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      Where do I go from here?

      Do I get up and dust off the emotional baggage that I can feel is trying to pull me under? Or do I continue wallowing and lose the only ray of hope that’s in my world?

      I guess to better understand what exactly I’m talking about right now, we need to go back to the beginning. Where my world was turned upside down by a 5-foot, blue eyed goddess…
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      Okay, what the hell kind of town did I drive into? I feel like I landed in an episode of Hart of Dixie, with its cutesy main street and families laughing and playing together. I am so not used to this. I should really take a picture and send it to my parents or maybe post it on Instagram. Then my followers could see that I am somewhere, working on the book and getting inspired at the same time.

      Welcome to Sandalwood Cove.

      Where I come from, I was lucky if I got to see my parents in passing a couple of times during the week. They were both surgeons and I understood their chaotic schedules, so I never bothered them. At the same time though, was it so hard to maybe take one day off for their only child and I don’t know, do something with me? Eh, I’m not salty or anything about it; and because I was alone so much, that’s how my love of reading came to be.

      I was aimlessly walking around the house one day and I went by my mom’s library. Well, I decided to go in and see what books she had. Low and behold, my mom is a closet romance reader. I was 14 years old when I picked up A Walk to Remember by Nicholas Sparks, and the rest is history from there.

      Now, back to the coastal town I’m currently driving through. It’s honestly adorable and I can’t wait to park, unpack, and explore. Right now though, I need to find the house that I am staying at for the next however long it takes me to finish my current book. Luckily, the owner of the house I am staying at was okay with an open-ended stay. I am so thankful that this wasn’t a scam because I did not want to stay at a hotel. I am kind of a germaphobe, and just thinking about staying in a hotel room for an extended period of time, makes me mentally shiver.

      I’m a couple of streets down from Main Street, I turn left onto Saint Dr. and there it is. A one story, with white siding and Tiffany blue colored shutters framing the windows. The garden bed needs some work, but I don’t mind that. From growing sunflowers to corn, I love to garden. I park my black Honda Accord in the driveway and get out. Stretching after driving for what seems like forever, when in reality, it was only like 8-9 hours, feels so good. I’m about to round the hood of my car when I see the blinds move from inside of the house. Oh, hell no! Getting back into my car and locking my doors, I pull up the contact info for the owner of the house. Dialing Ms. Cantor, who is the owner of the house, she picks up the phone after a couple of rings.

      “Hope, did you make it to the house yet or are you still driving? You shouldn’t be on your phone while driving.”

      Laughing, I respond, “I’m not driving. I’m sitting in my car in the driveway of the house.”

      “Well, are you going to go in or is something wrong? I told you where I left the key. Is it not there? Oh no, maybe I shouldn’t have left it under the mat.”

      Interrupting what seems to be her inner thoughts that she is speaking out loud, I say, “Ms. Cantor, I got out of my car and saw the blinds move from inside of the house, that is why I am calling. Is someone else staying here and they haven’t left yet?”

      “Oh, whew. Girl don’t give me a fright like that.” I mentally roll my eyes. How the hell did I give her a fright, I could barely get a word in edgewise, but my manners have me holding my tongue.

      “That’s just my nephew. I had asked him to drop by earlier to make sure everything was working correctly and stuff like that. So don’t be shy, go on in and introduce yourself and then you’ll know 2 people in town!”

      “Okay, thank you. Sorry to have called you.”

      “Don’t be silly girl, you can call me any time.”

      Hanging up with Ms. Cantor, I take a deep breath and attempt to do this whole getting out of the car and into the house again.

      Walking up the short pathway, I notice lights in the ground on both sides of the of the walkway. I bet they are solar powered; I can’t wait to see them at night. Finding the key under the front door mat, I unlock the door and call out a “hello.”

      No answer, how freaking weird. Or maybe the nephew was done and went out the back door since he noticed that I had arrived. Walking into the entryway of the house and closing the door behind me, I notice how spacious the house is. The pictures online do not do this house justice. Standing just inside the house, I can see the living room to my right, kitchen to the front of me, and the hallway off to the left where I am assuming the bedrooms are. The walls are painted a very light gray, which, in my opinion matches with everything. A single light turns on in the entryway, which is nice feature for when you are coming home at night.

      Walking into the living room, I love the simplistic style of it. There is a dark gray sectional sofa on the right and a TV hanging on the wall to the left. A coffee table sits in the middle and an entertainment stand sits under the TV. I can see the cabinets are filled with DVDs. The wall behind the sofa has a huge bay window.

      Oh, that is going to be so wonderful to sit at. Maybe that’ll become my writing spot! I am really starting to feel my energy coming back from the long drive.

      Gasping when I look over to the other wall that is across from where I am standing, there are built in bookshelves with HUNDREDS of books. Wow, I did not know that Ms. Cantor had this many books! This was not included in the description or in the pictures that were online. Walking up to the book wall, that is what I am calling it, because this is not just a one and done bookshelf, this literally covers from one end of the wall to the other.

      Do you ever just feel so at peace when looking at something or touching something, that it overcomes everything else you’re feeling? That is what I am feeling right now. Books have always been my escape from real life. Reading about family gatherings and falling in love with your best friend or worst enemy and then living happily ever after. Sometimes I dreamt about my life being like one of the books that I have read, but reality always came creeping back in.

      I’m so lost in my own thoughts that when I turn around, I run smack into what feels like a wall. A solid, very good smelling wall. Looking up quite a bit from my 5-foot height, is probably the most beautiful man that I have ever seen. Dark green eyes, straight nose, and full lips that are very kissable, almost to the point that I catch myself leaning up towards him. Nope, can’t do that to a stranger.

      His face is tan, like he’s been at the beach or working outside, don’t know which and right now would not be an appropriate time to ask. His dark brown hair is perfectly messy, like he was running his hands through it and just gave up trying to style it.

      So, you know how I said that this is the most beautiful man that I have ever seen? Well said man is scowling down at me, like it’s my fault that he snuck up on me like a ninja and I accidentally bumped into him.

      Even scowling he’s beautiful.

      I’m pretty sure I just sighed out loud, because his eyebrows, which by the way are full but not bushy, are smoothing out and I am pretty sure his kissable lips are tipping up.

      Yep, tipping up.

      Oh, come on, give me a smile.

      I’m leaning in again, trying to get a closer look to see his smile when suddenly, he backs up, straightens out his face and asks, “Hope?”

      “Huh?” Oh my gosh, was that my voice?! I do not squeak, and I just squeaked that out.

      Shutting my eyes tightly together, I take a deep breath and blow it out slowly. When I feel my body start to relax, I open my eyes and find that the beautiful man has not moved, not even his facial features; he looks like a statue. That’s also when I get a good look at his body.

      His arms are corded with muscle, even his forearms, and is that a tattoo peaking up from his arm towards his neck? It is! Oh my gosh, this guy just gets better and better. I may have a slight arm fetish and this guy’s arms are what dreams are made of. His hands are big and look rough. I think my earlier assumption about him working outside is accurate, but again, not an appropriate time to ask. His chest is solid and strong; I should know because I ran right into it. The dark green shirt that he is wearing is straining a bit around his upper arms and it really brings out the green of his eyes. His legs, that are incased in a pair of jeans are loose but tight fitting in the best possible way. He’s wearing a pair of dark brown work boots that look like they have seen better days. Once my eyes have made their way down his whole body, I start back up when I hear a throat clearing.

      Startled, I look up and it looks like he is smirking at me. “Are you done eye fucking me?”

      Completely embarrassed I look down and mumble, “I’m sorry. What did you ask me?’

      “I asked if you were Hope.”

      “Yes, that’s me. I am Hope. Hope is my name.” For the love of everything Hope, shut up!! I have never been a rambler out loud, just in my head and now I am word vomiting to this guy.

      Still smirking, the beautiful man responds, “Did I startle you?”

      No, you just have me comparing you to every single one of my book boyfriends and none of them are even coming close to you. Oh, and you mildly gave me a heart attack, but no big deal. “No. Well, yes, obviously, but not really.” I want to crawl into a hole and sleep there for the next year.

      “Everything is working fine. Don’t mess anything up or else I’m going to have to come back and fix it.”

      Okay, wow, rude much. Hands on my hips, I can give him some sass like he just gave me.

      “I don’t plan on messing anything up. Even the bed. I make my bed every morning or else I feel like I can’t start my day, ya know?” Annnnnnd there’s the word vomit again. Hope, this guy does not need to know your morning routine. He never even asked! Also, not as sassy as I was hoping.

      Standing there for a few more seconds, he just looks at me, almost like he is cataloging my facial features and then just turns and starts walking out.

      “Wait!”

      He stops but doesn’t turn around. He’s got his hand on the door handle, ready to turn it to get out of here.

      “What’s your name?’

      “Why?’

      “Why not? You know my name, isn’t it only fair that I know your name?”

      He takes in a deep breath, almost like it’s an inconvenience for him to share his name. Geez, this guy is something else. Nothing like the sunny, laughing families I saw on Main Street.

      Opening the door and starting to walk out, I almost ask again, but he turns around and pins me with those gorgeous green eyes and says, “Leo.” Too busy getting lost in his eyes that remind me of a forest right as the sun comes out after a storm, I don’t respond. Before I could form a response, he slams the door shut.

      Well, the rude, beautiful man has a beautiful name.
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        * * *

      

      Leo

      

      What the actual fuck was that? I acted like a dick to Hope, but I couldn’t help it. She rendered me speechless for a moment. Her short stature does not leave her lacking whatsoever. When I was standing behind her while she was lost in her own world, I could not stop staring at the best ass that I had ever seen. It was round and firm. Made me want to bend her over and see her ass turn red from my handprint while fucking her from behind.

      When she turned around and smacked into me, I was assaulted by her sweet scent. I may have inhaled at the contact to try and get more of her scent into me. When she backed up and looked up at me, I could have stayed like that and stared at her for the rest of the day. Her face was round, with a small, but cute straight nose. Her lips were so plump that I wanted to just take a bite and see if she would like it as much as I would. 

      Her boobs were phenomenal too. Looked like they would be a little more than a handful each and I wanted them in my mouth, hands, however she’d let me touch them. I wonder what color her nipples are. No, Leo, stop. I should not be thinking of Hope’s boobs or nipples or my hands anywhere on her body. She is not the one for me.

      Looking into her oceanic blue eyes, the innocence was just pouring out of her. It was like looking into sunshine and I just wanted to hold on.

      Okay, enough sappy shit, but for real, I cannot touch her. If do, I might just ruin her like I have everything else.
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      After Leo left, I continued with my self tour of the rest of the house. One of the things that I love, besides the book wall is the back deck. It’s covered, with enough room to entertain guests comfortably with a large table that sits 8 while still having plenty of room to walk around. When walking out onto the deck from inside the house there is a grill to the right of me and to the left is a refrigerator. There are strings of lights wrapped around the posts and stairs that lead down to the grass. The backyard area is spacious and the grass itself is so green and luscious looking. This is a beautiful space to entertain guests.

      Not that I’ll be entertaining anyone, I don’t know anyone here besides Ms. Cantor and now Leo. Leo won’t be knocking down my door any time soon if our first interaction is any indication of how lifelong friends we will not be. I will say though, I definitely wouldn’t turn him down if he did come knocking at my door.

      Maybe he could be the one to show me everything that I have been missing. Yes, I am a virgin. I’ve only ever been kissed and that was not a fun experience. The tongues are supposed to stay in the mouths not sloppily lick all over my face. That was when I was 15 and I haven’t done anything since. Yes, you read that right, NOT. A. THING. SINCE.

      Like I said, not like I’ll be entertaining anyone. After walking back into the house from the back deck, I’m in the kitchen. There is a sliding glass door that leads to the outside from the kitchen. The kitchen is updated with new stainless-steel appliances and has a big island in the middle of it. The sink is stainless-steel and in a farmhouse style. The cabinets are white, while the countertops are black. It looks like granite on the countertops, but then again, I don’t really know about those types of things. Whatever it is, is gorgeous. The backsplash between the counter and cabinets is a charcoal gray tile. Seriously, this whole kitchen is gorgeous. I cannot wait to cook in here.

      There is a little table that seats four off to the side of the kitchen. Looking at the appliances, I wonder if that is what Leo was doing. Maybe installing them? Good grief, I need to stop thinking about the beautiful, broody nephew of my landlord.

      From the kitchen, I then walked through the entryway and into the hallway where 2 bedrooms and 2 bathrooms are located. One bathroom is off the master bedroom and the other bathroom is on the right side of the hallway, across from the second bedroom that’s on the left side. The guest bathroom is simplistic in style. Walls painted light gray like the rest of the house. It has a toilet, shower, linen closet, sink and mirror. It has a white rug on the floor in front of the sink and a white rug in front of the shower. There are dark gray towels folded neatly in the linen closet, along with sheets and beach towels. The shower curtain is a dark gray fabric, with a white fabric liner that has pockets.

      Walking out of the bathroom and across the hall into the guest bedroom, I stand in the doorway and look around. There’s what looks like a queen mattress set with a black comforter on it, sitting in the middle of the room. There are two nightstands, one on each side of the bed. Both nightstands have lamps on them. There is a dresser off to the right side of the room and there is a TV hanging above the dresser. The floor is hardwood so there is a big, fluffy, light gray rug on the floor. This room has a comfortable feel to it and now, I can’t wait to see what the master bedroom looks like.

      The master bedroom is straight down the hallway and when I walk into it, I just stop. The room is so cozy. It has the feeling of wanting to just relax and stay in bed all day. There is a king-sized bed with dark gray sheets and a black and white buffalo plaid comforter on top. Two nightstands, one on either side of the bed and a dresser with a TV hanging above it is to my left. To my right is what looks like either the closet or the bathroom.

      Walking to the door, I flip on the light switch and what do you know, it’s the best of both! You have to walk through some of the bathroom to get to the huge walk in closest that is almost the size of the bathroom. The bathroom has a separate tub and shower. Oh my gosh, the shower head is the kind that’s in the middle of the shower and has the different settings, like rainfall. I’ve always wanted to shower in one of those types of showers and now I get too!

      After staring at the shower for far too long and doing a little happy dance, I turn around and on the right side of the bathroom is a double sink and enough counter space for a team of professional make-up artists to have their things strewn about. The mirror is huge, and the lights are just like the one in the entry way; where it looks country chic by putting a decorative light bulb into what looks like a modern take on a mason jar. Next to the sink is a half wall and peeking over the half wall I see that that is where the toilet is located. Wow, this bathroom is magnificent. Honestly, this whole house is. Whoever Ms. Cantor used to decorate is fantastic! I think coming here was a great idea.
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        * * *

      

      After unpacking my car and semi unpacking my bags, I realize I need to get some groceries and I’m hungry, so I think I’ll stop and get food somewhere then go to the grocery store. Before getting into my car, I take a selfie with the house in the background and send it to my parents, so they know that I made it safely.

      Getting in my car, I plug in my phone so the GPS will display on the car’s screen. Finding the closest restaurant, I set my GPS and I’m on my way.

      When I pull up to The Sail-A-Way, I park and get out. Walking into the lobby, I feel like every eye turns to look at me. I can feel my cheeks heat, mostly from being the center of attention. I hate when the attention is on me, I’d rather blend in and not be noticed at all. When the hostess asks if it’s just me or if I’m waiting for other people, I look down and mumble, “Just me.”

      “No, she’s with me.”

      Looking up, my eyes connect with the dark green ones of none other than Leo Cantor. Unless that’s not his last name? Just because his aunt’s last name is Cantor, doesn’t mean that’s his last name. Maybe I should ask? Why is this going through my head right now? Probably because the man renders me speechless.

      The hostess just smiles and has us follow her. Being that he was not so nice the first and last time we spoke, I am surprised when he gestures for me to go first. So, remember how I said that I hate when the attention is on me, that goes for guys’ attention too. If I thought my cheeks were heated before, they are on fire right now and with my blue eyes, fair skin and blonde hair, I most likely look like a tomato and not a cute one. I got my height from my mother’s side. She is 100% Italian with dark hair, 24/7 sun kissed skin and dark eyes. I got my blonde hair from my dad’s side of the family. Not really sure what side of the family I got my blue eyes from.

      “Here we are. Your waiter will be right with you.” The hostess sets our menus down on the table and then walks away.

      I pick up my menu, partly to hide my face and partly because I’ve never been here before so I need to know my options. There isn’t much that I won’t eat. I love seafood and pasta, but it’s only lunch time so maybe I’ll just get a small helping of the seafood pasta salad. Putting my menu down, I look up and find Leo just staring at me.

      “Are you okay?”

      “Fine.”

      Okay then. He’s a chatty one. Rolling my eyes, I say, “Thank you for sitting with me, but if this an inconvenience, please, don’t let me keep you.”

      Smirking, he says, “I don’t do things that I don’t want to do.”

      Expecting him to say more, I continue to stare at him. When he doesn’t say anything for a few awkward moments, I turn to look outside the window. Seriously, does he know how to hold a conversation?

      As I am pondering if I should just get up and sit by myself, the waiter comes up to our table to take our drink and food orders. I go to order a sweet tea and the seafood pasta salad when our waiter asks, “What’s up?”

      Looking up at him, I notice the question is directed at Leo. Leo smiles and they do some manly handshake/fist bump thing. Wow, Leo smiling, it’s like a sun after a cloudy day. He should do that more often.

      “Who's the chick?”

      Excuse me! “The chick’s name is Hope and I’m right here. No need to ask broody over there.”

      The waiter, whose name-tag reads Javier, lets out a loud, whooping laugh. I didn’t think what I said was that funny, but apparently to him it was. Looking over to Leo, I see him with that same smile he had when saying hello to Javier, directed at me and then laughing right along with Javier.

      Okay, so I guess I’m the only one who is not in on the joke. Fun times.

      After the guys both settle down, Leo orders an Arnold Palmer and the shrimp po’ boy. After giving our orders to Javier, he sends one last smile my way and walks away.

      “So, why are you here?” The question is asked abruptly, almost like he didn’t want to ask me, but couldn’t help it. He is no longer smiling or laughing.

      I wish he still was.

      It’s a beautiful sight to behold with his, what I call, movie star smile. Straight white teeth, broad smile, no dimples, but that’s okay.

      “I needed a change of scenery. I’m trying to finish my book and I don’t know if I was having trouble writing because I have lived in Pennsylvania my whole life and needed a change of scenery or if it’s something else. Hopefully, this writer’s block gets cleared up soon because my readers have been waiting patiently for me to finish this book.”

      “You write books? Like the porn books?”

      I had just taken a sip of my sweet tea when he asked that and promptly snorted it out.

      All over the table.

      I think some got on him.

      I want to crawl under the table and never come out.

      Coughing and trying to talk is not easy.

      “I am so sorry.”

      Cough.

      “I just wasn’t expecting that question.”

      Cough.

      “Here let me get this cleaned up.”

      Cough, cough.

      I grab some napkins from the holder that is on the table and start wiping up the liquid. I get up out of the booth and look him over. I don’t see anything wet on him, so I think it’s safe to say I didn’t get any sweet tea on him.

      Hallelujah.

      Putting the napkins in a pile on the table so I can ask Javier where to throw these out, Leo snatches the up the pile and walks them over and around the bar top that is on the far-left side of the restaurant. When he emerges from behind the bar, he is without the napkins. Huh, I wonder if he’s allowed to do that? The vibe that Leo gives off is a, “I do what I want, when I want and fuck everyone else” vibe, so maybe he doesn’t care if he is allowed to or not.

      “Thank you. I didn’t know where the trash was, so I was just going to wait until Javier got back to ask him.”

      “Now you don’t have too. Besides, Javier is a player and once you give him the green light, he will be on you so fast, you won’t see him coming.”

      Where in the world did that come from? And why does he care who I talk too?

      “Thanks for the heads up but I am not here for a relationship.”

      “Babe, Javier doesn’t do relationships. He fucks ‘em and then leaves ‘em.”

      I must have a disgusted look on my face because Leo starts laughing. Like a laugh, laugh. I can see all his beautiful straight, white teeth and his pink tongue that I want to suck into my mouth. Whoa, where did that thought come from?

      “Did you just call me “babe”?”

      Leo freezes and then shuts down. It’s like watching a fire being doused. There was light in his eyes and now there is none. I wish I hadn’t said anything just to see the light back in his eyes. I want to ask him why he is so closed off, but just as I’m about to ask, Javier comes over with our food.
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      I knew I should have just left her alone, but when I saw Hope walk into the restaurant and then get embarrassed because she had to tell Hannah that she was eating by herself, I couldn’t help myself. I wanted to protect her from all the prying eyes that have been watching her since she opened the restaurant’s doors.

      I don’t blame people for stopping and staring. She may be smaller than me, but it just brings out my protective instincts that much more because of her size. Her long blonde hair goes almost down to the top of her ass and what an ass it is. I just want to bite each cheek and see how wet she gets from it.

      Her lips are so fucking kissable. Plump and free of anything on there, I just want to kiss and suck and fuck them. Fuck, what the hell is wrong with me? I can’t touch this girl, the innocence pouring off of her is ridiculous.

      I’m drawn to her though. I just want to get to know her more. Her eyes are what get me. I feel like she can see beyond my cool façade that I am putting on for her. She can see the real me.

      Broken.

      Alone.

      Unlovable.

      I watched as Javier walked up to our table and checked her out. Hope was oblivious and it both baffled and delighted me. Baffled because she’s fucking gorgeous, but it’s like she doesn’t even know it. Delighted because she doesn’t realize how gorgeous she is, so she didn’t even realize what Javier was doing. Javier and I are friends, have been for most of our lives. When I was sent here to live with my Aunt May, Javier was our next-door neighbor.

      I was outside one day, riding my bike and up rolls Javier on his bike and says, “Wanna race?” The rest is history, we’ve been friends ever since. He’s been there for me through a lot of my shit, and I was there for him when his mom passed, and he caught his fiancé cheating on him.

       With his brother.

      On the day of their mother’s funeral.

      We have never fought over a girl, but I swear, if he tries anything with Hope, I will knock his ass out.

      “Are you enjoying everything?”

      I look up and over at Javier and am about to answer when I realize that he is talking to Hope.

      She looks up at him and smiles. She says something, but I’m not listening because I can’t look away from her smile. She hasn’t smiled like that at me, and I have the sudden urge to demand she look at me and smile for me only. Looking back down at my plate, I clench my jaw and my hands together to get my head on straight because I cannot demand those things of Hope; I’m not worthy of her.

      Suddenly, the softest hands that have ever touched my skin are on top of my clenched fists. I look up at Hope who has a concerned look on her face and then over to Javier to see that he left. When I look back at Hope, she asks, “Are you okay?”

      Why is she always asking that? Probably because I’ve been on edge since meeting her and she sees it. Because she’s a pure, innocent, incredibly sexy woman who I shouldn’t be having a meal with, but I can’t help it.

      “I’m good. Just stay away from Javier.”

      Abandoning the rest of my food, I throw down enough cash to cover the bill and tip and leave without another word to Hope. I don’t look at her, because if I do, then I’ll stay, and I can’t.
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        * * *

      

      Walking into the grocery store, I grab a cart and go grab the few things that I’ll need for the week. I don’t really cook, but I know enough to sustain me. When I turn to go down the cereal aisle, I see Hope. She’s standing there looking at two different kinds of cereal. I can’t see which ones from my view, but just seeing her again after just a couple of days, she’s as beautiful as I remember. I have thought of nothing but her. Mostly about the ways that will have her screaming out my name in pleasure. Without a word to her, I back out of the aisle before she can see me and make my way towards the check-out line.

      The next time I see Hope, she’s walking down the street and smiling at people. She has a such a beautiful smile. She literally has people who she doesn’t know saying hello to her and smiling back at her. She really is sunshine personified. I should go and say hello to her, but I don’t. I turn around and walk the opposite direction before she sees me. I’m such a fucking pussy, but I can’t let her beauty blind me from my own darkness. Someone so good should never look twice at someone like me.
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      It’s been a week since I left Hope sitting at the restaurant and I have been going stir crazy, wanting to see her, not just catch a glimpse of her. Doesn’t matter that she’s starred in every one of my fantasies when I’m in bed or in the shower jerking myself off. I’ve never come so hard in my life when thinking about Hope on her knees, taking my cock down her throat, while looking up at me with those big, blue eyes.

      Hence, why I am standing her on her front porch, pounding on her door like I’m the police.

      Hope answers the door, in nothing but a bathrobe and her beauty robs me of words. She most likely has pajamas on underneath, but they aren’t visible, and my mind is imagining her without anything on under the robe.

      “Leo? Wha—what are you doing here? What time is it? Oh my gosh, is everything okay?”

      Always with that question. Instead of answering her, I grab the front of her robe and pull her to me. Her head lands right on my chest, what with her being tiny compared to my 6-foot height and I just hug her to me. She’s as still as a statue for about 5 seconds and then slowly, her arms come around to hug me back. Breathing her in, she smells fruity. I don’t know what it is, but it smells delicious on her.

      I’m trying really hard to focus on just the hug, but with her pressed against me and smelling so good, I can feel myself getting hard and in about 2 seconds, she’s gonna feel it too. Her body tightens up and she moves back from me while still holding on then looks down.

      Yep, she definitely knows. She also can’t stop staring. Putting my fingers underneath her chin and guiding her head to look up so I can see those beautiful blues, I ask, “Sunshine, are you okay?”

      She audibly gulps and her blush is now spreading from her cheeks down her neck and into the bathrobe. Oh, how I want to follow that blush with my mouth and give her the pleasure that, if I’m reading her body language right, she wants and needs.

      “I’m fine,” she squeaks and then looks down as if she’s embarrassed.

      “Sunshine, look at me.”

      She looks up and I give her my honesty, “You never have to be embarrassed around me. I will never judge you. I’ve missed you this past week and I just needed to see you.”

      “You’ve missed me?” She asks like she’s in awe that someone could miss her. Has she never had a boyfriend who said this shit to her? Whoever she’s dated had obviously been oblivious to the beauty they had.

      “Yes, I’ve missed you. I’m sorry about the restaurant. I never should have approached you, but I couldn’t help myself. Kind of like now, I shouldn’t have you in my arms, but I do.”

      “Why shouldn’t you have me in your arms? I kind of like it,” she says shyly.

      “Babe, have you been missing me too?”

      Without looking at me, she lets go, but grabs my hand and pulls me inside the house. She’s obviously the only one of us that is thinking clearly because this whole exchange between us has been outside, and I didn’t even care. I also don’t think she realizes that I live two houses down. That’ll be for another day, maybe. Wait no, I shouldn’t be doing this. Seriously, what the fuck am I doing?
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        * * *

      

      Hope

      

      After closing the door, I drag Leo to the couch and sit us down. He looks lost in thought and not the good kind of thoughts like he was having outside.

      “Are you going to answer my question?” He asks in a low voice.

      “Yes, I’ve been missing you.”

      Leo opens his mouth, but then shuts it again.

      Frustrated, I stand up and start pacing. It’s a habit of mine when I need to think things through or feel too much. “Okay, so first you’re an ass to me the day I come into town. Then, you aren’t an ass and sit with me at the restaurant. We actually get semi-along, but then something pops into your head, and you become an ass again. Then, you leave me in said restaurant by myself to finish the meal. Thank you for paying though. I’ll pay you back.”

      He visibly cringes when I say that.

      Without being deterred, I continue. “I don’t see you for a week. Well, actually I would see you, but we never interacted. Then you come to my door, give me one of the best hugs I’ve ever had, and I feel like we are finally getting somewhere and then you shut down again. That’s not fair to me, Leo.”

      He looks down and rubs the back of his neck with one hand. “I know it’s not fair to you. You think I want to be thinking about you and missing you? You think I want to lay in bed at night and stroke my cock to thoughts of you. Of what you’d sound like if I slipped my hands in your panties and started stroking your pussy. Of how I want to suck of your tits until your nipples are hard as diamonds. Of how good you’d look on all fours, taking my cock like you were made for me? You think I want to be plagued with these thoughts? Well, I don’t because I am not good for you. I’m good for a night of wild fun and that’s it. I’m not the guy you take home to mommy and daddy, and then whisk you off into the sunset.”

      Wow.

      I never expected any of that to come from him.

      My response to all of that…

      “I’m a virgin.”
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      What the fuck?

      “How?”

      “What do you mean how?”

      “I mean, how the fuck are you still a virgin? You’re gorgeous and sweet and smart. I don’t understand.”

      I’m genuinely confused. Do the guys where she’s from not have eyes in their head?

      “Have you done other things?”

      “I got kissed when I was 15 and it was a horrible experience and that’s it.”

      Don’t freak out.

      DO. NOT. FREAK.OUT.

      Getting up from the couch as quick as I can, I start for the front door. I never should have come here, because now all I can think is…

      MINE.

      MINE.

      MINE!!!

      It’s like my heart is screaming at me that this woman is the one for me and to not let her go but my mind is saying that eventually she’ll leave, just like everyone else. My cock, well, he doesn’t get a vote because he’s been hard since she wrapped her arms around me outside.

      “Where are you going?”

      I don’t answer her.

      I can’t.

      If I do, I’ll lose any semblance of control I have and kiss her senseless.

      And I won’t stop at just kissing.

      I’ll show her all the pleasure that she has been missing.

      Hope starts after me.

      “Leo. Stop, please.”

      It’s the please that gets me.

      I remain starring at the front door and close my eyes. I’m counting down from 10 when I feel her come up behind me and whisper, “Show me what I’ve been missing?”
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      I can’t believe I just asked that, but I did. Now that it’s out there, waiting for the answer is agonizing. It’s the boldest thing I have ever said in my life to anyone. I am trying to not be embarrassed, but who am I kidding, I am blushing so hard right now. What feels like a lifetime of waiting, Leo finally turns around and I know his answer just by looking into his eyes.

      He bends down and grabs the backs of my thighs to hoist me up.

      I automatically wrap my legs around his waist.

      He goes in for a kiss, but I block him because ew, I need to brush my teeth.

      I swear I hear him growl.

      I know he definitely licks my palm because I felt that delicious sensation right after his growl. “I need to brush my teeth first and then we can kiss.”

      “I don’t care about that.”

      “You may not, but I do.”

      “Okay, but I hope you can brush your teeth with me distracting you.”

      With that said, he starts down the hallway, towards the master bedroom and then into the master bathroom. He sets me on my feet, and I go about brushing my teeth. While brushing my teeth, Leo starts to unfasten my bathrobe. When my pajamas are revealed, I hear him groan in appreciation. The sound goes straight to my core, and I can feel myself getting wet.

      How embarrassing.

      Getting wet from a groan.

      I help him take my bathrobe off where he keeps it pooled around my feet on the floor while I am just finishing up. As soon as I put my toothbrush on the counter, Leo turns me around, grabs my face and kisses me. This is no 15-year-olds kiss. This kiss is passion, lust, and desire all rolled into one delicious dance of tongues, teeth, and lips. Instead of picking me back up, he walks me backwards towards the bed. When the backs of my knees hit the bed, I go down, but Leo doesn’t follow.

      Leo drops down onto his knees and I rise onto my elbows to see what he is going to do. He reaches up to the top of my pajama bottoms and starts taking them off, along with my underwear. Once they are down my legs, I lift my feet so he can fully take them off of me. Once he has them clear of me, he tosses the clothes to the side. His hands go to my knees and spread my legs open for his viewing.

      “Sunshine, you smell fucking delicious. And look at you. Already dripping. Eager for my cock, fingers, or mouth? Or all three?” As he is saying this, he bends down and drags his nose up my thigh and ends right on pussy.

      I gasp.

      Loudly.

      He groans.

      Deeply.

      “I need a taste.”

      A taste?

      Oh, like down there.

      “Did you wax just for me?”

      “N-n-n-o. I have been waxing since I was 18.”

      Smirking, he leans up and whispers against my lips, “My naughty Sunshine, I think I’ll have that taste now.”

      Before I can even form a thought after that statement, his mouth is at my entrance, and he dives in. He is French kissing my pussy and it is heaven.
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      She tastes like the sweetest nectar and smells fucking delicious.

      I can’t seem to get enough.

      She is grabbing onto the comforter so tightly that her knuckles are turning white. She is writhing on the bed, begging me to not stop and that this is the best feeling she’s ever felt.

      Her pussy is just dripping, and I happily sop it up with my mouth. I spear her opening with my tongue. With a loud gasp, she shoots up and grabs my hair in one hand and starts rolling her hips. For someone with no experience she sure knows how to work her body. Damn, she is like a sexed-up goddess right now and I want to bow at her alter. Moving my tongue from her opening, up her wet slit, I find her bundle of nerves that is just begging for my attention.

      It’s swollen and throbbing.

      As soon as I wrap my lips around her clit and suck, she starts coming and it is a beautiful sight.

      “Yes, yes. Oh my gosh, Leo. Don’t stop.”

      I release her clit and drink up all of her sweetness. I could drink from her all day, every day. Once her tremors have subsided, she is boneless and lays back on the bed panting. As she is catching her breath, I start stripping off my clothes. I am harder than a rock and there is already some precum leaking out of the tip of my cock. My cock is ready to claim her.

      I reach into my wallet that’s in the back pocket of my discarded jeans and take out a condom. At the sound of me opening the wrapper of the condom, Sunshine looks up. She’s got a hazy but satisfied look in her eyes and the caveman in me pounds on his chest in satisfaction that I put that look there.

      She watches me intently while I put the condom on. I start to see fear of what’s to come. We can’t have any of that now. “Don’t be afraid Sunshine, he’ll fit.”

      “Are you sure?”

      “Abso-fucking-lutely.”

      She sits up and takes off her pajama top and her breasts bounce with the motion. I stare, mesmerized. This woman before me is literally the most amazing thing I have ever seen. Both tits are a little more than a handful each. Her nipples are a deep red and hard as diamonds. I can’t wait to get my mouth and hands on them.

      Maybe my cock to, but that’ll be for a different time.

      “Scoot up towards the head of the bed, baby.”

      Instead of scooting, she turns around and crawls on all fours. Her perfect ass swaying from side to side with the motion. When she turns around, I finally get to see where the blush goes to. It reaches all the way down to her chest area and I just stare at her. Her body is perfect. Toned legs, round ass, soft belly, full tits and a pink, puffy pussy. I crawl on the bed towards her, and she welcomes me in the cradle of her thighs. “You’re so beautiful.”

      I lean down and kiss her.

      I kiss her so thoroughly that I am now painfully aware that I am slowly easing the tip of my cock into her. She starts to tense, but then I start rubbing her clit in small, slow circles while continuing to kiss her. I kiss her mouth, neck, breasts, anywhere I can reach, while I keep feeding her dripping pussy inches of my cock.

      “You’re taking my cock so good Sunshine. Do you feel how hard I am? That’s all for you, ever since I met you. You’ve had me walking around town hard as rock thinking about your smile and the way you smell. Fucking delicious baby. I’m almost there, can you feel me?”

      “God yes! Don’t stop Leo, please don’t stop.”

      “Never. God, baby, you feel so tight and warm. I want to stay buried in you forever.”

      Another inch in and I feel her barrier. She tenses. “This is going to hurt, but I am going to make it feel better. Do you trust me?”

      With nothing but truth and clarity in her eyes, she answers, “I hardly know you, but I know I trust you.”

      With that answer, I give one hard thrust and breakthrough her virginity.

      She cries out.

      I kiss her and stay seated within until she gives me the go ahead.
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      God, Leo is big and hard.

      Did I mention big?

      I felt when he ripped through my virginity, and it burned but only for a moment. We are kissing, but he isn’t moving and I’m wondering why. I lean back from our kiss and ask him exactly that.

      “Why aren’t you moving?”

      I need him to move.

      Panting, he says, “I want you to be comfortable. You are in control. You tell me when you are ready for me to give you more.”

      Okay seriously, I might just be a little bit in love with him for that. I give him the three words that I know he’s waiting for.

      “You can move.”

      With one last hard kiss, he pulls out and then pushes in. He is slowly starting a rhythm of in and out and I absolutely love that he is being careful with me, but I need him to move.

      “Leo, harder. Show me all of the pleasure that I have been missing out on. Show me what it’s like to be yours. Even if it’s just for today.”

      With a look in his eyes that I can’t quite decipher, Leo shows me pleasure. He pulls almost all the way out and then slams back in.

      “Oh yes!”

      “You like that, Sunshine? I feel your pussy gripping my cock like it doesn’t want me to leave. Is that what you want? Want me to stay buried inside of you, fucking you and showing you pleasure all the time like you’re mine to keep?”

      “Yes, yes, yes!”

      He sits up on his knees and oh my gosh did he go deeper?!

      Groaning, he grabs my shins and pushes my legs towards me, and it just makes me feel so full of him and I love it.

      “Look at you, baby. You’re taking my cock like such a good girl. I can feel you getting tighter. You want to come, don’t you?”

      How hot is it that he knows that I’m about to come?

      “Yes, I need to come. Leo, make me come.”

      He lets go of one of my legs and starts rubbing my clit while still pounding into me at a punishing rate and that’s the final straw. I come with a force that makes me scream out and see stars.

      With one final thrust, Leo shouts and stills inside of me. Peeking my eyes open, I find Leo’s head thrown back and the look of pure bliss on his face. He really is the most beautiful man that I have ever seen.
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      I think I have officially died and gone to heaven. That is how it feels with my Sunshine lying limp in my arms after that earth shattering experience.

      My Sunshine?

      What the fuck.

      I cannot think like that.

      It’s hard not to though with all of that beauty in my arms right now.

      “Sunshine?”

      “Hmm?”

      “You alright?”

      “I couldn’t be better.”

      Smiling, I kiss her forehead and gently extract myself from her arms so I can get rid of this condom and wash my hands. Walking back into the room, I see Hope passed out and curled on her side. The other thing that I see that has the caveman in me beating on his damn chest is the red spot on the sheets. I did that and I am damn proud of that. Getting back into bed, I hold onto Hope from behind and fall asleep.
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        * * *

      

      Hope

      

      Waking up, I feel something heavy laying across my stomach and realize it’s Leo’s arm. Smiling to myself, I turn around as quietly as I can be and just admire him.

      He looks so peaceful when he sleeps. No pinched eyebrows, no frown and no clenched jaw. Taking my fingers, I gently trace along the lines of his face, hoping I don’t wake him up. Once he wakes up, I don’t know how long I’ll have him for.

      That thought alone makes me stop for a second. I just gave this man, that I don’t really know anything about except for his name and who he is related to, a gift that most people treasure; and I don’t regret a single moment. I know I gave it to the right person. Don’t ask me how I know, it’s just a feeling I have.

      I also now know what he sounds like when he is deep inside of me and when he is coming. If his growls and groans were any indication, I also know that he loves eating my pussy and I love him doing it. I know that even though he can be rough, he is gentle and careful when needed. He made sure that I was okay before doing anything and that just made me respect him and fall that little bit more for him.

      I’m so lost in thought that I don’t notice Leo has woken up, until his hand starts roaming up and down my back. Looking up, I see that he is already looking down at me. His scowl is back in place, and this is the moment that I know he isn’t going to stay. Instead of making it awkward for him and him feeling obligated to stay or say words that he may not mean, I kiss his chest and start getting out of bed. All of a sudden, I am yanked back into his very hard and impressive chest.

      “Where are you going,” is rumbled right into my ear, followed by a nip of his teeth that has me grinding my ass back onto his very hard cock.

      “I’m not going to ask for anything or make this awkward for you. I know you probably aren’t going to stay or maybe you’ll feel obligated to stay and I don’t want that. So, I was making it easier and just going to go about my day.”

      Turning my head to the side, Leo is looking at me like I have two heads and now I’m the one confused. He’s the one always pushing me away and then ignoring me. I saw him around town this past week and whenever he would see me, he would literally turn in the other direction. I tried waving once and I looked like an idiot waving to air because he turned around so fast.

      “Sunshine, I am not a relationship person. The last relationship I was in, she left me out of the blue and ever since then I do more of the one-night stands.”

      Awesome, exactly what I wanted to talk about this morning. Instead of being snarky, I let him continue.

      “But with you, I can’t promise a relationship, but I am going to propose something.”

      Now, he has my attention. Honestly, am I even looking for a relationship? If I was, it would definitely be with this adonis of a man.

      “For however long you are here for, we exclusively have sex with each other. What do you think?”

      “No more turning the other direction when you see me in town? No more ignoring me?”

      “No babe and I’m sorry about that. I was trying to stay away from you. I’m no good for you, but I’m selfish and I want as much of you as you’ll give me.”

      “So, like a friends with benefits deal?”

      He just looks at me expectantly.

      “Okay, let's do this.”

      Friends with benefits.

      With the guy who took my virginity and who I haven’t been able to stop thinking about since I arrived here in Sandalwood Cove. How hard could that be?
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      It’s been two weeks since I arrived in this cute coastal town and if you ask me how many beaches I’ve explored, my answer would be none. It’s been a week since Leo and I became friends with benefits and let me tell you, I don’t know who is benefitting more, me or him. The pleasure that this man has shown me is out of this world. One time, he just ate my pussy until I was basically sobbing, because he kept me on the brink of orgasm and then would back off. It was the sweetest of tortures.

      Since our first night together though, he has made sure that he hasn’t slept over. He also always comes over to my house. I don’t even know where he lives. I have learned more about Leo as a person, because he doesn’t just bolt out the door after he comes. We usually lay around and talk for an hour or two or we order dinner and watch a movie.

      He loves action movies and, on the occasion, a good rom com. He will always choose Chinese food over pizza. When we do order pizza, we get a large, half cheese and half pepperoni. He and Javier, you know the waiter at the restaurant, have been best friends since they have been 10 years old. When I asked if he grew up here, he gave me a very short yes. I got the feeling that I shouldn’t ask any more about his past, but I am curious. So curious in fact that I am about to ask him another question.

      We are laying on the couch, well him on the couch and me on top of him; naked. Couch sex was fun. As soon as Leo walked in, he kissed me senseless and had his hand in my panties in .5 seconds. Him finding me already wet made him groan deep in his throat and I answered his groan with a pleased hum of my own. He had my skirt up, panties down, and me bent over the back of the couch with his cock plunged deep inside of me before I could even recover from our kiss.

      It was hard, rough and amazing. We then cleaned up, ordered Chinese food and watched a movie.

      “Why don’t we ever go to your house?’

      I did not expect him to go rock solid under me. To me, that means I’m not going to get an answer or I’m going to get an answer that I may not like.

      “Why?’

      “Why what?”

      “Why do we need to go to my house, when yours is convenient?’

      “So glad I could accommodate,” I say sarcastically. I start to get up and he does a hard exhale.

      “That came out wrong, I’m sorry. I just don’t want to really get into it tonight.”

      “Okay, that’s all you had to say. Can I ask what you do for work?”

      “You honestly don’t know?”

      I look at him with a raised eyebrow that clearly says, ‘for real.’

      Chuckling, he tightens his arms around me and proceeds to blow my mind with his answer.

      “I build houses. Also, just to put everything out there on the table, my ex is the interior decorator for the houses.”

      Now it’s my turn to go rock solid still. I wonder if that is why he tightened his hold on me. “You work with your ex on a daily basis?”

      “Not a daily basis, but I do see and work with her throughout the planning and selling process.”

      “Huh.”

      “Huh what?”

      “Oh, nothing.”

      Faking a yawn, I say, “Look, I am beat so I’m going to go take a shower and then head to bed.”

      I continue looking at him and try really hard not to show what I am thinking and feeling right now. He just continues to stare at me. I swear it looks like he wants to say something, but all he does is gives me a deep kiss and then lets me up.

      “Can you lock up when you leave, please?’

      “Of course, you don’t ever have to ask to keep you safe.”

      Damn him and his charm. It’s when he says things like that to me that make it hard to protect my heart from him.
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      Something is wrong with Hope. She says that she’s fine, but I call bullshit. Usually, she loves cuddling. Most of the time, she falls asleep, and I carry her to bed and tuck her in if we are on the couch. After putting her to bed, I just stare at her for a few uninterrupted minutes like a total creeper. She’s gorgeous though and sometimes I still can’t believe she is letting me into her life, let alone her bed.

      “Earth to Leo,” is snapped in front of me.

      “What?”

      “Excuse you, I took time out of my day to come and talk about the design of this house,” Lila, my ex, snaps at me.

      “No one asked you to do that, so if you’re looking for someone to blame, that would be yourself.”

      Walking away from a snippy retort that Lila no doubt would have thrown at me, my mind wanders back to Hope. Then again, Hope is normally at the forefront of my mind these days. Last night she could not get away from me fast enough after I told her I work with my ex. She would hate it even more if I told her that one of the reasons I don’t want her at my house is because Lila decorated it. If you could even call what Lila did decorating. It’s so bland and bleak that even I don’t like staying there most of the time. I thought about putting some personal shit up here and there, but I know that that house is not my forever home. So why put the effort into it? Besides, I don’t want Hope tainted by anything from Lila.

      Walking up to my head foreman, I let him know that I’m going home, but I’ll have my cell on me if they need me.

      “You’re leaving,” is yelled at me from behind.

      I just stick my hand up in the air and get in my truck. I need to see Hope and maybe take her to the beach. Friends do that, right?

      It’s getting hard to not want everything with Hope the more time I spend with her. She is sweet and smart and funny. She makes my bleak world light up. The noises she makes when my dick is deep inside of her are downright erotic and the way her pussy hugs my cock, it’s like she was made just for me. Add in the fact that I am the only man to ever give her any type of pleasure and I’m a goddamn caveman when it comes to her.

      I’ve thought about opening up to her about my past, but I’m terrified she’ll see the real me and then leave.

      Everyone always leaves.
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      Hope

      

      I am on a roll with my book. I don’t know if it’s the change of scenery or maybe it’s Leo, but whatever it is, it’s helping me immensely. I am 40k words into writing when there is a knock on the door. Hating to pause, but needing to answer the door, I set my computer down on the coffee table and go to the door. Looking through the peephole, butterflies start going crazy in my stomach.

      Eagerly opening the door, I open my mouth to ask what he is doing here, when he grabs my face and gives me a kiss. Once he is done thoroughly kissing me, he gives me one of his rare, all-consuming smiles that I love so much.

      “What are you doing here? I thought you needed to work on the house?” I ask breathlessly.

      Shrugging his shoulders, he says, “Eh, I told Mark, my head foreman that I was done for the day and that if they needed me to just call.”

      Smiling, I back up so he can enter the house and his hands drop from my face.

      “I’m actually here to see if you want to go to the beach?”

      Does he seem nervous? He is rubbing the back of his neck with one hand and clenching the other.

      “I’d honestly love to. I’ve been here for a couple of weeks and have yet to explore any of the beaches.”

      He looks up with almost a shy smile. Wow, this man keeps surprising me and the more I learn about him the more I am drawn to him.

      “Let me save what I have written so far and then we can get ready.”

      Once I’ve saved the document, I put my laptop up and then walk back to the bedroom and pull out my pink and white striped bikini. Once I’m changed into the bikini, I put shorts and a tank top over it. I grab two beach towels, my sunblock and a black hat that says, “Beach Ready” in pink. Walking back into the living room, I see that Leo has changed into a pair of swim trunks and flip flops from his jeans and steel toed boots. He must have had those in his truck.

      Turning towards me, he looks me up and down and I feel myself melting right there from the heat in his eyes. Shaking his head he asks, “You ready?”

      “Yup,” I squeak out. This man brings things out of me that I never even knew I had in me, like squeaking.

      Ducking my head, because I can feel my cheeks heat from embarrassment, I turn and quickly walk out of the house. Hearing him chuckle behind me doesn’t help my current predicament. Feeling lips on my cheek, I’m startled out of my head and turn towards my favorite pair of green eyes.

      “Baby, you gotta stop blushing if you want to go to the beach. You know how much I love to follow that blush with my mouth,” and then just casually walks away and towards his truck.

      How I am not a puddle of goo on the walkway is a mystery to me. The man can charm the pants off of anything and when it’s directed at you, you don’t stand a chance. Taking a deep breath to get my blushing and hormones under control, I walk towards the door that Leo is holding open for me and get in without any more embarrassing instances.

      When Leo gets in on the driver's side, he looks over at me and asks, “Ready for our first beach adventure?”

      Nodding my head and smiling so big, he starts the truck and off to the beach we go. I don’t think he realizes that he said our adventure, not just ‘my’ adventure.
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      Leo’s truck is big and loud. We have the windows rolled down and a country music song is playing. Leo is singing along to the song about some guy drinking whiskey and it makes him miss his ex. Leo should definitely not quit his job building houses to become a singer but seeing him so relaxed and smiling makes me love every second of this moment.

      Looking out the window, I smile to myself. I wish Leo was this carefree around me all the time. I never know which Leo I am going to get. The guarded & closed off one, the playful one or the vulnerable one. I want all sides of him, but I don’t think he’s ready for that. When Leo told me that he still works with and sees his ex, I tried not to feel jealousy, but I couldn’t help it. I didn’t want him to see what I was feeling so I rushed him out of the house.

      I know he thinks something is wrong, he has asked me continuously since that night a couple of nights ago. I am honestly fine, I just needed to get my feelings in check and my head back where needed to be. Not on thoughts of him still loving his ex and me just being a distraction. Yes, I went down a rabbit hole of self-doubt that night and it wasn’t pretty.

      “What are you thinking so hard about over there?”

      I’m startled from my thoughts and look over at Leo. He is going back and forth from watching the road, to looking at me.

      “I’m good,” I laugh.

      “Okay, babe,” he says and then reaches over and puts his hand on my thigh. I tentatively put my hand over his and he spreads his fingers so I can fit mine in between his and then there we are, holding hands for the first time.
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      “Here we are.”

      “I don’t see anything but trees. I thought you said that we are going to the beach?”

      “We are, we just have to walk a bit to get there.”

      “What? Leo, why didn’t you tell me. I could have worn different shoes,” I whine. Seriously, I just whined and now I am mentally shaking my head at myself. I don’t ever whine, I actually find it annoying when grown ass adults whine, yet here I am.

      Laughing, he says, “Relax, Sunshine, it’s only up ahead so we won’t be walking long. Are you okay if we meet up with some of my friends?”

      “Yes,” I answer. I feel like I may have answered too quickly, but he wants to introduce me to his friends. Wait, how is he going to introduce me? “Hey guys, this is Hope, my friends with benefits girl.” Oh gosh, I really hope not. Now I am mentally freaking out.

      “Let’s go.” He grabs my hand, and we start walking through what I would call a mini forest. We parked on one side of the forest and now walking through it, I see the beach through the trees on the other side. Wow, how beautiful is this. It’s like getting the best of both worlds.

      Coming out of the forest, we are immediately met with warm sand. Taking a deep breath of the salty, fresh air and closing my eyes, I can feel myself start to relax.

      “Hey! You guys made it,” I hear yelled.

      I open my eyes and look towards my left where I heard the voice from. I see Javier standing and waving us over. There are a few other people standing and sitting around where Javier is.

      I’m nervous.

      With our hands still intertwined, we start walking over there.

      “Hey Hope,” Javier says. He comes in like he is about to hug me when I’m suddenly pulled back.

      Looking behind me I see that Leo isn’t looking at me but at Javier. I turn back to Javier, he is smiling and looks like he’s holding in his laughter. “Okay, no touching, got it boss man.”

      “Fucker,” I hear Leo mutter.

      Turning back around towards Leo, I put my hands on his chest and try to find the answer in his eyes about what that was all about. He leans down and gives me a chaste kiss and says nothing. Well okay then, I’ll ask later about whatever that was with Javier. I can feel that my face is red from embarrassment and now I have to turn around and introduce myself to these people, his friends, that I don’t know.

      Fantastic.

      “Guys, this is Hope. Hope, this is everyone.”

      “Hi,” I squeak, yet again. I am seriously over this squeaking that my voice has decided to start doing.

      “Hey girl,” is said to me by a gorgeous woman who is laying out on a towel. She’s laying on her stomach and I see that she has untied the strings of her bikini top. “I’m Keenan.”

      “Nice to meet you, Keenan.”

      Keenan is gorgeous, and she’s covering up the front of her body. Seriously though, her skin is golden tan, something I wish my skin would do. I burn then tan and then it peels off. Her black hair is put up in a messy bun. Her legs are long and lean, and she has a butt that most people envy.

      One guy comes up to me and just plucks me right from Leo and bear hugs me. He twirls us around a couple of times, until I hear Leo growl out, “Put her down Jack or I will knock you the fuck out.”

      “You got my boy all out of sorts,” is whispered in my ear.

      When Jack stops twirling us and puts me down, I start to tip over, but Leo is there to catch me. Once my head has stopped spinning, I look up to Jack and he is the beach personified. Lean body but muscular, tan, tattoos scattered about. Blue eyes and blonde hair that is shaggy, but it’s not unkempt. Smells like sunscreen and salt, cute face and with him smirking, he is a lady killer, and he knows it.

      Oh boy.

      “Nice to meet you, Jack.”

      “She’s so fuckin’ polite.” He just continues to smirk at me when Leo tells him to shut the fuck up.

      “You already know Javier and the woman that’s in the ocean with him is Margot. You’ll meet her when she comes back up here. Let's get our stuff put down so you can show me what’s underneath the clothes.”

      Blushing, I just nod.

      “She’s fuckin’ blushin’ dude. What’d you say to her to make her face that red?”

      “Don’t be a dick, Jack. Did you start hitting the liquor early today or what?”

      “Fuck you Leo,” and then Jack walks away. Now that Leo has said something, I notice how Jack is swaying a bit while walking.

      “You know what he’s like Leo, just ignore him. That’s what I’ve been doing for the past year,” is said by Keenan.

      Looking over at Leo, I see that his face has softened into an almost sad and pitying look and he’s directing that look at Keenan. I’m a smart girl, putting two and two together I would say that Keenan has unrequited feelings for Jack.

      Helping Leo spread out our towels, I start to undress. I can feel eyes on me and when I turn around, I see Leo watching me with a heat that is making desire pool low in my belly. I need him to stop because we can’t do anything like that right now. Letting my shorts drop, I step out of them and then pull my shirt over my head. Bending down to grab my shorts and then turning around to put my clothes in my bag and to grab the sunblock, I hear Leo groan.

      I smile.

      I see Keenan looking over here and it feels like she’s checking me out too, but I can’t be sure because she has sunglasses on. I see her start to smile so I smile back at her and then turn back to Leo. He is looking between me and Keenan. I can see his mind working but with what, I haven’t a clue.

      “Will you help me put sunblock on my back?”

      I smile sweetly up at him and hand him the sunscreen. He squirts some onto my back and I shiver because it’s cold. He starts rubbing in the sunblock when I feel my strings being untied. Freaking out, I put my forearm across my chest and whisper to Leo, “What are doing?!”

      “Making sure I get every inch of skin coated. Don’t want you to burn baby.”

      And I am officially a pile of goo inside and I can feel myself getting wet.

      I see Keenan get up and I gape. She did not tie the strings of her bikini top back on, so she is now walking towards us with no top on. Her hair is still in a bun, so her boobs are just out and sway with each step she takes. Leo’s hands stop rubbing in the sunscreen and I am nervous to look up at him to see if he is watching her walk towards us with passion in his eyes.

      “Can I help?”

      I gulp, say what now?

      “That’s up to Hope.”

      Excuse me. What is up to me?

      “Hope,” I look up straight into Keenan’s eyes that I now see are a bright hazel color now that she has taken her sunglasses off.

      “Yes?”

      “Can I help Leo rub sunscreen on you?”

      “Um,” looking over my shoulder to Leo, I see that he is waiting for my answer. I also see that he is looking directly at me and not at the beautiful, topless woman who is asking to help rub sunscreen on my body.

      “Whatever you want Sunshine.”

      “S-s-s-ure.”

      Grinning almost wickedly, Keenan puts her hands on my forearm and starts to pull it away from my body.

      Gasping at the implication, I ask, “What are you doing?”

      “Want to make sure you get protected everywhere. Isn’t that what Leo said?”

      Without further conversation, she pulls my forearm away from my body and my bikini top falls to the ground. Keenan bends down and grabs the sunscreen from the towel and then squirts some on my chest, right above my boobs. Surely, she isn’t going to rub…

      Nope, yep, she is.

      Keenan’s hands are soft and so different than Leo’s hands that the contrast is enough to bring my body to life. I don’t understand why I’m enjoying this and why it feels so good when she starts rubbing the sunscreen on my boobs.

      “Wow, you’ve got the best tits.”

      “Doesn’t she though.”

      Moaning when she pinches my nipples, I don’t understand what is going on with me. Leaning back against Leo, he holds me from behind. “Are you okay, Sunshine? Do you want her to stop?”

      Yes, no, maybe, no.

      “No,” I gasp out.

      Keenan continues rubbing, pinching and caressing my boobs until the sunscreen is all rubbed in, and I am a complete mess down below. I am wet and achy and just want it to go away.

      I feel Keenan’s hands start to go southbound and Leo stops her.

      “That’s her decision, not yours.”

      Keenan stands up and asks, “Can I touch you Hope? I can make the ache go away. I can rub your swollen pussy so good, you’ll be coming in Leo’s arms, on my hand and moaning for more.”

      “Oh my gosh,” I start nodding my head before I even understand that I am doing it.

      Keenan wastes no time and slips her hand in my bikini bottoms and groans, “Leo, she’s so fucking wet.”

      “God, Sunshine, you are perfect.”

      He grabs my hips and rubs my butt against his painfully hard cock. He groans when I put my hand down his swim trunks and start rubbing him up and down. All the while, Keenan is playing with my pussy, running her fingers through my folds and sometimes pressing on my clit, which makes me moan and my legs quiver.

      I don’t understand how or why I am letting this happen, but it feels so good. Why does it feel so good?

      When she starts to run her finger from my clit to my entrance, she plays with my opening for a couple of seconds and then her fingers are in me.

      “You’re so tight, Hope. Do my fingers feel good to you?

      “They feel different,” I moan out.

      I’ve never been attracted to a female sexually; I’m not even sexually attracted to Keenan. This is a new experience for me. Her fingers inside of me feel so good, but Leo’s feel better.

      Keenan continues to go in and out with her fingers and I can feel myself on the brink of an orgasm. I tighten my hold on Leo’s cock, and he growls, “I’m close baby.”

      “Me too.”

      I don’t expect it, but Leo turns my face towards him and kisses me deep and long, right as I feel a mouth suck and bite on my nipple. I go off and moan into Leo’s mouth. The hand that isn’t on Leo’s cock, somehow has ended up in Keenan’s hair, holding on for dear life while she brings me to orgasm. I feel Leo go off as well. His cum is on my hand and I love it.

      We all take a minute to breathe, and reality comes back to me in full force. I break away from both of them. Not completely understanding what exactly just happened and why I let it happen, I bend down and grab my bikini top to cover myself up with. I then sprint off towards the ocean without saying a word to either of them.
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      “She’s hot as fuck, Leo. With her toned legs, soft stomach, big tits, blue fucking eyes, all that blonde hair that is just begging to be fisted or pulled on, tight and dripping wet pussy, I can see why you’re going all caveman on her.”

      Watching Hope run into the ocean, reminds me that she was a virgin, never even touched before me. Keenan and I basically just tagged team touched her. I wonder what she’s thinking right now. Is she disgusted with me? With herself? Or maybe she’s confused. I know the first time Keenan and I played together was with my ex-Lila and I felt confused at first too.

      “She’s inexperienced Keenan. The first person to ever touch her was me.”

      “No shit. Well, her cum on my fingers tells me that she might be open for more.”

      Turning towards Keenan, who has the look of mischief in her eyes, puts her fingers that were just in Hope’s pussy up to her lips.

      Watching Keenan suck my Sunshine’s cum off of her fingers has me growling in annoyance, even though what just happened was extremely hot. Keenan throws her head back laughing.

      “Don’t worry big man, Hope is all yours, but whenever she wants to play, I’m here.”

      With that parting comment, Keenan goes back to her towel and lays down, front side up this time. Still no top on. Kee has no shame because she knows that she is hot and uses that to her advantage.

      I’m a mess in my shorts, but right now I need to get to Hope and see how she’s doing.

      When she gave the green light to Keenan, I was surprised because she is so inexperienced. Watching Hope get off is always a beautiful sight. I never expected her to play with me too, this was all about her, but once her hands got on me, it was game over. I knew I wasn’t going to last long, and I didn’t if the mess in my shorts is any indication. Taking off my shirt, I run down the beach and into the ocean where Hope is.

      “Hey Sunshine.”

      Looking down, she mumbles a shy, “Hi.”

      “Sunshine, are you okay with what just happened?’

      She doesn’t speak for a couple of minutes, but I just continue to watch her and wait patiently.

      Finally, she looks up with glassy eyes and it feels like someone just sucker punched me.

      “I don’t know why I let what happened happen. I’ve never done ANYTHING like that before. Part of me enjoyed it, well a big part, but there is also a part of me that feels guilty and wrong for letting someone else, who isn’t you touch me.”

      This girl.

      Goddamn.

      “Sunshine, I know that that was definitely a new experience for you. Have Keenan and I shared before, yes, I’m not going to hide that. Have I ever touched Keenan, nope, Jack would skin me alive.”

      Or at least, the old Jack would.

      “I knew it! I saw the look you gave Keenan after Jack walked way and hearing her parting comment. I put two and two together and assumed that there were feelings on Keenan’s side. I wasn’t sure about Jack yet.”

      Laughing, because of course she was observant and figured things out that certain people in the situation haven’t even figured out.

      “How you’re feeling, Hope, is completely normal. I will let you know that the whole experience was hot, but when I saw Keenan’s hand go down, I had the urge to pull you away. I’ve never felt that before Sunshine. This incontrollable need to protect and claim someone as just mine.”

      She looks at me like she’s never seen me. Eyes wide and mouth hanging open a bit. Wadding more into the water so I can touch her. That’s new too, always needing to touch Hope and not getting sick of it.

      Grabbing her hips, I tug her towards me, and she lays her head on my chest.

      “I don’t think I would like it if someone other than me touched you,” is whispered, as if she’s not sure if she wants me to hear her confess that or not.

      “Babe, I don’t want anyone else to touch me. Are you hearing what I am saying?”

      Hope looks up at me with hopeful eyes. I will take those eyes over the glassy eyed look she had earlier.

      “Are you saying you want to be with me and not just in a friends with benefits capacity?

      “That’s exactly what I am saying. I am also going to leave this up to you. If you ever want to explore and have Keenan join us in bed, you let me know and I’ll make it happen. But let me be perfectly clear, I only want you. I don’t need any outsiders.”

      “Okay.”

      “Okay babe,” bending down to kiss her, I swoop her up into my arms, bridal style and run deeper into the ocean. Having Hope hanging onto me and laughing is my favorite thing in the world and is the only thing that matters right now.
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      Our day spent at the beach was amazing. After spending some time messing around in the ocean, Jack was back, and Keenan’s top was put back on. Both were scowling at each other. Geez, these guys either need to talk out whatever their issues are or have sex or both.

      I finally got to meet Margot and I don’t know how it’s not obvious to Javier, but she is absolutely in love with him. He probably doesn’t notice because Margot, as I have learned, is the stepsister of his ex-fiancée. Yeah, that whole thing is a mess still. When I asked Leo quietly why Javier is okay to be around Margot, he said that they have been friends longer than he was with his ex, so it never effected their friendship.

      Right now, we are all sitting around a small fire that the guys set up and watching the sunset.

      “So Hope, where are you from,” the question comes from Javier.

      “I’m from Bensalem, Pennsylvania.”

      “What brought you to Maryland? More specifically, our little town,” that is asked by Keenan.

      “I’m an author and I could not for the life of me write my second book. I had a real bad case of writer’s block. So, one day, I was looking on Vrbo and found Ms. Cantor’s cute rental house. I didn’t know how long I was staying so I messaged her and asked for an open-ended stay and now here I am,” I say with a shrug of my shoulders.

      No one says anything for a minute and I am suddenly aware that Leo has gone stock still behind me. I’m sitting in between his legs, so when I turn around, I grab onto his thighs and ask quietly, “Are you okay?”

      Taking a deep breath, he smiles and kisses me. Against my lips, he responds, “Yes.”

      Turning back around I see the group looking everywhere but at us and a blush comes to my cheeks assuming they witnessed the intimate moment between Leo and I.

      “Well, did it help,” Javier asks.

      “Something has helped. I don’t know exactly what it is, but my writer’s block is no more and I’m about 40 thousand words into my second book,” I say proudly. I am definitely glad that my words are starting to flow again.

      “How long has everybody known each other,” I ask the group.

      “I’ve known Javier since we were in diapers. Our moms were best friends,” Margot says quietly. She looks down and I see Javier grab her hand and hold it to him. I am swooning for them right now.

      Margot is gorgeous. She has dark auburn hair that is braided and it goes down to about the middle of her back. She has a light, olive complexion and dark brown eyes. She is about my height and barely reaches Javier’s chest. She is soft with a heart shaped face and freckles on her cheek bones. When she was in the water, she didn’t have glasses on but as soon as she got back onto shore, she put them on. She’s very soft spoken and her presence has a calming effect, especially on Javier.

      “Javier and I have known each other ever since I moved here. From Javier I met Margot and then through Margot I met Keenan. One day we were all at the beach and we saw this person wipe out while surfing. Next thing you know, he is trudging up towards us, not seeing us though, and cursing every thing you could imagine. He accidentally hit Kee with his board and when he turned around, I am assuming to apologize, Keenan punched him. We were what, 14? And that’s how we all met Jack.”

      “I can still feel the sting of that punch sometimes,” grumbles Jack, while we all laugh. Eventually Jack cracks a smile.

      “Why did you move here Leo?”

      I’ve always been curious, and I feel like now is as good a time as any since we are all talking about where we come from and whatnot.

      “No.”

      His abrupt response confuses me and I go to say something when Javier starts shaking his head no. I am so confused. Everyone else knows why he moved here, why can’t I? I thought we moved on from him being like this. I’m not asking for all of his deepest, darkest secrets to be spilled right this instant. We have time to learn things about each other, but him just dismissing me?

      That’s not okay.

      Standing up, I brush the sand off of my shorts and start gathering my things.

      Leo sighs, like I’m an inconvenience. “What are you doing Sunshine?”

      “I am getting ready to go. I will meet you at the truck.”

      “What the fuck,” is said behind me. I turn around to say goodbye to everyone and notice that they all look sad. Going up to each one of them, I give them a hug and thank them for including me in their day. Turning back towards Leo, he has a confused expression on his face. “Like I said, I’ll meet you at the truck, whenever you’re ready.”

      “Sunsh-,” I cut him off by raising my hand and say, “If you don’t realize how rude you just were to me, then that’s on you. I asked a simple question. Instead of dismissing me, you could have said that we’ll talk about it later, but no, you just shut me down and not nicely. I thought we were past this, but I guess not. I don’t deserve to be treated or talked to how you just did with me. If you can’t give me the respect that I have given to you over and over again, then maybe we don’t need to spend time with each other anymore.”

      I walk around him and start heading up to go through the forest wall and then to the truck. I did not want to say all of that in front of an audience, but I could tell he was going to use his charm on me and I would have just taken it.

      No more.

      If he can’t respect me then he doesn’t need to be in my life.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            LEO

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Watching Hope walk away from me is not something I ever want to watch again. It feels like there is someone squeezing the shit out of my chest and it’s hard to catch my breath.

      “Why haven’t you told that girl about your past?”

      “We were just in a friends with benefits situation Kee. Until today, after-,” pointing between her and I and Hope, “we decided to give it a real shot between us. So I never saw the need to give her any details besides surface level ones, but now I’m thinking I need too.”

      “What the fuck happened today and where the fuck was I,” asks Jack angrily. Standing up, he goes to Keenan, grabs her around the waist and whispers something to her. Whatever he said has her thrashing out of his hold and smacking him across the face.

      “Fuck you, Jack,” Keenan says and then starts grabbing her things and walking the way Hope did.

      “What the hell is wrong with you dude,” I ask Jack.

      Jack runs his hands through his hair, glares at me, then turns to glare at Kee’s retreating form and just walks off.

      I look to Javier and Margot and they are just sitting there talking quietly to each other. I start grabbing my things and tell them that I’m leaving. I start the trek up to my truck, where Hope hopefully is and if I don’t want to lose Hope, then I need to gear up to share my past with her.
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      Hope

      

      I’m sitting on the tailgate of Leo’s truck, trying not to get discouraged, when I hear rustling coming from the forest wall. I get off the tailgate and when I round the truck, instead of Leo, it’s Keenan and it looks like she’s been crying.

      “Keenan, are you okay?”

      She walks right up to me and kisses me. Um, what is happening? When she is done, she lets go and says, “You have no idea how strong you are. I’m glad you stood up for yourself with Leo, I’ve never been that strong with Jack.”

      I grab her face and kiss her. Softly though, so she knows that this is just about friendship and that I really appreciate what she said. She’s strong too, she just needs to dig down deep.

      When she tries to open my mouth with her tongue, I pull back.

      “Not there yet with me huh,” she quips.

      Laughing, I say, “I don’t think I’ll ever be there with you. I’m being stupid and falling for Leo, but the heart wants what it wants.”

      “Did you enjoy what we did with Leo today on the beach,” she asks while backing me up towards his truck.

      When my back is against the truck, I answer, “I did, but I don’t want to touch anyone other than Leo and I don’t want anyone touching me that isn’t Leo.”

      “What if I told you that I haven’t been able to get the feel of your pussy out of my head all day? I’ve been dying to taste you with my mouth. Would you let me?’

      I wish her words didn’t affect me, but they do. I am wet right now, but I don’t want her like that, I want Leo.

      Speak of the devil, look who just walked out of the forest wall and is striding up fast towards us.

      “What the fuck is going on here? Hope? Keenan?”

      “Well, I just offered to go down on Hope. I can tell she’s wet, because she’s rubbing her thighs together, but she’s resisting because she doesn’t want me. She wants you, Leo.”

      Keenan backs up away from me and looks to Leo and says, “Don’t fuck something amazing up.” Then looks to me and says, “I’m here for you if you need me. Friend, lover, hell, even a plaything, but I’m here for you.” Then she walks away to what I’m assuming is her car.

      Looking back over to Leo, I find that he is still looking at me.

      “Is what she said true? You don’t want anyone but me Sunshine? Still, even after I was an ass?’

      “Unfortunately,” I say with an attitude. I cross my arms over my chest in a protective stance. Leo walks up to me and cradles my face like it’s something precious, like I am something precious to him. He brings his forehead down to mine and we just breathe each other in. I feel like this moment is a big one for him. If you haven’t realized it by now, Leo does not like to be vulnerable, but that’s what he’s giving to me right now.

      “You ready to hear about my past, babe?”

      “It’s not even about that. It’s about how you talked to me and just dismissed me, Leo. I understand if you aren’t ready to share every part of you with me yet. We have time to learn about each other. You should show me the same respect that I have shown you over and over again though.”

      “You’re right and I am so goddamn sorry, baby. I’m not used to people pushing past my defenses and wanting to know more about me. Not even Lila pushed, but you do, and I’m not used to it.”

      “I push because even though you hide, I still see the man underneath all of the facade. I want to know him more, but at your pace. I won’t ever push you too far, because then that would probably result in you leaving me and I don’t want that, Leo.”

      “Watching you walk away from me on the beach is the only and last time I ever want that to happen. I can’t tell you what the future is going to bring, but I can tell you that I want you in it.”

      Grabbing his face, I rise up on my tiptoes and kiss him.

      Deeply.

      Passionately.

      Then I say,

      “Let’s go home.”
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      Waking up and being wrapped in Leo’s embrace is my favorite. I fell asleep in the truck on the way home from the beach last night. So instead of talking or even making love to Leo, he carried my sleeping form into the house and tucked me in.

      Quietly getting out of bed, I walk to the bathroom to relieve my bladder, wash my hands, brush my teeth and wash my face. When I’m done, I walk out of the bedroom and into the living. Sitting on the couch, I grab my laptop and wake it from sleeping mode. Once on, I click my Word document and the words just start pouring from me.

      Writer’s Block-0

      Author-2

      I mean, technically my writer’s block already got me, but we aren’t counting that. I don’t know how much time passes when I hear feet padding down the hallway. Next thing I know, I feel Leo press a kiss to my head and I just smile really big into my computer screen.

      “I can’t stop right now, I’m on a roll with these scenes.”

      Laughing, he asks if I’ve had coffee yet this morning and literally my heart almost stops because how could I have forgotten coffee? It is the one substance that my body cannot go without. I look up at him with a lost look on my face and he just laughs, saying that he’ll make me some.

      Thanking him profusely for my caffeine fix, I get back to work.
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      Around 1pm I take a break and realize I haven’t seen Leo since he handed my coffee to me hours ago and I am starving.

      Going into the kitchen, I stop when I see Leo out on the back deck talking to a woman. She’s very pretty. Tall, lithe body, shoulder length brown hair and she’s standing very close to Leo, and he isn’t stepping back. Is this who I think it is? Maybe I should go out there and make my presence know. About to do just that, I remember what I look like, a hot mess. Turning around and walking as fast as my legs will take me, I go into the master bedroom and find a cute, but comfortable outfit.

      Dressed in bright blue capri leggings with a white sports bra and white tank top, I walk out of the bedroom and towards the kitchen but stop short when I see them. They are hugging, and like a tight, don’t ever let go type of hug. Neither of them notices me, because neither of them are facing the sliding glass door. I can either stand here and continue staring like a creeper or I can be brave and go outside. I take one step, just one step towards the man that I am falling in love with and stop.

      Falling in love?

      With Leo?

      Yes, I absolutely am. I may not know about his past, but I know him. He may have just gave his ex a hug, but he would never betray me. Leo turns towards the kitchen and notices me. He widens his eyes and opens the door.

      “Hope,” he says sounding surprised to see me. He probably is because I’ve been in writing mode since I woke up. Putting a smile on my face, albeit a fake one, I walk towards Leo and notice Lila straightening up while looking me up and down. She almost has a sneer like look on her face, but then Leo turns towards her, and she pastes on a smile.

      What a fake bitch.

      “Lila, meet Hope. My girlfriend.”

      The smile on my face is 100% real now with him introducing me like that to her. I grab Leo’s hand and we now look like a united front in of she-bitch. “Nice to meet you Lila,” I say and stick my hand out for her to shake.

      She doesn’t.

      She’s a bitch like that.

      She literally dismisses me in front of Leo and when she goes to speak to him, he cuts her off. “You can’t come to Hope’s house and disrespect her Lila. I know it’s a new thing for you, respect, but if you can’t respect her then you can leave. We can talk about the house during working hours.”

      She gapes at him like, how dare he speak like that to me and I chuckle. I try to hold it in, I really do, but I can’t.

      “Fine, I guess I’ll see you later and we can talk about those plans when we’re alone.”

      Smirking at me, she flounces away. I take my hand out of Leo’s hold and turn to look at him. “Why was she here?”

      “She said that she needed last minute approvals for a design change for the house and I told her to come here so I could sign the paperwork and be done with it.”

      “I saw you hug her Leo, and it wasn’t just a friendly, barely there hug. It was a, never let me go hug. I trust you and I’m really trying not to let my jealousy get to me, but I can’t help it. She doesn’t get to touch you.”

      “I know baby and I’m sorry. That hug never should have happened. If you had come like a second or two before, you would have seen her throw herself at me and it was just automatic to hold onto her so she wouldn’t fall. I would have done that to anyone, it was not that type of a hug for me. Let me be clear, I only want to touch you. I would be feeling the same, if not worse if I walked out to see you talking to someone of the opposite sex and hugging them, so I get it.”

      “I’ve never felt jealousy before.”

      “Me either, Sunshine. If you ever feel the need to be jealous again though, make sure I am there.”

      “Why?”

      “Because seeing you go all lady boss on someone about me is hot as fuck.”

      We both smile at each other and then just as I think he is going to kiss me, he grabs my hand and pulls me back inside the house. After closing and locking the sliding glass door, he continues to pull me through the house and into the master bedroom.

      “I need a shower, what about you baby?”
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      Hope is looking so adorably confused right now that I want to laugh, but I won’t because I don’t want her thinking that I’m laughing at her.

      “Huh? You want to shower now?”

      Stripping my shirt off and then lazily dragging my hand down my abs, I get to the waistband of my boxer briefs and play with the band.

      “So Sunshine, how about that shower?”

      “Absolutely.”

      Laughing, I finish getting undressed and when I look up, I just stare and watch Hope undress. I don’t really think she knows how sexy she actually is. She is literally just undressing, not trying to be sexy or do anything outlandish to get my attention, yet she has it all. As soon as she walks into a room, my attention is on her. I feel myself wanting to open up about shit that no one, not even Javier or my aunt knows and while it scares the ever-living shit out of me, I’m trying to embrace it because I don’t want to lose her.

      Standing back up from pulling off her leggings and under—, wait, where the fuck is her underwear? Are you meaning to tell me she’s been without panties this whole time and I didn’t know?

      “Okay, I’m ready! I’ll get the shower going,” and before I can say anything, she rushes off to the bathroom. In the next second, I hear the shower turn on. Walking into the bathroom, I see her lighting some candles and watch as she sets the shower-head to the rainfall setting. Any chance she gets, she uses the rainfall setting. I personally don’t care what setting it’s at as long as it washes me.

      “Babe, why didn’t you tell me that you weren’t wearing any panties?’

      “When would I have had time between being introduced to your ex and then you pulling me into the bedroom and saying, in not these exact words, lets shower.” She tries to do a manly voice with those last two words, but she fails epically, and we both laugh.

      “I love seeing you laugh. You should always be smiling and laughing.”

      We both get into the shower, and she immediately get under the rainfall. There is a bench seat in the shower that sits across from the entrance to the shower. I sit down and wait for her to notice me stroking my cock that is painfully hard. I was already hard from her jealousy, but ever since knowing she hasn’t been wearing panties since coming into the kitchen, I’m so hard that it hurts.

      Admiring Hope’s ass and the water dripping off the end of her hair and down the contours of her body, she turns around and robs me of my next breath. So much so that I start coughing.

      Running over and sitting down next to me, she asks, “Oh my gosh, Leo. Are you okay?”

      “Babe, you need to warn a man first. When you’re naked with water dripping down your sensational body and you decide to turn around and show me those tits that I love to have in my mouth and that beautiful pussy. Damn, baby.”

      She blushes hard and I kiss her senseless. I break away from the kiss and we are both breathing heavily.

      I get up off the bench and then turn Hope, so she is sitting forward.

      I get down onto my knees.

      It’s not the most delightful ground to be kneeling on, but for this woman, it’s just fine. I put my hands on both of her knees, spread her legs a bit and then I tell her to lift her feet onto the bench. Once she has done that, she’s open for me like a buffet and I am starving.

      Without warning, I dive deep into her wet heat and spear her with my tongue. Immediately, one of her hands is in my hair, gripping it tightly and she lets out a long, loud moan. I could eat her pussy every day for the rest of my life and be content. Dragging my tongue from her opening, up her slit and to her clit, I wrap my lips around it and suck. She almost shoots off of the bench.

      “Don’t stop, please don’t stop.”

      “Never, Sunshine, never.”

      Continuing to suck, lick and fuck her with my tongue, I bring one hand up to her breast. In tandem, when I suck on her clit and pinch her nipple, she goes off. Screaming my name and riding my face until her orgasm subsides.

      She’s slumped back on the bench, the wall the only thing holding her up. “That was, wow, Leo.”

      Standing up from my kneeled position, I ask, “Are you ready for more?”

      “Yes, please.”

      And like the good fucking girl that she is, turns sideways, lays down on the bench and opens her legs for me.

      Groaning, I say, “Fuck, baby, you are perfection. Your nipples are rock hard, your pussy is wet, and fucking shit, I don’t have a condom in here.”

      Slapping my palms on the shower wall, I close my eyes and drop my head in frustration. I’m about to say, I’ll just wait until we’re done, but then I feel a hand on my cock that is not mine. Lifting my head back up and opening my eyes, I look at Hope, who is now sitting up and looking at my cock in her hand like it’s a damn treat.

      “What’re you doing baby?”

      “Can I lick it?”

      I almost come from that sentence.

      “You can do anything you want to me.”

      She’s stroking me from root to tip and squeezing as she goes up and down. Moaning and dropping my head back between my shoulders, I feel her lick my tip and I know I just came a little. My head shoots up and my hand goes straight into her hair, where I grip it tight. She keeps licking my tip like it’s the best damn thing she’s ever licked.

      “Damn baby, you are such a tease right now and I love it.”

      Smiling so big, she just goes right for it and deep throats my dick.

      “Holy FUCK!”

      She starts gagging and I start pulling away, but she frantically shakes her head, which in turn makes me groan with how good it feels. She grabs both of my ass cheeks in both of her hands and starts going up and down and I can only watch in amazement and try to stave off my impending orgasm. I know it’s going to be a big one and I am trying so hard to think of anything but Hope’s suction like mouth sucking me off so good.

      “Baby, you look so good with your mouth full of my cock.”

      She hums and I lose it. I hold her head to me and let her take all of my cum down her throat. Once the last tremor is done, I slide my dick out of her mouth, and I see that some of my cum has leaked out. Wiping it from the side of her mouth, I’m about to rinse it off, when this naughty little minx, takes my hand and brings the finger with my cum on it, to her mouth and sucks my finger like she just sucked my cock.

      This woman is going to be the death of me.
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      Both Leo and I are lounging on the couch, semi watching the TV, but mostly just eating Chinese food and talking. Oh, and did I mention that we are naked, just a blanket covering us on the couch. Apparently, I rendered Leo speechless after our shower sexcapades. After what I thought was great oral sex, (if I do say so myself), he just kind of stood there for a moment and then went about showering. So, I just followed his lead and finished showering too.

      He got out before me, and I was planning in my head what I was going to say to him once I got out of the shower. I walked out of the shower and before I could even say anything, Leo’s lips were on mine.

      Leo kissed me fast and rough and then left me alone to dry off with the towel that was hanging. After drying off and doing what I needed to in the bathroom, I walked into the bedroom to grab my bathrobe that was hanging off the edge of the bed. Before I could even pick it up, Leo hugged be from behind and said, “I want us to stay naked.”

      When a beautiful man like Leo says that he wants to stay naked with you, you stay naked.

      Now, with our bellies full, I’m cuddled up with Leo and we are talking while also watching TV. Leo let me pick out what to watch and I picked out something that we’ve both already seen so we could talk without one or both of us pausing to watch TV.

      “Serious question now, brownies or cookies,” I ask in the most serious tone I can muster.

      “Neither. Cheesecake,” is Leo’s response.

      I’m a goner.

      “Me too,” I respond enthusiastically!

      Smiling, he tucks a piece of hair behind my ear and drags his pointer finger down my face until it reaches my chin and then he leans in and gives me quick kiss.

      “How old are you,” I ask shyly.

      “Are you telling me that you don’t know how old I am?”

      “Well, do you know how old I am?”

      He throws his head back and laughs. I join in on the laughter along with him.

      “Okay, okay. I’m 25. My birthday is February 20th. Now, my sweet Hope, how old are you?”

      “Don’t you know that it is rude to ask a woman that question,” I say sassily.

      Leo just cocks one eyebrow up, waiting for my answer.

      “I am 20. My birthday is March 16th,” I answer. I can feel myself blushing so hard right now.

      “I love this blush,” he whispers, while following my blush with his eyes.

      “Okay, now I am going for the kill question. Why did you move here when you were so young?”

      Blowing out a hard breath, he looks up at the ceiling and then proceeds to blow my mind with his answer.
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        * * *

      

      Leo

      

      “My mom has always been a drinker. As long as I can remember, morning, day and night. She either had a beer, a mixed drink or hell, just the liquor bottle in her hand. As I got older and could do more things on my own, that’s when Mom started going out and staying out later and later. I may have only been a little kid, but I knew what time I needed to wake up in order to get to school on time. I knew how to use the microwave and make a sandwich. I also knew that if I ever needed help with homework or if Mom would forget to get groceries that week, I could always go across the hall and Ms. West would help me.”

      “Who’s Ms. West?”

      “Ms. West was a widower. Her husband died in a car accident, and she lived in an apartment because she said that her house was too big for just herself. She had no kids. Anyway, one night, Mom didn’t come home at all. Then the next night, same thing and so on for about a week. I got worried, so when I went to Ms. West’s apartment and asked to use her phone, I called my aunt. Mom had her phone number written down for us to use because she never paid her cellphone bill and we didn’t have a home phone, so Mom and I both used Ms. West’s phone. So, I called my aunt and when I told her what the situation was, she said she would be right there. No questions asked or anything. Ms. West fed me dinner and let me watch TV. I fell asleep on her couch and was woken up by my aunt, who looked like she had been crying.”

      This is the hard part, so taking a deep breath and letting it out slowly, I finish telling Hope.

      “When I woke up and saw my aunt, I asked her where Mom was, and she told me that they had found her body in a dumpster behind a bar that she frequented. Maybe not the best thing to tell a 10-year-old, but I was grateful that she didn’t lie or try to sugarcoat anything. Like I said, I knew my mom loved to drink.”

      I look over at Hope to see tears streaming down her face. Without a word, she half lunges at me and wraps her arms around my neck in a fierce hug. Whether this hug is for me, her, my mom or the 10-year-old little boy that I was, I’ll take it. Telling her all of that was rough and I feel like I need to be alone to fall to pieces in peace, but not with Hope. With Hope I can fall apart, and she’ll be right there holding me up.

      We don’t speak, because words aren’t needed right now, but we do hold onto each other like we are each other’s lifelines and I’m okay with that.
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      After that emotional conversation about my past with Hope on the couch, we decided to move our naked party to the bedroom. Now, with Hope’s head lying on my chest, I want to ask my own questions about her family.

      “Where are your parents?”

      “Still in Bensalem. They are both surgeons and work ridiculous hours,” she says, shrugging.

      “And you’re an only child?”

      “Yes.”

      “Did you ever get lonely or were your parents not working ridiculous hours at least when you were younger?”

      “No, they have always worked crazy hours ever since I could remember. Yes, I got lonely, but books were my escape. Is it any wonder I became a writer,” she says laughing.

      That makes me sad for Hope that she was lonely. Come to think of it, at least I had Ms. West when I got lonely when I lived with Mom. Then coming to live with my aunt, I had her and my small group of friends. Hope had no one.

      “I’m sorry you were lonely babe, but I’m glad you turned to books and then turned to writing, because it led you here.”

      Blushing, Hope just shrugs and says, “It was no big deal. So, I didn’t really get to hang with my parents, and I was alone more than I wasn’t, but I know my parents love me. Actually, that reminds me.”

      She gets up from the bed in all of her naked glory and grabs her cellphone from the charger that’s on the dresser underneath the hanging TV in the room. “Sunshine, why are you grabbing your phone butt naked? You’re not going to FaceTime with them right now right, because again, you’re naked.”

      Laughing, she gets back onto the bed and starts messing around with her phone and after a few minutes, she shows me what she was doing. She took a picture when we were at the beach and she just posted it on her Instagram account with the caption, “Just what was needed to obliterate this writer’s block.”

      “Nice baby. What’s your handle so I can start following you?”

      “It’s writer_babe_20. You don’t have to follow me or anything if you don’t want too.”

      “Sunshine, I will gladly follow you and boast about your porn books.”

      She busts out laughing at the name that I have given her books. That reminds me now, “How many more chapters until you are done with your second book?”

      “I don’t really go by chapter count. I end when the story tells me that it has. I know that sounds weird, but I just write what’s in my head for however long. I don’t count chapters or word count. Like, I am at around 70 thousand words now and my first book was only around 41 thousand words. So, it really just depends on when the characters stop telling me their story for the time being.”

      I’m speechless. She is mesmerizing when she is talking about anything, but when she starts talking about something that she is passionate about, it’s like her whole being is just glowing. Look at me, being all sappy and shit.

      What the fuck?

      All I can do is chuckle and just give myself over to the feeling of being in lo—

      WHOA.

      What the fuck was I just about to say to myself? In love with Hope? No, I can’t be. We’ve known each other for barely a month. That’s not how this works. Besides, even if I am in love with her, I can never tell her because once I do, she’ll leave. I may have told her my past, but she doesn’t know all of it. She doesn’t know that my mom never wanted to be a mom and every time I told her that I loved her, she would say that she wished she never had me. With Lila, it took me months to even feel something that I thought was love and when I told her, she decided to tell me that she was leaving me for some rich architect that she had worked with on another project. That is why I will never tell Hope that I love her, because then she’ll leave, and I can’t have her leave me.
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      It’s been a month since I’ve arrived in Sandalwood Cove, and I just sent over my finished manuscript to my beta readers. My word count topped off at 90 thousand words. Whoo, my characters had a lot to say and let me tell you, the ending, people are going to either love it or hate it. I’m excited to see the people's reactions.

      Ever since our naked day/night, Leo has been acting weird. I’ll catch him just staring off into space and then coming to and acting like nothing is wrong. Other times, I’ll catch him looking at me almost too intently, like he fears I’m going to disappear at any moment.

      I’ve asked him numerous times if everything was okay, and he always says yes. Tonight, we are going out to dinner to celebrate me finishing my book. He invited Keenan, Jack, Javier and Margot to join us, so that’ll be fun. Plus, at the beach I completely spaced and didn’t get any of their numbers, so I’ll ask them tonight. It’ll be nice to make plans with friends and have girl’s nights and date nights with Leo and his friends, who will hopefully become our friends.

      Looking at the time on my phone, I see that I only have an hour before Leo comes and picks me up. I need to shower, do my hair and make-up and then just have a fun time. I’m happy I brought a cute black dress with me. I don’t know what made me pack it in the first place. I’m glad I did though, because I am going to wear it tonight and hopefully knock Leo’s socks off.

      I’m fluffing up my curled hair and slipping on my dressy sandals when I hear a knock on my door. Weird, Leo has just been using his key to get in. I remember the first time he did that, I wasn’t expecting it and he scared the crap out of me in the shower. He then proceeded to show me how sorry he was for scaring me by giving me some hot as shit, up against the shower wall sex.

      Walking down the hallway, towards the entryway, another knock comes. I look through the peephole and see that it’s Keenan. Opening the door for her, she smiles brightly and gives me a hug all while saying, “You did it. You did it. You did it.”

      Laughing and hugging her back, I thank her and then let her go. Looking behind her, I see her black Nissan Pathfinder idling in the driveway. “Your chariot awaits,” she says while sweeping her arms out to where her SUV is.

      “Okay, let me grab my purse and keys and I’ll meet you out there.”

      Once I grab my purse, I take my phone out and call Leo. It doesn’t even ring, just goes straight to voicemail. How weird. Maybe he’s meeting us at the restaurant because work ran late? Locking up the house, I climb into Kee’s Pathfinder and realize that Margot and Javier are in the backseat.

      “Hi guys! I didn’t realize you all rode together!”

      “Ya, we figured why not since we are all going to the same place,” Javier responds.

      “Do you know if Leo is meeting us at the restaurant? I tried calling him and it went straight to voicemail.”

      “Weird. Let me try calling him,” Javier says.

      Javier tries calling Leo and the same thing happens. His phone goes straight to voicemail.

      I’m trying not to panic, but at the same time, he has never not been with me or at least accessible for me to get into contact with him or him with me.

      We arrive at The Sailway and it brings a small smile to face, thinking about this is where Leo and I first shared a meal together and where I first met Javier.

      When we walk inside, the place is completely empty except for Leo and Jack making drinks behind the bar. Leo notices us first and comes right up to me and kisses me like we are the only people in the room.

      “What a hello that was. I’m going to admit that I was panicking slightly when Javier and I couldn’t get ahold of you.”

      “Sorry, Sunshine, I wanted to surprise you. So, surprise! The whole restaurant is for us tonight.”

      “Wow, how did you manage that?”

      “I helped the owner rebuild the kitchen and bar area and he said that if I ever needed anything to just ask, so I asked.”

      I feel like I might cry, because that is one of the sweetest things that he or anyone else has ever done for me.

      Throwing my arms around his neck, I try to convey everything that I am feeling towards him right now with this hug. “Maybe when we get home tonight, I can thank you with my mouth wrapped around your cock?”

      Groaning in my ear, he whispers, “Careful now Sunshine, I’ll take you to the bathroom right now, pull up your dress and fuck you from behind while you watch in the mirror.”

      Holy hotness, wetness just flooded my panties. Looking up, I see Leo smirking, almost like he knew what his words would do to me. “Not fair,” I whisper. “Now I’m going to be uncomfortable all night with wet panties.”

      “Don’t tell me that Sunshine, because now that’s all I’m going to be thinking about. Feel what you do to me,” he takes my hands and puts it right over his dress pants clad cock and it is hard. Dammit, I wish we could go home right now, but we can’t. Taking a deep breath, I step out of his embrace and it’s then that I notice that all of his friends are watching us.

      Que the embarrassment.

      Yep. I feel the heat in my cheeks.

      Leo over there just chuckling and casually throwing his arm around my shoulders and walking us to the bar like everything is normal and fine. Well, alright then.

      At the bar there are shots all lined up. Leo hands out a shot to everyone. He then raises his shot glass and says, “To my Sunshine. I am so fucking proud of you.”

      Then we all drink.
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      Hope is naturally a funny person. Hope tipsy is even funnier and I am having the time of my life tonight. I know she has felt the change in my moods and I’ve been trying to get over my own issues, but I can’t and I don’t know why.

      I feel like Hope loves me, and I have come to terms, at least to myself that I’m in love with her too. There have been so many instances that I could have just said it to her, but then I remember how I felt watching her walk away from me at the beach. That was just her walking to the truck without me, not her actually leaving me.

      I can’t lose her.

      So, I’ll keep those words to myself, pray she never tells them to me and we can continue on how we are. She’ll be fine with that right? I’ll be fine with that right? Yes, we will be fine because there is no other option.

      “Have you told her yet,” Javier asks me. I’m sitting at the bar watching Hope. She’s trying to get Margot to dance with her and it’s so funny to watch, because Margot does not dance.

      Without looking at Javier, I respond, “Told her what?”

      “That you love her.”

      I start coughing because I choked on air when Javier said that. “What the fuck dude. No I haven’t, because I don’t.”

      “Yes you do, I can tell. So why haven’t you told her?”

      “Dude, drop it. I don’t love her, we’re just having a good time together. So get off my fucking back about it.”

      When I see Javier’s eyes go over my shoulder and then widen, I’m nervous about what I’ll find behind me. When I turn around, I see Hope with her arms wrapped around herself and tears in her eyes. “Hope, baby,” I whisper.

      When I take a step towards her, she takes one back and holds out a hand to stop me from advancing. “You don’t love me. We are just having fun together. Well, I’m glad I know now before I made this move too permanent.”

      With that parting comment, her and Margot walk out of the restaurant. I’m assuming Margot is going to take her home. “If you don’t get your head out of your ass, you are literally going to lose the one and only woman who has ever given a shit about you,” Javier says and then he walks out too.

      Where do I go from here?

      Do I get up and dust off the emotional baggage that I can feel is trying to pull me under? Or do I continue wallowing and lose the only ray of hope that’s in my world?

      I know my answer and I pray she will give my stupid ass another chance.
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      Running out of the restaurant and into the parking lot, I see Margot with her arms around Hope’s shoulders. They are almost to what looks like Kee’s car from here, but it’s dark and I can’t really make it out.

      “HOPE,” I yell and start jogging over to them.

      I see Hope come to an abrupt stop, but she doesn’t turn around. Stopping so close to her that I actually almost run into her, I hear Margot whisper, “Do you need me to stay with you, Hope?”

      Dammit, Margot is a good friend, but I need her to leave.

      “It’s okay Margot, but thank you,” Hope whispers.

      Margot gives her a hug and without even looking at me, walks over to where Javier is standing with Jack and Keenan. I didn’t even see Jack & Keenan arrive.

      “Hope,” I whisper. “Baby, please turn around and look at me.”

      My hands are twitching at my sides with wanting to grab ahold of her and never let her go, but I’m not sure that my touch is wanted by her right now.

      Hope turns around and I am officially the biggest piece of shit. Tears are steadily streaming down her face. Her mascara is running down right along with them, and my heart just breaks because I did this. Now hopefully I can undo it and mend both of our hearts back together.

      She just stands there silently, not speaking, just waiting for me to do or say something.

      So I do.

      “What you heard me say was hurtful and untrue and I am so fucking sorry.”

      “So why did you say it,” she whispers.

      “Because baby, if I told you that I loved you, then you would have left me.”

      She looks like I just slapped her. “What in the world are you talking about? I have never even thought of leaving you. I thought we were starting to build a life here, together. Why would you ever think that I would leave you for saying the words that I have been feeling? I have been wanting to tell you, but haven’t because I didn’t want to push you too fast.” She says all of that in one breath and now instead of looking devastated, she looks pissed and wanting answers.

      “Every time I have told someone that I love them, they have left me.”

      “What?”

      “Whenever I would tell my mom that I loved her, she would say that she wished she never had me. When I thought I was in love with Lila, the first time I told her, she told me that she was leaving me for someone else. I didn’t, don’t want to lose you, Hope. Yes, my mom dying and Lila leaving me hurt me, but God, baby, if I lost you, then there would be no me left.”

      “Leo…”

      “Am I in love with you? Absolutely, 100%, no doubt in my mind. Do I want to lose you? Fuck no. I already told you, watching you walk away from me on the beach is the last time I ever wanted to see that and then just witnessing it now, no. I am so sorry I hurt you with my words babe, because like I said I am 100% in love with you. Even if you still want to leave me, just know that I am not going down without a fight. I will prove to you that I love you every goddamn minute of every goddamn day,” I say, breathing harshly now that my adrenaline is spiking, thinking that she is still going to leave me.

      Hope is just standing there, arms hanging down at her sides, eyes moving all over my face, almost like she is trying to memorize it and not saying a single thing.

      “Sunshine…”

      That gets her out of her stupor, because next thing I know, she’s launching herself at me and I have to bend down to grab her up under her thighs. She gets the idea and wraps her arms around my neck and her legs around my waist and just hugs me. “You’re not leaving.”

      “No, Leo. I’m not leaving. I love you.”

      I feel like a pussy, but I almost want to cry. This beautiful woman loves me, and she isn’t leaving. Looking across the parking lot from where we are standing, I see our group of friends. The girls are crying, and the guys just give me a head nod and then they all start walking down to the pier that is just down the street from the restaurant.

      “Baby, do you want to go meet up with our friends or go home?’

      “Or…”

      “Or what?”

      “You did say something about bathroom sex earlier.”

      Leaning my head back a little so I can look at her face, she leans back to, smiling.

      Smirking, I say, “You want bathroom sex baby? I’ll give you bathroom sex.”
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        * * *

      

      Hope

      

      After overhearing Leo say that he didn’t love me to Javier, I honestly never thought I would be in his arms again. When he told me about his mom and his bitch of an ex, my heart broke for the man he so desperately was trying to protect and hide. Leo hates being vulnerable, but tonight, he didn’t care that our friends were watching the scene unfold, he showed his vulnerability and, in that moment, I understood. It was heartbreaking, but I understood his fear.

      Now, being back in his arms, I never want to leave. We walk into the restaurant again, sans anyone else and Leo heads straight for the restrooms. It’s not a big restaurant and the restrooms are located in a little alcove right next to the bar. When Leo opens the door to the bathroom, I look around and see that he chose the women’s bathroom. I unhook from around him and slide down his body. While I turn and walk towards the sink & mirror, I hear the bathroom lock click into place.

      “Have you ever done it in a bathroom or actually have you ever done it anywhere public?”

      “Honestly, I’ve never wanted to. You bring out the caveman in me, Hope. I want to claim not just your body, but your soul, heart and mind. Just like you’ve stolen all of me.”

      His words are like an aphrodisiac to my body. Walking closer to me, he backs me up to the counter and turns me around.

      “Hands on the counter and spread your legs for me, Sunshine.”

      Doing as I’m told because somehow I’ve become obsessed with obeying him in bed and him calling me his “good girl.”

      Feeling his hands starting to caress both of my legs, starting at my ankles, I shiver. “Are you cold, Sunshine?”

      “N-n-n-o,” I stutter out. Loving his hands on any parts of me, I sigh. Instead of staying upright, I lay my forearms on the counter and lay my head down on them. “You’re teasing me, Leo. I need more.”

      Continuing with his caresses up and down my legs, I feel his mouth start to kiss the inside of my thighs. Gasping, I say, “Yes!”

      “Dammit, Sunshine, I wanted to go slow and savor that you are here with me, but when you shiver just from my touch and make those noises, I can’t go slow.”

      Standing up, I hear him unzip his pants, and them fall to the floor. Then he flips up the bottom of my dress, pulls my panties to the side and slams into me. Bolting upright from the invasion of his cock, I moan out because he just feels that good.

      “You good, baby,” he asks as he starts a slow rhythm.

      “Yes, but I need more.”

      “Fuck,” he grunts and then starts pounding into me.

      “This what you wanted, Sunshine? For me to lose control and claim your pussy as mine?”

      “Yes!”

      “Goddammit, baby. Look at you, taking my cock so good. Every time I pull out, my cock is covered in your juices and I fucking love it. Such a good fucking girl.”

      “Oh my gosh,” I moan out. If he doesn’t stop talking like that I am going to orgasm right now.

      “I feel you tightening up baby, you gonna come all over this dick and claim what’s yours? What has always been yours?”

      “YES,” I scream, and I come so hard that I see stars.

      “That’s fucking it, Sunshine,” I vaguely hear Leo say.

      After I come down from that intense orgasm, I feel Leo starting to go harder and faster and within just a few seconds he is yelling out my name while he orgasms.

      With both of us spent, me leaning on my forearms on the bathroom counter and him, still inside of me, we just stay like that for a few minutes to catch our breath.

      “I love you,” Leo whispers and just as I’m about to respond we hear,“Yo,” and then someone starts pounding on the bathroom door. “Why the fuck is the bathroom door locked?”

      “Let’s just go to the other bathroom, Jack. Now, I can’t wait. I need you in me.”

      I am stunned silent. Was that Jack and Keenan? I mean, I figured there was tension and feelings, but how they acted towards each other on the beach and barely speaking to each other tonight, never did I think…
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      “Let’s just go to the other bathroom, Jack. Now, I can’t wait. I need you in me.”

      What the fuck.

      Dammit, not this shit again. Jack is just going to fuck her and then break her heart again like he has done numerous times. Keenan is in love with him and I’m pretty sure Jack likes her, but there’s some shit that went down when he was younger that has scarred him, and I don’t know if anyone will be able to help him. One day, he’s going to meet someone that can hopefully help heal him. Whether that is Kee or someone else, only time will tell.

      “Should we leave?” Hope whispers.

      Pulling out of nirvana, I tuck myself back into my slacks and then realize something. “Shit, baby, I didn’t use a condom again.”

      The first time I didn’t use one, we were in the shower, but every other time, I have wrapped it up. I’m not ready for a kid and Hope isn’t even sure if she wants kids or not and I’m okay with that.

      “It’s okay Leo, I’m on the birth control shot. I’ve told you this. So if you decide to not wear one again and again and again, I won’t be complaining.”

      “Baby, you can’t say that I can go bare in you from now on with your ass and pussy still on display for me.”

      Laughing, she straightens herself out, then I grab her hand, unlock the bathroom door and out we go. We hear moaning coming from the other bathroom and Hope covers her mouth so they can’t hear her laughing.

      Walking through the restaurant and then out into the parking lot, Hope stops. I turn around and ask her if she’s okay and she just nods and then points towards Kee’s car. Okay, what the fuck is happening tonight? We see that Javier has Margot pressed up against the car, and is basically ravaging her mouth. If he breaks her heart, she’ll never recover. Margot has been in love with Javier since they were kids. When he dated and then proposed to her step sister, she was devastated, but never let it show around him.

      Seriously, this fucking night.

      “Lets go home, Sunshine.”

      She looks up at me and just smiles.

      Yeah, this fucking night.
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      Wow, so Jack and Keenan and then Javier & Margot. I knew there was either something going on or something had already happened with Jack and Keenan. With how they acted towards each other at the beach and then barely speaking to each other tonight, I thought maybe, whatever was happening with them, was over.

      Guess not, if those moans were any indication.

      Now, Javier and Margot. Yeah, I didn’t see that coming.

      Well, maybe.

      At the beach I did see Javier grab Margot’s hand and hold onto it, but other than that, they are just friendly with each other. That kiss though, that was not friendly. That was unbridled passion and desire and longing. I wonder, does Javier have actual feelings for her or is he playing a game with her? Oh gosh, I hope he is not playing with her. Just like I hope Jack isn’t playing with Keenan.

      “Sooo, are we going to mention what I know we both saw tonight with our friends,” I ask Leo. We are almost back to the house, holding hands and just taking our time walking home, enjoying each other’s company. We opted to leave Leo’s truck at the restaurant and we will just pick it up tomorrow. It’s such a beautiful night out and I don’t want this evening to end.

      Laughing, he says, “No, we are not going to mention that we saw anything to them. Babe, seriously, they have to go through their own shit.”

      “I know that, but I’m scared that people are going to get hurt.”

      “Same, baby, same, but it’s not our relationship and not our business.”

      We are down the street from the house when Leo stops and starts bringing us up a walkway that is not ours. “Leo, this isn’t the house.”

      “I know. You wanted to know where I lived right? Well, this is the house. Just remember, this is not my home. You are.”

      The walkway is dark and there are no flower beds, just grass. Leo stops in front of the door and gets his keys out his pocket. Unlocking the door, he flips a switch on inside and then welcomes me into his house.

      I’m kind of bracing myself to see a lot of Leo & Lila things, but then walking in, I’m sadly yet happily surprised. There is no warmth in here. The entryway is bare and the walls are all white as far as I can see. He doesn’t even have a little entryway table for his keys or a lamp. Walking farther in, I can see that our houses are set up almost identically. When I get to the start of the living room, again no warmth. Just a couch, a coffee table and a TV on top of a TV stand. No throw pillows, no pictures, not even a magazine on the coffee table. The only light in the room comes from a ceiling fan with a light attached to it.

      Turning around to face Leo, I see that he is still standing by the door. “Why is there no pictures or knick knacks that show that you live here?”

      “Because I don’t live here. I live with you. My bathroom things are mingled with yours in the shower and on the counter. Our food is all mixed in together. Those pictures and magazines that you are talking about, well I’ve never had pictures printed of me and I don’t read magazines that often, so I’m not going to spend the money on them.”

      First order of business tomorrow, print out pictures of us and put them up around the house.

      “Let’s go home.”

      “You didn’t look at the whole house.”

      “I don’t need to. This isn’t where you are supposed to be. Our house is down the street, so lets go home,” I say and grab his hand and pull him out of the house. After Leo locks up, we start heading to our house.

      “I think I’m going to sell the house,” he says, surprising me.

      “Really?”

      “Ya, I have no ties to that place, and I am hardly there. Like you said, OUR house is not that one, so ya, I’m going to sell it. I’ll talk to my aunt tomorrow and have her put it on the market and then I’ll talk to her about us purchasing our house. That is, if you want,” he asks, almost shyly.

      Smiling so big, my cheeks hurt, I respond, “Absolutely. I think my parents always knew that wherever I ended up, I was most likely going to stay there. So, once we talk to your aunt, I’ll call them. They will come to visit when they have the time and we can always go and visit them. I can write from anywhere and I don’t know if it’s this place or you or both, but I have so much inspiration. Plus, for the first time in my life, I feel like I belong somewhere. And that’s here, with you. I love you, Leo.”

      Stopping in front of our walkway, Leo grabs my face and kisses me.

      “I love you, Sunshine. You’re right, you are exactly where you belong. With me.”
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      The next morning, I wake up before Hope. It doesn’t happen often, but when it does, I usually lay here for a few minutes just reveling that this woman is in my life, my bed and now my soul. I am one lucky bastard. Kissing Hope on the head, I get out of bed and head into the bathroom.

      After using the bathroom, washing my hands and brushing my teeth, I walk into the walk-in closet and the sight gives me pause. I love seeing our things mingled together. Seeing my clothes hanging next to hers and my shoes sitting side by side with hers, just makes me happy.

      I’m happy.

      Getting dressed in the closet, I turn around and there’s Hope, leaning against the doorjamb with a soft, sleepy look. She looks downright edible right now, but we have things to do today. So her pussy and my cock will have to wait.

      Unfortunately.

      “Morning, baby,” I say, walking up to her and kissing her on her plump, free of anything, kissable lips. She tries to take the kiss into danger territory, but I step back.

      She pouts.

      I almost cave.

      Almost.

      Laughing, I tell her, “We have things to do today, babe, and if we get started on them now, we will have plenty of time for my cock to be in your mouth or pussy, your choice.”

      Her eyes dilate and before I can get sucked into them, I walk out of the closet and towards the kitchen. While I am brewing our espresso in Hope’s new Nespresso machine, I text my aunt.

      
        
          
            
              
        Morning Aunt May

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Good morning. Why are you up so early? I never hear from you until at least 11am on the days that you aren’t working haha

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Hope and I want to come visit you and possibly talk to you about something. Is that okay with you?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Sure! Besides, I haven’t actually met Hope in person yet. Why is that, Leonard?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Noooo, don’t full name me please. She’s been busy finishing her book and I’ve been getting my head unstuck from my ass

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Oh good, finally. I suppose I can thank Hope for that when I see you both today. Come over for lunch, I’ll make sandwiches and salad

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Sounds good. I love you Aunt May.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Oh no you don’t sir. You will not say you love me for the first time through a text message. You will tell me when you see me. I love you too, Leo

      

      

      

      

      

      Chuckling and putting my phone down so I can finish getting our coffee’s ready, Hope comes into the kitchen looking so beautiful that I just stop and stare for a moment.

      “I just spoke to my aunt, and she would like us over there for lunch. Is that good with you?”

      “Yes! I’m excited to actually meet her in person. I’ve only ever talked to her on the phone and through email. Also, I’ve only ever called her Ms. Cantor. What’s her first name?”

      “Mable, but I call her Aunt May. She’s also excited to meet you.”

      “We need to go to the store though first. I need to print out some pictures and get some picture frames.”

      “Sure, babe. Want to go now? Coffee is done and made.”

      Walking up to me, she wraps her arms around my waist and kisses my chest. Looking up at me, she says, “I love you. Thank you.”

      Kissing her forehead, I respond, “I love you.”

      This is what peace feels like.

      I never want to let it go.

      I never want to let her go.

      I pray that the darkness stays away, because this woman is everything to me.
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      After grabbing the coffee’s that Leo made us, we walked down to the restaurant to pick up his truck. Now we are on our way to the store. I decide to text my parents in our family group chat. Dad suggested we do a group chat before I left and so I set it up and it’s been in use ever since.

      
        
          
            
              
        Morning

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Morning baby girl

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Morning sweetheart

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Are you guys working?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        No, but we are on call, or at least I am. I can’t remember if your mom is or not

      

      

      

      
        
          
        No, I’m not on call this weekend. Actually, I was going to ask if you wanted me to come visit?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Without me?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Honey, you’re on call. Next time we are both not working and not on call, we can come together, but I miss our girl

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Okay haha yes mom, please come visit. I want to show you the town that I fell in love with and have you meet the man I also fell in love with

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        WHAT?!?! Oh my gosh, Dave did you read that!! Our girl is in love

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Yes, I heard. I am calling the hospital right now and telling them that I can’t be on call this weekend. Baby girl, your mom and I will be down there by tonight.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Dad, I really love him and you and mom are going to love him too. I miss you guys, but this is where I’m meant to be, ya know

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        I knew when you said that you needed to get out of Pennsylvania, that you were looking for somewhere else to call home, so I’m not surprised baby girl

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Mom?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Sweetheart, I just want you happy. That’s all your dad and I will ever want for you

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Well I am definitely happy. Text me when you guys are on your way! Love you!

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Okay, baby girl, love you too

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Love you sweetheart!

      

      

      

      

      

      “I just spoke with my parents and they are wanting to come and see the town and meet you. What do you think?”

      “Whatever you want, baby.”

      “Okay good, because they are coming in tonight,” I say with a laugh.

      “Tonight?”

      “Yes,” I say. “Why, what’s wrong?”

      “Nothing, baby. I’m a little nervous to meet the parents. I’ve never met a girlfriend’s parents before.”

      Okay, swoon.

      “Don’t be. They want me to be happy and I told them that you and this town make me happy.”

      Grabbing my hand from across the truck console, he intertwines our fingers and holds on tightly. “We’ve got this, babe.”

      Laughing, I say, “Yes, we do.”
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        * * *

      

      Leo

      

      Who knew picking out what pictures to print and what frames they need to go into would be so tedious. Hope has printed out 1, only 1 picture so far and we have been here for at least 15 minutes.

      “Babe, just print them all or just a few of your favorites.”

      “That’s what I’m trying to do, but they are all my favorite, so I don’t know which ones to choose.”

      “Like I said, print them all.”

      Blushing, she whispers, “I can’t print ALL of them.”

      Looking at her curiously for a minute, it dawns on me. Smirking, I lean down and whisper in her ear, “You can print those too and I can keep them for safekeeping.”

      She shoves me a little bit while laughing and then she goes through all of our pictures and unselects the ones that we can’t put all over the house and prints the rest of them.

      “Okay, now how many did you print?”

      “20.”

      “So, we need to get 20 frames.”

      Shit, where are all these pictures going to go?

      “Not necessarily. Some frames are for collages so we could get a couple of them.”

      “Whatever you want to do, Sunshine,” I’m pathetic for her and I don’t even care.
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        * * *

      

      45 minutes later, we are on the way to my aunt’s house. Hope is over in her seat fidgeting with herself. She must be nervous.

      “Baby, you look great, so stop.”

      “Leo, I’m sort of meeting your parent for the first time. You told me that you have never done this before, well, neither have I. You’re my first everything.”

      That last sentence really fucking gets to me. I’m her first for everything and I swear I will be her only and last. Anyone even tries to fucking take her or mess with her, well there will nowhere that they will be able to hide that I won’t find them and bury them 6-feet underground.

      Shaking off those dark thoughts, I tune back into the here and now, with Hope by my side. “I love that I’m your first for everything, but seriously, my aunt already loves you and that’s more than I can say for most people.”

      Seeing her wringing her hands together, I reach over the console and grab one of her hands and thread my fingers through hers and hold her. If she needs me to be her anchor in this world, I will be.

      Pulling up to a gated community, I put in the passcode and the doors swing inwards to let us through. “Wow, this neighborhood is so nice and cute,” Hope says.

      “Ya, we moved into this neighborhood when I came to live with her. She said that she wanted somewhere where I felt safe. That’s the first time anyone has made me feel that.”

      Feeling a new wave of emotion come over me for what all my aunt has provided for me makes me want to give her the biggest hug. I never wanted for anything once I came to live with her. Now, she didn’t spoil me, but she did teach me how to work for the things that I wanted in life and when needed, she helped me. Yes, I missed my mom, but at the same time, my Aunt May more than made up for my mother not being there.

      “I’m glad she gave that to you, honey,” Hope says and then she kisses the back of my hand.

      Me too.

      Pulling up to my aunt’s house, I park in the driveway and kill the engine. Hope’s hand has tightened some in my hold. I know she’s nervous, but I was serious when I told her that she has nothing to worry about. Untangling my hand from hers, I get out of the truck and walk around to her side. I open the door for her and help her down.

      She uses one of my hands to get down and instead of letting go, I keep ahold of her hand as we walk up to the front door.

      “Look at how pretty her front yard is!”

      “My aunt loves being outside and gardening. Just wait until you see her backyard.”

      “Oh, I’m so excited. Maybe she can give me some tips on which flowers are best in sunlight and whatnot.”

      Getting up to the door, I turn the handle and see that it’s unlocked. Opening the door, I yell out, “Aunt May, we’re here. And why is your door unlocked?”

      “I knew you were coming so I had just unlocked it a few minutes ago. Thank goodness we have the 360 Family app.”

      Going up to her and giving her a hug, I squeeze just a bit tighter this time around and whisper to her, “I love you.”

      Swatting at my shoulder, she says, “You’re going to make me cry and I haven’t even met Hope yet.”

      Stepping back and turning towards Hope who is still by the front door, but instead of looking nervous, she looks happy and content. I introduce the only woman who has ever touched my heart to the only mother figure I’ve ever had in my life.
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      Watching Leo with his Aunt May, who is pretty much the same height as me, so he has to bend down some to give her a hug, was a very touching moment. When he whispered ‘I love you’ to her, she looked like he had both given her the moon and wrecked her emotionally. It was a very heartfelt moment. I almost felt like I was intruding on it, but then I was glad that I was able to witness that.

      I was a nervous wreck the entire time driving over here, but then when I saw her front yard, I thought, we have something in common and it settled a bit of my nerves. Her front yard is gorgeous. Luscious green grass, not a dry spot in sight and that it saying something because it is the middle of July and it’s only going to get hotter before it gets cooler. Her walkway is lined with decorative rocks and what look like hanging lanterns spaced out. So, when it’s dark, they light up the walkway. She has 2 hanging ferns and what looked like a succulent plant hanging from the roof of her porch. She has hanging garden beds that hook onto the banister of her porch. I noticed right away that she had some Snapdragon flowers and Marigold’s blooming. I didn’t get a good enough look at the others, but they were gorgeous.

      Her front door is painted a pretty blue with a wreath hanging that’s black and white buffalo plaid fabric with a big cursive C painted in black right in the middle. Her house is white and the shutters I noticed were the same color as the door, like I said the front of her house is gorgeous.

      Now, standing in the entryway to what looks like a beautiful inside, Leo turns towards me and introduces me to his aunt.

      “Aunt May, this is Hope. Sunshine, this is my Aunt May.”

      “Sunshine,” questions his aunt and I can tell that I am blushing so hard right now. Leo just laughs and tells his aunt, “She’s the light in my life. She’s my ray of hope.”

      Swoon.

      The charm on this man is strong and something tells me that he knows it.

      Aunt May comes over and wraps me in a warm hug. I fall into her embrace and tell her that it’s nice to finally meet her in person. She laughs and says that her nephew has been hogging me since I came here so now it’s her turn. Breaking from the hug, she loops her arm through mine, looks at Leo and tells him, “Hope and I are going to go sit on the deck. Could you bring out the sweet tea with glasses and the ice tray?”

      “Sure, I’ll meet you two out there.”

      Walking by Leo with his aunt, I feel a soft tap on my butt and turn my head quickly towards Leo, only to find him smirking at me. Smiling, I turn back around and off to the back deck we go.
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        * * *

      

      We have eaten lunch that consisted of ham and cheese sandwiches, which I found out are the only sandwiches that Leo will eat, chips and sweet tea. We have been out on the deck this whole time, which is fine because her deck is covered. She has fans hanging from the ceiling so there has been a breeze on us always. Her backyard is just as stunning, if not more so than her front yard.

      She has a stone fire pit in the middle of her yard with Adirondack chairs seated all around it. On the deck she has a grill and a smoker, plus the patio set that we have been sitting on, which consists of two chairs, a couch and a table. All along her fence line, there is a space between the fence and the grass, that is yet again green as could be in the middle of summer. The space between the fence and the grass is filled with rocks and lavender plants. Seriously, her house could be featured in those magazines for home design.

      “So what do you guys have planned for the rest of the day?”

      Leo and I both look at each other and shrug.

      “I know that after here, we are going home and hanging up pictures, and my parents are driving in tonight, but other than that, no real made plans,” I say.

      “Oh, your parents are coming! We are going to have to do something altogether, maybe a cookout,” Aunt May says.

      “That sounds great, I’m sure they’ll love that.”

      “Maybe Leo can show off his grilling skills for everyone.”

      Looking over at Leo with a raised eyebrow, I say, “You can grill too? Why am I not surprised.”

      “Baby, don’t you realize by now, that I can pretty much do anything and everything,” he says cockily while smirking at me.

      Rolling my eyes, I say, “Oh, please.”

      Grabbing my hand, he turns towards his aunt and says, “Hope and I have something to ask you.”

      “Sure.”

      “We love the house that Hope is renting and we want to talk about buying it from you.”

      “You and Hope,” she questions, while looking between us.

      “Yes,” I say.

      “Leo, what about your house?”

      “I’m selling it. That’s not a home, it’s a place and I’m not even there anymore. My things are all at Hope’s and that’s how it’s going to stay. So, my other question is, will you put my house on the market?”

      “Of course I’ll put it on the market for you.”

      “Thank you.”

      “And yes, you can buy the house from me. I’ll put the money that you spent when booking this house towards your ‘down payment’,” she says.

      Getting up from our seat, Leo and I both go over and hug Aunt May. “Thank you. This means the world to us,” I say.

      “You’re welcome.”

      We sit back down and she and Leo start going over everything for what entails of selling his house and I’m just sitting back, content to watch them.
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      After leaving Aunt May’s house, Hope and I went home and started hanging up the pictures that she printed out. Well, some we hung and others she put in the living room or our bedroom, there is one even in the kitchen. She can put pictures wherever the hell she wants as long as it puts a smile on her face.

      Now, we are in the living room, watching the show One Tree Hill on Hulu. I actually really like this show, but hell if I’ll ever admit it to anyone but Hope. Hope is on her computer checking emails. She said that she hadn’t heard back from her beta readers yet and wanted to check to make sure they got the book. I’m sure they got it and are loving it I told her. She just rolled her eyes.

      Hope puts her computer to sleep and then sets it on the coffee table. She then curls up next to me and promptly falls asleep. Thinking about how nervous she was meeting my aunt today, doesn’t compare to how I’m feeling about meeting her actual parents in a few hours. Aunt May loved Hope and is happy for us, I can only pray that Hope’s parents have the same sentiment.

      We decided that we would order Chinese food for dinner and she knows what her parents like so she’ll just order for them. We’ve also made up the guest room for them. We want them to be as comfortable here as possible. Rearranging Hope so she is laying on top of me and I’m laying down on the couch, I don’t mean for it to happen, but I fall asleep too.
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        * * *

      

      Waking up to an alarm, I forget for a moment that Hope is on top of me, so when I sit up suddenly, she topples off of me and onto the floor.

      “Ow,” she says chuckling. “I guess that’s one way to wake up.”

      “Sunshine, I’m so sorry. I forgot you were on top of me, and I didn’t realize you had put an alarm on and got spooked.”

      “Someone didn’t seem to forget that I was on top of you,” she says smirking and looking right at the bulge in my pants.

      Laughing, I lean back to undo my pants. Taking out my hard cock, I start stroking it. Hope hasn’t taken her eyes off of it and now I think is the perfect time to play.

      “You hungry, baby?”

      Nodding her head, she starts to crawl over to me. Oh, my perfect girl.

      Sitting up onto her knees, she takes over stroking my cock and oh, does she know how I like it. Dropping my head to the back of the couch and groaning at how good that feels, I don’t expect it, but she takes me down her throat and then swallows.

      “Holy fuck, baby,” I say panting. Threading my hand into her hair and holding her head in place, I start to slowly thrust. “You good, Sunshine?”

      Nodding her head, I continue thrusting.

      “Look at you, taking my cock like the good girl you are. You like sucking my cock, baby? You do it so well and you look so beautiful with your mouth full of me.”

      She moans when I start thrusting a little faster and then I see her move her hand down her body and oh no, I know what she’s doing.

      “Put your hand back up where I can see it.”

      Her eyes widen and she makes a little mewling noise, but then she puts her hand on my thigh.

      “Your pussy is mine. Mine to touch, lick, suck and fuck. You don’t deny me that pleasure. Once I come down your throat and you swallow all of me, I’m going to fuck your pussy with my tongue and fingers so good, you’re not going to know your name afterwards.”

      She eagerly nods and the motion feels so good on my cock. My hand fists her hair just a bit tighter and when I see her eyes dilate, it does something to me.

      Moaning, I thrust faster and after a few more thrusts, Hope deep throats my cock and I come with  shout of her name, and she swallows.

      Every.

      Last.

      Drop.

      “That’s right, baby. Swallow me. All of me. Such a good fucking girl.”

      Pulling my cock out of her mouth, I motion for her to come up here. She leans up and I take her mouth with mine and push my tongue into her mouth. Grabbing her hips and laying her down onto the couch, I let go of her mouth and go straight down to her dripping wet pussy. There’s a wet stain on her panties and I kiss her through the material. She moans and starts fisting the couch pillow that’s behind her head.

      “Does your pussy want my mouth on her?”

      “Yes, yes, yes. Please, Leo.”

      I love it when she begs.

      Taking her panties off, I drop them to the floor and when I look at her pussy, it is swollen, pink and wet. I dive right in. My tongue in her tight hole and I start to thrust it in and out.

      Arching her back and moaning, I put my arm over her hips to keep her in place. Replacing my tongue with my fingers, I start thrusting them in and out of her at a rapid pace and then I start sucking on the swollen nub that is just calling for me to make it feel good.

      “Yes, Leo, yes. I’m coming. Oh my gosh, I’m coming,” she moans out.

      Yes, she is coming. I continue thrusting my fingers to wring out every ounce of pleasure from her. When the last of her tremors have subsided, I take my fingers that were in her delectable pussy, bring them to my mouth and suck them clean. Looking down at Hope, I see she is smiling shyly at me and has a hazy look in her eyes.

      She’s never looked more beautiful.

      “Well, that’s one way to wake up from a nap,” she says laughing.
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        * * *

      

      After that amazing experience on the couch, we reluctantly got up to freshen up. Seeing the time, Hope text her parents and they said that they were about an hour out. With that in mind, we ordered the Chinese food and just waited.

      By the time the Chinese food was delivered, I was a ball of nerves. I was sitting on the couch, just bouncing my knee. Hope came and sat down next to me and put her hand on my leg. It instantly stopped bouncing. I looked over at her and she gave me a small smile and said, “Everything is going to be fine. They are going to love you. Besides they want me to be happy and you make me happy, so they will accept you.”

      “I’m sorry, baby. Here you are comforting me when that’s my job.”

      “No sir. This is a 50/50 relationship. You want to be my rock, well I want to be yours too. We are in this together.”

      Leaning in to give her a kiss, our doorbell rings. She gives me a chaste kiss, smiles big and goes to answer the door. Oh hell no, grabbing her around the waste and picking her up, she laughs as I set her down behind me. “I answer the door, that is my job, especially at night.”

      “You are such a caveman sometimes,” I hear her mutter.

      Opening the door, Hope’s parents are standing there, looking exhausted, but excited. “Hi, come one in.”

      They both step through the door and immediately Hope hugs her mom first then her dad.

      “Mom, Dad, this is Leo. Leo, these are my parents. Dave & Lori Lewis.”

      Reaching out to shake her mom’s hand first, she swats it away and goes in for a hug. She’s small like Hope, so I have to bend down, but that’s okay. She gives me a hug so tight for such a small woman that I start laughing. “It’s good to meet you ma’am.”

      “Ma’am? Oh no, honey. I’m not that old. You can call me Lori or mom even.”

      “Oh okay, nice to meet you, Lori.”

      Turning towards her dad, I stick my hand out and say, “Nice to meet you, sir.”

      Hesitating for just a moment, he takes my hand in a firm handshake. “Good to meet you, son.”

      I see Hope and her mom give little smiles to each other and then look back at her dad and I and give even bigger smiles to us. Giving a smile back at her, I go to her, take her hand and then turn back around towards her parents and ask, “Are you guys hungry? We got Chinese.”

      “Starving, lead the way you two,” her mom says.
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        * * *

      

      Dinner was nice. Her parents are great and now I see where Hope gets her looks, smarts and overall mannerisms from. She may have been alone off and on throughout her life because her parents had hectic schedules, but they are close and know everything about each other. Like I always imagined a family to be.

      Now, I get to be a part of this family and I couldn’t be happier.

      I know that by the end of this trip, I will be having a certain conversation with her dad about my intentions. I want to do everything right with Hope.

      If I have it my way, Hope will be mine in a more permanent way by the end of this year. I can only pray that the darkness inside of me stays away.
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      My parents coming to visit was everything and more. They stayed for a week, and when it was time for them to go, I felt like they didn’t want too. Who knows, maybe they’ll move out here. Or, at least get a house here so when they come to visit, they have their own space.

      After that first official meeting, Leo and my dad were pretty much inseparable. It was beautiful to watch because Leo has never had a father figure in his life and my dad never had a son. I always use to tease him that he was just meant to be surrounded by girls and he would always respond with, “I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

      Mom and I went shopping, walked down Main Street, I took her to The Sailway and she got to meet Javier. Of course, the charmer that he is, charmed his way into my mom’s heart. By the time we left the restaurant, it was like they were best friends. We even had a girl's night where my mom and I went out and had dinner and drinks with Keenan and Margot. I definitely wanted to ask them both about ‘that’ night, but I told Leo I wouldn’t say anything, so I didn’t. If they want to come to me and talk to me about it, then I’ll be there for them.

      One day, we went over to Aunt May’s house, and it was like she and my mom were long lost best friends. They didn’t stop talking or leave each other’s side the whole time we were there. My dad had to literally pick up my mom and walk out with her. She was laughing the whole time and I saw the little smile that was on my dad’s face when he put her in the car. I want a love like my parents have and I’m 100% certain that I have it.

      Tonight, I am cooking my specialty, homemade pasta with meat sauce, garlic bread and salad. Leo loves Italian food and that just so happens to be my specialty. He doesn’t know what I’m up to for dinner tonight, so hopefully this will be a good surprise. He has been working nonstop to finish the current housing project that he is on, but it is taking a toll on him physically and mentally.

      Plus, our sex life is phenomenal. Just this morning, I woke him up with my mouth wrapped around his cock and he got off in a matter of minutes. Then he returned the favor with his mouth and fingers and left me satiated in bed while he got ready for work. I mean, my man has stamina, but here lately, he’s been so exhausted when he gets home at night, that I’ve been on top the last few times. Not that I’m complaining, he’s so deep when he takes me like that. I just feel bad because he’s so tired and I want to let him sleep. He doesn’t like that though, he says that he needs his dessert before bed every night.

      Men.

      My book is in the editing process. All of my beta readers have loved what I have written and are already asking if I have started writing the third book. I had to tell them that no, I haven’t. I just need a break for a minute. I want to enjoy this life that Leo and I have built. The writing world is not going anywhere. My cover designer is in the midst of creating what is most likely going to be another masterpiece of a cover. Everything has been going smoothly with this book so far and I pray it keeps up like this.

      Seeing the time, Leo should be home within the hour. I am so excited, I cannot wait for him to try my pasta. Hearing my phone ring and seeing that its Leo calling, I happily pick it up and say, “Hey babe.”

      Sighing, he says, “Hey, Sunshine.”

      “Are you okay?”

      “Yes. No. Yes, I’m fine, but unfortunately, we are going to be having a house guest. Would you be okay with Lila coming over to work on some last minute details for this house?”

      “Um,” is all I can say, because I’m not really sure what to say to this.

      “The customer is tired of waiting and is needing this house to be done by the end of the week and I thought that instead of staying here longer at the job site, she could come over and we could work on what else needs to get done, but only if you are okay with it.”

      Not really sure how I’m feeling right now, I don’t say anything.

      “Baby,” he says it as a question.

      Clearing my throat, I say, “Sure. I made dinner and there is plenty here for her if she wants to come over.”

      “Sunshine, you made me dinner?”

      Blushing, even though he can’t see me, I murmur, “Yes.”

      Chuckling, he says, “You’re blushing right now and all I want to do is follow the blush all over your body with my mouth. I love you, Hope.”

      Hearing a gasp in the background, not knowing if it’s from the way Leo was just dirty talking to me through the phone or the last part that he said to me, but it makes me smile. She heard him say that, which part I’m not sure, and I don’t really care. He’s my man and he loves me and he wants everyone to know it. I love him that much more for it, too.

      “I love you too. See you soon.”

      Hanging up with Leo, I go to make myself a little bit more presentable than sweat pants and a t-shirt. Or, maybe I’ll just put a pair of his sweat pants and a t-shirt of his on. Just in case the bitch needs to know he’s mine.
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      This is some fucking shit, ain’t it. Lila is following me home, the home where Hope and I have created a life together. A home where I can be myself and know that the love of my life will be there. A home where I have fucked Hope on almost every surface in that house. A home, that I have always wanted and now fucking Lila is coming over and possibly going to sit at our table and eat the meal that my woman cooked for me.

      Bullshit.

      Instead of just telling Hope that Lila was going to come over and work on work stuff was not going to happen. I respect Hope too much to pull that type of shit. I knew Hope wasn’t happy when I asked her and even after I explained why. I wanted to punch the customer for even putting this idea of staying later than needed, to work on his house out there and everyone, but me, latching onto it.

      Again, bullshit.

      I have no desire to work with Lila anymore on anything. I’ve decided that this will be the last project that we work together on and if Lila doesn’t like that, well tough fucking shit. Maybe Hope will want to start working on the interior decorating of the houses that I build. Working side by side with Hope would be a dream for me. She’s someone who is reliable, loyal, smart, kind, funny, and I could go on and on. I’ll have to bring that idea up to her.

      Pulling up to the house, I take a deep breath before getting out and walking up to the front door. Waiting for Lila to get halfway up the walkway, I unlock the front door and walk in. As soon as I walk in, I smell the most delicious smell; sauce and garlic bread. Turning around and seeing that Lila is waiting for me to move so she can enter the house, I move to the side and once she’s in the house, I shut the door and yell out for Hope. Coming down the hallway from our bedroom in a pair of my sweat pants and a shirt of mine, Hope looks downright edible and all I want to do is bury myself in her.

      “Hey, Sunshine,” I smile and when she gets close enough, I wrap her up in my arms. She squeezes me back, looks up at me, smiles and whispers, “Hi, honey.”

      Bending down to kiss her on the lips, we hear a throat clearing behind me. Both of us blowing out breaths, we turn around, Hope still in my arms. I don’t ever want to let go.

      “Hi, Lila. Are you hungry?”

      “Actually, yes, thank you,” Lila says in a hesitant way. Almost like she’s scared of Hope.

      She should be.

      My Sunshine has claws.

      Walking into the kitchen, I see salad in a big bowl, garlic bread cut up on a cutting board and pasta and sauce in pans. Both pans sitting on pot holders on the counter. Hope made dinner for her and I and fucking Lila is here. This shit fucking sucks. I want to enjoy this meal with Hope and only Hope.

      Running agitated hands through my hair and then dropping my hands to my sides, I look over at Hope and say, “Everything smells so good, babe. I love Italian food.”

      “I know,” she says blushing and looking down at the floor. “I made the pasta,” she says proudly while looking back up at me.

      Of course, she fucking did.

      This woman is amazing and she’s all mine.

      “You know what, I think I can do my part from home and just email them to you to show to the client. Does that work for you, Leo?”

      Looking over to Lila, I see a look in her eyes, almost like longing and I say, “Yeah, that actually works great.”

      “You guys have a lovely home,” she says and then walks out of the kitchen and within a few seconds we hear the front door softly click closed.

      “Well, that’s not how I saw tonight going,” Hope says.

      “How did you see it going, babe?”

      “I thought I might have to ride you right here at the kitchen table to stake my claim on you in front of her.”

      Choking on a laugh, because that is the last thing I expected to come out of Hope’s mouth, I lean down and give her a chaste kiss. Chaste, because I am starving and this food smells delicious and also because I know that if we don’t keep the kiss simple, we won’t be making it to dinner, just dessert.

      “Lets eat.”

      Hands down, that was one of the best dinners I have ever had, and the dessert was delicious. Especially with Hope screaming my name while she was laid out on the kitchen table.
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      Leo and I are sitting in the living room, watching TV, when Leo’s phone rings. I look over at him and see a confused look on his face at whoever is calling. He answers but puts the phone on speakerphone.

      “Hello,” Leo says in more of a question than a statement.

      “Leo Cantor,” an unknown voice asks on the other line.

      “Who’s asking?”

      “Sir, I’m a nurse at Sandalwood Cove Hospital and you are listed as the emergency contact.”

      Leo’s face starts to lose color and we both reach for each other’s hands at the same time.

      “Sir, there’s been an accident.”

      “What the fuck? Who and what happened?” Leo asks the nurse on the phone.

      “A Mr. Jack Lincoln and it looks like he was involved in a car accident. If you could please come and we can go over everything at the hospital.”

      “I’m on my way.”

      Jack hangs up with the nurse and stands. He puts his hands on his hips and just looks down for a moment. He looks over to me and I see worry in his gaze.

      “Can you call Kee for me? I’m going to call Javier on my way to the hospital.”

      “Wait, I’m coming with you.”

      ‘No.” He says it so final that I’m taken aback for a moment.

      “What do you mean ‘no’?” I ask, deceptively calm even though inside I’m starting to get mad. Why wont he let me be there for him?

      “Because I need my mind wholly focused on Jack right now and I can’t do that when you’re around.”

      What the hell?

      “How is me being there for you and helping our friend who was just in a car accident going to be distracting? This is what couples do, Leo. They don’t shut out the other person and deal with things on their own. Now, I am going whether you want me to or not and if I need to drive myself, then I will.”

      Standing up from the couch, I turn and walk down the hallway towards the bedroom to get dressed.

      I can’t believe this, after everything that Leo and I have shared with each other, he is acting like this. These aren’t just his friends anymore. They have become mine too and I care for each of them. Jack and I aren’t the closest ones of the group, but that’s not because I haven’t tried. Whenever he comes over to hang with Leo or even if we are all hanging out as a group, I always make it a point to speak with Jack. All he does is grunts or says one word answers. He also never seems to take his eyes off of Keenan, but only when he is drinking. Whenever he has been sober, it’s like she doesn’t exist. Put a bottle in his hand and it’s like we’ve got a whole different Jack with us. I’ve tried talking to her about Jack, but she is closed lipped on that subject. In my opinion, they are going to explode one day, whether it’s going to be in a good or bad way is still determined.

      After getting dressed and putting on my sneakers, I go into the bathroom just so I can run my brush through my hair and put it up in a ponytail. I am not dressing to impress anyone but at the same time, I don’t want to look like I just rolled out of bed.

      Hearing the door slam shut, I pause midway through putting my hair up and I’m just in disbelief. I can’t believe him right now. Finishing with my hair, I storm out of the bathroom and through the room and then down the hallway. I grab my keys from the key holder that is hanging by the front door and then walk out. When I get to my car, I have to pull up my maps app to see where the hospital is and after pulling it up, I am off.

      The nice thing is that the hospital is only about 10 minutes away, but the bad thing is that I have 10 minutes to stew in my anger before seeing both Leo and Jack. Oh crap, I need to call Kee. Pulling over and turning my hazards on, I get out of maps and pull up Kee’s number. It rings a couple of times, then Kee picks up.

      “Hey, long time no talk! What’s up?”

      “Kee, there is no easy way to tell you this, but Jack has been in an accident.”

      Silence.

      Absolute silence.

      I can’t even hear her breathing.

      “Kee?” I ask timidly.

      She lets out a loud sob and my heart breaks because I can’t be there to hold her and I can’t promise everything is alright because we don’t even know if he is alive or not.

      “Kee, I need you to breathe. Leo is probably already at the hospital and I am on my way there now. Can you drive or do I need to come pick you up?”

      “I’m getting in my car now.”

      Click.

      Looking down, I see that she hung up.

      Taking a deep breath, I get back to my maps and pull back onto the road.

      I feel like this is going to be a long night.
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      Walking into the hospital, I’m a little lost. I’ve text Leo asking him what room Jack is in, but no response and I’ve text Kee to let me know when she gets here, but no response from her either. Walking up to the first nurses' desk that I see, I ask, “Excuse me, would you be able to tell me what room a patient is in?”

      “Are you family?”

      “No.”

      “Then no I can’t, I’m sorry.”

      “Is there any way that you could tell me if my friend that was brought in is alive or not?”

      The nurse looks up with sympathetic eyes and a sad smile.

      “Unfortunately, if you are not family, I can’t give out any information.”

      “Okay, thank you.”

      Walking away from the nurses desk, I sit down on one of the chairs that is in the waiting room and text Leo again asking what room Jack is in.

      Again, no response.

      So, I wait.

      And wait.

      Do some more waiting.

      I’m on hour 3 of waiting, when finally I see Leo and Kee come out of some double doors. They don’t even notice me. They walk right past me, talking quietly to each other.

      I feel like I’m going to cry.

      Jack must be okay because neither of them are crying and I truly believe that Leo would cry if he lost Jack and I know Keenan would.

      Sucking in a very much needed big breath, I let it out slowly and start walking out of the hospital and to my car. While walking to my car, I look around to see if I can see Leo and/or Keenan and I don’t. They must have left already. I wonder if Leo is going to go to his home or our home tonight. The fact that I have to ask myself that is depressing. Instead of putting in the address for home into my GPS, I just turn on some country music and drive around. There’s no real destination for me, except I know that I don’t want to go home to an empty house if Leo decides to stay at his. I would call him, but I don’t think he would answer me since he hasn’t answered any one of my texts tonight. Keenan hasn’t even messaged me and that hurts too. I thought I was important to these people who I call my boyfriend and friends. I came to this town to just write my book and center myself. I never meant to meet a man whom I love and people who would welcome me into their friendship circle with open arms.

      After driving around for about 2-3 hours, I am finally headed home. No one has called, no one has messaged me and I feel utterly alone in this town. Since arriving, I have never felt alone. I guess there is a first time for everything.

      Getting home, I just want to cry. Leo’s truck is not in my driveway, but his. What does this mean? This is all so new to me. Do I call him? Text him? Go over and bang on his door until he opens up and talks to me? Maybe I should call my mom and ask for her advice. I don’t know if mom has ever dealt with anything like this in her relationship with my dad, but I don’t have anyone else to turn too.

      Walking into the house, it just feels cold. Taking off my shoes and hanging up my keys, I walk into the living room and lay down on the couch. I don’t turn on any lights or the TV, but I do call my mom.

      “Hey sweetheart. What’s up?”

      “Mom,” I say with a catch in my voice that she hears.

      “What’s wrong? Hope, are you okay?”

      “No, I’m not. One of our friends, Jack, got into a car accident tonight and Leo just shut me out. Mom, I don’t know what do. I don’t know how to make someone open up and let me in. I thought he had, but then something major happens, and I’m out in the cold. Is it going to be like this every time something big happens?”

      “First, take a breath. Second, I know it may feel like he has shut you out, but until you talk to him, you won’t know if he is shutting you out or not.”

      “Mom, as soon as he got the call, it was like a wall was put up between us. I know about his past, but I wasn’t leaving. I was staying and wanting to help him and instead, he left me at home and went without me. Then, I call Keenan, because Leo asked me to and I tell her to meet me at the hospital, well she doesn’t. I messaged her and she never responded. Then I’m sitting in the waiting room for 3 hours when both Leo and Keenan walk out and completely bypass me. I also haven’t heard from either of them. No calls or messages and Leo is at his house, not here, with me.”

      My tears have been non-stop since calling my mom.

      “Sweetheart, I need you to breathe and calm down. Leo loves you. Your dad and I both saw that when we were there. That doesn’t just shut off. Just give him a day or two and if he hasn’t come around still, then you go bang on that man’s door until he answers.”

      Chuckling through my tears, I say, “Okay mom. Thank you. I’m sorry if I interrupted you at work.”

      “I know growing up, your dad and I weren’t around much, and I am so sorry honey. You can call, text, FaceTime, hell, even visit and I will drop it all for you. Your dad too. I love you, Hope.”

      “I love you, Mom.”

      Hanging up with her, I lay my phone face down and just stare up at the ceiling until sleep claims me.
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      I barely slept last night and I blame that solely on my mind. It never shut off. My thoughts kept going from Leo, Keenan, Jack and if this is how it’s always going to be when something bad happens.

      Rising up from the couch into a sitting position, I stretch my arms above my head and hear a clank in the kitchen. Startled, I leap up and run to the kitchen and stop. Javier and Margot are in my kitchen. Margot is at the stove cooking and Javier is sitting at the island on one of the stools. They both turn to look at me and Margot gives me a timid smile and Javier doesn’t even have to say anything because I can read the heartache in his eyes.

      “Oh my gosh, is he gone?” I cover my mouth with my hand and my eyes instantly fill with tears.

      “Jack is okay, just a broken arm and leg, but Leo, Hope, I’m sorry. He isn’t coming back here.”

      Wait, what?

      I thought the heartache was because Jack died, but it’s because of Leo. Because Leo isn’t coming back. That’s what he said, right?

      “What do you mean, he isn’t coming back?”

      “Hope, that man loves you, but he’s got it into his thick fucking skull that everyone he loves is going to leave him, that’s why he is shutting you out right now. He’s my best friend and a fucking idiot right now, but I know that that man loves you. He’s never been this way with another woman. Last night, almost losing Jack scared him and so he and Kee will be staying with Jack while he recovers. Please, don’t give up on him, Hope.”

      I can see the anger, sadness and hopefulness playing out in both Javier & Margot’s eyes.

      “I’m not the one giving up Javi,” I whisper and wrap my arms around myself. I turn around to start walking towards the bedroom. I need to go lie down.

      “You guys can let yourselves out,” I say to them over my shoulder.

      Instead of showing Leo that not everyone leaves, he left me first. I’ve never experienced heartbreak before, but if this is what it feels like, I definitely do not want to go through it again. There’s nothing left for me in this town that I’ve grown to love. Instead of laying down, I start packing. I’ll leave the key under the mat and call Ms. Cantor on my drive back to Pennsylvania.
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      “You’re a stupid fucker.”

      That’s one hell of a greeting.

      “Please, come inside Javier,” I say sarcastically and with a dramatic sweep of my hands.

      “I should knock some fucking sense into you. Do you even fucking care about Hope?”

      Getting right up in his face, I say, “Don’t fucking push me. I love that woman, but she’s better off without me in her life.”

      “I hope you truly believe that fucked up shit, because she’s gone.”

      My whole world ceases to exist right at this moment.

      It feels like my heart has stopped beating and I can’t take in a full breath.

      “What the fuck did you just say?”

      “I said she’s gone. Left. Good-bye. Serves you right with your sorry punk ass.”

      Grabbing Javier but the front of his shirt, I slam him up against the wall in Jack’s hallway.

      “You are my best friend but if you say another word, I will knock you out.”

      My voice comes out in a low growl because I am on the verge of losing my shit. Letting go of Javier’s shirt, I sink down into a crouched position. I know I said that she’s better off without me, but that doesn’t make it hurt any less. I fucking love that woman and that’s why I left. Doesn’t she understand that?

      Getting up, I look at Javier and I hope he sees what I’m feeling, because right now, I feel nothing.

      Without my ray of hope, there is only darkness for me.
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      1 YEAR LATER

      

      Leo

      

      Jack’s recovery took about 3-4 months of him bitching and moaning and missing the ocean. Keenan and I stayed with him throughout it all. There were nights where I would wake up and go into the living room to see Jack sitting in the dark with Kee wrapped around him. Or,  nights where I would find him on his back deck, just staring off towards the ocean with a bottle of whiskey in his hands. He had his good days and bad days, but once the casts were off, he started having to do physical therapy. Physical therapy wasn’t required but it would help him in the long run and make the recovery time that much quicker, so Jack did it.

      It’s been just about a year and Hope is still the first thing I think about in the morning and right before I go to sleep and every minute in between.

      Do I think I made a mistake?

      Yes.

      Would I go back and re do that whole night of Jack’s accident over again?

      Yes, but I can’t.

      I made my proverbial bed, and now I have to live in my darkness

      I follow her on social media and even though I know I’m just torturing myself, I look at her profile every day. I’m always scared that one day I’m going to see her with another guy and it’s going to tear my soul apart. It’s only myself I will have to blame for it, but I haven’t seen anything with her and another guy.

      Yet.

      I’ve been tempted to text or call her, but I just couldn’t bring myself to do either.

      Hearing a car door slam, I’m pulled out of my head and look up from my truck, where I’m currently washing it, to see that Javier is here.

      “What’s up, my man?”

      I just grunt at him. He’ll know what it means. We may have fought about my decision regarding Hope, but we have been best friends sine we were kids and he knows me better than I know myself sometimes.

      “After you’re done, let's go to the beach. Jack is surfing and the girls are already there.”

      “Jack’s surfing?”

      “Well, I’m not actually sure about that, but we will see.”

      “No, I’m good.”

      “Leo, you have to socialize. No one is going to bring her up.”

      Last time we all hung out, which was right after Jack’s last day of physical therapy, Keenan decided that would be the best time to start asking questions about why Hope wasn’t answering her messages or calls. The night is a bit of a blur but I know I definitely snapped at Kee, got into it with Jack and Javier, then Margot, out of all people, had to pull me out of the bar before things got physical.

      I haven’t really hung out with anyone since. Javier comes and hangs with me and Jack has messaged me, but I haven’tI messaged him back. I probably should, I miss my friend. I haven’t seen or spoken to Kee or Margot since that night at the bar. Javier won’t let Margot come over with him because he said that she doesn’t need to be around my ornery ass. His words, not mine. Kee, well, I don’t really have anything to say to her. I’m angry at her. She should have been a better friend to Hope, but then again, who am I to judge. Look what I did to Hope because I thought I was protecting her. So the real question is, am I mad at myself and taking it out on Kee or am I truly mad at Kee for how she treated Hope?

      Maybe I should go, maybe it’ll get me out of my head.

      “You know what? Yeah, let's go.”

      Javier lets out a triumphant whoop and starts texting someone or multiple someone’s.

      I don’t care enough to ask.

      Time to go to the beach and face my friends.
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      Following Javier in my truck to the beach reminds me of when I took Hope to the beach. That was a very good and unexpected day. She called me out on my shit, and I think that might have been the moment my obsession turned to love. Or, I was always in love with her but never acknowledged it.

      Parking in the lot, Javier and I both exit our vehicles, grab some things and make our way down.

      When we get onto the beach, I stop while Javier keeps walking and I take a deep breath.

      I haven’t been to the beach since I took Hope, and something is telling me that this is where I belong today.

      Walking, I follow to where Javier is, and I see long black hair and long red hair. Taking in a deep breath, I walk up to the group, sans Jack and I can feel three sets of eyes just looking at me.

      “It’s been a minute, Leo,” says Kee.

      “I know.”

      Looking over towards Margot and Javier, I say, “I’m fucking sorry, okay? You guys are my friends, more like family and I shut you out after everything with Hope.”

      “It’s okay, we get it,” is the quiet reply of Margot.

      “I get what you’re feeling, because Hope has me blocked.”

      At Kee’s words, I turn around and look at her.

      Looking at her, now I know the answer to my question. I’m mad at her. More accurately, I’m disappointed in her actions towards Hope.

      She doesn’t deserve my attention, but I give it to her anyway.

      “Why does she have you blocked?”

      “Remember when we all were at the bar, and I asked you about Hope? Well, I haven’t heard from her since before she left.”

      Continuing to look at her, Kee explains. “The night of the accident, Hope called me and told me to let her know when I got to the hospital. She was there for me and what do I do? One track mind about Jack. I didn’t text her or call her at all that night and a few days afterwards either. Only after, when Javier came over to tell you that she had left is when I remembered to check my phone. I was just so distraught that I never even thought about my phone. When I went to my bag and found it, it was dead. I charged it and I saw the messages from that night from Hope, asking if I had made it to the hospital and what room Jack was in. I felt horrible, like I had let my friend down and when I tried calling, her phone went straight to voicemail and my texts were left on delivered so I can only assume she blocked my number.”

      Dammit. Hope deserved better from both Keenan and me.

      “She’s doing alright,” is said softly.

      Looking sharply at Margot, I ask, “You’ve talked to her?”

      “Yes. I can’t say anything else, but she is doing okay.”

      What does she mean she can’t say anything else? Is Hope dating? Is she having writer’s block again? Is she eating? Is she sleeping better without me because I can’t sleep for shit without her. I can remember the last good sleep I had, and it was before Jack’s accident, when Hope was in my arms. Running my hands through my hair in frustration with my train of thought, I turn away from the lot of them and just stare out into the ocean. I can see Jack out there just sitting on his board and looking towards the horizon. I wonder what’s on his mind. He hasn’t touched a drop of alcohol since after his accident and in my opinion, I think it’s really cleared his mind, but with a clear mind, comes painful memories.

      Feeling a soft hand on my arm, I turn towards Margot. I can see Javier in my peripheral looking at us or more specifically, Margot’s hand on my arm and without thought, I take a step back and her hand drops.

      “I know you’re hurting, but so is she. She thinks she lost her world and in a way she did. You haven’t fought for her; Leo and I know I shouldn’t be telling you any of this, but I cannot stand the sadness I see in her face when we FaceTime or the sadness in her voice when we talk. Now seeing you again after a long while, I can tell that you are not living. I’m guessing it’s because your soul isn’t with you. Go and fight for her, Leo. You messed up, but that’s life. It’s how you pick up the pieces and put them back together that matters. You matter to her. We matter to her, and she matters to us, that’s why Javier and I have remained her friends. Bring her home, Leo.”

      Getting emotional, I grab Margot and wrap her into a big hug. “Thank you,” I whisper into her ear. Putting her down and letting her go, I start to run back to my truck.

      “Where are you going?” I hear yelled behind me.

      Turning around and jogging backwards, which is difficult in sand, I reply, “To go and get my life back.”

      “Fucking finally,” I hear Javier yell and see him smile.

      Turning back around, I finally make it to my truck. Getting inside and starting it up, I dial the one number that I don’t know how I’ll be received.

      It picks up after the first ring.

      “I’ve been wondering when you were going to get your head out of your ass.”
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      I am fine.

      At least that’s what I tell myself and anyone who has asked me since returning home a year ago. When I left Sandalwood Cove, I literally had nowhere else to go but back to my parents. When mom saw me, she just gave me a hug while I was literally sobbing in her arms. I felt so lost and wasn’t sure why what happened actually happened. I understand Jack’s accident probably scared the crap out of Leo, but to push me away and then leave me, when he is scared about people leaving him? Then Kee & I’s friendship; definitely thought it was a strong bond, but I guess not. I blocked her number one night out of anger, but I still can’t bring myself to unblock her. She hurt me, not as badly as Leo, but hurt, nonetheless. Javier & Margot are the only ones from Sandalwood Cove that I speak with. Jack actually called me once, and we had a very long, emotional talk about his accident and other things. I have also spoken to Aunt May a couple of times. She even came out for a visit one weekend.

      I never ask about Leo or Kee whenever I speak with Margot. I’ve only spoken to Javier a couple of times, and it was mainly him checking up on me. Margot is sweet and we have grown closer this past year. I would definitely call her my best friend. She has heard me cry, rant, vent and when we FaceTime, I am sure I’m not fooling her, and she can see the heartbreak written on my face. She never calls me out on anything, she is just there for me, and I appreciate her friendship.

      I published my second book, and it was a success in my eyes. My readers loved it and have been messaging me on my different social media platforms asking about the third book. So, that’s what I am doing right now. I am sitting in my parents living room, with my laptop on my lap and a blank document open on the screen, trying to write.

      I think have another case of writer’s block.

      Again.

      I definitely believe that my change of scenery last year helped with my writing and now I cannot get out of my head enough to write this book. I know the characters and I know what semi happens, but the words won’t come. With a huff, I place my laptop on the coffee table in front of me and as I am getting up, the doorbell rings. Walking into the foyer and without looking through the peephole that I have to rise onto my tiptoes to reach, I open the door and just stare.

      Stare.

      Stare.

      Stare.

      I think it’s getting a little awkward now with how long I am just starring and not saying anything, but I never expected for Leo to be standing on my parents’ porch. Wait a minute, how did he even know that I was here and where ‘here’ was exactly?

      He looks so annoyingly beautiful that I get mad. Sure doesn’t look like he is as miserable in life as I am. Glad to know that my feelings were true and his weren’t. Taking in a deep breath, oh crap, I shouldn’t have done that because he smells delicious. I could just lick him. No, this cannot happen again with us. My heart can’t take it.

      “What are you doing here,” I ask dumbly, because that’s the only thing coming to my mind. He left me and I haven’t heard from him in a year, so seriously, why is he here?

      “I’m here for you,” he replies in such a low voice that I shiver.

      No shivers.

      Nope.

      Nope.

      Nope.

      “I’m sorry that you came all this way for nothing,” I reply and then I slam the door in his face.

      My heart is pounding so hard right now from the adrenaline rushing through my body. I can’t believe he had the nerve to show up here and then to just say that to me. Oh no, not this time Leo Cantor. I need to protect my heart from this man, because I’m scared. There, I said it. I am scared to let Leo in again. Scared to get my hopes up. Scared to believe that he is actually here for me. Scared that if I let my defenses down, he is going to infiltrate my system again and then what will happen when he leaves me? I won’t just be heartbroken, I’ll be shattered.
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        * * *

      

      Leo

      

      Banging my head on the door because that is not exactly, yet exactly the way I thought it was going to go the first time I saw Hope in person after a year.

      Did I expect a door to my face?

      Kind of.

      Did I expect to see the misery that has been living inside of me to be inside of her?

      Kind of, but it broke my heart, nonetheless.

      Even with misery in her eyes, she is the most stunning woman that I have ever laid eyes on.

      Turning around when I hear the crunch of gravel behind me, I see her mom and dad pull in. Taking in a much-needed breath after that interaction, I start walking down their porch stairs and right to them.

      “Well, did she talk to you,” her mother asks.

      “Yep. She said sorry that I came all this way for her and then slammed the door in my face,” I say with a grimace.

      Her dad laughs and I swear I hear him mutter, ‘that’s my girl,’ but I can’t be sure.

      “It’s going to take some time, Leo. You broke her. You’re lucky that she loves you, that we love you, or else I would not have told you where we live. I would have beat the shit out of you when Hope first came home,” her dad says while walking up the porch steps and to the front door.

      Hanging my head down because he’s right. I never expected that her parents would let me know where they live so I could come for Hope, let alone let me crash at their place. Oh yeah, Hope doesn’t know that yet, but she will in about 5 seconds.

      Walking into the house with her parents feels a bit surreal. Their house is huge. I can’t believe Hope grew up here. Then again, her parents are surgeons, so this is the kind of house I expected. I didn’t expect it to feel so homey though. The outside of the house is pristine, and I don’t say that word lightly or ever. I wonder if they hire a lawn service.

      Who the fuck am I right now?

      Pristine?

      Lawn service?

      Shaking my head, because it’s not my place to ask and nor do I honestly care. The inside of their house is just as beautiful, if not more because of the girl currently standing at the kitchen sink, looking outside the window.

      “Hey, baby girl,” her dad says.

      “Hey,” is the sad reply that she gives. She doesn’t even turn around. I want to get down on my knees and beg for her forgiveness and have her grace me with her beautiful smile. She lights up my world and I am the biggest asshole for doing this to her; to us.

      “Hey, Hope.”

      Whirling around so fast, that some of the water in the glass that she’s holding, flies out and onto the floor.

      “What the hell are you doing here,” she seethes at me. Apparently, I don’t answer her fast enough because she then looks to her parents with betrayal in her eyes that masks the hurt and asks, “Why is he in this house?”

      “Hope, that is no way to speak to him or to us,” her mother calmly replies.

      “Baby…” I start to say, but she cuts me off with the smallest whimper, that, if I wasn’t watching her every move, I probably would have missed the sound.

      “Stop,” Hope says so softly while looking down. She sets her glass down onto the kitchen island counter and quietly walks through the kitchen and out the back door.

      “Son, if you don’t go out there right now, I will kick your ass. Show her that you are here for her and fight. Fight until you have nothing left and even then, you fight some more. Unless she isn’t worth it to you.”

      Not worth it?

      Hope is everything that has ever been good in my life, and I have been living in darkness since she left. I may not deserve her, but I’ll be damned if I’m not going to fight for her.

      This time I’m fighting for her and our future together.
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      I couldn’t stand in that kitchen with Leo or with my backstabbing parents for one more second. I cannot believe he is here with them! They know how hurt I was and even though I tried to hide it, they know that I am still dealing with that hurt. Leo, gah, when he called me ‘baby,’ I know it was an accident, but a part of me longed to run into his arms. To let him know that I was still his and he was still mine, but that isn’t our story. Our story ended when he basically had Javier break up with me instead of doing it himself.

      I think that is what hurt the most. He couldn’t face me. I had hoped at the time that that meant he didn’t actually want to let me go, but maybe he thought he had too. Maybe he thought he was protecting me somehow.

      Hope is a bitch.

      Not me, but the feeling.

      That hope dwindled into nothing after 6 months had passed and I hadn’t heard a word from him. I didn’t block his number like I had Keenan’s and yet, he never called or messaged. Then again, I didn’t either. In my defense, I shouldn’t have had to reach out first. The ball has been in his court since I left, and it has remained there, until today.

      Never did I expect him to show up, but here he is. What does he think is going to happen? He’ll apologize and I’ll go running right into his arms?

      Um, no.

      But you want to.

      No, I don’t.

      This sucks.

      My head is saying one thing while my heart is saying another, and I don’t know which one to actually listen too.

      Hearing the backdoor open, I don’t turn around and greet him.

      How I know that it’s Leo is what I used to call endearing but is kind of annoying now. I can feel him. Whenever he walks into a room, it’s like the energy changes and I just know. I used to think that’s what made us soulmates, but now, who knows.

      He comes right up beside me and puts his forearms on the banister of the back deck. God, his forearms are sexy and his hands, they’re so big and strong. I remember what they felt like when he would hold my hips while pounding inside of me from behind. I remember how they felt when he would play with my hair soothingly. Turning my head and looking over at him, he does the same. Seeing no light in his eyes hurts me, because there once was light and this man is too beautiful to have no light in his life. I wonder if he does have light in his life and maybe he is just closing this chapter of his life with me completely. The thought makes me want to throw up.

      “Why are you frowning?”

      Instead of answering his question, I ask, “What are you doing here, Leo?”

      “Are you ready to listen to me, Hope?”

      Hearing him say my name again makes the ache in my heart grow.

      “I’m listening. I’m also sorry about slamming the door in your face, I was just not expecting you and I’ve got a lot of emotions when it comes to you. To us, and not all of them are good.”

      He hangs his head forward and clasps his hands together. Waiting for him to speak, I turn back around and look out towards the backyard.

      “I’m sorry. And I know that is the shittiest thing to say right now but I am so fucking sorry. If I could go back to that night and re-do so much shit I would, but I can’t. Letting you go was one of the hardest things to do, that’s one reason I couldn’t do it in person and asked Javier to. He wasn’t happy and he got in a couple of good shots, but I let him. I knew that if I faced you, I wouldn’t be able to go through with it.”

      Sucking in a breath because even though I had hoped that was one of his reasons, it still hurts for him to acknowledge it.

      “By hurting you, I hurt myself and God, baby, the thought of hurting you killed me. In my fucked-up head I was protecting you and myself, if I’m honest. Jack being in that accident showed me that you could leave me at any time, even if it isn’t your choice and I couldn’t handle that at the time. I have been living in the dark since you left.”

      “That was your choice,” I say vehemently. “I didn’t choose to leave, you chose for me. I couldn’t live in that town and see you around without my heart breaking over and over again. So, I left.”

      I try to hold back my tears, but they are like a steady stream running down my cheeks. I don’t even bother wiping them away. I want him to see the extent of his hurt and that I am still dealing with it, even a year afterwards. I loved this man full heartedly and he threw me away like I didn’t matter.

      “You don’t love me, Leo. If you did, you wouldn’t have done what you did. You would have let me be there for you and your friends, but you didn’t. You took a cowards way out and yes, I am still reeling from it because I loved you with everything that I am and what did that get me? You threw me away like last week’s trash and I deserve more than that.”

      With every word that I speak, I see him shrink back into himself further and further until I don’t see any emotion in his eyes anymore. I don’t even think he realizes that he is crying. If he does, he doesn’t care because he is openly, but silently crying. My soul is weeping for its other half, but Leo needs to know that we don’t deserve half of a love, we deserve the whole damn thing.

      “What do we do from here?”

      “Well, I am going inside and as for us, I don’t think there will ever be an us again.”

      “Baby, no. Please don’t say that.”

      “What do you want from me here, Leo? I already gave you all of me and look what you did,” I say yelling at him. I don’t ever yell, but my emotions are getting the best of me.

      “Right now, Leo, it hurts to even look at you. It hurts to say your name. It hurts to have you standing right next to me and most of all, it hurts that I still freaking love you.”

      Before I have any time to react, I find myself wrapped up in Leo’s arms. His masculine scent invades all of my senses and for the first time in a year, I feel like I can finally take a full breath. Beyond my better judgement, I wrap my arms around Leo’s midsection and hold on tight. I don’t know if this will be the last time I ever hug my beautiful man again, so I need to make it worth it. I don’t know how long we stand there, just holding each other, but it’s over before I want it to be and that just means I need to reinforce my shields against this man. Taking a big step back, I fold my arms over my chest and look down at my feet. I had finally stopped crying when I was in his arms and now, I just feel cold, bereft. It makes me want to cry all over again.

      “Hope, baby, look at me. Please,” he says almost desperately. It’s that desperation that makes me look up at him. “I love you. I am not going anywhere without you. I am not leaving you, again. I will move here if that is what needs to be done. I know I screwed up and I will make it up to you. I will prove to you that I love you and that I made the dumbest decision ever when I shut you out. Please, let me prove to you that loving me wasn’t the biggest mistake of your life.”

      Chewing on my lip, I don’t expect to feel the rough pad of his fingers on my mouth, but when I do, I suck in a sharp breath and my eyes shoot up back to his. “No need to go harming one of my favorite parts of you, baby.”

      Oh, this man and his charm, I forgot how good he was at it.

      “Loving you will never be a mistake, Leo and I never thought that. Loving you is one of the best things that I ever did in my life. You showed me what it was like to be number one in someone’s universe. You showed me pleasure that was out of this world amazing. You showed me how to live life to its fullest, but you broke us. Instead of trusting me to stand by your side and not leave you, you left me first. I don’t trust you anymore, Leo. I do love you and I don’t think I’ll ever stop and that’s really going to suck for the next man that comes into my life, but—,” gasping, because Leo has gotten all up in my space. He leans down so his mouth is next to my ear and whispers, “There will be no other man.”

      Then he kisses my neck.

      I shiver involuntarily.

      Wait one damn minute.

      “That is not your choice to make,” I say, heavy on the attitude, with my hands on my hips.

      “Fucking try me, baby.”
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      He is so frustrating! What right does he have saying that he will be the only man in my life? No rights, that’s right, he has none. I am not his anymore.

      But aren’t I?

      Continuing to pace my bedroom, I shut that train of thought down real quick. I can’t think too deep on that thought because I am scared of the answer. I’m not ready to give in to him and I honestly don’t know if I’ll ever be ready. Trust is something that is hard to earn back, but if he wants to prove himself to me, then fine, but that does not mean I am going to stop living my life. Stopping my pacing, I put my head in my hands and groan.

      Who am I kidding? I have no life. I don’t have any friends here, I don’t go out a lot, sometimes I’ll go to a movie by myself or walk around downtown, but besides my parents, I have no one.

      You have Leo.

      Correction, I had, Leo. There was a moment when we were outside that I wanted to jump into his arms and never let go, but a bigger part of me is still scared and hurt and that is the part that is winning right now.

      There’s a knock on my door and instead of waiting for a reply, the last person who I want to see right now walks in.

      “Get out.”

      “No. I let you talk downstairs, but now I have some things to say.”

      “You did talk, Leo. You said you were sorry and wanted to prove yourself to me. Well, fine. Prove yourself to me, but just know that it may take your whole life, who knows.”

      Not realizing I was walking towards him, I suddenly find myself in his arms again. Uh, why is this the best place to be?

      “Then I’ll be proving to you for the rest of my life that I love you and that you can trust me. I don’t care how long it takes, Hope. You are it for me, woman. I know there is a lot of hurt and broken trust between us right now, but I also know that we can mend all of that together and be us again.”

      “That us is gone.”

      “True, but that just means that when we figure everything out, we will be a stronger and better version of the past us.”

      Resting my head on his chest, because yes, he is still holding me, I breathe in deep and let it out slowly. “I’m scared, Leo.” I feel his arms tighten around me. “You were my world and you just walked away like I was nothing to you. My world, our life, that we were building together was just gone in a snap.” I snap my fingers for emphasis just in case he needed it. Leaning back, but not leaving his arms, I look up at Leo and find that his jaw is clenched, and his forest green eyes look glassy. “I love you, Leo.” With that, he looks down at me and I don’t know what he sees, but whatever it is, has him letting me go.

      “I’m sorry, Hope. You weren’t the only one broken. I broke myself and who knows if I’ll ever forgive myself, but one day, I hope you can.”

      With that, he turns around, opens my door and walks out, closing the door softly behind him.
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      I think because I never faced Hope and I didn’t see her pain; I didn’t think it was as deep as mine and that was just fucking selfish and stupid. Honestly, I thought she would get over me after a while, but secretly hoping she wouldn’t. Seeing her now and seeing her pain is the worst type of hell on earth that I can endure. Maybe it was a mistake coming here. I feel like I’m hurting her more than I am healing her.

      Should I leave?

      Should I stay?

      Those are the two questions that are plaguing my mind right now. I don’t think Hope realizes that I am staying here yet. I’m in the guest room right across the hall from her. God, she’s fucking beautiful. It doesn’t matter if she’s crying, yelling, or just standing there silently, she is the most striking woman that I have ever seen. Holding her in my arms and her actually letting me, was a big moment for us. I don’t think she realizes it yet, but some of her shields are cracking. Her scent and the feel of her against me made me hard. I tried so hard to will him down and to think of anything that would help with that, but nothing worked. Even now, sitting on the bed and watching the door like she’s going to just waltz on in, I’m still hard. Maybe I should go and take a cold shower.

      Nah, fuck it.

      I’m gonna get myself there and I want her to hear me moaning just for her.

      Leaning back against the headboard, I unzip my pants and pull my jeans and boxer briefs down enough for my dick to be out. He’s already up and standing proudly like a smug bastard. Spitting on my hand, I start to stroke my cock up and down at a slow pace, with a tight grip. Closing my eyes, I think about the first time I tasted Hope’s pussy. Fuck, she’s the sweetest thing that I have ever put in my mouth. She always got so fucking wet for me, even with me barely touching her. The first time I slid my fingers into her pussy, it was so tight and warm and wet. She sucked my fingers in like she never wanted them to leave.

      Oh fuck, I’m already almost there.

      Grunting and squeezing the head of my dick to the point I feel my impending orgasm recede, I continue stroking, but this time faster, rougher, and tighter.

      The first time I felt Hope’s pussy squeezing my cock, it was euphoria. She squeezed me so good that I thought I was going to nut in a matter of seconds. She felt so fucking good inside that my dick wanted to live inside of her, and I don’t think that she would have objected. The way she moaned out my name when she was coming and how she would throw her head back and expose her neck for me to bite, lick, suck, and kiss was so fucking sexy.

      Fuuuuuuck, I’m coming.

      Moaning out Hope’s name, I feel my orgasm spurt all over my hand and partly on my stomach.

      Opening my eyes, I see Hope in the doorway.

      Smirking, I say, “Wanna taste, baby?”
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        * * *

      

      Hope

      

      I shouldn’t be here right now, but I swear I heard Leo grunt and wanted to make sure that he was okay. Finding out that he was staying here and right across the hall from me, should not have made me happy, but it did. It sort of felt like I was sneaking around with my boyfriend, but I had to remind myself that he was not my boyfriend. Instead of knocking on the door, because it’s my parents’ house so I shouldn’t have to, I walk right in and stop dead in my tracks.

      Leo is sitting up against the headboard, dick in his hand, said hand is stroking his dick up and down at a fast pace and Leo’s head is tipped up towards the ceiling with his eyes closed.

      Oh my gosh.

      I need to leave, but I can’t.

      He is so beautiful.

      Raw.

      Sexy.

      Rugged.

      And his cock, it’s almost as beautiful as he is.

      I can feel myself getting wet and oh, what I wouldn’t do to have a Leo inducing orgasm. Yes, I have had orgasms since Leo and I broke up, but they have been just with my hand. I haven’t been with anyone since Leo.

      When Leo moans out my name and comes, I swear I almost came right on the spot.

      After he is done coming, I feel my breathing getting heavier and when he finally opens his eyes, there is shock and then lust, pure, raw lust.

      “Wanna taste, baby?’

      Yes, please.

      Before I can comprehend what I’m doing, I am walking over to the side of the bed that Leo is on and reach out to his softening dick and start to stroke it.

      He sucks in a startled breath and I look up at him.

      “It’s just sensitive, baby, but for the love of God, do not stop.”

      “Can you get hard again so soon or no?”

      “For you, absofuckinglutely.”

      Continuing to softly stroke him, he puts his hand over mine and says, “Come on, baby. I know you didn’t forget how I like my dick stroked.”

      No, no I did not.

      With a firmer grasp, I start to stroke him harder and faster until he is fully hard again.

      I let go of his dick and he takes over for me while I step back from the bed.

      “Where ya going, Hope? Get your sweet ass up here and put your pussy on my face so I can eat my favorite snack.”

      Blushing, I start to take off my clothes and see that he is doing the same.

      I know I shouldn’t be getting naked with Leo, but I can’t help myself. I have missed him and even though I have been denying it to myself, I am still his.

      Once I am fully unclothed, I walk to the end of the bed. Crawling towards Leo once I’m on the bed, I see his eyes move down to my breasts that are swaying side to side. His usually green eyes have gone almost black, and I love that look on him.

      Climbing up his body, Leo slides down so he is lying flat and his head is on a pillow. Once My pussy is hovering over his mouth, he grabs my hips and starts to devour me.

      Throwing my head back, I moan.

      Loudly.

      Grabbing the headboard for support, I start to grind myself down onto Leo’s mouth.

      I’ve missed his mouth on me.

      He is going back and forth from spearing his tongue inside of me to licking me from entrance to clit. When he sucks my clit into his mouth for the second time, he smacks my ass and I scream out his name while coming. I come so hard that I swear I see stars.

      Coming down from my orgasm, I look down and move off Leo’s face to see him smiling and licking his lips.

      “I swear, Hope, you’ve gotten sweeter. I was addicted before, now I’m fucking obsessed with the scent and taste of your pussy.”

      Blushing, even though I just had my intimate area all up in his face, I go to get off him, when Leo grabs my thighs.

      “Oh no, baby, you’ve gotten him hard and weeping for you. Now what are you going to do about that?”

      Looking over at his cock, I see that he already has some pre-cum at the tip of his head. Looking back around to Leo, I get up on my knees and start backing up. Once I feel his cock at my ass, I lift up higher and position my entrance over him.

      Instead of slowly easing him into me, I slam myself down.

      I want to feel him stretching me out.

      I want to feel alive again.

      I want to feel the feeling that only Leo can give me.

      Once I am fully seated onto him, I moan out loud and I vaguely hear him grunt.

      “Fuck, baby, look at you. Full of me with your head thrown back and all of your hair down, looking like a fucking goddess. Fuck, Hope, fuck, fuck, fuck,” he chants.

      Getting re-acclimated with his size, I start to just rock back and forth and every time I go forward, my clit brushes against him and I feel myself getting that much more wet.

      “That’s it, baby. Just like that. You’re doing so good, taking my cock like it was made for you.”

      Hearing Leo’s praise does something to me and he knows it. I start rocking back and forth faster.

      “I feel you, Hope. I feel you squeezing my cock with my pussy. It’s mine, Hope. No one else’s. You and your pussy are mine.”

      The rocking back and forth stops because Leo grabs my hips and starts lifting me up and pulling me back down on his dick. All I can do is hang on and enjoy the sensations that are coursing through my body right now. In this moment, I am his and he is mine and nothing else matters. Not the past, present, or future.

      Just here, in this moment, matters.

      “Look at me, Hope.”

      Looking down at him, I see his abs and arms flexed with the controlling of my movements, but it’s his eyes that I’m drawn to the most. “Look at me when you come. You’re close, Hope. I can feel it. Can you feel it too, baby?”

      “Yes, oh God, don’t stop, Leo.”

      “Never.”

      With one last lift, I drop down onto his cock and the orgasm that is pulled from me is so strong that I scream out his name and black out.

      Coming to, I feel Leo thrusting up into me from underneath and when he finally comes, it’s with my named shouted from his lips. Feeling him come inside of me without a condom, sets off another orgasm from me.

      “Shit, fuck, are you coming again? Hell yes, you are. That’s my good girl. Milk me, baby.”

      After we are both spent, I collapse onto his chest. We lay there, just like that for I don’t know how long, catching our breath.

      It’s peaceful.

      I don’t know if what we just did was a mistake or not, and I honestly don’t care. Once I’m not in a comatose state, I’m sure my brain will start working again.

      He is running his fingers through my hair and the movement is so soothing, that it puts me to sleep.
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      I never want to move from this spot. Hope is asleep on my chest and even though she has been asleep for a while now, I don’t have the heart to wake her up. So, I’ll lay here, running my fingers through her hair as long as she wants.

      I’ve missed her.

      The sex we just had was unexpected, but it was the best I’ve ever had. Sex with Hope has always been different, but what we just did, it felt like coming home. Who knows what is going to happen when she wakes up or how she will be, so I am going to enjoy her in my bed for as long as possible. With that thought, I drift off to sleep with a smile on my face and my fingers still running through Hope’s hair.
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        * * *

      

      Startling awake, I look over at the nightstand and see that I was only asleep for about an hour. Wondering what woke me up, I realize that Hope is no longer in my bed. Dammit, I knew she might do something like this. Throwing the covers off  me, I stand and grab up my boxer briefs and start to put them on. As I am bending down to grab my shorts, I hear my door open and then softly click closed. Standing up, I see Hope, in a bathrobe, locking the door. When she turns around, she lets out a little squeak. Smiling, I drop the shorts and go over to her and do something that I have been dying to do since I first saw her.

      I kiss her.

      Long.

      Deep.

      Hard.

      I have never loved kissing someone as much as I love doing it with her. Kissing Hope makes me feel like I am Superman.

      After kissing the shit out of her, I smile down at her dazed expression and say, “Hi.”

      “Hi,” she says shyly while tucking some of her hair behind her ear.

      I love that I can still make her blush.

      “Where did you go? When I woke up, you were gone.”

      “I went to freshen up. Though, to be honest, when I woke up, still in your arms, I got scared.”

      “But you came back.”

      “Yes, I did. This could either be the stupidest thing or the smartest thing. The jury is still out on which direction it’s going to go. Leo, we have things to overcome and trust that needs to be built back up, but I think I want to do that together. Do you?”

      Hope’s so nervous about my answer, that she’s wringing her hands together and can’t look me in the eyes.

      “Yeah, baby. I want to do everything with you. I want to build a home, a family, a whole life with you.”

      Looking up at me, she smiles a small, but genuine smile up at me.

      “Okay, so let’s just go slow and see where things go.”

      Smirking, I grab her by the backs of her thighs to pick her up and toss her onto the bed. She bounces and her robe comes loose. I notice that she didn’t get dressed when she went to ‘freshen up.’ She’s laughing when I come down on top of her and she wraps her legs around my waist.

      “I love you, Hope.”

      “I love you, Leo.”

      Kissing her nice and slow this time, I put as much of my emotions as I can into this kiss. This kiss conveys my regret, heartache, love, joy, and fear. She puts as much enthusiasm and emotion into this kiss as I do. I know that together, we are going to go through some hard shit to overcome the past, but we are also going to build a beautiful life together. That life is going to be full of happiness, laughter, passion, and love.
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      Leo

      

      Being happy is pretty much the normal for Hope and me these days. Being with her is like basking in the sunshine all day, every day. Yeah, yeah, I’m pussy whipped. I know it and I don’t even care.

      After Hope and I celebrated our reunion, we stayed with her parents for a bit longer and then we moved back to Sandalwood Cove. That was all Hope’s decision. I knew she loved it there, and I had hoped that she would want to move back. There was a small part of me that wondered if after she moved back to Pennsylvania, she would want to stay there. When we got back to Sandalwood Cove, the first thing she wanted to do was go to the beach, well after visiting with Aunt May. Aunt May was so happy that Hope was coming back because she couldn’t stand to be around, and I quote, ‘the grumpy beast.’ Hope thought it was hilarious that Aunt May called me that, but I couldn’t see the humor in it. My ray of hope was gone, so yeah, I was the grumpy beast.

      When Hope told Margot that we were moving back, I heard Javier hollering in the background and Margot making some type of high pitched noise that hurt my ears but made Hope laugh. Hope was nervous about seeing Kee when we got back, but she hasn’t shown her face and I’m starting to get pissed. Kee knows that she screwed up and is going to need to face Hope at some point if she ever wants her friend back. I learned that Jack & Hope had one long phone conversation during our year apart. I was happy about that, and it just solidified that I need to make an effort with my friend again. Margot asked where Hope was going to be staying and she said my house. I immediately put the paperwork through with Aunt May to buy the rental house that Hope stayed at and fell in love with. On the flight home to Sandalwood Cove, I showed the paperwork to the house that was just waiting for our signatures to Hope. When she smiled at me, I knew that I would do everything in my power to see that smile on Hope’s face every day. To say that she was happy is an understatement, let’s just say, we joined the mile high club on that flight home.

      As soon as we landed, we took a taxi to Aunt May’s office to sign the paperwork for our house. It was beautiful moment signing my name and Hope signing hers next to mine. Seeing her sign her last name that wasn’t mine, made me want to drag her to a courthouse immediately and marry her right then and there, but I didn’t. I have plans for the proposal and I’ve already got the blessing from her dad and the ring is waiting patiently in a safe to be put on her finger.

      After we closed on the house, we went home and celebrated.

      A few times.

      We barely made it into the house before I had her pinned up against the wall and my dick inside of her. Then we moved the celebration into the living room, where she rode me until we were both gasping for breath and then we finally made it to our room.

      Yeah, that was good day.

      Hope and I have also started therapy. Both as a couple and as individuals. It has really helped our healing process. Some sessions are brutal and take every ounce of energy out of me, but then others are so emotionally and/or mentally draining that when we get home, we usually just go to sleep holding onto each other. I never thought of therapy as a healing tool, and not everyone agrees with therapy, but for me, it’s helped with my past trauma, and it’s really helped put things in perspective.

      Hope published her third book and it was a hit. By the end of the first week, her sales were through the roof and people were already messaging her about if and when there will be a fourth book. She handled everything with such grace, and I am just so fucking proud of her. Seeing her achieve what she has set her mind to do, just made me fall even more in love with her.

      It’s now the middle of July and we just got the bid for another house, but we don’t break ground for another two weeks. Hope and I deserve a well-earned vacation, so I am taking her to the Maldives for two weeks. I’m also planning on proposing while we’re there. I don’t have any specifics of how the proposal will go, I just know that by the time we are flying home from this trip, she will be wearing my ring.
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        * * *

      

      Hope

      

      I’M ENGAGED!

      To the best man that I ever could have dreamed of. We are flying home from our beautiful getaway that was much deserved and needed. It was relaxing to just lounge around and do nothing some days, while other days, we went and explored what the island had to offer. Leo and I have always had a connection, one that he fought in the beginning, but during this trip, it was almost like our souls merged. I feel closer to him than I have any other person in my life.

      When he asked me to marry him, we were just messing around in the water. I dunked him and then he dunked me. When I came up from being underwater, there he was, with a serious look on his face, holding a princess cut, pink diamond ring in his hand. He looked at me and said, “I have never loved anyone but you Hope. We have been through so much together and I can’t see myself doing this fucking thing called life without you, Sunshine. You complete me. Will you marry me?” I was stunned silent. I started to cry while swimming towards him. When I was close enough to wrap myself around him, I didn’t waste any time. I wrapped my legs around his waist and my arms around his neck and I whispered against his lips, “Yes.”

      After saying yes to his proposal, I learned that he had already gotten my dad’s blessing and that just made me cry some more. This man, this beautiful, intelligent, sometimes grumpy, dirty talking man astounds me everyday and I am so blessed to be his.
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