ask,” he says while nuzzling my neck. A shiver runs down my spine and my nipples begin to harden.

			“I meant real dessert? Funnel cake, maybe? It’s one of my favorites,” I tell him, moving to the tailgate of the truck.

			“Stay here, babe. I’ll get it.”

			“Nope! Dessert’s on me.” Before he can protest, I hop down like a champ, even in my wedges. He narrows his eyes at me, silently telling me that wasn’t safe in these shoes. I blow him a kiss and give him a little wave, then head over to grab us a funnel cake. I place my order and as I’m waiting for our dessert, I feel a push on the back of my shoulder. I turn around to find Stacy, again. You have got to be kidding me!

			“Seriously, what is it with you?” I ask while rolling my eyes at her. “Can’t you just take ‘no’ for an answer? He doesn’t want you. Move on, honey.” I’m trying my best not to lose it on this girl, but seriously, grow up!

			“No one gets to have Asher Davis, not even you. He’s never dated and that’s not gonna change just because you swoop into town with your stupid cupcakes. Everyone knows he’s ‘one and done’ and once he has you, he’ll be done with you too. Just cut your losses now, girl, and move on.”

			“I’m sure you’d love that. But you know, I think I’ll take my chances. Thanks for looking out for me though,” I tell her, my voice full of sarcasm.

			“Well, let me give you a bit more advice. You’re nobody in this town. My dad owns everything here and I can get away with whatever I want. You’d do well to keep that in mind. We wouldn’t want anything to happen to that pathetic little bakery of yours, now would we?” I just had my funnel cake passed over to me when Stacy knocks it out of my hand and onto the ground. She laughs and walks away. I turn my head up to the sky, letting out an irritated sigh. I turn back to the guy in the concession stand and he’s shaking his head. Before I can say anything, he gives me another funnel cake. “On the house, sweetie,” he says while handing me napkins. “I look forward to trying your cupcakes tomorrow.”

			“You know who I am?” I tilt my head and my brow slightly furrows.

			“Small town, honey. Everyone knows everyone around here. And don’t worry about Stacy. She’s just a spoiled princess jealous of the pretty new girl.” I blush and take my food.

			“Thank you. See you tomorrow,” I toss him a wave and head back to Asher. He takes the cake from my hands and helps me into the truck. I don’t even bother telling him about round two of Stacy’s shenanigans, but something in my gut tells me that girl is up to no good. I have a feeling she’s gonna be more trouble than I bargained for.
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			The movie starts and Asher wastes no time pulling me between his legs, while he rests his back against the cab of the truck, and wraps his muscular arms around me. I rest my head against his chest, breathing in the scent of his masculine cologne, his warmth spreading all around me. Being in his arms, I feel so small and safe. Every time his lips press against the top of my head, I want the moment to last forever.

			There’s something about Asher that just makes me want to let go. I’m usually pretty guarded, but with him, I want to let all my walls down. I can’t explain it, especially with how fast these feelings have appeared, but it just seems right, like I’m supposed to be his and he’s supposed to be mine. On top of that, we have this insane chemistry that’s so palpable you can damn near taste it!

			He’s a hundred and twenty percent alpha male with so much swagger you can sense it across the room. So gorgeous you know you’ll be ruined with just one smile. I know my little inexperienced heart should stay away, but I just can’t. I’ve had one serious boyfriend, but that ended in college. And I’m just not the casual dating type. But Asher is acting like this is more than just casual for him. He’s acting like us being together is a done deal. Maybe it is?

			“You comfortable, baby girl?” Good Lord, when a man calls you ‘baby girl’ it just makes you melt into a puddle of goo. My heart flutters at the sound of his voice, feeling the deep timber in his chest when he speaks. I turn my head and smile up at him, too weak in the knees to speak. He takes the opportunity to kiss my cheek and whisper in my ear. “You feel so damn good in my arms, Callie. This is where you’re supposed to be. Do you feel it? Tell me it’s not just me.” I think my panties just incinerated.

			“I do feel it, but it scares me,” I tell him honestly.

			“Don’t be scared, baby girl. I won’t hurt you. I promise.” He squeezes me and kisses the top of my head.

			As the movie goes on, I can’t pay attention. I’m too wrapped up in how good it feels to be with Asher. Eventually he moves me to his side so we can lie down, with me snuggling against his chest. He rubs his thumb against my bare arm, making my skin tingle with goosebumps. Being bold, I rest my thigh across his leg while my fingers play with the hem of his shirt, occasionally brushing across his hard abs.

			He looks so good tonight in his black button-down with the sleeves rolled up, showing off his muscular forearms. His dark-wash jeans hanging low on his hips, showing glimpses of that delicious V-cut that screams, “Please lick here”. Without his signature hat, his dark hair is perfectly tousled, my fingers dying to run through it.

			He uses his free hand to lift my chin to look up at him. He smiles at me sweetly, before leaning down to capture my mouth with his. The kiss is gentle at first, but quickly becomes heated as he wraps his hand behind my neck, deepening the kiss. He takes my mouth like his life depends on it, as I let out a soft moan and my hips begin to move against him at their own will.

			Becoming more feverish, he turns into me, our bodies now facing each other, never breaking our kiss. Our legs are intertwined with his thigh between mine and I start to grind against him, seeking friction to release the tension in my heated core. His hand slides down my back and grips the globe of my ass firmly, pulling me impossibly close to him. We’re making out like two teenagers, not giving a damn if anyone’s watching.

			He breaks away and rests his forehead against mine as I whimper in protest. “Cupcake, if we don’t stop now, I’m gonna fuck you in front of all these people.” Holy fuck, my whole body just quivered and my pussy fluttered.

			“You like that idea, don’t you? The thought of me fucking you right here, right now, with everyone watching?” I can’t help it; I’m panting now at the thought of being caught out in the open. The corner of his mouth lifts in a smirk. “C’mon, babe, let’s get outta here.”

			He doesn’t need to tell me twice. I start to help him pack everything up, but he stops me, pulling my wrist to his mouth and kissing the delicate skin. “Go get in the truck, sweetheart. I got this,” he says, helping me to the tailgate so I can get down. He quickly packs everything up and meets me in the truck.

			He brings his truck to life and we pull out of the drive-in, the movie not even half-way over. Getting back on the main road to bring us back to town, he presses on the gas, driving like he’s on a mission. We both steal glances like two horny teenagers, dying to get our hands back on each other.

			I lay my hand on his massive thigh, giving it a squeeze. “Hurry,” I say, smiling while pulling my lower lip between my teeth.

			“Fuck yeah, babe. I’m on it.”
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			CHAPTER 12

			Asher

			I can’t get to Callie’s place fucking fast enough. My dick is so fucking hard right now, my zipper is imprinting on it. She’s rubbing my thigh, and keeps looking over at me with those beautiful eyes that are hooded with lust. Why the fuck did I pick a date place so far away? Ok, it wasn’t really that far, but I’m so horny it feels like we’re a galaxy away from her house right now.

			We finally pull up to her place and I jump out of my truck like it’s on damn fire. I sprint around the front and damn near jerk her door off the hinges, I’m so eager to get to her. Before I help her down from the truck, I smash my mouth against hers, kissing her passionately and grabbing her hips. She kisses me back just as fervently, softly moaning into my mouth. “Inside, babe. Now.”

			I adjust the steel pipe in my jeans so I can walk, then help her down. We both practically run to her front door as she digs around in her purse looking for her keys. I take them from her hand and unlock the door, standing back to open it, so she can step inside. As soon as she’s in, I follow her, closing the door behind me and locking it. She drops her purse to the floor and crashes into me, her hands on my face as she pulls me into her. I wrap my arms around her waist, pressing my dick against her soft belly, and kiss the living shit out of her.

			I’m walking her backwards towards her room, as we strip off our clothes like they’re burning our skin. I bring my hands to the back of her thighs and lift her up, her legs instinctively wrapping around my waist. I’m kissing her like my life depends on it as she grinds her sweet pussy against me. As soon as we get to her room, I kick the door closed and gently buck my hips, signaling her to unwrap her legs. Her dress is gone, but she’s still in her sandals, bra, and panties. I force myself to tear my lips away from hers. “Let’s slow down, Cupcake. I wanna enjoy every second of this.”

			She’s standing before me, looking so fucking amazing, I could cum just from the sight of her. Her chest rises and falls with her quick breaths and her little pink tongue darts out to lick her lips. I take my time, looking my fill at her beautiful body, taking in every curve as well as the smoothness of her skin. “Don’t move, baby girl. Just stand right there.” I see her body tremor at my words.

			I place each of my hands on either side of her neck, my thumbs caressing her jawline. I stare into her eyes and for a few seconds I’m lost. “What are you doing to me, Cupcake?”

			“The same thing you’re doing to me,” she responds breathily, her hands moving to unbuckle my belt.

			“Not yet, baby. I need to make you cum at least twice first.” Her skin breaks out in goosebumps and her breath catches in her chest. I leave a trail of open-mouth kisses up and down her neck as I reach around and unclasp her bra. The most glorious tits I’ve ever seen spring free as I pull her bra away from her body. “Well, fuck me,” I whisper. She giggles at the expression on my face.

			“Wanna see if they’re more than a handful?” she says, biting her lip.

			“Fuck yeah, baby,” I exclaim excitedly. I kiss along her shoulder, dragging my fingers up and down her arms, causing the tension to slowly build. Leaving kisses along her collarbone, I place my hands behind her on her shoulder blades and pull her into me. I hear a soft whimper leave her mouth. “Tell me what you want, baby.”

			“Touch me, Asher,” she says, her hands running up and down my bare chest.

			“I am touching you, baby,” I tease her. Fuck, this is gonna be so good.

			“You know what I mean,” she practically whines and my dick fucking loves it.

			“Where do you want me to touch you, baby girl?” She grabs my hands and places them on her beautiful, heavy tits, closing her eyes as I massage them. “Here, baby? Is that what you want?”

			“Yes,” she sighs in relief. I kiss down her chest, bending to get closer to kiss her all over while teasing her and avoiding putting her nipples in my mouth. I know it’s what she wants—fuck, it’s what I want—but I want this tension to build so I can get her off like a fucking rocket when I finally let her cum. If I play this right, maybe she’ll cum just from nipple play.

			I can tell she’s getting hotter. Hell, she’s damn near clawing at my chest and digging her fingertips into my skin. I can smell her arousal and it’s making my dick shout, “Let’s get this show on the road, fucker!” After another minute of kissing and licking everything but her nipples and leaving marks all over her chest, I decide to give in. Just when I think she’s about to lose it, I palm one tit roughly, pinching the nipple and rolling it between my thumb and forefinger. Then I take her other nipple into my hot mouth, flicking it with my tongue, lavishing it with attention like it’s the last time I’ll ever see a tit.

			Two minutes later her knees go weak and she grabs onto my shoulders as her orgasm takes over her. I quickly wrap one arm around her waist to hold her up, but I keep kissing, and licking, and sucking on her tits while her body comes back down. When her breathing finally slows, I let go of her nipple with an audible pop. “You like that, baby?”

			“I’ve never cum from just that before,” she says, looking at me like I’m some kind of superhero and damn, if that doesn’t stroke my fucking ego.

			“Amateurs, baby, you’ve been with fucking amateurs.” I take her mouth again, kissing her deeply as I back her up to the bed. I push her to sit on the edge, as I drop to my knees and kiss down her body. Hooking my fingers into her panties, I command, “Lift up, baby girl.” She raises her hips, allowing me to drag her panties down her thick thighs and toned calves. I remove them from her body and toss them aside.

			I lift her delicate foot, kissing the top of her arch then her ankle. I trail my kisses up her leg, licking her inner thigh and softly blowing on the wet skin. I gently nibble on the sensitive area, watching her squirm and claw at the sheets with anticipation. Spreading her legs further apart, I make room for my broad shoulders, bending her knees and placing her feet on the mattress.

			Her spectacular waxed pussy is on display for me, her glistening lips wet with her arousal. I take a minute to just commit the sight to memory before I lean in and inhale the sweetest scent I’ve ever smelled. Breathing deeply, I growl, “Fuck, you smell good, baby.”

			“Please, Asher.” Damn, I love to hear her beg.

			“Please what, baby?” I ask her as I blow gently on her wet lips. She doesn’t answer, only moaning when she feels my breath on her skin.

			“Tell me, Callie. Say it,” I command. She still doesn’t respond so I spank her sweet pussy just hard enough to make her cry out with pleasure. I command again, “Tell me, baby. What do you want?”

			“Lick my pussy, Asher. Please.” I barely wait for her to get the words out. I dive right in, taking a long, languid lick from bottom to top, flicking the tip of my tongue against her clit. I voraciously feast on the sweetest pussy on Earth like I’m a dying man and it’s my last meal. She mindlessly begins thrusting her hips, riding my mouth, throwing her head back and arching off the bed.

			I move to sucking and licking her hard bundle of nerves, sliding two fingers into her hot core. I curl them towards me, rubbing against that rough spot at her front wall. Fuck, she’s so tight! Her sweet pussy spasms around my fingers and she cries out as I double down my assault on her clit.

			I add a third finger, knowing I need to prepare her tight little pussy for my big dick. I know I’m a big boy and I need her to be slippery, and wet, and relaxed to take my long, fat cock. I’m pumping my fingers into her pussy, scissoring them inside her, while simultaneously licking her clit like a fucking ice cream cone on the hottest day in hell. My dick is so fucking hard watching her body writhe with pleasure, I’m about to cum in my jeans.

			A few more strokes against her G-spot as I furiously lick her clit and she goes off so hard she damn near comes completely off the bed. I lick her through her orgasm, lapping up her sweet honey, slowing down my efforts and removing my fingers. Once she’s back down, I kiss along her inner thighs which are quivering with pleasure. I stand up, kissing up her body as I go, until I smash my mouth against hers, forcing her to taste herself on my lips. She kisses me back like the keys to heaven are in my mouth. Her hands drift to my belt buckle, but I capture her wrists to stop her. “Tonight is all for you, baby. Just relax and let me take care of you.”
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			CHAPTER 13

			Callie

			Two orgasms in and I’m not sure my body can take much more. We haven’t even had sex yet. Hell, Asher hasn’t even taken his pants off yet and this is already the best sex of my life! This man is some kind of sex- god unicorn! No wonder women throw their panties at him when he walks down the street. Good Lord!

			My body is on fire and I’m still reeling from that last orgasm, but he’s not done with me yet. I want to see him in all his Adonis glory and I move to help him out of his clothes, but he stops me, grabbing my wrists. “Tonight is all for you, baby. Just relax and let me take care of you.”

			“But I want to take care of you, too,” I tell him.

			“Next time, Cupcake. I just want this to be about you.” Can this man be any more perfect?

			He kisses each wrist before placing my hands on my thighs. Taking a step back he toes off his shoes and unbuckles his pants. His jeans drop to the floor and he steps out of them, kicking them to the side. My mouth drops as I take him in, standing before me in black boxer briefs. Strong, broad shoulders, hard pecs, eight-pack abs, with thighs that are muscular and thick. Tats completely covering his left arm and shoulder and running down the one side of his chest. But the most stunning thing of all is that long, thick dick tenting his boxer briefs.

			“Like what you see, baby?” A smug smile crosses his lips.

			I can’t control the next words that leave my mouth. “Your cock is fucking huge!” I quickly slap my hand across my mouth as a deep chuckle leaves him.

			“I am, baby, but your sweet pussy was made just for my cock. I promise it’ll fit.” He hooks his thumbs into the waistband of his briefs and slides them down his legs. As his gorgeous cock pops free almost tapping his belly button, I gasp at the beautiful sight in front of me.

			“You are so beautiful, Asher.” I can’t really tell in the darkness of my bedroom, but in the moonlight, I think I can see him blushing at my words.

			“Thanks, baby, but not as beautiful as you. Lie back on the bed for me.” I do as he says and slide up the bed, lying on my back. He crawls over me, taking his time to get to me before he crashes his mouth to mine in a soul-stealing kiss. He continues to kiss me, massaging my breasts and pinching my nipples before he wraps his mouth around them.

			He braces himself on his forearm and drags his free hand down to my pussy, rubbing slow circles over my clit. “God, you’re beautiful, Callie. I’ve never wanted any woman the way I want you.” The way he rubs my pussy and sucks on my tits feels so good I can barely stand it. I can feel the tingle deep in my core and I know I’m getting ready to cum again. I grab his hand and stop him.

			“The next time I cum, I want you inside me.” He lifts his body off mine, moving to grab a condom from his wallet. He quickly sheathes himself and returns to the bed, spreading my legs wide to accommodate his sexy body.

			“You’re so fucking sexy. All this smooth, caramel skin. You smell like vanilla and sugar and your sweet pussy looks like a chocolate covered strawberry.” I’m blushing furiously at his words. “I know you’re blushing, baby. Fuck, I love it when I make you blush.”

			He showers me with kisses, caressing me all over with his strong hands. I feel the head of his dick repeatedly bump against my clit and I begin writhing against him. “I’m so wet for you, Asher.”

			“I can’t wait to get inside you, Callie. Tell me you’re mine. All mine and no one else’s.”

			I don’t even have to think about it. I can pretend I don’t want this, or play hard to get, but what’s the point? My body has already told him I’m all his. I place my hands on the side of his face and look deep into his eyes. “I’m all yours, baby. No one else’s.”

			“Mine.” With just that one word, he thrusts into me with a deep, hard stroke and all the air is forced from my lungs. His cock is so thick and long, I’ve never felt this full in all my life. He stays still, allowing my body to adjust to his large size. He rests his forehead against mine, looking into my eyes. After a minute, he asks, “You OK, baby girl?”

			“I need you to move for me,” I tell him, rolling my hips against him. He begins a slow and steady pace, moving in and out of me and kissing me passionately. He leans back, watching his beautiful cock slide in and out of my wet pussy.

			“Sit up, baby. Watch me as I fuck your sweet pussy.” At his dirty words, I feel a wave of moisture flood my pussy and drip down my thighs. “You’re so fucking wet, Callie. I love how responsive you are to me.”

			He picks up the pace, then lifts one of my legs over his shoulder, while the other wraps around his waist. The new angle allows him to go deeper as I lift my hips to meet his thrusts. I can’t describe how amazing it feels and I’m barely hanging on. “Baby, your cock feels so good. I’m so full. Please don’t stop,” I cry out.

			“Never, baby. Never.” I don’t even have to ask and he starts fucking me harder, the sound of our bodies slapping against each other heightening my arousal. He circles his thumb over my clit. “Cum for me, baby girl.”

			“I want you to cum with me,” I pant.

			“Not yet, baby. Cum, Callie. Now.” He thrusts harder and faster, rubbing my clit. He moves my body so both my legs are over his shoulders, slamming his fat cock into me over and over.

			“Now, Callie.” At his command, my body explodes and white stars dance across my vision. He fucks me through my orgasm, slowing down so I can catch my breath. Just as the sound of blood rushing through my ears subsides, he flips me over and lifts me to my hands and knees. He spreads my knees and laps his broad tongue against my dripping pussy. “Fuck, you taste good.” I feel his warm breath on my aching lips.

			He gets back to his knees behind me on the bed. He rubs his slick cock against my pussy as his strong hands grip the globes of my ass. “I could cum just from looking at this luscious ass, girl.” Just hearing his words makes my inner walls clamp down.

			“Please, Asher,” I beg, feeling my juices drip down my thighs.

			“You know what I wanna hear. Say it, Callie. Tell me.”

			“Fuck me, Asher. Fuck my pussy, baby.”

			“My girl’s got a dirty fucking mouth.” He leans in and whispers in my ear, “And I fucking love it.” He rises back up and a second later, he brings his hand down to spank my ass. I arch my back in pleasure as I feel my pussy get wetter. “You like that, baby?” All I can do is moan in response.

			“I didn’t hear your answer,” he says as he spanks me again, this time on the other side. “Tell me.”

			“I like it,” I whisper, barely able to speak with how good it feels.

			He spanks me again. “Louder, Callie.”

			“Yes, I like it!” It feels so good, I can’t stand it. I want him to spank me, fuck me, lick me—I don’t care as long as he doesn’t stop.

			He taps on my ass with his dick, then rubs it against my pussy. I’m so wet now, I feel it running down my thighs. “You ready for me?”

			“Please, Asher. Please,” I beg.

			“I love it when you fucking beg, baby,” he says as he slams into me from behind. He grabs my hips so hard I know I’ll have bruises tomorrow, but it feels so good I want his mark on me. He pushes me down so my face is on the bed, popping my ass out more, my large breasts swinging with each thrust.

			“You feel so fucking good. I’m not gonna last much longer, baby,” he says while he pumps in and out of me harder and faster.

			“I’m so close, Asher. Make me cum, baby.” He’s fucking me so good I could cry. He reaches around and rubs my clit. Just as he pinches it, I cum so hard I think I might black out. My pussy spasms around his cock and with three more hard thrusts, he cums inside me. He lazily pumps in and out a few more times, before we both collapse on the bed.

			He rolls to his back and I lay on my stomach, each of us looking at the other, while coming down from our orgasmic high. A few moments later, Asher gets up to take care of the condom and comes back with a warm, wet washcloth to clean me up.

			He pulls me into his hot body, resting my head against his chest. Kissing the top of my head, he says, “You’re mine now, Cupcake. All mine.”
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			CHAPTER 14

			Callie

			He takes me twice more during the night, before we finally pass out and sleep. After two mind-blowing ‘Good Morning’ orgasms, Asher finally lets me disentangle from him and get out of bed. Looking at his bare chest while he rests up against my headboard with his fingers laced behind his head, I’m very tempted to crawl back into bed and kiss that smirk off his gorgeous face.

			“You gotta stop looking at me like that,” I tell him.

			“Why? Will it make you get back in bed with me?”

			“I would if I could, but it’s my grand opening! I’m so damn excited! I wanna get to the shop with plenty of time to make sure everything’s ready. I’m actually kinda nervous.” I peek up at him from under my lashes, biting the tip of my thumb.

			“Babe, it’s gonna be great. In fact, the boys have the shop under control so I’m all yours to help out. Whatever you need me to do.”

			“Seriously? You’d do that for me? Don’t they need you?”

			“Nah, we didn’t have too many customers lined up today so they should be able to handle any drop-offs. Besides, this is an important day for you and there’s nowhere I’d rather be.” My heart just melted at his words. This is happening so fast, but I want him at my side today. Actually, every day. I can’t believe how happy he makes me just being near him. It just feels so right.

			“I can’t believe you wanna spend your morning surrounded by cupcakes, but I’m not gonna complain. I’m gonna jump in the shower and get ready.”

			“I’d join you, but I wouldn’t be able to keep my hands to myself,” he says as the tip of his tongue peeks out and licks his lower lip. “In fact, I better head to my house and get cleaned up. Meet you there?”

			“Sure. I’m gonna round up Ava and we should be there around seven.” I watch him lift the sheet off his tight body, his muscles contracting under the surface of his golden skin. Skin I had my lips pressed against just a few hours ago. My fingers currently ache to touch him again.

			“Stop drooling and get in the shower,” he says with a wink. I roll my eyes at him, but close the distance between us and press my lips against his. Feeling his bare chest against me as his hands slide down my back and squeeze my ass, I can’t help but let out a soft moan. I feel his hardness grow against my lower belly and he growls into my mouth.

			“Go, woman, before I fuck you again and we never leave your bedroom.” He places his hands on my shoulders, kissing me once more before spinning me around toward my bathroom. I give a little yelp as he smacks my ass then turns to get dressed. As I’m waiting for the water to heat up, he sticks his head in the bathroom. “I’m out, babe. I’ll see you in a few.” I lean toward him for one more kiss.

			“I’ll see you soon. Thanks again for helping me out today.”

			“Oh, you’ll thank me all right. All night long.”

			“Get outta here already.” I push his face out the door and step into the shower. I hear him laugh on his way out of my bedroom. Those dimples are gonna be the death of me. After I finish getting ready, I head to the kitchen to make coffee for me and Ava. Just as I’m filling two large travel mugs, I hear her shuffle into the kitchen, rubbing the sleep from her eyes.

			“Thank God our rooms are on opposite sides of the hallway,” she murmurs, taking the mug from my hand. I shoot her a mortified look and she just snickers at me. “It’s all good. Glad you finally cleaned out your attic,” she says as she winks.

			“Please stop referring to my lady bits as part of a broken-down house,” I say as I snap a dish towel at her.

			“Doesn’t seem so broken down anymore to me. At least not from the sounds of it.” I drop my face into my hands and groan inwardly, shaking my head. “I’m only teasing you. So, you like him, huh?”

			“Of course I do! What’s not to like? Did you see his dimples? And Sweet Lord, that body!” I fan my face as I think about all the deliciousness that is Asher Davis. “And not only that, he’s really sweet too. I think I’m falling already.”

			“You had one date!” She gives me a look that says, “You can’t be serious.”

			“It was a helluva of date! When you know, you know. Don’t judge me!”

			“Just be careful, Callie. Not saying he isn’t great or super hot, and clearly he knows how to give an orgasm, but I know you and you don’t let people in very easy.”

			“All the more reason to trust me when I finally do,” I quirk an eyebrow at her, daring her to challenge me.

			“If you say so. You know I love you and I trust your judgment. But if he hurts you, I’m kicking his ass.”

			“Duly noted. I love you, Ava Bear. Thanks for always being my Ride or Die,” I tell her as I give her a hug. I smack her butt. “Now go get ready! It’s grand opening day!” She sets her coffee down and heads off to her room. I refill her mug and top mine off as well. I can’t believe today is the day I’m finally opening my own bakery!
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			We head down Main Street and just as we start to pass in front of the shop, I slam on the brakes causing Ava to shoot forward and brace herself on the dash. “What the hell?!” My jaw drops to the floorboard and my eyes immediately fill with tears. Ava turns her head, following my line of sight.

			“What. The. Actual. Fuck,” she yells. I quickly pull around back to park, barely turning off the engine before I jump out of the car and sprint to the front of my shop, Ava following right on my heels.

			“Who would do this?” I gasp, tears running down my face. I step over the broken glass from the front door. Thank God they didn’t break the windows too. Ava grabs my hand and we step into the shop, taking in the disaster in front of us. All the displays we set out last night are destroyed and the tables and chairs are knocked over. The place is a complete mess. There’s no way we can get this all cleaned up and get everything ready for the grand opening at noon. I hear a growl and turn towards the sound.

			“Babe, what the fuck? Who did this?” Asher booms from what used to be my front door.

			“I don’t know, but why would someone do this to me? I barely know anyone in town!”

			“C’mere.” He opens his arms and I quickly walk into his embrace. “We’ll get this cleaned up. You’ll still be able to open. Don’t worry.”

			“How?! We open in less than five hours. The displays are destroyed. I need to call the police. I just don’t understand,” I croak out, soaking his chest with my tears. He rubs my back and kisses the top of my head.

			“It’s gonna be OK, baby,” he coos in my ear. “You alright, Ava?” he asks her, drawing her out of her daze.

			“Yeah. What are we gonna do?” she asks, mostly to herself. I hear her walking around, stepping over debris. “I’ll check the kitchen. You call the cops.”

			“Why would someone wanna hurt me? I just don’t understand,” I tell Asher, looking into his cerulean eyes. I just can’t wrap my head around someone wanting to destroy my place like this. I’d never hurt anyone. We haven’t even opened yet, so they have to know I don’t have any money here. What could they hope to gain from this?

			“It’s OK, baby. We’ll fix this,” he says to me as Ava comes out of the kitchen looking relieved.

			“Amazingly, the kitchen is fine. Everything is just the way we left it. It’s so strange. Maybe something spooked them and they had to leave.” I guess that’s something. Asher’s furiously tapping away on his phone while Ava and I take a deeper look around.

			“OK, help is on the way. We’ll get this cleaned up. You and Ava go do what you need to in the kitchen. I got this out here.”

			“Asher, you can’t possibly clean this up by yourself. It’s such a mess. And I need to file the police report.”

			“I got it. Don’t worry, babe. I’ll call the police now. By the time they get here, my re-enforcements will have arrived. Trust me, OK?”

			When he looks at me like that, I know in my heart I can trust him. I take a deep breath and look at Ava. She smiles at me reassuringly, though it doesn’t quite reach her eyes. “OK. We’ll be in the kitchen.” I rise up on my toes and cup his face in my hands. I press my lips against his for several moments, before pulling back to look deep in his eyes. “Thank you, Asher. I mean it. I really don’t know what I’d do without you right now.”

			“Wow! How quickly you’ve forgotten your bestie’s even here right now,” Ava sasses me, trying to lighten the mood.

			“I’d never forget my Ride or Die. C’mon, let’s frost some cupcakes.” I grab her hand and pull her with me into the kitchen. Pushing down my anger and hurt, I refuse to let some wacko ruin my grand opening.
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			CHAPTER 15

			Asher

			Motherfucker! Someone’s about to get fucked all the way up! I clench and unclench my fists at my side, trying to remain calm. Callie needs me to chill the fuck out, not lose my complete shit. I’m pissed for my girl and all I want to do is hold her and make this right for her.

			“Whoa. What the fuck, man?!” Dane steps over the threshold of the door, Christian following behind him.

			“Are the girls OK?” Christian asks, looking around at the mess.

			“Yeah. They’re pretty shaken up, but I sent them in the back to get ready to open. We’ll take care of all this out here.”

			“How the hell are we gonna do that? We don’t know anything about this girlie shit.”

			“Relax, Dane. I called our moms, and Sophie’s on the way too. We can take care of the door, all the broken glass, and the tables and chairs. We’ll leave the rest to the women. We’ll do whatever the fuck they tell us to do and make this right for my girl. Today is too important to her and I won’t let it be ruined.”

			“Your girl, huh?” Christian asks.

			“Damn right, she’s mine. After last night, I’m not letting her go. She’s it for me.”

			“What happened last night, Asher?” Dane smirks.

			“Shut it. I’m not telling you fuckers anything. Anyway, they should be here soon to help us. Start cleaning up and I’ll call the cops.” I head out to the sidewalk to call the sheriff while they tackle the mess. I see Christian make a quick call; I assume to get a replacement door. I’m sure he’s calling in a favor to someone we do business with.

			Just as I start dialing the sheriff, I see my mom, Dane’s mom, and Sophie walking toward me. I motion with my head for them to go inside while I make the call. I explain what happened and the sheriff tells me he’ll be right over. I head back inside to help out when I hear my mom’s voice, talking to Callie.

			“It’s OK, sweetie. I’m so sorry to be meeting you like this, but don’t worry. We’ll take care of everything. If Addy and I can clean up after these three boys all these years, we can surely clean this place up too. I promise. When did you say your folks were coming in?”

			“They’ll be here right at opening. They’re coming in from back home in Tennessee,” Callie tells her.

			Dane’s mom, Addy, walks over and gives her a hug. “You just trust me and Olivia. We have everything handled. Don’t you worry about anything. You girls just head on back to the kitchen and we’ll take care of the front. Right, boys?” Addy asks. We nod our heads, trained like circus bears by years of growing up with these two moms.

			“Ava and I can’t thank you all enough. This place has been my dream. I just wanted it to be perfect. I can’t believe someone would want to destroy it.”

			“It will be perfect. I called the sheriff and he’s on his way. I’m just wondering if anyone saw anything last night,” I ask. I go to pull her into my side when she gasps.

			“I completely forgot! I had cameras installed on Wednesday! I can download the last 48-hours as a recording to my computer.”

			“Oh, that’s right! I forgot about that. Thank God you listened to your dad for once. Let’s hope whoever did this was stupid enough to get caught then. C’mon, Sophie. Help me in the kitchen while Callie checks the camera feeds.” Ava links arms with Sophie and the two head off to the kitchen.

			I take Callie’s hand. “Let’s head back to your office. We can check the recording and wait for the sheriff back there.” I pull her behind me, stepping around the toppled chairs and tables. I stop in the hallway and press Callie against the wall, cupping her face in my hands and wiping her tears with my thumbs. “It’s gonna be OK, baby. I swear to you. You believe me, don’t you?” She nods her head, but doesn’t look convinced. She looks so lost right now. “Hey. Look at me, Callie.” She looks up at me, big fat tear drops heavy on her lashes. “I’m gonna take care of this. You can bank on it. And whoever dared to mess with my Cupcake is gonna fucking regret it.” I press my lips against hers, only meaning to make her feel better, but she angles her chin up, allowing me to deepen the kiss and I lose all train of thought. I force myself to pull back and she looks up at me, “Let’s see what’s on that recording.”
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			Callie sits at her desk and I realize this is the first time I’ve been in her office. I watch her log into the security website, noticing she bites down on her lip when she’s thinking. With all the craziness of this morning, I haven’t had a chance to take her in since I left her place just two hours ago.

			Damn, she’s cute. Her soft curls are pulled into a bun, high on her head to keep her hair out of her face. Her beautiful face is clear of makeup, just a little mascara and lip gloss. Yes, I know what mascara is. I’ve been around Dane’s sister, Noelle, enough to know all about girls and makeup. Callie always wears jeans and a tee when she’s working, and today’s no different. I don’t know where she got these shirts, but today’s shirt says ‘Eat My Cupcake’. I’d love to eat her cupcake while she sits on her desk.

			“Got it,” she yells, forcing me from my thoughts. “Holy fucking shit! Are you fucking kidding me?” she screams. The mouth on my little Cupcake fucking turns me on. But this is definitely not the time, and certainly not the place with my mom out front.

			I rush around the desk. “What is it?” She turns the monitor towards me and I stop dead in my tracks. “Motherfucker!”

			“Asher Michael Davis! That is no way to talk in front of a lady,” my mom says, exasperated. Callie giggles behind her hand and I quirk an eyebrow at her.

			“Really, Callie? Mom, you should’ve heard what came outta her mouth before you came in here.”

			“A girl as sweet as Callie would never use such words.” She winks at Callie, letting me know she damn well heard her. Callie blushes and mouths “oops” to me.

			“And anyway, you’d cuss too if you saw who did this,” I tell her, pointing at the screen. My mom comes around the desk and we all look at the monitor.

			“Motherfucker!” my mom yells.

			“See where I get it?” Callie laughs so hard she almost falls out of her chair.

			“I never liked that girl!”

			“You and me both, Mom.”

			“What the hell is with all the screaming and cussing going on back here?” Christian asks as everyone comes piling into Callie’s office.

			“Your mother has a potty mouth,” I tell him, winking at my mom. She smacks my arm and shushes me.

			“Oh, so she’s my mom when she misbehaves?” Christian smirks at her.

			“Shut it, boys. I can’t believe my eyes. That Stacy Trent has really lost it this time. I knew she was a tad bit coo coo for cocoa puffs, but I never thought she’d take it this far.” Mom shakes her head and everyone walks around to see Callie’s screen. There, plain as day, you can see Stacy break the front door with a tire iron which I’m guessing is from her new silver BMW, a gift from her arrogant daddy.

			She then walks around, kicking over tables and chairs, smashing displays, and knocking everything to the ground. Clearly she doesn’t realize she’s being caught on camera. After her destruction out front, she starts to head to the kitchen, but bright headlights flash through the window as someone drives down Main Street. She freezes like a deer in headlights before dropping to the ground. Once the car drives by, the driver not noticing the broken front door, Stacy hightails it out of there.

			“C’mom, Addy. Boys. Let’s get this place cleaned up and let Callie talk to the sheriff.” My mom rounds everyone up. We all head out of Callie’s office, getting back to our assigned duties. We’ve got three hours to make this right for my Cupcake. And then we’ll figure out how to repay Stacy Trent.
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			CHAPTER 16

			Callie

			By the time the sheriff leaves with the thumb drive containing last night’s security recording, I’m damn exhausted. He arrived shortly after everyone saw the recording and took my statement. So glad I took my dad’s advice and had small security cameras installed throughout the building. I didn’t think I’d need them in such a small, relatively safe town, but as Daddy always says, you can never be too careful.

			I knew Stacy was a bitch and wanted to be with Asher, but I never thought she’d take it this far. The sheriff said it’s pretty open and shut and he’ll be in touch in a few days. Since there’s a clear recording of her actions, she’ll be arrested, but will be able to post bail pretty easily. If he can get her this weekend, she’ll stay locked up until Monday, which he hopes might teach her a lesson—spending a night or two behind bars.

			He knows this is her first offense and her dad gets her out of everything by throwing money at people, but he guaranteed me that on top of a night in jail, she’d at least get some kind of required community service out of it, like picking up trash in a very public setting. I’ll take her public humiliation, as long as she pays to fix all the damage to my shop too.

			I spend the rest of the morning with Ava and Sophie getting all the cupcakes ready for the grand opening. Thank God we made all the cupcakes and frosting yesterday. All we had to do today was frost and decorate the cupcakes. With three of us, it’s going pretty fast.

			I have no idea what Olivia and Addy have up their sleeves for the front of my shop, but at this point, all I can do is trust them. I can tell they’re pretty awesome ladies, so I know they have it under control. And anyway, I can’t be in both places, even if I wanted to.

			I keep my head down and between me, Ava, and Sophie, we finish up the 500 cupcakes, with 45 minutes to spare before opening. We straighten up the kitchen and make our way out front. As I walk through the swinging door, I stop, bringing my hand to cover my gaping mouth, just as Ava and Sophie slam into me. Ava pushes me forward and gasps when she sees everything.

			“It’s beautiful!” Sophie exclaims.

			“This looks even better than it did last night!” Ava shouts.

			The glass door has been replaced, like it was never even broken. All the black bistro tables and chairs have been righted and the tiled floor swept and mopped. The custom pink glass displays were destroyed and had to be trashed, but in their place are dozens of beautiful cake pedestals of various sizes and shades of pink. There’re kitschy cupcake trinkets displayed among the pedestals, along with an assortment of beautiful flowers in bud vases. It’s eclectic and a little bit funky and fits The Sweet Spot perfectly.

			“This is so amazing!” I yell as I run to Asher, who’s standing by the door, arms wide open waiting to catch me.

			“You like it, babe?”

			“I love it!” I jump up and down, clapping my hands, unable to contain my excitement. “Everything is so beautiful! I can’t believe you were able to do all this in just a few hours.”

			“Oh, please, all these boys had to do was do what they were told and stay out of our way,” Olivia says as she walks over to Addy and bumps her hip with hers. “Right, girl?”

			“The Dream Team of Addy and Olivia can make anything happen! Don’t ever doubt us,” Addy says.

			“Never,” Ava and I shout at the same time. We both walk over to hug the moms, telling them just how thankful we are. I turn to Sophie to hug her too.

			“Sophie, you’re the best! Thank you for all your help too,” I tell her.

			“Of course! You provide me with an endless supply of cupcakes. How can I not help?”

			“Endless supply? How come she gets that gig? I want in!” Dane gives a mock affronted look and crosses his massive arms over his chest.

			“Hang out with me and I’ll share my cupcakes with you,” Sophie says, smiling at Dane.

			“Hell yeah, I want your cupcakes, girl.” He wiggles his eyebrows at her, giving her an orgasm-inducing smile.

			“Dane Christopher Kelly!” Addy shouts as she rises on her tiptoes to pop him on the back of the head.

			“What?!” Dane shrugs and grins at Sophie. She blushes at his attention.

			We walk around looking at all the beautiful displays and my eyes well up with tears. I’m overwhelmed with their kindness and how amazing everything looks. Today is such an important day in my life and they’ve made it infinitely better.

			Ava knows me better than anyone and can see all my feelings and thoughts on my face. Coming over, she puts her head on my shoulder and wraps her arm around my waist. “You did it, girl. This is everything you’ve been dreaming of since we were kids. This place is amazing, just like you.”

			“We did it, Ava. You and me. I’m nothing without my Ride or Die.” I wrap my arm around her and rest my head against hers.

			“Aw, they’re so sweet!” Addy claps her hands together as she looks at me and Ava. Asher is smiling at me after capturing the moment, between me and my sister from a different mister, with his phone. I’m so glad he captured this brief moment between me and my bestie. I turn to face the group.

			“Well, we’re not quite done yet. Let’s get these beautiful displays filled up. We have 30 minutes people!” I motion for everyone to follow me into the kitchen. We all grab trays of cupcakes and begin setting them out, leaving extra in the back for later, to refill the displays. The dining room smells amazing with all the different cupcakes gracing the place, making everyone’s mouth water. We’re wrapping up just as the front door opens and the doorbell chimes, announcing someone has entered the shop. I turn to see who it is.

			“Mom! Daddy! You’re finally here!” I run over to my parents and throw my arms around them, thankful to see their faces.

			“Princess, it’s amazing! I’m so proud of you!” My dad beams at me with glossy eyes.

			“Thanks, Daddy.” I hug him a little tighter.

			“My little girl! You really did it!”

			“Thanks, Mom. I hope you like it.”

			“It’s just like I imagined it would be. Perfect!” she tells me, cupping my face with her hands.

			“Well, I definitely had some help. Let me introduce you to some people.” Everyone comes over to meet my parents, Asher bringing up the rear. He stands in front of my parents, with his arm around my waist, pulling me into his side as my dad definitely takes notice. “Mom. Dad. This is Asher… my…”

			“Boyfriend,” he says cutting me off, before leaning over to kiss my temple, making me blush.

			“Is that so?” my dad asks. “She’s in town less than two months and already has a boyfriend. Did you know about this, Leigh?”

			“Don’t look at me, you’re the one she tells everything to,” my mom says, rolling her eyes at my dad. “I only carried her in my belly for nine months, giving birth to her, nursing her, loving her with all that I have. But clearly you’re her favorite and know all her secrets.” It’s my turn to roll my eyes at my mother’s dramatics as Asher chuckles next to me.

			“She’s my Princess! My favorite child!”

			“Your only child, Daddy,” I deadpan.

			“Still my favorite though.” He tweaks my nose and smiles.

			“I know it’s soon, but I promise to take care of our girl. She’s everything to me, Sir.” I look up at Asher and melt into him as he wraps both arms around me before looking into my eyes. I can’t believe this gorgeous man is already claiming me in front of everyone, our parents included. Everything feels right with the world at this moment.

			Olivia walks over to my mom. “Aren’t they the cutest?”

			“They’re adorable,” my mom says, bringing her hand to rest over her chest.

			“Alright, enough before I puke. Who’s ready to open?” Ava shouts.

			“Hell yeah!” Asher picks me up and twirls me around. If I get nothing else today other than the feeling of being in his arms right now, it’s the best day ever.
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			CHAPTER 17

			Callie

			My stomach is in knots and my hands are shaky, but it’s finally time to open the doors. I stand next to Ava, holding her hand, and we flip the ‘open’ sign in the window together. Everyone shouts and claps, with hugs all around and even some tears. We all head outside to take a few pictures and greet the first few customers that have arrived.

			I’m shocked to see we already have a line of people waiting to get inside. We all head back in, mingling with the customers. Ava and I are walking around, talking about the shop and passing out cupcakes for people to try.

			I look over to see all our parents sitting at a table together, talking and laughing. It makes my heart happy to see such a sight. Sophie, Dane, and Christian are sitting next to them, a table full of cupcakes, as they sample all twelve flavors that we have available. Ava’s talking to some customers, walking them over to the display case so they can purchase some cupcakes to take home.

			Just then, Asher walks up behind me, wrapping his arms around my waist and kissing the spot behind my ear that makes my whole body quiver. “You really did it, Cupcake. It’s amazing,” he whispers to me. His warm breath on my ear and tight embrace making my body heat up.

			I turn in his arms, “I couldn’t have done it without you. We walked into a disaster this morning and like my very own superhero, you saved me. I can’t thank you enough.” I rise up to kiss him, but he stops me.

			“I’ll make sure you thank me tonight, baby girl,” he says, kissing my neck. “But let’s stop while we still can, before I drag you back to your office and let you thank me properly.” The heated look in his eyes only makes my panties wetter than they already are. Damn, he looks good, his signature hat pulled down over his dark hair, a tight blue t-shirt stretched across his chest, and jeans hanging low on his sexy hips making my mouth water.

			My breath starts to quicken at thoughts of Asher naked, but my libido is instantly cooled at the sound of Ava’s voice, reminding me where I am. I hear her over the soft din of chatter in the shop, asking for some help at the counter. As much as I want to stay glued to Asher’s side, I’ve got customers to take care of.

			“Can you help me out? I’m gonna help Ava, but will you walk around and make sure everyone tries all the cupcakes?” I ask Asher.

			“Of course, babe. I’ll get the guys to help too since they’re obviously your biggest fans,” he says with a chuckle. I look over to their table that once was filled with cupcakes, and realize that it now has only cupcake liners and crumbs remaining on it. All of them are licking their lips and patting their full bellies.

			I kiss Asher once more, before I head over to Ava. She takes over the register, while I chat up the customers and fill boxes with treats. Sophie comes over and asks what she can do to help.

			“Do you mind checking on the beverage station for me? I’ve got more airpots of coffee and hot water for tea, ready to go in the back. And we have mini water bottles in the fridge.”

			“You got it!” she says, turning to check on the beverages.

			Before she gets too far, I come around the counter and snag her hand. “Thank you for everything, Sophie. Really, I mean it. You barely know me, and you’ve already done so much for me. I’m so glad I met you. You’re an amazing person.”

			“Stop or you’re gonna make me cry. I’m happy to help my new neighbor and I could tell from the moment you came into my store you’d be awesome. We’re gonna be best friends. I can already tell.”

			“What’s that now? I’m her best friend,” Ava says, mock affronted, clearly hiding her smile. I know she likes Sophie just as much as I do.

			“Ava Bear, we’re now a trio!”

			“Trio, huh? I guess I’ll allow it.” Ava pretends to be exasperated, but then she pulls Sophie in for a big hug. We all break apart and get back to work, as more customers come in to the shop.

			People are eating and drinking, talking and enjoying themselves. Dane and Christian are eating more cupcakes. Seriously, where do they put all that food? Addy and Olivia are talking to people they know, introducing them to my parents. Sophie and Asher are keeping drinks full, picking up trash, and pushing cupcakes into people’s hands, practically demanding they buy some.

			I look over to Ava, who’s taking in the sight of everything, her eyes glossy with unshed tears. I don’t say a word, just clasp my hand with hers and bring them to my chest. She pulls me in for a side hug, giving me a quick squeeze. Nothing could be more perfect than this.

			[image: ]          [image: ]          [image: scene break]

			We’ve been open for a few hours now and sales have far exceeded my expectations. The place is booming and I think everyone in town has either stopped by or plans to stop by today. I’m overwhelmed by the outpouring of support for my business and just how friendly everyone in town is.

			“Your cupcakes are amazing.” I turn toward the deep voice speaking to me. It’s the funnel cake guy from last night. He’s an older man, mid-forties maybe. He’s very handsome with dark hair and chocolate brown eyes, beautiful features from his Hispanic ethnicity.

			“Thank you for coming. I’m Callie, by the way. And thanks again for my funnel cake last night.”

			“I’m Bobby. I own the drive-in. Been living in Magnolia Springs my whole life and the drive-in’s been in my family for years. Happy to meet another local business owner, especially one as pretty as you.”

			“You hitting on my girl, Bobby?” Asher leans in and kisses my temple, making me blush.

			“Girl? Well, I’ll be damned. I never thought I’d see the day Asher Davis would finally be off the market. You got yourself a pretty one, that’s for sure,” Bobby says.

			“Don’t I know it.” Asher beams.

			“Sorry you ran into trouble with Stacy last night,” Bobby says to me. I inwardly cringe, wondering how Asher will react since I didn’t tell him about our second run-in.

			“You heard about that, huh?”

			“No, I saw it. Callie here came over to get one of my famous funnel cakes, and Stacy knocked it right out of her hand. Causing trouble and spewing nonsense as usual.”

			Asher turns to me, clearly displeased. “Why didn’t you tell me you ran into her a second time?” His nostrils flare as he crosses his arms over his chest.

			“It wasn’t anything I couldn’t handle. Besides, she was warning me away from you. Again. Did you want me to take her advice?” I bite my lip, knowing it drives him crazy and hoping to distract him.

			“Babe, I would’ve taken care of her. Maybe then she wouldn’t have caused such a mess this morning.”

			“She would’ve destroyed this place anyway, whether I told you or not. She’s nothing but trouble, that girl,” I say.

			“Destroyed this place? What happened?” Bobby asks. I quickly give him a rundown of the shit show we walked into this morning.

			“If it wasn’t for Asher and his family and friends, I wouldn’t be having this grand opening right now. He’s my hero,” I say dreamily, looking up at him.

			“Aw, thanks, babe. I’d do anything for you.” He leans in and whispers so only I can hear, “But I’m spanking your sweet ass tonight for not telling me about Stacy.” Yeah, ‘cause that’s a punishment. Dear heavens, that’s so hot!

			“Well, I don’t know how you did it so fast, but I’m glad you got this place back together in time. It’s really amazing, Callie. You should be very proud.” Bobby looks genuinely happy for me.

			“Thanks, Bobby,” I say, just as I see Stacy walk in the door with her two friends.

			“Are you freaking kidding me right now?” I hiss, my frustration and irritation causing me to drop my head to my chest. Asher and Bobby look around to see what’s causing my reaction.

			“I’ll handle this, babe,” Asher says, dropping his arm from my waist and heading toward Stacy and her friends. I try to stop him, but he’s out of my reach too quickly. I’m just hoping she doesn’t cause a scene and we can get her out of here. I grab Ava’s attention and tell her to call the sheriff before I walk over to Asher, who’s already confronting Stacy. Welp! Let the circus begin!
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			CHAPTER 18

			Asher

			This girl has some nerve! It takes everything in me to keep calm right now. I’d never lay my hands on a woman, but I damn sure will tell her off if deserved. And Stacy more than deserves it. Callie’s worked so hard to have this place, to make her dream come true. And in one night, Stacy tries to destroy it. I’m gonna make sure everyone knows what she did.

			“What are you doing here, Stacy?” I ask her, my voice harsh with anger. She looks at me with surprise on her face, obviously unaware that she’s been caught.

			“What do you mean? Is this place not open to the public? We thought we’d stop by and see what all the fuss was about,” she says nonchalantly, picking at her nails.

			“You aren’t welcome here, especially after what you did.” Panic flashes across her face, but it quickly disappears. She thinks she’s gotten away with it.

			“I don’t know what you’re talking about, Asher.” She pretends to be innocent, but she smirks over her shoulder at her friends.

			“I can’t believe you’d show your face in here! I know what you did! I have it on video, too, Callie hisses, having just walked over with Ava trailing right behind her. I pull Callie back, before she can get her hands on Stacy. I can feel the anger rolling off Callie’s body. Damn, she’s feisty! And fuck if that doesn’t turn me on. At the sound of our raised voices, people start gathering and staring at the scene Stacy’s causing.

			“What are you talking about? What video?” Stacy’s panic is clear now as she starts backing up, the color draining from her face and her eyes widening with fear.

			“Shame on you, Stacy Trent!” my mom says, coming over and wagging her finger in Stacy’s face. “It’s bad enough you cause my son grief on a regular basis, chasing him all around town when he clearly doesn’t want you, but then you cause trouble for sweet Callie, too. I’ll be sure to tell your father about this, Missy!”

			“Don’t worry, I just texted him. I gave him the full rundown of Stacy’s shenanigans. I’d sure hate to be you, girl, when your daddy hears about this,” Addy says, holding her phone up to show the message to Stacy’s dad.

			Everything’s so quiet now, all eyes on Stacy as she tries to back away. She almost makes it to the door, but not before Sheriff Greene steps in with his narrowed eyes landing on Stacy. Another officer trails in behind him, backing him up.

			“We’ve been looking for you, Stacy. I’m gonna need you to come with me. Got a few questions for you.” He reaches for her arm, but she jerks it away.

			“I didn’t do anything wrong and I’m not going anywhere. I don’t know what any of you are talking about.” She lifts her chin in defiance, refusing to give up the ruse. “Let’s go, girls,” she says to Brittany and Michelle, both ignoring her, looking at the ground and stepping away from her. Stacy’s eyes flash with anger at her friends’ betrayal. “I said let’s go,” she hisses at them, neither of them moving.

			“Fine. I don’t need you two bitches, anyway. I’m outta here.” She turns to leave, but Sheriff Greene grabs her upper arm, forcing her to stop.

			“Don’t make this any worse, Stacy. You can call your dad from the station. Let’s just make a quiet exit and maintain some dignity here, huh?” Sheriff Greene says quietly.

			“But I didn’t do anything!” Stacy yells.

			“Give it up already! We have security cameras and we caught you on video destroying my shop! You’re not getting out of this and your daddy can’t help you!” Callie’s nostrils flare as she takes a menacing step toward Stacy, who is still being restrained by Sheriff Greene.

			“Calm down, babe. She’s not getting away with this. Let Sheriff Greene handle it.” She nods, but doesn’t step back.

			“Is this true? Did she damage the bakery?” Callie’s mom asks in shock. “Why didn’t you say anything?”

			Callie turns toward her parents, her lips tightened like she’s not sure what to say. I answer for her instead, not wanting her parents to be upset with her.

			“I’m sure she planned to tell you, but everything was just so crazy right up until we opened. Last night, Stacy broke in here and trashed everything. She broke all the displays, trashed all the decorations, kicked over all the tables and chairs. She planned to do more damage too, but was spooked when a car came by and left. We have everything caught on camera, and turned it over to Sheriff Greene this morning.”

			Stacy’s swallow is audible in the deafening silence of the shop. She’s turning green now and I think she might actually puke. Good, she deserves this after what she did to Callie. And now everyone in town is gonna know about it.

			“I told you, you needed those cameras,” Callie’s dad chimes in.

			“I know, daddy. I listened to you. And thank God I did.”

			“Let’s go, Stacy. I’ll read you your rights outside.” Sheriff Greene takes her outside, her head hanging low and the fight drained out of her. Her two friends quickly exit as well, but they turn to head down the street in the opposite direction, avoiding the venom Stacy spews at them while being loaded into the Sheriff’s SUV.

			“What a nightmare,” Callie says on an exhale, bringing my attention back to her.

			“You OK, babe?” I ask her, pulling her into my side and kissing her forehead. I love how it feels to have her arms around me. She’s so close to me I can feel her heart beating wildly in her chest, adrenaline pumping through her. I rub up and down her back, trying to ease her nerves.

			“How did you get this place cleaned up? From what you described, it seems like a miracle you were able to open as planned today?” Callie’s dad asks, looking around, shocked that it’s even possible the place looks so good after what Stacy did.

			“I had a lot of help, daddy. And none of it would be possible without Asher. He got everyone to rally behind me and help us get this place cleaned up and ready. I owe everything to him.” Hearing her praise me in front of her parents has my face heating up and I’m grinning like a fool. I can see my mom proudly standing next to Christian, her eyes a bit glossy with tears. I catch her eyes and she winks at me.

			“It was nothing, really. My mom and Addy did most of the work, but we all helped out.”

			“Well, we were very hesitant when Callie said she wanted to move away and start her own bakery. She’d only ever driven through Magnolia Springs when she vacationed in Savannah a few years ago. We never dreamed she wanted to actually live here, and start a business here no less.

			“We worry about her and Ava every day. But we’re beyond thrilled our girls have you all looking after them, especially you, Asher. I feel better knowing my baby has you to look after her, especially when I can’t be here.” His words fill my chest with pride as he pulls Callie in to a tight hug, before releasing her to shake my hand.

			“There’s nothing I’d rather do than take care of her, Sir.” No truer words have ever left my mouth. I look over to Callie, her eyes twinkling at me. If I didn’t know better, I might think it was love that caused her eyes to twinkle like that. I know that’s what’s causing mine to, anyway. Looks like I may be in love with Callie Thomas already.
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			The rest of the day goes by in a flash and before we know it, it’s time to close up. The grand opening was a huge success, despite Stacy’s best efforts to thwart Callie’s dream. Glad she was arrested before she could do any more damage. Good riddance, Crazy! Let’s hope this is the last we see of her, at least for a little while anyway.

			We all help clean up and decide to take a short rest to catch our breath before meeting up to have dinner together. Everyone heads home to get showered and changed. Then Shawn, Callie’s dad, is treating us to Callie’s favorite, pizza at Big Mike’s. He offered to take us all anywhere, but my Cupcake loves pizza, so it was really a no brainer.

			After taking a quick shower, I change into a white casual button-down and roll up the sleeves, finishing up my look with dark jeans and my all white sneakers. I tousle my hair with a bit of product and add some cologne, then head out.

			“Chris, you ready?” I call out to my brother. He steps into the hallway.

			“Look OK?” My eyebrows shoot up, surprised that Christian has put this much effort into getting dressed.

			“Who are you trying to impress?” I ask him, nodding in approval at his short-sleeve chambray button-down, black jeans, and white chucks. His dirty blond hair, the same color as our mother’s, combed back in a stylish look.

			“No one. I just wanted to look nice. What?” He shrugs, acting like it’s no big deal.

			“If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you got dressed up for Ava. How’d it go last night anyway? It’s been so insane today, I didn’t get a chance to ask.” I see a mild blush creep up his face.

			“It was fine. Sophie came out with us too. We had a good time, that’s all. I think it’d be fun to hang out again.” He quickly walks past me, clearly trying to end the conversation. Before I can goad him anymore, he snatches the keys to his truck and opens the front door.

			“Let’s go, man. I’ll drive,” he yells back to me, already almost to the truck. As I lock up the front door, I see Dane step outside onto his porch.

			“You wanna ride?” I ask him

			“Nah, I gotta make a quick stop on the way,” he says, but doesn’t explain any further. I wonder if he’s stopping to see Sophie. Don’t ask me why I think that. I just do. I never noticed it before, but I was picking up some kind vibe between those two today.

			We’ve known her all our lives, but never really hung out. Sophie’s great, she just hung out with a different crowd than us. If something is brewing between those two, I hope she knows what she’s getting into. He’s my best friend, but he’s a little wild for a sweet girl like Sophie.

			But I’ll let her worry about that. I’ve got more important business to take care of right now. I’m ready to see my girl, have dinner with our families, and get her in my bed as soon as possible.
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			CHAPTER 19

			Callie

			This is the longest dinner ever! OK, not really. It just seems like it’s taking forever because all I want to do is tear off Asher’s clothes with my teeth, climb on his lap as he sits in his chair, and let him sink deep inside me. And before you judge me—you Judgy McJudgy Reader, you—one, I’m not usually such a hussy, fantasizing about a scorching hot man while my parents sit across from me. And two, if you were next to this gorgeous slab of man meat, you’d be thinking the same thing.

			I wanted to look good for him tonight, but made sure to keep it toned down with all the parents here. Since he always sees me in jeans or shorts and a t-shirt, I decided on a dress. An orchid pink eyelet one, with straps that tie at the top of my shoulders and a sweetheart neckline. This one has a custom built-in bra and I can’t wait to see his face when he takes it off of me tonight. Yes, I said tonight; mind your business!

			Everyone seems to be enjoying themselves while getting to know each other. The moms are definitely enjoying their wine and already planning a “ladies’ evening” the next time my mom comes down for a visit. Daddy is certainly having himself a good time chatting it up over beer with Asher’s dad, Michael. I’m glad he could join us since he’s just getting back in town from a day-visit with his brother, who lives in Savannah. I can definitely see where Asher and Christian get their good looks from.

			Asher’s hand is creeping up my thigh under the table, rubbing gentle circles across my sensitive skin with his thumb. The look in his eye says he knows exactly what effect he’s having on me right now, knowing I can’t do anything about it with everyone here. He leans in close to me and whispers in my ear.

			“Is your pussy wet for me, Cupcake?” I inhale sharply, but quietly at his unexpected dirty words. “You’d better answer me, babe, or I’ll have another reason to punish you tonight. I still owe that luscious ass of yours a spanking for keeping your run-in with Stacy a secret from me.” Punishment, my ass—no pun intended. I’m practically begging him to spank me.

			Instead of answering him, I covertly take his hand and brush his fingertips across my panties at the apex between my thighs, letting him feel how soaked I am just from being next to him. His nostrils flare with lust and I see his chest begin to rise and fall faster with his excitement. Before he can slide his fingers into my panties, I remove his hand and stand to excuse myself to the restroom. He clears his throat, but shoots me a look, obviously telling me I’ll be punished for that later, too.

			I lean down to kiss his cheek, then lick the shell of his ear and whisper to him, “I look forward to my punishment. Sir.” He almost chokes on his drink as I turn away quickly and head toward the restroom. I’m drying my hands at the sink when Sophie and Ava bust through the door.

			“I don’t know what you said to that man, but whatever it was sure made him clear us out quickly!” Ava says, her eyebrow raised, implying she knows exactly what I must have said.

			“Good Lord, girl. I’ve never seen Asher talk so fast. He definitely has an agenda for you tonight,” Sophie says.

			“I don’t know what you mean.” I feign innocence. “What did he say?”

			“He shot out of his chair, thanking everyone for coming, and thanking your dad for dinner. He said you were really wiped out from today and he needed to get you home so you could rest. He promised everyone we’d get together for breakfast tomorrow before your parents head back home,” Sophie explains.

			“It wasn’t so much what he said, but how he said it. Like the place was on fire and he couldn’t get outta here fast enough,” Ava says, bending over belly laughing.

			“I’d better get out there then, huh?”

			“Yeah, girl, you better go before your man comes in here, throws you over his shoulder, and carries you out the back.” Sophie says it like it’s such an insane thing for him to do, but honestly, I wouldn’t put it past Asher. And for some reason, the thought of him doing it turns me on.

			I throw my paper towel in the trash and hold the door open for Ava and Sophie. We make our way back to our tables, as everyone is standing around talking and making plans for breakfast in the morning. I walk up to Asher and slide my hand into his, loving how rough it feels against my skin.

			He’s obviously had enough time to calm down and is politely telling my parents good night and we’ll see them in the morning. He gives my mom a hug and tells my dad he’ll make sure I get home safely. Yeah, I bet he will.

			We all agree to meet up for breakfast at Silver Spoons, a local diner that serves the most amazing breakfast. Hugs and kisses all around, as we head out to the parking lot. Walking hand in hand with Asher is like a dream. I feel so safe with him, I’d let him take me anywhere.

			[image: ]          [image: ]          [image: scene break]

			I let Ava take my SUV and she agrees to give Christian a ride home, so Asher can take me in Christian’s truck. He says he wants to take me somewhere, before he drops me off at my house. I immediately agree, just wanting to spend more time alone with him.

			He helps me into the truck, giving me a sweet kiss before he closes the door and walks around the front. After getting in next to me, he starts the truck and we’re off. He reaches over for my hand, and brings it to rest on his thigh.

			“Where are we going?” I ask, not really caring, but just curious.

			“I want to take you to a place I like to go, where I can be by myself for a while. Someplace special to me.” I don’t respond. Instead I just smile at him, and give his thigh a gentle squeeze.

			A few minutes later and we’re pulling up to a beautiful pond with a huge red maple tree next to it. With Daylight Saving, it stays light outside later in the evening, so the sun’s still out, even though it’s after eight o’clock at night. This place is magnificent with the sun setting in the background and a slight breeze blowing through the trees.

			He turns off the truck and gets out, walking to my side to help me down. He takes my hand as we walk to the back of the truck. Popping the tailgate down, he grabs my waist and lifts me to sit on it. He doesn’t join me, instead spreading my knees apart and standing between them, his hands running up and down my thighs under my dress.

			“We can’t stay long, babe. It’ll be dark soon and I should get you home.”

			“This place is magical, Asher. I can see why you love it here.”

			“I like to come watch the sun set. It’s quiet and I can think or just reflect. I found this place when I was out riding around in my truck one day. No one knows I come here, not even Christian.”

			“So why share this place with me?” I tilt my head in curiosity.

			“Because it’s special, just like you. I’ve never met anyone like you, Callie. And I want to make sure you know how special I think you are. I’ve never had a girlfriend before and I have no doubt, I’m gonna do something to piss you off at some point.

			“But I want you to know how important you are to me, even though I’ve only known you a week. I know this is fast. Believe me, I can barely wrap my head around it. But being with you just feels right. Like I’ve been waiting for you my whole life.” He cups my face and looks deeply into my eyes.

			“Say something, baby girl. Please tell me I’m not alone in this.” The look of vulnerability on his face melts my insides. I grab at his shirt, pulling him closer to me, his hands still on my face.

			“You’re not alone in this, Asher. I’ve honestly avoided relationships all my life, only having one boyfriend in the past. I’m afraid to get my heart broken and I don’t trust easily. It’s easier to keep my distance and stay busy than to let someone in that’s just gonna break my heart.

			“But you make me feel so safe. Like no matter what, you’ll protect me, even my heart. Like I matter to you.” I take a minute as I see my words sinking in for him.

			“I want you, Asher Davis. I want to be with you and I want you to be with me. I’m all yours and no one else’s. Always.” At my last word, he leans into me and presses his mouth against mine. We stay that way for a few seconds just feeling the warmth of our lips pressed together. Then he nibbles my bottom lip, making me open to him, before he slides his tongue into my mouth and massages it against mine.

			I slide my hands up his shirt, feeling his soft skin covering his hard, tight muscles. He tilts my head back so he can deepen the kiss, stepping further between my thighs. We’re kissing feverishly now, and I moan into his mouth, dying to get closer to him. He pulls his mouth away, resting his forehead against mine.

			“I love you, Callie. Let’s go home, baby.”
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			CHAPTER 20

			Asher

			The words “I love you” are out of my mouth before I can stop them, but instead of feeling shocked, I feel at peace. Like I was always supposed to tell her those exact words. She pulls back from me, her hands remaining on my body. She’s searching my eyes, looking to see if I’m telling the truth. Finding what she’s looking for, she says what I hoped she would say, “I love you, too.”

			My heart officially just exploded. My girl loves me! I feel like Jack Dawson on the fucking Titanic right now! I’m on top of the world! I kiss her again, but don’t let it go too far or we’ll never make it home.

			“I’m taking you back to my place. I want you in my bed tonight,” I tell her, helping her hop down from the tailgate. I take her by the hand and walk her to the passenger side of the truck. Before I open the door, I press her hot body against it, crashing my mouth on to hers and kissing the fuck right on out of her.

			Her knees go weak, but I lean my body harder against hers, holding her up while still kissing the shit out of her. She places her hands against my chest and gives me a slight push, breaking the kiss.

			“Take me to your house, Asher. Now,” she says, her eyes lidded with lust and her hands shaking on my chest with desire. I open the door and help her climb in, then run around to my side and start up the truck. It only takes a few minutes before we pull up to my house. All the lights are off, but I see movement over at Dane’s place. My guess is that Ava and Christian are over there. Probably Sophie, too. Good. I hope they stay over there all night.

			Callie doesn’t wait for me to come around and open her door. Instead, she hops to the ground and quickly struts down my walkway, heading to the front door. I growl at her as I chase her to the house. She just giggles over her shoulder at me, and damn, if that sound doesn’t make my dick hard.

			I catch her around the waist at the front door and firmly pull her body into mine. I kiss her roughly, biting her lip while grinding my hard as steel cock against her belly. She’s holding onto my shoulders for dear life as I slide my hands down to palm her ass.

			I’m this close to dropping to my knees right here on the porch just to get a taste of her sweetness, when hoots, hollers, catcalls, and wolf whistles get my attention. We look over to Dane’s house and see everyone standing on the porch clapping and carrying on. Callie immediately breaks out into a heated blush and I pull her behind me, blocking their view.

			“Knock it off, fuckers,” I yell across the yard at them, flipping them all off as I open the door for Callie. Her lips are red and swollen from my kisses and it only makes my inner caveman want to come out and play that much more. Rather than denying him, I kick the front door closed and lean my shoulder into Callie, picking her up and throwing her over my shoulder in a fireman’s carry.

			Laughing, she grabs onto my jeans as I hold onto her thighs. With her pussy this close to my face I can smell her arousal. My mouth is watering at the sweetest scent I’ve ever smelled. If I don’t get her to my room now, I’m gonna fuck her right here against the wall.

			I practically run down the hall, closing the door behind me. I set her down on the bed and make quick work of removing my clothes and shoes as she watches me, biting that lip of hers, and clearly enjoying the view.

			“This is gonna be fast, baby, but I promise to make it up to you later tonight. I’m dying to get inside of you and I just can’t wait any longer.” She stands, getting ready to take off her dress, but I still her hands.

			“You look like a present, baby, with those cute little bows holding your dress up. Let me unwrap my present.” I kiss her mouth and jaw, tilting her head so I can kiss her neck. I untie the straps of her dress, then slide the zipper down her back. Her dress falls to her feet, pooling on the floor. At that moment, I see that my Cupcake isn’t wearing a bra. I didn’t think it was possible, but my dick just got harder at the sight of her bare tits.

			“You’re so fucking sexy, Callie, “I say as I take one of her hardened nipples into my hot, wet mouth.

			“God, that feels good, baby,” Callie pants. She drops her head back as I lavish my attention on her beautiful chest. Definitely gonna fuck these later. I need to get her off at least once before I slide into her tight, wet pussy.

			I slide her panties down her legs and push her to sit on the edge of the bed. Tossing her panties aside, I slip off her shoes and throw her legs over my shoulders. Precum is already leaking out of my cock, so I’ve got to make her cum quick before my cock explodes. I take a quick second to deeply inhale the scent of her, before I dive in, licking her pussy like my favorite lollipop.

			She immediately cries out, arching her back off the bed. “That feel good, baby?”

			“Yes, please don’t stop. Make me cum, Asher. Please,” she begs me. I love it when she fucking begs. I’m licking her clit with everything I’ve got, curling my fingers inside her and massaging her G-spot. I take my free hand and tweak her nipple and my girl goes off like a fucking rocket.

			I feel her core clench my fingers like a vice as I lick her through her orgasm. I want to wait for her to come down, but I can’t. My dick is painfully hard, dying to get inside her. Grabbing a condom from my wallet, I sheath my cock in record time, then quickly get back to her.

			I stand between her legs, pulling her towards me, her ass almost hanging completely off the bed. I rest her thighs on my forearms as I grab her legs from underneath and shove my cock deep inside her in one forceful thrust. I bottom out inside her, holding still as she adjusts to the size of my dick.

			“Fuck, Asher. You’re so big. I’m so full,” she moans. I’m ready to preen like a fucking peacock and I think my dick just got even bigger. “Move, baby,” she whines. I give her what she wants and slam my cock in and out of her. Her pussy is so good. I’m not gonna last long. I fuck her hard and fast, feeling her juices running down my balls.

			“Damn, baby, you feel so fucking good. You’re so wet for me.” Minutes go by and I lose all control, fucking her within an inch of her life. I can feel the telltale sign I’m gonna cum, that magic tingle at the base of my spine as my balls draw up.

			“Cum for me, Callie. Now, baby,” I command her. I roll my hips with each thrust forcing my dick deeper inside her. Her body tightens briefly then she cums with a loud moan. Three more thrusts and I go over the edge with her, groaning her name as I cum.

			I pump in and out a few more times before I let her pussy milk the rest of my orgasm from my cock. When we’re both good and sated, I pull out of her tight core and help her move up in the bed. I take care of the condom and wash my hands, before returning to bed with a warm, wet washcloth to clean her up.

			Crawling in next to her, my body turned toward hers, I see her sweet face relaxed in bliss. Tucking a strand of hair behind her ear, I lean in close to press a kiss on her full lips.

			“What have you done to me, baby girl?”

			“The same thing you’ve done to me,” she says with a sleepy smile.

			“I love you, Cupcake. You know that?”

			“I love you too, Asher. Always.” She closes her eyes, exhausted from the insane day we’ve had and the punishing sex I just gave her pussy. I pull her close, resting her head on my chest before kissing the top of her head. She came into my life so quickly, but I know without a doubt I could never live without her. This is exactly where she’s supposed to be. And where she will be for the rest of our lives.
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			EPILOGUE

			Callie

			Six Months Later

			“Cupcake! Let’s go,” Asher shouts from the living room.

			“I’m coming, babe! Just a minute!” I’m scrambling around my bedroom looking for the black ankle boots Asher loves so much. It’s October and fall weather is in full swing. The leaves have turned, and there are pumpkins and marigolds everywhere. The air is crisp and smells like bushels of apples and spice.

			I finally find my boots in the back of the closet and slip them on. I know he loves how they look with my tight black skinny jeans and my cream off-the-shoulder boyfriend sweater. I grab my favorite peacoat and head down the hallway.

			“There’s my sexy girl,” he coos, leaning in to kiss my neck. “Damn, you smell good, babe. Maybe we should stay home instead.”

			“Nuh uh, Captain Sexy. I got all cute and cleaned up. You promised me a surprise and you’re gonna give it to me,” I say, my hands pressing gently on his hard chest.

			“Oh, I can give it to you, if that’s what you want, babe,” he says, pulling my hands away and kissing the delicate skin on my wrist.

			“You rushed me to get ready, so we’re going.” I pull him by the hand to the front door. Stepping out onto the front porch I deeply inhale, breathing in the smell of fall and letting the cool air fill my lungs. After locking the front door to my house, Asher takes my hand and leads me to his truck. He helps me inside before joining me and starting the engine.

			“So, what’s this surprise, anyway?” I ask.

			“It wouldn’t be a surprise if I told you, now would it?”

			“You know I’m impatient,” I say, my hand creeping up his thigh, hoping to coax him in to telling me. He’s quick to catch on and stops my hand from moving up any further.

			“Just this once, let me have my way, babe. You’re really gonna like it. I promise.”

			“Fine,” I huff and fake pout. “But you got your way last night too, unless you forgot.” I side-eye him.

			“Yeah, I did,” he turns to me, giving me a sexy smirk. We ride for a bit, the drive familiar as we make our way to his favorite spot. I’ve come to love it too, opting to spend time there myself while just enjoying the peace and quiet.

			“You’re taking me to our tree by the pond?”

			“Maybe,” he says with a shrug. A few more minutes and he pulls up to our special tree. A few weeks after we began dating and he showed me his secret place, he added a tire swing and built a small deck at the edge of the pond. He wanted this place to be something special, just for the two of us.

			After asking me to wait in the cab, he steps out of the truck and heads to the back. I wait just a little while, before he comes up to my side and opens the door, helping me out of the truck. Before leading me to the back, he stops me, pressing me against the truck and kissing me passionately.

			“I love you, Callie. I hope you know that.”

			“I love you too, babe. Now show me this surprise,” I say, giving him one more quick kiss. When we get to the back, my mouth parts in sweet shock as I see he’s made us a blanket fort, just like our first date at the drive-in movies. He’s really stepped it up though with a huge wooden tray holding two glasses of champagne, and an assortment of fruit, cheeses, and cured meats. There’re even macaroons and truffles for dessert. I love my man, but I know good and well he didn’t come up with the menu. I’ll have to be sure to thank his mom later.

			“What’s all this, babe?” He messes with his phone for a second, then I hear one of my all-time favorite songs play from a Bluetooth speaker in the back of the truck.

			“Dave? You sure know the way to this girl’s heart,” I tell him as Dave Matthews’ “Crash Into Me” begins to play. He takes my hands and backs me up, so I’m leaning against the tailgate. He stares deep into my eyes for several moments, warming my soul with all the love I see reflected in his eyes.

			“Callie, from the moment I met you, it’s like your soul crashed into mine. You stepped into my shop holding that box of cupcakes, and I knew you were the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. You captured my heart from that very moment and I knew I could never let you go.”

			My heart is overflowing with love as tears well up in my eyes. He brings his hands to my face, kissing me gently but deeply. He reaches into his pocket for a black velvet box, before dropping to a knee as my hands shoot up to cover my gaping mouth. He opens the box to reveal the most beautiful three stone, halo diamond engagement ring.

			“Will you marry me, baby? Make me the luckiest fucker around and be my wife?”

			“I don’t think you’re allowed to say ‘fucker’ during a marriage proposal,” I joke through my tears.

			“We can leave that part out then, when we tell our family. So, is that a yes?” He looks up at me, through his lashes and I see a brief moment of vulnerability flash in his eyes.

			“Yes, Asher Davis. I’d love to be your wife.” He slides the ring on my finger, a perfect fit, as big fat tears run down my face. Then he shoots to his feet, picking me up and swinging me around.

			“Fuck yeah, babe! We’re getting married!” I laugh at his child-like excitement. He sets me back down on my feet then slams his mouth into mine. Before he can get too far gone, I tear my mouth from his.

			“First you feed me, then you can fuck me,” I tell him, giving him a wink and wiping the tears from my face.

			“I like where your head’s at, Cupcake.” He lifts me up to sit on the tailgate, removing my boots, and helping me into our little nest. After toeing off his sneakers, he joins me in the bed of the truck and we snuggle into all the blankets.

			The weather is perfect with a slight chill, but my man came prepared with an electric blanket and a down comforter. I owe his mom a box of cupcakes for making sure we had everything for our perfect little fort. We drink and eat, snuggling close as both of us admire my new engagement ring on my finger. There is nowhere else in the world I’d rather be than with this man right here.

			“I love you so much, Asher Davis. I can’t wait to be your wife.”

			“Me neither, babe. And someday the mother of my children.” The hope in his voice is unmistakable.

			“Make love to me, Future Husband?”

			“Your wish is my command, Future Wife.”

			The End

			THANK YOU!

			From the bottom of my heart, thank you for reading my book! I’m just a true Southern girl—living with my amazing hubby and my princess diva baby girl—reading and writing books, asking you to love me. I hope my mix of romance, with a dash of swoon, and a pinch of smut brings a smile to your face and a tingle to your fun bits.

			If you enjoyed my book, please consider leaving a review on Amazon, Goodreads, etc. Even if it’s just a sentence or two about what you liked most about my book, it will help my work to be seen by other readers.

			Happy reading!
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			PROLOGUE

			Christian

			Don’t date your roommate. Do. Not. Date. Your. Roommate. I keep repeating the words over and over in my head, hoping at some point it’ll sink in. My brain has it on repeat, but my dick is like that meme with Kermit the Frog in a hoodie, saying “Do it. Date your roommate. You know you want to.” How the hell did I get here?

			Well, let’s see. My brother, Asher, who used to be the town playboy, has fallen madly in love with the new girl, Callie. Don’t get me wrong, I love Callie. She’s sweet and kind and gorgeous, but she put me outta of house! Well, maybe not exactly.

			Callie and her best friend, Ava–we’ll get to her in a minute–moved to Magnolia Springs a few months ago so Callie could open her dream business, a cupcake shop called The Sweet Spot. It’s right next door to the auto shop I co-own with Asher. He took one look at Callie and the rest is history. Just a few weeks into their whirlwind romance and I find myself put out of the three-bedroom house I was sharing with my brother.

			Man, I had the perfect setup too. Asher owns the house, but I was paying rent. Our overly involved mom made sure we always had groceries, fresh laundry, and a clean house. And our best friend, Dane, lives right next door. Dane works with us at the shop and he’s been our best friend since we were babies. Everything was just the way I wanted it.

			But Asher just had to fall in love with Callie and now she’s moving in. Could I stay in the house with them? Yeah, I could. It is a three-bedroom after all, but who wants to be the third wheel in a new relationship where you have to listen to your brother constantly having sex with his girl? Yeah, not this guy.

			Honestly, I’m kinda jealous. Asher has always been a “love ‘em and leave ‘em” type, never double-dipping with the same girl. He was always so focused on the shop and taking over the business once dad retired, that he just kept his head down, worked his ass off, and relieved stress with one of the many willing participants in Magnolia Springs who couldn’t wait to throw her panties at him.

			Me? I’m not that guy. Everyone assumes that because we’re brothers and Irish twins–we’re only a year apart–that I’m just like him. While I never really corrected anyone’s assumptions, the truth is I’m a relationship kind of guy. I love being with one girl. Someone to come home to, share things with, laugh with, snuggle with–yes, I’m a snuggler. Girls are just so soft and snuggly! The problem is I’ve only had two relationships; one in high school and one in college. I thought my college girl was gonna be it. She was fun and sweet, and man, did she have a bangin’ body! Turns out she didn’t want anything serious, and after several months we decided it was best to part ways.

			I guess I’m just not your typical guy. I love being in love, even if I’ve only experienced it twice. I love spoiling my girl, treating her like a cherished princess, and discovering all the ways to make her feel good, loved, and appreciated. I thought I’d find that once I moved back home to Magnolia Springs. Instead I found girls looking for Asher, or the next best thing to Asher. Or they just wanted my dick and a few orgasms, then sent me on my way. No shame in a girl getting hers, but I am not a piece of meat! Now, let’s keep that between me and you, because I don’t need to lose my man card and have my boys ragging on me all day.

			So, back to my housing situation. Now that Callie has officially moved in, I guess I gotta put on my Big Boy Pants and find my own place. My first thought was to crash with Dane next door for a while. After all, he is my brother from another mother. Our moms are best friends and we’ve been joined at the hip practically since birth. But that idea quickly crashed and burned when Dane’s mom, Addy, decided to remodel her home. Now she’s crashing with Dane for the next several weeks.

			I could move back in with my parents for a few weeks, but no self-respecting twenty-something wants to do that unless absolutely necessary. Mom would love to have me home again, but I think Dad might kill me, now that he’s retired and has Mom all to himself. Besides, you’d think they were teenagers with how much they like to play grab ass and hide the pickle, in every room of the house. No one should ever have to witness or hear their parents doing that. I shiver at the thought of the last time I was exposed to their antics. I stopped by unannounced to get some tools out of the garage and saw them going at it in the kitchen. My retinas were seared and may never heal after that. And I will never, ever eat at that kitchen table again.

			So where does this leave me for housing then? Glad you asked. It apparently leaves me right damn here, standing outside the screen door of the house Ava’s renting with Callie. Who is Ava, you ask? I did say we’d get back to her.

			If you recall, Ava is Callie’s best friend. She did Callie a solid and moved down here to help her open The Sweet Spot. The first time I laid eyes on Ava was at Big Mike’s Pizza, when she practically ran away from her table after Asher approached Callie and whispered something in her ear. I could see Callie blush all the way from my table, so it’s no surprise Ava wanted to get out of the way of those fireworks.

			As soon as I saw her sauntering my way, my mouth parted as I took in how beautiful she was. A little taller than average height, Ava had long, golden blond hair, bright baby blues, and a pouty cherry mouth that begged to be kissed. Her trim body was athletic, making me think maybe she was a runner. Not too curvy, but not a boyish figure either. Just perfect for the dirty things I wanted to do to her. Our eyes locked as she came closer, but then she looked to my right and suddenly I remembered I wasn’t alone at the table. Dane was right next to me and I chanced a quick look his way. What I saw surprised the hell out of me. Dane had the same look I had. Well fuck, we both were interested.

			The three of us ended up having dinner together, since Asher never returned to our table, deciding to flirt with Callie instead. I don’t think Ava picked up on it, but it was clear to me and Dane, we both were interested in her. But luckily our firm pact of Bros Before Hoes wouldn’t have to be tested.

			A few nights later the three of us were all hanging out at Dane’s, along with our friend Sophie, and it was clear she was interested in him. But then again, Sophie’s always been interested in Dane. The big dope just never seemed to catch on that she’s been crushing on him since middle school. That night, Sophie explained a dilemma she was having with her mom and sister, and Dane stepped right up and volunteered to help. Dane loves to play Captain Save-a-Hoe. Can’t blame him though, he’s an amazing guy and would do anything for anyone. And maybe spending a little more time with Sophie will help him finally see what’s been right in front of him for years.

			So now you know who Ava is, let’s talk about how she’s gonna be my new roommate.
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			CHAPTER 1

			Christian

			I’m standing on Ava’s porch, watching her through the screen door like a total creeper. After parking my truck out front, full to the brim with all my stuff, I bounded up the front walkway. I’m just about to knock on the front door when I hear music and off-key singing.

			My interest piqued, I look through the screen door to find Ava dancing around the living room in the tiniest pair of cutoff shorts and a tight pink tank top. I look my fill, my eyes dragging up her taut body, from her pink painted toes, to her long, tanned legs, to her slim waist, up her delicate neck, and landing on startled baby blue eyes staring right back at me.

			“Jesus!” she screams, clutching her chest. It’s obvious she was in her own little world, singing and dancing, cleaning as she goes. I defensively throw my palms up, showing her I’m no threat.

			“Sorry about that. I didn’t mean to scare you. Can I come in?” She walks over to the screen door to unlock it.

			“Damn, Christian! You scared the crap outta me! How long were you standing there?” she asks, seemingly a bit embarrassed, remembering what she was doing when she saw me.

			“Not long, just a few seconds.” Long enough to enjoy looking at her stunning body though.

			“Oh. Ok,” she says, relieved.

			“I promise I didn’t see any dancing or hear any singing, if that’s what you’re worried about.” She blushes furiously as her nose scrunches in an adorable little grimace.

			“Just couldn’t pretend you didn’t witness that, huh?”

			“Now what kinda roommate would I be, if I wasn’t truthful?” I’m hoping a little teasing will put her at ease. I’m not planning on staying here too long, but I don’t want to get off on the wrong foot. And if my plan goes accordingly, when this is all said and done, I’m hoping I can pick up where I left off and ask Ava out on a real date. She gives me a little huff and a roll of her beautiful eyes.

			“Well, come on in. Let’s get you settled into your temporary home, shall we?” She opens the door to let me in and I follow her inside. The last time I was here, Asher and I came over for dinner with the girls. I thought it was a little strange he wanted me to tag along when Callie was cooking dinner for him, but when he said Ava would be there, I jumped at the chance. Now that Dane was off focusing on helping Sophie, I had the green light to make a move on Ava. My plan was thwarted though, when Asher and Callie dropped a bomb on us.

			We’re all laughing and having a good time over dessert when Asher squeezes Callie’s hand as it rests on the table. I watch as Callie musters up courage then blurts out they’ve decided to move in together. Caught off guard, my mouth drops to the floor, but it’s Ava’s response that truly surprises me.

			“What the crap, Callie? I move all the way down here to help you, and now you leave me high and dry? How could you do this to me? What happed to Ride or Die? Besties for life?” Ava looks like she’s on the verge of tears, which seems a bit extreme to me. But what do I know, I’m not a girl. I don’t understand girl feelings.

			“You know that’s not what this is, Ava. I’m not abandoning you, I promise. We’re still gonna work together and we’ll see each other all the time. And I’ll keep paying my half of the rent.” Callie reaches for Ava’s hand, but she quickly pulls it away.

			“It’s not about the money and you know that. I don’t need money. I don’t even need you to pay me to work for you, but you won’t listen to me.” Huh, who doesn’t need money? I look over to Asher and he gives me a shrug like he has no idea what’s happening right now.

			“I know you don’t need money, Ava, but I can’t not pay you. You know how I feel about that. And we’ve been inseparable since Kindergarten. That’s not gonna change.”

			“We know we’re springing this on you guys, and we’re sorry. It’s all happening so fast, but I want Callie with me every day. I love her.” Asher looks at Callie like she’s his everything and a pang of envy hits me right in the gut. Wait a minute?! Springing this on you guys? I shoot my gaze over to Asher and at least he has the decency to look apologetic.

			“Sorry man, I know I should have asked you, but,” he lifts his big shoulder in a sheepish shrug.

			“Damn man, putting me outta of my own house?”

			“Technically, it’s my house.”

			“Yeah, but I pay rent. Don’t you have to give me some kind of notice?”

			“This is your notice. Callie’s moving in this weekend. Notice given.”

			“Asher,” Callie chastises, swatting at his chest with the back of her hand. She looks at me with her soft doe eyes. Callie is so sweet to everyone, and I know how much my brother loves her. How could I deny her anything.

			“It’s fine, Callie,” I tell her. “I should be able to find a place. Maybe I can crash with Dane in the meantime.” Callie and Asher share a look. “What?”

			“Yeah, so Mama Addy is staying with Dane while her house is being remodeled. But maybe you can stay with Mom and Dad. It’ll just be a few weeks.” Asher says it like he doesn’t remember me telling him about catching Mom and Dad in the kitchen.

			“No thanks, man. No one needs to see Mom and Dad doing it all the time. I’ll figure something out.” Callie begins to practically vibrate in her chair.

			“You can move in with Ava!” she shouts. What the hell? Now of course I want to spend some time with Ava. She’s gorgeous and I was attracted to her the moment I laid eyes on her, but living together? We hardly know each other. That screams of disaster. Just then, Ava says what I’m thinking.

			“What the hell, Callie? You can’t just pawn us off on each other. Besides, I’m sure Christian doesn’t want to live with some random girl he hardly knows.”

			“You’re not some random girl, Ava,” I tell her, wanting to assure her my hesitancy has nothing to do with her. I’m more concerned with how I’m gonna keep my hands to myself when I’ll be in such close proximity to her.

			“Thanks, but you know what I mean. How’s this gonna work?”

			“It’ll be fine, I promise. I’m game if you are. Besides, it just temporary, right?” Ava sighs with defeat.

			“I guess so. Looks like we’re gonna be roomies.” She gives me a forced smile.

			Callie does that thing she does when she’s excited, bouncing up and down and clapping her hands. She jumps out of her chair and goes over to hug Ava. Asher gives me a look and we have a silent conversation like only close brothers can have, asking me if this is ok. I return his look with a nod, letting him know I’m fine with it. Then he lifts his chin toward Ava and smirks at me, letting me know he knows I’m attracted to her. I narrow my eyes at him then lift my eyebrow, letting him know I’ve got this under control. At least, I sure I hope I do.
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			CHAPTER 2

			Ava

			I can’t believe Christian Davis is my new roommate. For the foreseeable future, I’m living with a guy. Not my best friend, Callie, who I moved down here with, but a guy. And not just any guy, but the most gorgeous man I’ve ever seen. How in the world is this my life right now?

			When Callie and Asher sprung the news they were moving in together after just a few weeks of dating, I thought Callie had lost her damn mind. She’s always been so guarded with her heart that it took me completely by surprise at how fast she’d fallen in love with Asher. But I’ve seen the way he looks at her, dotes on her. I know he’s just as smitten. The two of them are so cute together I could puke.

			Yeah, so maybe I’m a little jealous. I’ve never had a boyfriend before and I’m not sure I could ever trust someone enough to let them in. I’ve had some guys interested in dating me, but I grew up only being wanted because of a purpose I served, not because I was ever really loved. After being treated like that, I decided I’ll just pass on dating and relationships.

			I was five years old when I met Callie and to my surprise, the curious girl with black curly hair and unique gray eyes was more than happy to play with me at school. I didn’t have any friends besides our housekeeper and our landscaper. They were a sweet couple that lived in a small cottage at the back of our property.

			On the first day of kindergarten, Grace got me dressed and packed my lunch, assuring me I’d make some friends. Jack drove me to school and dropped me off, after I lied and told him I’d be ok to walk in by myself. I watched as other kids made their way inside with one, sometimes two parents escorting them to their classroom. But I was all alone, my dad out of town on business, not that he would’ve come anyway, and my mom too busy with her social life to be bothered. I was heartbroken, but I didn’t want Jack and Grace to worry about me.

			As I walked into my classroom with tears welling in my eyes, a pretty girl with light brown skin came over and introduced herself as “Callie”. She helped me put my things away and linked her arm in mine as she walked me over to the big colorful rug where we took a seat with the other kids. From that moment on, she never left my side. But now she’s leaving me to move in with her boyfriend and I feel like that lost little girl all over again.

			But don’t worry, Callie’s come up with a wonderful solution, being the little fixer that she is. Can you pick up the sarcasm I’m putting down? Her brilliant idea has Christian Davis, Asher’s brother who was living with him until Callie moved in, walking into my living room right now, taking a tour of his temporary home for the next few weeks. This is after he caught me making a fool of myself, singing and dancing around the living room as I was trying to clean up before he arrived.

			“Are you sure it’s cool for me to crash here for a few weeks?” he asks me shyly, his big, strong hands crammed into the front pockets of his tight black jeans. The royal blue tee he’s wearing pulled tightly across his broad, muscular chest. Dirty blond hair cut low on the sides and longer on top, perfectly tousled, just begging for me to run my fingers through it. And those emerald green eyes and strong jaw. Good God this man is gorgeous. How on Earth did anyone think this was gonna be a good idea?

			“Christian, of course it’s fine. Besides, where would you go?”

			“I can always stay with my parents. I haven’t even unpacked yet, and I’m sure my mom wouldn’t mind. My dad is another story, but he’d be fine for a few weeks.”

			“No one our age wants to stay with their parents unless they have to. And besides, I have a perfectly good bedroom not being used. C’mon, let’s go check it out.” He walks towards me and the closer he gets, I can smell his cologne, so clean and fresh, so masculine. I wanna bury my face in his chest and deeply inhale.

			“What did you say?” he asks me with a smile. Shit, did I say that out loud?

			“Uhh…what now?”

			“I thought you said something.”

			“Nope, not me,” I exclaim a little too quickly. I hurry down the hall to his new room. Gesturing for him to step into the room on the right, “This is you.”

			“It’s bigger than I thought it’d be. It’s perfect,” he says looking around. He peeks into the ensuite bathroom, then looks in the closet. “And you’re sure you don’t mind?” he asks me again.

			“No, now c’mon. Let’s go get your stuff.”

			Christian didn’t have to bring much with him, since he’s not planning on staying here forever. Callie left her furniture here and Christian left his at Asher’s, figuring we’d just end up moving everything again once Christian found his own place. He brought all his clothes and shoes, and what looks like the motherload of an entertainment system. In addition to the huge TV, I’m pretty sure I saw a few gaming systems, a DVD/VHS player–do people still use those?–and several boxes of movies and games. On top of that, there was a sound system too.

			“How much time do you spend in your room to need all this stuff?”

			“Oh, well all of this wasn’t in my room. It was in our living room. We kinda had a bachelor pad thing going on, but I don’t think Callie is into that.”

			“Yeah, you’re probably right about that. You can put it in our living room though. It’d be great for movie nights,” I tell him, hoping he doesn’t see right through me and my attempt to send some time with him.

			Excitement covers his face, “Yeah? That’d be awesome. I love movie nights.” My face begins to heat as I think about snuggling up with him on the couch watching movie after movie. What am I doing? You cannot hit on your roommate, Ava! Bad girl! Bad. Girl!

			“Umm, yeah… so I think we got everything from your truck. I’m sure you wanna take some time to unpack. I can order us a pizza while you settle in?” I ask him, not sure if he needs some space or what he’s thinking right now.

			“Actually, I’m wiped. Let’s order pizza, get cleaned up, and have our first movie night. Deal?”

			“Deal.”
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			I order our pizza then head to my room to take a quick shower and change. As I’m riffling through my lingerie drawer I debate if I should put on something nice just in case, or should I put on something comfortable so I’m not tempted to flirt with my roommate. Wait, why am I thinking about this? No flirting, Ava! Sheesh!

			But he looks so good! When I first saw him that night at Big Mike’s I was instantly attracted. Then I saw Dane and was briefly conflicted because that man is just as hot. Dane is a tall, mountain of a man, all sexy milk chocolate, with smoldering dark eyes. Any girl would want that man. But I only had eyes for the green-eyed blond sitting next to him. There was just something about Christian that said “home”. Like my feet were moving towards him of their own accord.

			And the more time I spent around him, I was more and more attracted. He’s genuinely a sweet guy. Smart and sexy, but kind too. I was really hoping he’d ask me out when he came over for dinner, but that all went to hell as soon as Callie and Asher dropped their announcement. Now I’ve gotta live with this sinfully hot man for who knows how long, and keep my hands to myself. I just know if we cross that line, it’ll end in disaster and I’ve had enough of that in my life.

			Shaking my head clear of the lust fogging my brain, I grab a pair of plain cotton, pink bikini panties and a purple t-shirt bra. Hey, at least I’ll be comfortable. I shower quickly and dry off, pulling on black yoga pants and a purple tank top. Twisting my hair into a bun high on my head, I swipe on some cherry Chapstick and head into the living room. I’m adjusting my bra strap that’s falling off my shoulder when I see Christian standing in between the couch and the TV, scrolling through movie choices on Netflix.

			My jaw drops open and my panties burst into flames! No man should look that hot in gray sweat pants and a plain white tee. This isn’t fair! How am I supposed to stay away from this man when he looks like that? His shirt molding perfectly to his torso, doing nothing to hide those abs that must have been carved from marble. Those sweats hanging low on his hips, showcasing that v-cut that makes every girl stupid.

			He must feel me staring, because in that moment he turns, catching me red-handed staring at his glorious body. Thank God he’s kind enough not to embarrass me and doesn’t say anything about me blatantly checking him out. My cheeks instantly heat, knowing I’ve been caught. Trying to regain my composure I manage to croak out, “Did the pizza come?” He stares at me and I notice it takes him a second to respond.

			“Yeah… it, uh… came a few minutes ago. Kitchen.” He clears his throat. “I mean it’s in the kitchen,” he says more clearly this time, rolling his eyes at himself. Maybe I’m not the only one effected.

			“I’ll um, I’ll go grab some plates and napkins and be right back with the pizza,” I say, as I hurry out of the living room. I need to create some space between me and the hottie living under my roof. I’m not sure I have enough batteries for my vibrator to survive the next few weeks.

		

	
		
			Wanna read more from

			  [image: Don't Date Your Roomate]

			Magnolia Springs Book 2?

			Buy it now on Amazon!
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