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        Emilia

      

      

      

      
        
        Tom, 29

        Interests: the gym, hiking, basketball, beers with the boys

      

      

      

      Fine, so any man who lists “beers with the boys” as an “interest” probably isn’t a viable long-term partner.

      But who says I’m looking for one of those?

      Tom’s online profile might lean toward the douche side, but it doesn’t stop me from swiping through his pictures. He likes the gym, all right—I find three gym-mirror selfies, one in which he’s holding a dumbbell to show off his very defined biceps. Then we have the token shirtless shots, two on the beach, one at a swim-up pool bar with a bunch of guys who I’m assuming are “the boys.” But where’s the shirtless, bathroom-mirror selfie? There’s always at least one of—there it is. Right on cue.

      Tom has a pretty-boy face and an honest-to-God twelve-pack. Seriously, I can’t even count the number of horizontal ripples slashing his tight abdomen.

      The only problem is, he’s glistening. I don’t know if it’s sweat or tanning oil, but his skin looks wet in every photograph.

      As much as I’m hoping to score a fun hook-up for the night, I don’t know if I would enjoy Tom dripping all over me.

      I swipe left.

      
        
        Bradley, 25

      

      

      Ugh, I should probably change my age settings. Twenty-five is too young for me. But even if I had been able to ignore the age difference, there’s no way I can overlook Bradley’s teeny-tiny doll hands. In my experience, that old saying about a man's hands is one-hundred-percent true, and I have no desire to find myself in another awkward micropenis situation.

      I swipe left.

      And keep swiping left.

      One left after the other.

      Dammit. Where are all the hot men who are DTF? I swear, it’s getting harder and harder to find an actual hook-up partner on this app. It’s like all the men on here actually want to . . . shudder . . . date.

      Don't get me wrong, being part of a couple can be awesome. I’ve done it a few times. Cuddling and farmers’ markets? Sign me up. I was with my college boyfriend for three and a half years, my longest relationship. My most recent was a six-month fling with a firefighter named John, but the spark fizzled out—no pun intended—about seven months ago.

      I enjoy being single, though. It means I can starfish in my bed every night without worrying about some snoring jackass hogging the blanket. I can watch whatever I want on Netflix, listen to my music in the car. It’s nice.

      But I’m still a red-blooded woman who needs to get laid sometimes. And this is the perfect opportunity for a no-strings, anonymous hook-up. I checked into the Blue Valley Lodge a day early for this precise reason, since I knew that once all the wedding chaos began, I wouldn’t have time to indulge. I’m the maid of honor, so I anticipate the next three days will involve doting hand and foot on Marcy, the bride.

      Confession: I’m still a bit shocked she even asked me to be the maid of honor. I haven’t exactly been the most available friend lately. New apartment, huge promotion at work, more hours and responsibilities . . . I could probably list more excuses, but they’d be just that—excuses. It takes zero effort to send a quick text, even if you’re the busiest person on the planet.

      Marcy and I were inseparable in middle school. Her mom called us Siamese twins because we were glued at the hip. In high school, our paths began to veer; I attended a private arts academy and she went to public school. We still spoke, but it wasn’t the same as seeing each other every single day, and eventually even our weekend plans became few and far between. After college we’d reached the point of a phone call once a month, and when she asked me to be her maid of honor a few months ago, we hadn’t spoken in nearly two years. There’ve been some social media likes and brief texts, but nothing substantial.

      Hence the confusion. But I guess Marcy still considers me her friend despite my absence of late, and there was no way I could say no when she asked. This was Marcy, my Siamese twin. Of course I said yes, and now here I am in Colorado, staying at this gorgeous chalet-style hotel in the mountains—and not an eligible bachelor to be found.

      “Another drink?” the young, dark-haired waiter asks.

      My head lifts abruptly. I’m holed up in the corner of the lounge, with its wood-burning fireplaces and mahogany-paneled walls. It’s so cozy I keep forgetting I’m in public. I feel like I’m in a log cabin.

      I glance at my empty Cosmo. “Yes, one more, please. But make sure to cut me off after that.” I’m a two-drinks kind of girl. Anything more and I get a bit . . . wobbly.

      “No problem.” He grins before wandering off.

      I return my attention to the app, rapidly swiping left on three guys who look like actual lumberjacks, flannel and all.

      But the man that comes next . . .

      Oh my.

      Vivid gray eyes and a strong jaw peer up at me from his profile photo. A snug black T-shirt hugs a very defined chest. It’s not a Tom twelve-pack, but equally appealing, and at least it doesn’t look like he bathes in a vat of oil.

      
        
        Dirk, 32

      

      

      Okay, not the most attractive of names, but he’s age-appropriate. I just turned thirty-one last week. His interests aren’t filled out, but his mini bio definitely sparks my attention.

      
        
        Only in town for a few days. Looking for someone to have a good time with.

      

      

      I respect the honesty. But in the end, it’s not even our perfectly aligned motives that win me over—it’s his top song on Spotify.

      “Always On My Mind.” The Willie Nelson version.

      AKA my all-time favorite song.

      Everybody I know prefers the Elvis version. Everyone. But not Dirk. Dirk likes Willie.

      Clearly we’re soul mates.

      My heartbeat speeds up. This is the nerve-wracking part. The moment that could potentially suck: when you actually like somebody, so you swipe right . . . and nothing happens.

      I want the “It's a Match!” screen to pop up and confirm that Dirk—he really doesn’t look like a Dirk—likes me, too. I want to meet him and find out if we have any chemistry. I mean, he’s hot, looking for a good time, and only here for a few days? He’s perfect.

      It occurs to me that maybe he’s here for Marcy’s wedding, too, but that’s fine, I suppose. If the chemistry’s there, maybe a weekend fling is in store for us. I’m even willing to overlook the fact that his name is Dirk.

      So I swipe right.

      I hold my breath and bite my lip and then my heart skips a beat because there it is.

      
        
        It’s a Match!
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        Him: Hello gorgeous . . .

      

      

      It’s not the most original opening message, but it’s about the level of originality I’d expect from someone named Dirk.

      I snicker to myself, just as the waiter returns with my second Cosmo. “Funny meme?” he prompts, gesturing to my phone.

      “Sort of.” I pick up the glass and take a dainty sip. “Ooh, this is great. Thank you.”

      “Glad to hear it. Let me know if you need anything else.”

      “Will do.” Once he’s gone, I focus on the message thread on my phone, deciding to play along.

      
        
        Me: Hi handsome . . .

      

      

      Three dots appear to indicate that he’s typing.

      
        
        Him: Are you a Colorado native?

      

        

      
        Me: Nope, just here for the weekend visiting some friends.

      

      

      My instincts tell me not to mention the wedding. The W-word tends to freak some guys out, the ones who operate under the assumption that me watching a couple swear their undying love to each other means I’m desperate for the same thing.

      
        
        Me: How about you? You’re from Blue Valley?

      

      

      His current location is the same as mine—this gorgeous little mountain town that apparently has a population of eight hundred or so.

      
        
        Him: No, here for a work thing.

      

      

      Okay. Vague. But I just lied about my reason for being here, so I can’t exactly judge.

      
        
        Him: Where are you from originally, then?

      

        

      
        Me: D.C. Our nation’s capital.

      

      

      We make some more chitchat for a few minutes. To be honest, it starts to drag, and boredom slowly creeps over me. Mutual Willie Nelson love or not, I’m about to declare this an unsuccessful match when Dirk throws me a curveball that makes me smile.

      
        
        Him: What are we doing here, gorgeous?

      

        

      
        Me: What do you mean?

      

        

      
        Him: I mean, this isn’t eHarmony or Match.com. We both know what this particular app is for, and we’re both on it at . . . hmmm, 11:18 pm, which is well into booty call territory. So what do you say we cut the small talk and tell each other what we really want?

      

      

      His forthrightness triggers a tingle between my legs. Yes, he still comes off as kind of douchey, but he writes in full sentences with perfect grammar, his pictures are hot, and he's right—we’re both on here for the same reason.

      
        
        Me: Okay. Tell me what you want.

      

        

      
        Him: I want to put my mouth all over you. In real life. I’m not into sexting.

      

        

      
        Me: Me neither.

      

        

      
        Him: So let’s meet up. I’m staying at the Blue Valley Lodge.

      

      

      A surprised squeak flies out of my mouth. We’re at the same hotel?

      
        
        Him: But I suppose you won’t want to go to a strange man's hotel, so how about I come to wherever you are?

      

      

      I find myself hurriedly scanning the lounge. I thought it was occupied mostly by older couples, but a sweep of the dimly lit room reveals a sole patron in a shadowy corner of the room. His back is turned to me, so all I glimpse is dark hair and the hint of wide shoulders.

      Is that him?

      My pulse takes off. On a whim, I type out a quick message.

      
        
        Me: Describe what you’re looking at right now.

      

      

      The brief delay tells me I’ve confused him.

      
        
        Him: A roaring fireplace. Wood-paneled walls. A leather chair beneath my ass, a tumbler of scotch in my hand.

      

      

      Holy. Shit.

      
        
        Me: Turn around.

      

      

      The stranger swivels his head. Our eyes lock from across the room. I hold my phone up, a bit sheepishly, and husky laughter wafts in my direction.

      
        
        Him: You’ve gotta be kidding me.

      

      

      I don’t bother responding, because Dirk, in all his real-life glory, is already striding toward my nook. As he walks, he tucks his phone in the pocket of his jeans. They’re dark blue, and he’s paired them with a gray sweater that stretches across impossibly broad shoulders. He’s even better looking in person, and I wish I knew what he did for a living. Is he an athlete? Because he sure as hell is built like one. I swear I see his muscles flexing beneath his sweater every time he moves.

      “Emilia,” he drawls.

      “Dirk,” I drawl back.

      “What are the chances? One would think the universe wants us to get together tonight.”

      “One would think.”

      “May I join you?” He gestures to the empty armchair

      “Of course.”

      He sits down and sets his tumbler on his left knee. His gaze wastes no time studying me. Thoroughly.

      I’m caught off-guard, because I hadn’t anticipated meeting him right this second. I thought I would have time to go upstairs, freshen up. I feel less than sexy in my bulky cable-knit sweater, leggings, and my hair thrown up in a messy bun.

      “Anyone ever tell you you’re incredibly sexy?”

      Huh. I guess he likes the disheveled look. “Thank you.” I can’t help but narrow my eyes. “Are you really staying at this hotel?”

      He grins. “Well, I don’t make a habit of hanging out in hotel bars for no reason.”

      “Hey, you never know. This could be your hook-up hunting ground.”

      “Could be yours,” he counters.

      “True.” I point to the keycard sitting on the table. “I’m a guest here, too.”

      We observe each other over the rims of our respective drinks. Aw man, he's got a dimple that I just want to lick. And the stubble sweeping his jaw begs for my fingers to stroke it. Heat unfurls in my body. It’s been a long time since I’ve experienced such an instant attraction to somebody, and I don’t think I can blame it entirely on my seven-month sexual drought. That thing he said about putting his mouth all over me? I want to do the same thing to him.

      “You’re looking at me like you want to eat me alive,” he remarks.

      “That’s because I do.”

      He looks amused. “That’s honest.”

      “Honesty’s my middle name.”

      “Is that so?”

      “Yup. Well, no, my middle name’s Natasha. But I think honesty is my best trait. My dad thinks it’s my biggest flaw.” I roll my eyes. “But that’s probably because he doesn’t like my brand of honesty. He’s got five divorces under his belt and doesn’t enjoy hearing that he’s a marital fuck-up.” Ugh, and dammit, why am I talking about my father with the guy I’m potentially going to have sex with?

      He doesn’t seem to mind, though. “Yeah, I can see how he might not like the reminder.”

      “Then he should really stop getting married every other day.”

      Dirk laughs.

      I hate that his name is Dirk. It’s such a terrible, terrible name.

      “So . . .” He of the unfortunate name takes the last sip of his scotch and puts the glass down. “We’re doing the small-talk thing again, Emilia.”

      A smile tickles my lips. “Yes. We are.”

      He raises a dark-brown eyebrow. “Are you nervous about going upstairs with me?”

      “Who says I’m going upstairs with you?”

      His lips curve in response. “Oh, I see. We’re playing hard to get now.”

      “Nope, I’m still sussing out the situation. Deciding if you’re worthy of going upstairs with me.”

      “Worthy, huh?” He smiles wider, flashing me a set of perfect white teeth.

      Maybe he’s not an athlete but a male model. Because he’s so insanely sexy. The smile, the body, the silver eyes gleaming with heat. This man is sex on a stick.

      “I feel like we’re in negotiations,” I admit with a sigh. “Like we’re setting up rules for potentially banging each other’s brains out.”

      “Rules?” Dirk winks. “I don’t play by the rules, gorgeous. If you want to lay some down, though, I’m all ears.”

      “I only have one.” My tone becomes firm. “This is only going to be a one-night thing, so you’re not allowed to fall in love with me.”

      He chuckles. “I think I already am.”

      “Funny.” I stick my hand in my purse, fish out a twenty-dollar bill, and drop it on the table to cover my two cosmos, plus five extra for the waiter. Then I rise to my feet. “Come on, handsome. Let’s go.”

      With another blindingly sexy smile, Dirk follows me out of the lounge.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

        

      

    

    
      His tongue is between my legs. Greedy, wet, demanding.

      He knows exactly what he’s doing, and holy hell it’s fantastic. He makes out with my pussy instead of resorting to the trademark move I’ve gotten from other men—when they flick their tongue super fast over my clit like a tiny little jackhammer. It’s really not pleasant, especially when they lead with that move. My pussy needs to be seduced. I want soft kisses and long licks from a man. I want husky moans from him. I want to look down, like I’m looking down now, and see his dick straining against the front of his pants. I want to know that he loves what he’s doing and that it’s making him hard.

      And this guy, Dirk, he of the unfortunate name, does not disappoint. He had me on the bed, flat on my back with my leggings off, before I could even blink. He hasn’t even kissed me yet; he’s too busy creating the most delicious sensations in my body. Shivers of pleasure dance through me, and my clit is throbbing beneath his lips. Release isn’t far away and he’s only been doing this for a couple of minutes.

      Somebody give Dirk a gold star.

      “Oh, fuck,” I whisper.

      This is no joke. My knees are wobbly, and my body feels as if it’s sinking into the mattress. This jelly stage usually means orgasm is imminent.

      “Don’t tell me you’re close,” he teases, then kisses his way toward my inner thigh and gives it a light nibble.

      “I am,” I confess. “I’m so close. I don’t even know how this is happening right now.”

      “I do,” he says smugly. The tip of his finger teases my opening. “I’m good at what I do.”

      Damn right he is. I add “gigolo” to the list of potential professions I’m compiling for him.

      I reach down and grab a hunk of his messy hair, tugging his head back toward my core. “Please don’t stop,” I order.

      “Never,” he vows.

      His mouth covers me at the same time his finger—his long, talented finger—slides inside me, triggering a body-numbing release. He lightly kisses my clit as I come, rubbing his lips over me while I shudder on the bed, and it’s the hottest thing ever.

      “Oh my God,” I moan. “What the hell was that?”

      His chuckle tickles my thigh. “Feel good?” he murmurs.

      “So good.”

      When the mattress shifts, my eyes flutter open to watch him rise and kneel at the edge of the bed. Sweeping his tongue over his bottom lip, he takes his sweater off, then yanks his leather belt from its loops. The buckle clangs when his pants hit the floor.

      Almost instantly, my mouth waters. He’s wearing nothing but black boxer-briefs now. His thighs are rock-hard, and so is his cock. I can see the outline of it underneath the cotton, and it’s impressive.

      “Come here.” I crook a finger at him.

      He smiles devilishly as he lowers himself over me. His bare chest crushes my sweater, alerting me to the fact that although I’m naked from the waist down, I’m dressed like a ski bunny from the waist up.

      His lips find mine in a fleeting kiss before he groans in displeasure. “This sweater is like a foot thick. It needs to fucking go.” He wastes no time shoving the material upward.

      I shift my position to help him rid me of the bulky sweater. I’m wearing a tank top underneath, but no bra. When the tank comes off and Dirk lays eyes on my bare boobs, he makes a sexy, dirty sound that sends a sizzle of lust to my clit, which comes to life again.

      “Your tits are amazing,” he says before bending his head to suck one nipple deep in his mouth.

      This is the best hook-up I’ve had in a long, long time. We roll around on the bed, making out while he grinds his briefs-covered dick against my soaking wet core. His chest is incredible. Hard planes and sinewy ridges strain beneath my fingertips as my palms glide over his flesh.

      “You’re delicious,” I whisper in his ear before biting the lobe.

      With a groan, he captures my mouth again, his tongue hungrily sliding inside. I can taste myself on him and it makes me even wetter. I hook a leg around his hip and let out a frustrated sound when I once again encounter the cotton barrier.

      “Why are these still on?” I growl.

      “Because you haven’t taken them off me. Bad girl.” His eyes gleam.

      Bad girl, indeed. What am I thinking, allowing this glorious cock to remain covered? I grip the elastic waistband and shove the briefs down his hips, and there it is, Dirk’s dick. Dirk’s big, hard, wonderful dick. I almost weep with pure joy. I want it inside me so badly I can barely breathe.

      He must read my mind, because something akin to desperation flashes in his eyes. “I wanted to see your mouth wrapped around my cock, but I need to be inside you even more and I think you agree.”

      “I so agree.”

      Without delay, he leans over the edge of the bed and fumbles for his jeans. “Probably should’ve had this handy before we started,” he mutters, returning with a condom.

      I sit up and wrap my arms around him from behind. I stroke his chest, my thumb grazing one flat nipple. “Hurry,” I plead.

      His laughter tickles my cheek. “Has anyone ever told you that patience is a virtue?”

      “Has anyone ever told you that your dick is so fucking hot?”

      He twists to grin at me, even as he rolls the condom on. “Are you always this outspoken?”

      “I told you, honesty is my thing.”

      He shifts around and brushes his lips over mine, then whispers, “I fucking love it.”

      The next thing I know, his hands are under my ass and he’s lifting me onto his lap, impaling me with his erection. There’s no preamble, no teasing. He fills me to the hilt, and I grab his shoulders to hold on for dear life. Holy shit, this is amazing. I feel so full. My inner muscles clench, eliciting a croak from him.

      “Jesus, you feel good.” He brings his hand between our bodies, circles my clit with his thumb, and my eyes damn near roll to the top of my head.

      “We’re good at this,” I tell him. Even I don’t miss the slight awe in my voice.

      “Yeah,” he says huskily. “We are.”

      And then we start moving and it’s as if we’ve fucked hundreds and thousands of times before. I ride him, and when the position isn’t giving me everything I need, I shove his chest and he falls onto his back, laughing. Then he grips my hips and pounds into me with sharp upward thrusts.

      One hand slides up to cup my left breast, his voice an encouraging rumble that fills the bedroom. “That’s it, baby. Ride my dick. Make yourself come again.”

      “On it,” I mumble.

      He chokes out another laugh. “Yeah, you are.”

      I laugh, too. But not because of the lame joke. I’m in the midst of the best sex of my life and it’s happening with a stranger named Dirk. Who would've thunk it. Tension coils tight between my legs again, but just before I’m about to fall apart, Dirk sits up and flips us over so that I’m on my back. He’s on top of me now, fucking me hard, powerful hips thrusting, hitting a spot so deep that he wrenches the orgasm out of me. It’s so intense, all I can do is lie there, my legs hooked around him, my heels digging into the tightest ass I’ve ever encountered as I come and come and don’t stop coming.

      “That’s it, Emilia. Yes,” he growls, burying his face in my neck. He makes a strangled sound as he shakes from his own release.

      We lie there for several heart-stopping moments, breathing heavily. “That was ridiculous,” he mumbles.

      “Yeah.”

      He finally rolls over and stares up at the ceiling. His chest is still heaving. So is mine. I can scarcely catch my breath.

      “Emilia,” he says.

      “Hmmm?” I glance over.

      He flashes me that dimpled grin, which I need to memorize, pronto, because I won’t be seeing him again after tonight.

      His tone is thick with urgency. “We need to do that again. At least ten more times tonight.”

      “Agreed.” I roll toward him. “So let’s stop wasting time by talking.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      It’s nearly four o’clock in the morning when I pry myself out of Dirk’s arms. I chose to hook up in his room for this reason—so that I could leave whenever I wanted and wouldn’t have to deal with the awkward morning after.

      I quietly slip out of bed, and there’s a delicious soreness between my legs. I can’t even remember how many times we had sex tonight. I don’t think we made it to ten, but the array of empty condom wrappers on the carpeted floor tell me it was at least—I squint—five times. I’m pretty sure that’s about the number of orgasms I had. I don’t know if Dirk even came the last time. He’d been hard as granite, but I don’t think anything actually came out. He was drained. I drained Dirk.

      Dammit, why does his name have to be Dirk?

      Sighing, I gather up my clothes. It’s time to say goodbye to this magical creature and go back to my own room. I quickly slide into my underwear and leggings. I can’t find the tank top, but I throw my sweater on anyway. Whatever. Dirk gets a souvenir.

      “You’re leaving?” His sleepy voice stops me before I can turn the doorknob.

      “Yeah,” I whisper. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to wake you. I have trouble sleeping if I’m not in my own bed.”

      “It’s not your bed,” he says drowsily. “It’s a hotel bed.”

      “You know what I mean. I just . . . I prefer to sleep alone.”

      “All right.”

      I can’t make out if his tone holds disappointment or relief.

      “Leave me your number,” he adds.

      No, it’s not relief. He is disappointed.

      I look over my shoulder, but I can’t quite see him. He’s just a shadowy lump on the bed. “Dirk . . .” His name sounds awkward on my lips. “I told you, this was a one-time thing.”

      “You said you’re here for the weekend. Let me take you to dinner one night.”

      “That’s probably not a good idea. I’m going to be busy with my friends.”

      “You’re really not going to give me your number?” When I hesitate for a beat, he goes on and says, “It’s fine. I'll message you on the app.” The bed sheets rustle. “Good night, Emilia.”

      “Good night,” I murmur as I walk out the door.

      It’s not until I reach the elevator bank that I pull out my phone and open the hook-up app.

      I experience only the briefest moment of regret before I click on Dirk’s name and press unmatch.
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      “You’re here!” Marcy’s happy shriek causes me and everyone else in our vicinity to visibly wince. She’s not allowed to be shrieking, because she has a naturally high voice to begin with. It’s one of those cute baby voices that, unfortunately, leads many people to assume she’s an airhead. In reality, she’s a rocket scientist.

      I’m not even joking—Marcy is an aerospace engineer at NASA. Or something like that. To be honest, I’m not entirely sure what she does in D.C. It sounds very complicated.

      And then there’s me, the lowly graphic designer, or at least I was up until last year. Now I run the design department at my advertising firm, though we’re not exactly building spaceships over there. The project I’m currently heading is an ad campaign for men’s underwear.

      “Of course I’m here,” I tell my oldest friend. “I’m the maid of honor.”

      She throws her arms around me in a hug tight enough to cut the air supply to my lungs. “You look amazing,” she says when she pulls back.

      Clearly she’s lying, because I saw my reflection this morning and I looked exhausted. It took several coats of concealer to cover the bags under my eyes. And I can’t even bask in the reason I’m tired: Dirk and his fabulous dick. Because they’re in my past now, my orgasm-laden past. Now that the rest of the wedding party has arrived, for the next two days I’m here for Marcy and only Marcy.

      “You’re the one who looks amazing,” I correct. “I swear, you’re glowing.” She really is. Her cheeks are rosy and she’s beaming from ear to ear. “Sure you’re not knocked up?”

      “Fairly certain,” she answers with a snort.

      She links her arm through mine and leads me across the hotel lobby. It’s bustling with new arrivals. I think Marcy said there were about a hundred guests attending the wedding. Which is small compared to other weddings, but that’s still a lot of people to be staying at one hotel.

      “My mom is so excited to see you,” she says as we find a small seating area away from the crowd.

      “I’m excited to see her too.”

      Marcy’s mom Joanna was my surrogate mother growing up. My actual mom died in a car accident when I was five, and her death completely shattered my dad. She was the love of his life. Losing her made him desperate to find a replacement, which resulted in a slew of stepmothers over the years. We’re on number six now, though she doesn’t like to be referred to as my stepmother.

      Belinda is twenty-six, which makes her thirty years younger than my dad and five years younger than me. And I hate to say it, but she’s dumb as a bag of flour. It makes me sad, because Dad is super intellectual and holds a PhD in Philosophy. But I think after wife number three (not counting my mother) he gave up on trying to find that perfect replacement and started letting his male needs drive the bus, because his wives get younger and their boobs get bigger.

      Joanna, however, was the mother that my stepmoms weren’t. She’d pick me up from school every day and I’d go to their house until my dad came to pick me up. I’d have dinner every weeknight with Marcy and her parents. When I got my first period, Joanna was the first person I told. She took me to the drugstore and showed me what I needed to tell my dad to buy. I’m not sure I would have survived puberty and adolescence without her.

      “Where is she?” I ask, searching the lobby for Joanna’s familiar auburn curls.

      “She’s getting my dad settled upstairs. He has a migraine.”

      “Oh no. Is he going to be okay for the rehearsal dinner?”

      Marcy nods. “He should be. He took his meds. I think it was the flight, and the altitude here. We probably should've gotten married in D.C., but my grandparents are too old to travel.” Marcy’s family is originally from Blue Valley. They lived here until she was six, before moving to Virginia, where I met her in the first grade.

      “It really is beautiful here, though,” I assure her. “This chalet is such an amazing location for a wedding.”

      “Right? Devon actually picked it. Originally I wanted to do it in the church where my grandparents got married, but it’s so tiny. It wouldn’t have been able to accommodate everyone.”

      “So Devon picked the venue. Good job, Devon.” I grin. “And when do I finally get to meet this mysterious man?” They’ve been together for a year and a half, but since Marcy and I hadn’t really been in contact for the last two, I haven’t even met her soon-to-be hubby.

      “Hey,” she chides gently, “I send you Facebook invites for everything, Em.”

      Guilt pricks my stomach. She’s right. She does. Trivia nights at the pub, board games at their apartment, the engagement party I was out of town for. “I’m sorry I haven’t been around much the last couple years,” I say quietly.

      A shadow falls over her eyes. “It’s okay. I’ve missed you, though.”

      “I missed you, too. I’ve been so caught up in this new job. For the first time ever I’m not answering to some jackass boss. I’m in charge of the whole department now. But it is a lot of hours,” I admit.

      “You work too much. You always have.”

      “Look who’s talking, Ms. Astronaut.”

      “You know I’m not actually an astronaut, right? I design and test hardware for spacecraft flight systems.”

      “That sounds like an astronaut to me, dude.”

      “I don’t actually go up into space, dude.” She rolls her eyes. “Anyway, Mom wants to take us out for brunch, so let’s look up a couple of restaurant options on Yelp.”

      I pull my phone out of my purse. “Just us, or with the rest of the bridal party?”

      “Just us. It’ll be a nice intimate catch-up, just the three of us, before all the wedding chaos hits. Tonight’s the rehearsal dinner, so the bridesmaids and groomsmen and immediate family will be there, and I guess you won’t meet Devon until tonight because he’s planning on—actually, wait, there he is now!” Marcy whips up her arm and waves to someone across the lobby. “Babe!” She points happily to me. “It’s my BFF!” she calls to her fiancé.

      I turn, armed with a smile and a wave.

      But in a heartbeat, the smile freezes on my face, and my hand drops limply to my lap.

      The man by the elevator banks is more than just familiar to me. I memorized every inch of his tall, muscular body last night.

      I had his dick in my mouth.

      His lips were all over me.

      We fucked through half a box of condoms.

      Nausea bubbles in my stomach and then barrels up my throat. I gulp hard to stop myself from throwing up.

      On the other side of the cavernous room, Dirk gives a half-hearted wave in our direction, then makes a harried gesture to indicate he’s got to keep moving. He quickly ushers a white-haired lady into the elevator. His hand is splayed over her bony shoulders, that big hand with the long fingers that were buried inside me when he made me come.

      Holy shit, I’m going to hurl. I’m actually going to vomit right here on Marcy's pretty red ballet flats.

      I can’t even believe this is happening.

      I slept with the groom.
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      It’s a miracle I manage to make it through brunch without throwing up. Seriously, it requires superhuman effort to keep my lobster bisque down, all the while pretending to listen to everything Marcy and Joanna are saying.

      The moment we return to the hotel, however, my luck threatens to run out. Bile coats my throat as Joanna and I step out of the elevator. The wedding party and guests are all staying on the third and fourth floors of the lodge. Marcy is in the penthouse, sharing the honeymoon suite with—my stomach lurches violently. With her fiancé. Dirk.

      No, not Dirk. Devon. That bastard was on a hook-up app using a fake name. I should’ve known nobody would ever be named Dirk. It’s a porn star name. A fake, dirty cheater name.

      My God, I have to tell Marcy.

      Right?

      “You’re looking a little green, Em,” Joanna says in concern.

      “I think the lobster isn’t sitting well with me,” I mumble. I’m already fumbling in my purse for my keycard. “I’m sorry, Mama Jo, I need to, um, take care of this. I’ll see you at the rehearsal dinner.”

      I frantically tap the card until the keypad flashes green and then dive into the hotel room. But once I’m kneeling in front of the toilet, I don’t actually lose my lunch. Now that I’m alone and able to sit with my own thoughts, my stomach begins to settle.

      Okay. I need to figure this out.

      Marcy’s fiancé, the man she’s going to marry tomorrow, had sex with the maid of honor.

      In the maid of honor’s defense, she didn’t know he was the groom. And chances are the groom didn’t know he was boning the maid of honor. In fact, I don’t think the groom cared who he was boning as long as it wasn’t his soon-to-be wife.

      I have to tell Marcy. I just . . . have to.

      My throat closes up. This time with overwhelming guilt. I slept with Marcy’s fiancé. Unknowingly, yes, but she’s still going to be devastated. And she's never going to forget this. Even though I didn’t go out of my way to seduce her no-good, lying fiancé, his penis was still inside my vagina last night. No friendship could come back from that kind of biological betrayal.

      Maybe it wasn’t him?

      My brain makes a last-ditch effort to defuse this horrible bomb that will blow Marcy’s life to smithereens. Her comment about those Facebook invites suddenly comes to mind. Of course. I can easily verify who this guy is.

      I hurry to the bedroom, grab my phone, and log on to Facebook. A billion notifications await me, but I ignore them all. I hardly ever go on this damn thing, mostly because it seems everyone uses it to whine about their problems or pick online fights.

      When I go on Marcy’s page, I don’t need to look in a mirror to know that my face is green again. Yup, that’s Dirk. Right there in her profile pic. He and Marcy are smiling at the camera, and his perfect teeth taunt me. He looks more wholesome in this picture, his gray eyes missing the sensual gleam, but I guess he saves that for his anonymous hook-ups, when he’s cheating on my best friend.

      I scroll through her feed. There aren’t as many pictures of the happy couple as I expect, but there is a status update that says she and Devon got engaged.

      Fuck you, Dirk. I’m going to rip your fucking balls off.

      I tamp down the bloodlust and close the app. I have no idea how I’m going to handle this awful situation. The rehearsal dinner is in a couple of hours. I need to shower and get my hair done, then pick up all the bridesmaid dresses for tomorrow from the dry cleaner downstairs. Deliver them to each room, make sure they fit.

      Being a maid of honor is stressful, and that’s before you factor in the fact that I slept with the goddamn groom.
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      By the time I’m done zipping up the little black dress I brought for the rehearsal dinner, I’ve come up with a plan.

      First, I’m going to confront Devon/Dirk. Alone, in order to give him a chance to offer his side of the story. Yes, the idea that he could have a “side” makes me want to laugh hysterically, because what alternative explanation could he possibly have? He cheated on the woman he’s going to marry. Not once, either. We fucked all night long. Oh, and then—and then! He tried to ask me on a date. He wanted to have dinner with me. He’s actually a monster.

      Nevertheless, I’ll be the bigger person and give him the benefit of the doubt first.

      Then, once he confirms that he is indeed a monster, I’ll take Marcy aside and tell her everything before the rehearsal dinner gets underway. There’s no way I’m letting everybody shower the happy couple with well-wishes and make speeches.

      I slip into my stilettos. They’re bright red, matching my crimson lipstick. My reflection in the mirror looks a tad wild-eyed, probably because I’m about to blow my best friend’s life apart and I don’t want to do it.

      As I leave the room and tuck the keycard in my clutch, I wonder, if the situations were reversed, whether I would want to know.

      The answer to that is hell yes. I’d never want to marry someone who had sex with somebody else the night before. Marcy will be crushed, but I hope she’ll eventually come to thank me for this. At the end of the day, she’ll know I have her best interests at heart.

      The dinner is taking place in the chalet’s restaurant, a grand room with crisscross wooden beams spanning a soaring ceiling. I hear silverware clinking and chatter as I approach the arched doorway. Catering staff waltzes by with trays of champagne flutes. Round tables fill the massive room, and then there’s a long rectangular one, the head table where the bridal party will sit.

      Marcy’s already here, chatting with her dad, who looks well rested. I scan the room looking for Dirk—I mean, Devon. It isn’t until I hear a familiar voice behind me that I realize he found me instead.

      “Emilia?” There’s a note of shock in his voice.

      I whirl around, and sure enough, there he is, the lying, cheating snake. He looks amazing in a black suit that’s perfectly tailored to his broad body. His dark hair isn’t tousled like it was last night, but swept away from his forehead, and he’s clean-shaven now. The gray eyes are exactly the same, though. I remember them peering at me when he was moving inside me, and a wave of fury crashes over me.

      “What you doing here?” He looks startled.

      “Are you fucking kidding me right now? How could you do this?” I hiss.

      His brow furrows. “Do what?”

      “You slept with me last night,” I say accusingly.

      The bastard has the gall to quirk up the corner of his mouth in a smug smile. “Yeah. I did.”

      “Are you . . . is that pride . . . are you bragging about the conquest? Are you actually proud of yourself for what you’ve done? I’m the maid of honor,” I spit out, and it’s miraculous I don’t raise my voice.

      “Really? I’m in the wedding, too.”

      Incredulous laughter lodges in my throat. Oh, is that how he’s going to phrase it?

      “Yeah, I figured,” I snap, disgust dripping from my tone. “What the hell is wrong with you? How can you just stand there and—”

      “Is everything okay?”

      Marcy.

      Oh my God. This isn’t going according to plan. I was supposed to get Dirk alone first. But now Marcy appears in front of us, looking so perfect in a short pink dress with a sweetheart neckline. She’s wearing white pumps and pearl earrings, and her strawberry-blonde hair is arranged in a fat braid hanging over one shoulder. She’s just the cutest, sweetest person in the whole world, and I—

      “I slept with Devon,” I blurt out.

      All the color drains from her face. “W-what?” Her bottom lip starts trembling, confusion clouding her expression as she stares at me.

      Nearly choking on a lump of misery, I force myself to speak again. “I slept with your fiancé last night.”
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      Marcy’s always had the most expressive eyes. They make it impossible to hide what she’s thinking or feeling, and right now they’re pleading at me. They’re saying, please say you’re joking and take back this insanity because this is my wedding and you’re ruining my life.

      But I can’t take it back. The truth is out.

      “I’m so sorry,” I whisper. “I had no idea that he . . .” I trail off shamefully.

      The man whose dick was in my pussy glowers at me. “You slept with Devon?” His lips set in a tight line. “Was this before or after you hooked up with me?”

      I shoot him an irritated look. “What the hell are you babbling about? You know it happened last night.”

      “You slept with my brother last night?”

      “What?”

      “What?”

      “What?” Marcy says.

      I have no idea what’s happening right now. The three of us are engaged in some weird three-way duel, except instead of guns it’s baffled stares.

      I take a deep breath and focus only on my friend. “Last night I matched with someone named Dirk on a hook-up app. It was him.” I point at the man beside me like a witness accusing her attacker in open court.

      “Evan,” Marcy says.

      “Devon,” I confirm.

      “No, that’s Evan.”

      “What?”

      “What?”

      “What?” Dirk says.

      Another eye-duel commences.

      “Okay.” Dirk/Devon chuckles softly. “I think that, one, we really need to expand our vocabularies—maybe a book club? And two, I know exactly what’s going on here, and trust me when I say it’s a misunderstanding I can very easily clear up.”

      “Oh, really?” I challenge.

      “Then please clear it up before I have a panic attack,” Marcy orders.

      He slings his hands in the pockets of his suit coat and grins at Marcy. “Dirk is my online alias.”

      Her laughter comes out in a high-pitched squeak. “Are you serious, Evan? Dirk?”

      “Hey, the ladies don’t seem to mind.” He winks at me.

      “Don’t wink at me,” I order. “And I did mind. I slept with you in spite of your name, not because of it.”

      Marcy breaks out in a huge grin, her now excited gaze moving from me to him. “You two slept together?”

      “This is what I’ve been trying to tell you. I slept with the groom.”

      “He’s not the groom, Em. This is Devon’s twin. Evan.”

      I shake my head a few times, because it feels like it’s filled with cotton balls. Thoughts are having a hard time penetrating. “You’re marrying Devon,” I say slowly.

      “Yes,” she replies.

      “And this is his brother. His twin brother. Evan.”

      “Yes.”

      “Devon and Evan.” I flick a brow at him. “Were your parents on drugs the day you were born?”

      “They thought it was cute.” He smirks for a second, before a contrite look enters his eyes. “I’m sorry I lied about my name. It’s just that with my job, I don’t like putting my real information out there.”

      “So you picked Dirk?” I growl.

      “Again, it’s worked for me in the past.”

      “I can’t believe you two hooked up.” Marcy looks like she’s fighting back laughter.

      “It was a one-time thing,” I grumble.

      “Well, not necessarily,” Evan hedges.

      “Yes, necessarily. I don’t do encores.”

      He winks again. “We’ll see about that. Anyway, now that we’ve cleared this up, I should probably go find the groom. The actual groom. He’s running a bit late.”

      I unwittingly admire his perfect butt as he saunters off.

      Okay. I need to digest this.

      So I didn’t bang the groom. Thank God, because that means I’m not destroying Marcy’s life.

      But I did bang the groom’s twin brother.

      Whose name is Evan.

      Which rhymes with Devon.

      Because apparently their parents wanted to raise Dr. Seuss characters.

      Beside me, Marcy is practically bouncing up and down on her white heels. “You and Evan?” she exclaims happily. “Oh my God, Emilia. I love this! Imagine if you two fall in love and get married? We’d be married to twins! And you could have your wedding on Valentine’s Day! I wanted a Valentine’s Day wedding, but the fourteenth is Dad’s birthday and I didn’t want my anniversary to be on the same—”

      “Marcy,” I interrupt. “How about we rein in the crazy a bit? I’m not marrying the guy. And I’d never, ever do something as cheesy as a Valentine’s Day wedding.” I make a frustrated, grumbly noise. “It was just a stupid hook-up, and now it’s time to forget about it.”

      “No way. This is the best thing ever. Like, ever!”

      I scowl at her. “Agree to disagree.”
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      The rehearsal dinner goes smoothly, though I’m not sure why the word “rehearsal” is even in there, since there’s no actual rehearsing. The evening consists of a dozen heartfelt speeches, tears from the parents, and Marcy blushing every time someone forces her and Devon to kiss by tapping a utensil against a wineglass.

      And talk about jarring—Devon and Evan are identical. Not fraternal twins, but completely indistinguishable from each other, features-wise. The only reason I can tell them apart is because Evan is wearing a black suit and Devon is in navy-blue. Oh, and also because every time Evan’s sultry gaze lands on me, I know without a doubt he’s imagining me naked.

      The jerk is downright smoldering, the heat he’s generating actually causing beads of sweat to break out at the nape of my neck. By the time dessert is over, I’m eager to get out of there. But Marcy won’t let me leave. She wants me to get to know the other two bridesmaids, whom I’ve never met. Natalie and Robin seem nice enough, but it’s hard to concentrate on getting to know them when Evan is getting to know me with his eyes.

      “Excuse me,” I blurt out when Robin pauses to take a breath. She’d just spent the past ten minutes describing her work at NASA to me. Yup, another fucking astronaut, but she works at a facility in Florida, not Washington.

      “The best man is waving me over,” I say, injecting an apologetic note into my tone. “Hopefully it’s not some last-minute hiccup about tomorrow.”

      “Oh, go ahead,” she says instantly, shooing me away. “We don’t want a single hiccup to ruin Marcy’s big day.”

      “I agree.”

      Without delay, I march toward Evan, who’s leaning against one of the huge exposed beams in the restaurant. Several of the tables in the center of the room have been cleared away to create a dance floor, and he’s watching the band set up. But his gaze immediately shifts to me as I approach.

      I cross my arms. “Can you please stop?” I order through gritted teeth.

      He smiles innocently. “Stop what?”

      “Looking at me.”

      “Oh, now I’m not allowed to look at you?”

      “No, you’re not. It’s making me uncomfortable.”

      He narrows his eyes “Really.”

      “Really. I told you, last night was a one-time thing. I don’t need to be constantly reminded of it with you looking at me like a horny hyena.”

      “Encountered many horny hyenas in your day, have you?”

      “Shut up. You know what I mean.”

      “Fine. I’ll stop looking at you. That is, if you agree to go to dinner with me.”

      “We just had dinner,” I mutter. “And tomorrow’s the wedding, where we’ll eat another dinner, and then the day after that I’m going home.”

      “I know. I want you to have dinner with me when we get back. We both live in D.C., remember?”

      “Pass.”

      He rolls his eyes. “You’re honestly going to stand there and tell me that you didn't have the best sex of your life with me last night?”

      “I’m not saying the sex wasn’t good. I’m saying I don’t want to go out with you. There’s a difference.” I arch a brow. “Now, if you were asking me to fuck again, that’s a whole other story.”

      “Yeah?” He gives a husky laugh. “So if I asked you to fuck, you would say yes?”

      “Nah, I’d still say no. You seem high maintenance, to be honest.”

      “Uh-huh. I’m high-maintenance.” That sexy dimple appears as he grins broadly at me. Then he takes my hand, and a bolt of heat shoots from his fingers to the tips of my breasts. His touch is just . . . ugh. It brings back the memory of everything we did last night, and I try hard not to shiver.

      He doesn’t miss the response. “C’mere.” He tugs me toward him, close enough so that our bodies collide. “Feel that?” he rasps.

      Oh, I feel it. There’s absolutely no mistaking the erection pressed up against me.

      “I woke up with that this morning. And it was more than just morning wood. It was Emilia wood.”

      I snort. “Lame, Dirk.” I say it mockingly now that I know it’s not his actual name.

      “It’s the truth. Every time I’ve thought about you and your sassy mouth today, I’ve gotten rock-hard.” He brings his lips close to my ear. “I want to fuck you again. Hell, I’d fuck you right now if you said yes. In front of everyone, I don’t care.”

      Holy hell, I’m temped. To just wrap my legs around him, push my panties to the side and let him do me right here in the middle of the restaurant. That’s how badly I want this guy again. But tonight isn’t about me. This weekend isn’t about me. The whole point of last night’s hook-up was to get my jollies out of the way so that I could then focus on dedicating all my time to Marcy.

      Reluctantly, I step away from the heat of his body. “Look, I’m not saying I’m not tempted, but I’m here for Marcy, not the best man. I can’t sleep with you again.”

      “Fine, then at least dance with me. The band’s about to start.”

      As if on cue, the lanky lead singer of the flannel-wearing foursome addresses the crowd gathering near the stage. “Evening, everyone. We’re The Whiskey Wagon Band, and we’re gonna start you folks off with a slow one, at the request of the bride.”

      I glower when the familiar opening notes of a very familiar song fill the room.

      “Always On My Mind.”

      Fuckin’ Marcy. Sometimes it really sucks having friends who know everything about you.

      I twist around and glare at the head table where Marcy is seated. She’s watching me and Evan with unmistakable delight. When our eyes lock, she gives me an enthusiastic wave.

      I hate her.

      “Normally I’d say yes to a dance,” I tell Evan in a sweet voice, “but I actually really hate this song. Sorry about that. Good night, Dirk.”

      It’s hard to walk away gracefully when my panties are soaked, but somehow I manage.
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      As someone who’s been to many a wedding (six alone were courtesy of my father), I can honestly say that Marcy and Devon put on a beautiful one. Her dress is miles and miles of white lace and tulle, and everyone gasps when she appears at the end of the long, flower-petal-strewn aisle. She looks like a princess. When Devon lifts the veil and sees her face, tears actually fill his eyes. Now that’s a man in love.

      His twin brother? Well, that’s a man in lust.

      During the entire ceremony, I feel Evan’s hot gaze on me. But I refuse to meet his eyes because I’m wearing a formfitting dress and no underwear, which means I can’t afford any wet spots. It pisses me off, how much he turns me on.

      After the “I Do’s” and the minister’s triumphant, “You may kiss the bride,” Marcy and Devon practically float down the aisle. Then it’s my turn to walk with Evan. As he takes my arm, he looks at the newlyweds and murmurs, “Look how happy they are. Isn’t it nice to see?”

      “I guess,” I say grudgingly.

      “What? You have something against romance?”

      “Not at all.”

      “Marriage, then?”

      “I’m not saying that, either.”

      We reach the lobby of the chalet. The newlyweds duck through a pair of French doors that lead into the ballroom, where the wedding photos are being taken. For the moment, only the bride and groom are needed, so Evan and I linger near the entryway.

      “But . . . if I’m being honest, it doesn’t seem like marriage is what it used to be,” I tell him. “Like those couples that used to be married for twenty, thirty, forty years? You don’t see that anymore.”

      “No,” he agrees. “A lot of marriages these days seem short-lived. People don’t want to work on the relationship. They’d rather throw in the towel because it’s easier.”

      “But your parents are still together, right? That’s cool.”

      “Maybe that’s why I’m not as cynical as you. You said your dad keeps getting remarried?”

      “Yeah, he’s up to number six with Belinda. She’s five years younger than me.”

      “Age is nothing but a number.”

      “So are IQs and hers doesn’t even crack triple digits.”

      He snickers. “Your dad must see something in her if he married the girl.”

      “Oh, he does. Not a number, though—letters. As in, double Ds. He’s gotten superficial in his old age.”

      “Hey, as long as he’s happy, right?”

      “True,” I say, “but I don’t think he actually is. He’s never gotten over my mom’s death. He spent the last twenty-six years trying to find someone he loves as much as he loved her, and it just doesn’t happen for him. He always ends up disappointed.”

      “I see. Is that why you’re still single?”

      I roll my eyes. “Because my dad keeps getting married and divorced? Are you a therapist? If so, you might need to study up on a new diagnosis or two. Daddy issues is too easy.”

      “It’s usually the right one. And no, I’m not a therapist.”

      “What is it you do, anyway?”

      He surprises me by revealing, “I’m a criminal lawyer. So’s Devon. We work at our father’s firm.”

      “Keeping it in the family.”

      “Yup. And we represent a lot of D.C. bigwigs, so that’s why I don’t use my real name on the dating apps.”

      “Do you like criminal law? It seems like it’d be stressful.”

      “It is, and I do. I thrive under stress, and the courtroom is like my own personal battleground. It feeds into all my caveman instincts.” He chuckles. “My brother doesn’t like it as much, though. He’s far more wholesome than I am, in case you couldn’t tell.”

      I glance over to see Devon nuzzling Marcy’s neck during their photo shoot. Yeah, he does seem like a puppy dog compared to his brother. Evan’s a wolf.

      “But, see, I don’t think you’re like your friend Marcy,” he goes on. “I don’t think you want the teddy bear.”

      “Oh really, and you know me so well?”

      “Mmm-hmm. I got to know you at least five times last night.”

      “Sex doesn’t mean you know me. Just means you know what I look like when I have an orgasm.”

      His voice turns growly. “You look hot when you have an orgasm. And I’m dying to give you another one.” Then he clears his throat and gestures to Devon and Marcy. “But you’re right, this weekend isn’t about you and me. That’s why I want to take you out when we’re back in D.C., so it can be all about us.”

      “Why do you want this date so bad?” I ask curiously.

      “Because I find you fascinating. You make me laugh. You turn me on. All of the above.” He shrugs. “Say yes, Emilia.”

      Luckily, the photographer chooses that moment to call out, “We’re ready for the rest of the bridal party!”

      “We’d better go in.” Swallowing my relief, I walk away from Evan. Again.

      It’s becoming a habit.
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      I skip out early on the reception. Normally I’d feel guilty, but I don’t think Marcy even notices when I leave the ballroom. She and Devon are wrapped up in each other’s arms on the dance floor. They’ve been dancing and cuddling and kissing all night, with eyes only for each other. Which is how it should be. So many other weddings turn into this terrible tightrope walk of pleasing family members and placating egos, when it should be about the bride and groom.

      I’m happy Marcy got her happily-ever-after, but I’m too exhausted to stick around and witness it. I didn’t get any sleep the night I spent with Evan, and today I woke up at the crack of dawn so I could be available to Marcy. We ran a million last-minute errands during the day, spent hours getting ready, then came the ceremony, followed by a seven-course dinner, an hour of speeches, and now people are dancing and I have no idea how they’re even on their feet.

      It’s only nine-thirty and I’ve officially turned into a pumpkin.

      The moment I enter my room, I trust-fall onto the king-sized bed, and the mattress welcomes me with its heavenly softness. When I kick off my heels, it feels so good I actually moan out loud. God. There’s no better feeling than ridding your sore feet of a pair of heels.

      A knock sounds on the door.

      I ignore it. Nope. I’m not frickin’ moving.

      A second knock. “Room service,” someone says.

      “I didn’t order anything,” I inform the door.

      “Room service,” the muffled voice repeats.

      Arghhh. Goddammit.

      I wearily climb off the bed and throw open the door, only it’s not a hotel employee on the other side. It’s stupid Evan.

      “Seriously?” I balk. “The room service ploy?”

      His answering grin is smug. “It worked, didn’t it?”

      “Nope,” I say cheerfully, and start to close the door.

      Chuckling, he sticks a hand out to stop me. “Nuh-uh, baby. You’re not getting rid of me that easily.”
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      I grumble in annoyance as he muscles his way into my room. “Go away, Dirk. I’m tired and sore.”

      “Let me make you feel better.” He slides one hand down the silky material of my pink bridesmaid dress and lightly cups my ass.

      It’s such a sleazy move, but for some reason it makes me laugh. “Go away.” I swat his hand off and flop back on the bed.

      To my irritation, he flops right down beside me, toeing off his black dress shoes and loosening the top two buttons of his crisp white shirt.

      I sigh. “What are you doing, Evan?”

      “Isn’t it obvious? I’m lying next to the sexiest woman in this hotel.”

      “Flattery won’t get you a dinner date. Or into my panties. Actually, wait, I’m not wearing any.”

      His sex-drenched groan echoes between us. “You had to say that, eh?”

      Dammit, why did I? I’m an idiot. Now I’m feeling all tingly downstairs. But I wasn’t lying before—I really am too tired for this.

      “Emilia,” he says.

      “Evan.”

      “I’ve never met anybody like you.”

      “I’m sure you say that to all the women.”

      “Oh, I’ve used the line before,” he admits. He props up on his elbow and gazes down at me, a rogue grin playing on his lips. “But I would never, ever use a line on you. You’d see through it in a heartbeat.”

      “Of course I would. We live in the world of online dating. I know all the lines, babe.”

      “Well, I’m being truthful. You keep me on my toes. You’re brutally honest. Sexy as fuck.” He gently rests his free hand on my hip.

      I shiver when his thumb moves in a light caress. “I told you, I’m exhausted. Stop fondling me.”

      “Really? This?” He caresses me again. “You consider this fondling?”

      “Well, it’s turning me on, so . . .”

      He pounces. “Ha, it’s turning you on!”

      “Oh, shut up.”

      He shifts closer and lays his head on my shoulder, his stubble-covered cheek abrading my skin. At first I stiffen, resisting the close contact, but my muscles are too weary to remain coiled. I loosen up and accept the cuddling.

      “I asked Marcy earlier why she never introduced us,” he says, his hand traveling aimlessly up and down my arm.

      “Yeah?” I’m still staring at the ceiling. “What did she say?”

      “She said you guys had lost touch these past couple years.”

      “We did,” I confirm regretfully. “I got a promotion at the ad agency where I work, and . . . it’s on me. She kept inviting me to board game nights, the housewarming party when she moved in with Devon, and . . . yeah . . . I chose work, like an asshole.” I bite my lip. “I was actually surprised when she asked me to be her maid of honor.”

      “I’m not. She’s only had amazing things to say about you all weekend. She adores you.”

      “I don’t deserve that,” I murmur. “I could have been a better friend.”

      “Hey, you’re here now and that’s all that matters.”

      We fall silent for a moment, and then I feel his lips brush my jawline. “So about that dinner . . .”

      I fight a smile. “Do you ever give up?”

      “No.” His lips hover over mine. “What are you so scared of?”

      My eyelids flutter shut. “I’m not scared of anything.”

      “If you say so, Emilia.” Then he kisses me, and I’m relieved because it means we’re not talking anymore. My tongue is in his mouth and his hands are tangled in my hair. He smells so fucking good. Spicy, with a hint of lemon. I breathe him in and moan against his lips.

      “I thought you were tired,” he teases.

      “I am,” I mumble, and I’m not lying.

      “How about you just lie back, then.”

      I like the sound of that.

      He slowly undoes the side zipper of my dress and proceeds to peel the silky material down my body. My strapless bra comes off, too, and now I’m completely naked and on display for him.

      I sigh in anticipation. I expect him to prop my legs apart, maybe spatter kisses on my thighs before going down on me like he did before. But the bastard has other ideas.

      He ditches his suit, shucks his briefs, and the next thing I know he’s kneeling beside me and fisting that big cock that made me scream yesterday. Damned if my mouth doesn’t water. Um yeah, forget going down on me. I want this more.

      “I want you in my mouth,” I whisper.

      “Good, because you’re about to get it.” He straddles me, tucks a pillow behind my head, and slides his dick between my parted lips with one smooth glide.

      I suck him eagerly. God, he tastes good. And he feels amazing. Velvety smooth beneath my tongue.

      “Oh Christ,” Evan chokes out. His fingers are in my hair, stroking gently, guiding me, urging me on. “Feels good, baby.”

      I take him in deeper, bringing one hand around his body to squeeze his ass. He’s in phenomenal shape. I wonder if he hits the gym when he’s not in court, or if he plays a sport, maybe on some men’s league. Questions bite at my tongue, so it’s probably a good thing my tongue is otherwise occupied with his dick. I don’t want to ask him those questions, because I don’t want to get to know him. I think I would like him a lot if I got to know him. And . . . maybe he’s right. Maybe I am scared of dating and relationships and love. I’ve never been very good at any of it.

      This, though, I’m good at. Sex. Physical connections. Bodies and orgasms are so much simpler than love.

      “Fuck, I want to come in your mouth. Are you gonna let me, Emilia?”

      Even with my lips wrapped around him, I manage a smile. I peer up and nod at him.

      He thrusts harder, and the head of his cock nudges the back of my throat. When I swallow, he goes off like a rocket.

      “Holy fuck,” he groans as he spills in my mouth. I’m breathless by the time he pulls out and collapses beside me. “You’re incredible,” he croaks.

      “I know.” I demurely wipe my mouth and curl up beside him. I’m naked and turned on, but far too tired to move. Luckily, Evan knows what I need. His hand drifts between my legs, and his fingers play with my clit until I’m gasping.

      “You’re so wet,” he mumbles.

      “All thanks to you, Dirk.”

      His laughter heats my shoulder. He slides two fingers inside of me, and I ride them shamelessly. “Can you come from me fingering you?”

      I manage to find my breath. “Probably not.” I’m always honest about this stuff. I don’t see the point of faking orgasms to protect a man’s ego. He should be secure enough to know that a woman doesn’t come every time and from every position.

      “What do you need?” he asks.

      “Your tongue on my clit, or your dick inside me with a finger on my clit. Common denominator is the clit.”

      “The elusive clit.” Evan laughs again. “Let’s see what I can do.” He disappears for a minute and I hear crinkling from the vicinity of his pants. He’s putting on a condom.

      He’s hard again and I love it. It’s rare to meet a man whose libido matches mine. John, the fireman I dated last year, was a one-and-done fella. But I know from experience that Evan can go all night long.

      While he’s up, he flicks off the lights, bathing the room in shadows, and then finally he’s inside me again. Fucking me nice and slow, propped up on one arm so he can reach between us and gently stroke my clit. It’s the most beautiful feeling in the whole world, and when the orgasm surfaces, it washes over me in languid waves instead of one huge crash.

      “Oh, that was sweet,” I say dreamily.

      His hot mouth latches onto my neck, sucking softly even as he continues to move inside me. “So sweet,” he agrees. There’s a beat. “Have dinner with me in D.C.”

      My eyes pop open. “You’re incorrigible.”

      “Is that a yes?”

      “No. It’s a ‘you’re incorrigible.’ Now come for me again, Dirk. I love seeing your face when you lose control.”

      His nostrils flare slightly, arousal stretching his features taut. “Fuck. I can’t get enough of you,” he growls, and then he’s up on his knees, my ankles are on his shoulders, and he’s pumping into me furiously until he comes.

      And yes, that wild, hazy look in his eyes is exactly what I wanted to see.

      I could get addicted to this. I could really, really get addicted to this man.

      “Evan?” I mumble a while later, as we lay there spooning.

      “Mmmm?”

      “What do you think of the Elvis version of ‘Always On My Mind’?”

      “Don’t like it. Too fast and upbeat. You?”

      I smile in the darkness. “Hate it.”

      “Willie’s acoustic version is so raw and beautiful,” he adds.

      “It is,” I agree.

      He wraps his arm tighter around me, holding me close. Silence falls between us again. I feel myself drifting off when I hear his sleepy voice say, “Dinner?”

      I laugh into my pillow.

      “Come on, say yes. Willie would want you to.”

      “We’ll talk about it in the morning,” I lie, and then I snuggle closer to his warm body and fall into a deep sleep.
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      “I knew it!” The hushed accusation greets me the moment I roll my carry-on into the carpeted hallway.

      I’m totally busted.

      Marcy stands in front of me, fully dressed in jeans and a sweater. She looks well rested despite the fact that it’s six in the morning, and there’s no reason why she should be outside my room right now and not tangled up in Devon’s arms, basking in newlywed bliss.

      “What are you doing up?” I demand.

      “Thwarting your escape.”

      I roll my eyes. “I’m not escaping. My flight got changed. It leaves at nine now.”

      “Really? Flights typically get delayed, not moved up from five o’clock in the afternoon to nine in the morning.”

      I jut out my chin. “Well, this one did.” Because I purposely changed it. I even paid the hundred-and-fifty-dollar penalty to get the earlier seat.

      “Liar,” she says.

      “This is ridiculous.” I throw a quick glance over my shoulder before stepping forward and closing the door. “Quiet. You’ll wake . . . everyone,” I amend with a vague gesture to the other doors lining the hall.

      “I’ll wake Evan, you mean?” she says knowingly. “I saw him leave the reception last night about two minutes after you did, Em. It doesn’t take a ‘me’ to figure out what you two were up to.”

      I can’t stop the laugh that pops out at Marcy’s trademark joke. After she snagged her position at NASA, she went from saying ‘It doesn’t take a rocket scientist’ to ‘It doesn’t take a me’, and damned if I still don’t find it hilarious, even years later. Anyone else might come off as pompous making that joke, but Marcy is just so damn cute with her rosy cheeks and baby voice that nobody could ever view her as pretentious.

      My laugh dissolves into a weary sigh. “If you’re determined to interrogate me, at least come downstairs and do it over a cup of coffee so we’re not lurking in the hall.”

      She gives another look at my closed door. “Emilia.”

      “Marcy.”

      “Fine.”

      We quietly make our way down the hall and take the elevator to the lobby. The breakfast buffet is just being set up in the restaurant, and, despite the early hour, we’re not the only ones up. A few couples are already down there, waiting for breakfast. A waiter comes over to our table and I gulp down the coffee he pours for me. It nearly sears my tongue off, but I need a clear head right now. AKA a lot of caffeine.

      “Last night Evan told me you keep turning him down for a date.” Marcy gets right to the point.

      “So?”

      “So I think you’re making a mistake. He’s a really good guy.”

      “I know he is.” I take another sip of the scalding liquid. “Great in bed, too.”

      She heaves a sigh. “There’s more to life than sex, Em. Although I guess keeping everything about just sex has been your MO for a while now. Since senior year of college, when your dad got engaged for . . . the fourth time, I think?” She flicks both eyebrows up. “That’s when I realized you’re a scaredy-cat.”

      “I’m not a scaredy-cat.”

      “Yes, you are. You dumped Bryce like three weeks after that for no good reason. He was such a great guy. He adored you, and I know you loved him, too.”

      She’s not wrong. I loved my college boyfriend deeply, but we both moved on. “Bryce is married with four kids now,” I tell her. “I’m happy for him. And I’m happy being single.”

      “You’re only single because you’re scared of falling in love and then losing it, like your dad did.”

      “It’s too early in the morning for a therapy session, Marce.”

      “Come on, you know I’m right. Your dad’s love life is a mess.”

      “Doesn’t mean I have commitment issues because of it.”

      “Sure you do. You’ve been closed off to the idea of love since Bryce. You use sex as a way to keep a distance.”

      “Um, the way I see it, sex kind of brings people closer together. No?”

      “Not when there’s no intimacy involved. Look at what you’re doing, Em. You had sex with Evan and now you’re running away like a thief in the night.”

      “I have an early flight,” I protest.

      “Bullshit. I saw the way you were looking at him at the rehearsal dinner, and then again at the reception.” She softens her tone. “I’ve known Evan for almost two years. He’s a good guy. And I think you’ll regret it if you don’t give him a chance.”

      “I have to go home, Marce. There’s this huge project at work I need to finish. I don’t have time to date.”

      “Sure, keep telling yourself that.” She shakes her head in disappointment.

      Ugh. I much prefer when people are pissed at me. I don’t handle disappointment well.

      “Look, you lucked out with Devon,” I say. “He clearly worships the ground you walk on. And yes, I like Evan. We get along.” I put down my cup. “I’m glad I met him, and I’m glad I finally got to meet Devon. I’m so happy that you found your forever person. And when we’re back in the city, I promise I won’t let another two years go by without seeing you.”

      She nods. “Me neither. It’s unacceptable.”

      “Unacceptable,” I echo. “But just because you’re a wifey now doesn’t mean I want the same thing.”

      “He’s not asking you to be a wifey,” she sputters. “He wants a date.”

      “Sure, and one date leads to another, and then another, and the next thing you know . . .” I lean in and gently tap the gold band on her ring finger. “I don’t want that right now.”

      “Sounds like more excuses to my ears. But I can see I’m not going to win here, so . . . fine. Don’t go out with him.”

      Both our spirits are a bit low as we finish our coffee and head back to the lobby, where I line up an Uber. I feel guilty that I didn’t say goodbye to Evan in person, but I did leave a note on the hotel stationery for him. Pretty much saying I had a good time, it was awesome meeting him, and good luck on his next trial or some bullshit.

      Fuck, I really am a coward.

      “Are you sure about this?” Marcy asks when we step out into the early-morning chill. She’s not wearing a jacket, so she wraps her arms around her chest to ward off the cold.

      “Positive.” I glance over to see my Uber pulling up. “I should go—I don’t want to miss my flight. And you need to get back inside before you catch a cold.”

      We exchange a long hug. “I love you, Em,” she says. “But I think you’re an idiot.”

      “I love you, too, and I think you’re wonderful.”

      I give her one last squeeze before sliding into the car.
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      The GPS on my phone says we’re ten minutes from the airport. We’ve already been driving for about thirty, and I chose to sit in the back so I wouldn’t have to make conversation. It’s way too early for small talk.

      The driver’s choice of radio stations only makes matters worse—it’s a country/country pop music station, which means a lot of Luke Bryan and Carrie Underwood and Garth Brooks. Not exactly my cup of tea, but I lean back and close my eyes and try not to think too hard about why I’m on my way to the airport.

      It’s not until a familiar crooner wafts out of the car speakers that my eyes snap open.

      “Dammit, Willie,” I mutter under my breath.

      The driver twists around. “What was that?”

      “Nothing. I was just . . . talking to the song. It’s one of my favorites.” My tone is grudging.

      “I prefer the Elvis version,” she reveals.

      Of course she does.

      “Do you want me to turn it up?” She does it, anyway, despite my lack of response, and Willie’s voice gets louder.

      I sit back and listen as he sings about his regrets, wishing he’d acted differently, lamenting about all the wasted time, and a lump of emotion fills my throat. I don’t know if Marcy’s right and I’ll regret not giving Evan a chance. I don’t know if Evan is my happily ever after. I don’t know if happy endings even exist. I mean, my dad sure didn’t get one. But that’s my dad, not me.

      So no, while I can’t be sure that Evan is my forever person, I’m pretty damn positive that Willie Nelson would kick my fucking ass if I didn’t at least try to find out.
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      What a difference one hour makes. The Blue Valley Lodge is humming with activity when I return to the hotel. At six a.m., it was dead. At seven a.m., there’s a throng of people milling in the lobby. I spot a tousled-haired Robin at the front desk, looking sleepy. I remember her saying she had an early flight to Florida today. An actual early flight, and not the one I paid extra to get on. By the way? Having to pay another hundred and fifty dollars to make another change to get back on my original flight? Marcy is right—I am an idiot.

      “Morning,” I murmur as I pass one of Marcy’s uncles on my way to the front counter. I greet the available clerk with a half-hearted smile. “Hi. I checked out online already, but did anyone come downstairs to bring the keycard back? Room three-oh-nine.”

      He types something on the computer and checks the screen. “Yes, actually. A gentleman dropped it off about ten minutes ago.”

      Shit, I was hoping he might still be in my room. More so, I was hoping he hadn’t read my stupid note. “Okay, thank you. Did you happen to see where he went?”

      “Sorry, I’m afraid I didn’t.”

      “Okay. Thanks, anyway.”

      I give the lobby another scan. No Evan. So I wander into the restaurant, and this time I see him. Standing in front of a table of croissants, loading a plate. His hair is messy, and I think I spot a hickey on his neck, which brings a flush to my cheeks. I was sucking pretty hard on every part of him last night.

      Without hesitation, I race over to him and blurt out, “Yes!”

      His eyes widen at the sight of me. “Wha—”

      I cut him off. “Yes, I’ll go out with you. I’m saying yes, okay? I want to have dinner with you in D.C. Like, actual dinner, it’s not code for me wanting to fuck you again. Well, I want that, too, because you know how much I love your dick, but—”

      His cheeks turn bright red, and that’s when I stop.

      Because the Evan I know would never blush at the mention of sex.

      “Devon,” I say with a sigh.

      “Yup.” He gives me a jovial salute, and once again I can’t fathom how these two are twins. One exudes buckets of sexual charisma, and the other does things like salute.

      “So. I’m guessing all that was meant for my brother . . .?” He lets the question hang.

      “Um, yes.” I shove a strand of hair out of my eyes. “Have you seen him this morning? I heard he already came downstairs.”

      “He’s right over there.” Devon nods to the left, and I follow his gaze all the way to the floor-to-ceiling windows across the room. The windowpanes are covered with white frost and snowflakes. It started snowing around the time I got back, but it looks like it’s picking up.

      Evan is alone at a table, gripping a mug with both hands. His expression is stormy, signaling he’s pissed. It doesn’t take a Marcy to figure out why.

      “Thanks,” I tell Devon.

      He smiles wryly. “Good luck.”

      I touch his arm gratefully, then straighten my shoulders and leave the buffet area. Suspicious gray eyes pierce into me as I approach Evan’s table.

      “Hey,” I say sheepishly.

      He just cocks one eyebrow and takes a sip of his coffee.

      “Yes, I’m an asshole,” I inform him. “I’m well aware of this.”

      Finally he speaks. A low, bitter drawl. “That’s the second time you’ve snuck out and left me in bed alone.”

      “I know.” I bite my lip. “I guess it doesn’t help that I left a note?”

      “Nope.”

      “Okay. Well. Does it make you feel better to know that I just told your twin brother I would go on a date with him and that I love his dick?”

      Evan makes a strangled sound, as if he’s trying to choke down a laugh. “I bet he loved that.”

      “I think I scare him.”

      “You scare me.”

      I eye him in challenge. “No, I don’t. You’re a courtroom shark, remember? You wouldn’t let a little thing like me scare you.”

      “Well, I’ve put myself out there a dozen times these past two days and you’ve rejected me every single time, so yeah, you’re a bit terrifying, Emilia.”

      I pull out the chair next to him and sink down on it. I lean forward, rest one hand on his knee, and use the other to gently pry the mug out of his hand. When I lace my fingers through his, he resists at first, but then his grip slowly loosens.

      “Look. Evan. I’m not good with relationships or the idea of falling in love,” I confess. “I’m not open to it, and apparently I use work as an excuse to not get serious with anyone and sex as an excuse to avoid intimacy, which is stupid because sex is intimacy but Marcy says it’s not and she’s my new therapist.”

      His laughter finally slips out.

      “But I do like you and I’d like to go on a date with you,” I finish.

      “Only one?”

      “Seriously?” I say in frustration. “That’s all I can commit to right now, Evan! We literally met two days ago. I just told you I’m open to the idea of falling in love with you.” I scrub both hands over my eyes. “I came back this morning because I was in an Uber and Willie Nelson came on, our song came on.” I groan into my hands. “We already have a song! What more do you want?”

      I blink when he tugs my hands away from my face. His dimpled grin greets me. “I’m just fucking with you. Let’s start with one date and see what happens.” He chuckles to himself. “What time is your flight today?”

      “Four-thirty.”

      “To Reagan or Dulles?”

      “Dulles.”

      “Sweet. We’re on the same flight. I’ll try to switch seats so we’re sitting together.” He flashes his pearly whites again. “We can discuss our date on the plane, maybe pay for some of that obscenely priced wi-fi and look up restaurant reviews. I’ve got some ideas already.”

      My lips twitch in humor. “Are you always this involved in the planning of a dinner date?”

      “When it’s the first and potentially last date we’ll ever have? Fuck yeah, I’m going all out for this. I need to impress you if I want date number two, and then three, four, five—”

      “You’re getting ahead of yourself again. AKA scaring me.”

      He brings his lips to mine, giving me a fleeting kiss before saying, “Relax, Emilia. It’s just dinner.”
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