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      Abby

      

      “I didn’t mention it before, but I sat down with Jimmy Chavez this morning,” Zoe said.

      I paused with my burger poised in front of my open mouth then shook my head and took a big bite.

      “I’m writing a follow-up article to the one I did when he first got traded to the Waves last season.” She chuckled. “Of course, this time it didn’t start off quite as interesting as the last one.”

      She paused before the word interesting, so I had to ask.

      “Why’s that?”

      “Because last time, when I entered the locker room, he was naked.”

      “Naked?” I shrieked. 

      Zoe nodded. “As a jaybird.”

      “You never told me that.” She shrugged and took a drink. “So what’d you do?”

      “I interviewed him. That is my job.”

      “Your job is to interview naked men?”

      Zoe rolled her eyes. “My job is to interview athletes. Jimmy’s an athlete.”

      “He’s more like a jockstrap.” 

      “Jimmy’s not a bad guy, and he actually seemed embarrassed I caught him with his pants off.”

      “Why are we talking about him again?”

      “Because you asked me about my most interesting interviews. Jimmy’s happens to fall into my top ten since my series about him got a lot of attention. When he got traded to the Waves from Seattle after Cal Chase got hurt, it was a big story, and I really worked the local boy returns angle.” It was my turn to roll my eyes. “Hey, you dated him, not me.”

      “Yeah, a million years ago.”

      “It was high school,” Zoe pointed out. “And, from what I understand, you were crazy about him.”

      “I was young and naive.”

      “You had sex with him.”

      “Sometimes I really hate the fact that I introduced you to my cousin. He talks too much.”

      She just smirked and continued her interrogation.

      “Wasn’t he your first?”

      “Don’t remind me.”

      “Was he that awful?”

      I shrugged then sipped my water and carefully placed the glass back on the table.

      “It’s funny we never really discussed him. We’ve dissected all of our other relationships.”

      “I don’t even want to think about this one, much less dissect it.”

      “Okay.” Zoe dragged the word out, telling me it was anything but.

      We ate in silence for a short while before Zoe spoke again.

      “From what I glimpsed, you must’ve been one happy girl.” She picked up a French fry, dredged it in ketchup, and popped it into her mouth.

      “That nice?”

      Zoe stopped mid-chew. “Are you asking me?” I nodded, feeling my face flush. “But you and he…” She made a hand motion instead of finishing her sentence.

      “I barely saw it,” I mumbled.

      “What?”

      “I. Barely. Saw. It.”

      “How is that even possible?”

      “We were always in the back seat of his car and it was dark. There wasn’t a lot of space or light to check out the goods.”

      Zoe snorted and chewed on another fry.

      “I was seventeen and not exactly sexually liberated. I didn’t get up close and personal, if you know what I mean. The thought of that kind of freaked me out back then.”

      “Well, you missed out.”

      I was thinking of a response when the star of our conversation approached the table.

      When Zoe first mentioned meeting at Avery’s I was reluctant, knowing the restaurant is a popular hangout for local jocks. Then I figured I was being paranoid. Besides, I can’t limit where I go just because Jimmy Chavez got traded to the Waves last season and is back in town.

      Now I wish I’d gone with my first instinct.

      “Long time, no see.” Jimmy directed that comment to Zoe, then turned to me. “Abigail Hodges, it has been a long time.”

      My stomach flipped at the sound of his voice. I’d always loved the way he said my name. Growing up with a Venezuelan father gave Jimmy a slight accent on certain words, like Abigail. It always came out like...Abby-gail...and for whatever reason I always found it hot as hell. 

      “Jimmy,” I said, my breathless voice not giving the disinterested vibe I’d intended.

      He studied me with those cerulean eyes I’d always found so irresistible. The contrast between his blue eyes and black hair and eyebrows is stunning...another thing I’d always found hot as hell. And now he has a short stubble beard accentuating his strong jawline and full lips.

      After he had my heart pounding and my nipples at full attention with nothing more than a look, Zoe spoke and he turned his attention back to her, leaving me feeling cold at the loss of his gaze.

      “I forgot to ask you this morning,” she said. “Are you going to the benefit Saturday night?”

      “I am,” he said. “And most of the team will be too. This is Mr. Hanover’s baby so it’s all hands on deck.”

      The owner of the Waves had prostate cancer a few years ago and now hosts an annual fundraiser to raise money for the cause.

      “Well I’m moving up in the world and scored a spot at a table this year so I’ll see you there.” Zoe’s saucy tone grated my nerves, then I got even more aggravated by that fact. She must have noticed because she cleared her throat and said, “And Abby will be accompanying me.”

      Jimmy’s eyebrows lifted as he redirected his attention to me.

      “You’re going?” he asked.

      I nodded my response, too breathless to speak. The man’s mere presence sent a flush of heat through me even as my entire body broke out in goosebumps, making me feel like I’d been dipped in Bengay.

      Why is that? I’m not a gullible teenager driven by hormones anymore. Except after five minutes in his company, that’s exactly what I feel like.

      “Save a dance for me, okay?” A sexy smile punctuated his words.

      Before I had to answer, someone called his name and Jimmy looked across the restaurant and waved to an older man. His eyes shifted between us. “See you Saturday.”

      His broad shoulders, tapered waist, and tight butt were a fine sight as he walked away.

      “Yowza,” Zoe said, drawing my attention her way. “There were so many sparks flying between you two, I’m lucky I didn’t get singed.”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      “The hell you don’t,” Zoe chuckled.

      I bit into a cold onion ring, taking a minute to collect my thoughts and my hormones. Because Zoe is absolutely right. Sparks were flying between Jimmy and me and too many of those old feelings are coursing through my body. Now I wish I never agreed to be her plus one.

      “Oh no, don’t even think about backing out of Saturday night.”

      Sometimes it sucks having a good friend who knows you too well.
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      Jimmy

      

      I tried to focus on what Hadley Stone was saying. He coached me in Portland when I first got drafted and he’s one of the best coaches I’ve ever had, both on and off the field. Somehow he always knew whenever I was second-guessing my decision to go pro instead of accepting the college scholarship I’d been offered to play ball, and talked me down.

      So I should give him my time and respect, but I can’t stop looking at Abigail across the restaurant. I haven’t seen her in twelve years, not since I dropped her off after our last date.

      The waitress delivered our lunch, pulling my attention back to my own table.

      “Enough about me,” Hadley said around a mouthful of his sandwich. “How do you like being back home?”

      “You know playing for the Waves has always been my dream. I hate that Cal got hurt, but I’m thrilled to be here.”

      “The guys treating you okay?”

      I nodded. “As long as I do my job, I don’t think I’ll have a problem.”

      “Well you did that and more last season. You’ve come a long way since those early days. I knew you’d be great once you relaxed and focused.”

      Speaking of focus, I trained mine on Hadley as we talked more about some of the players I’d started out with as we finished our meals. I was surprised to see Zoe and Abigail just paying their bill as our waitress dropped ours on the table.

      Abigail had looked like she was having a mixed reaction to seeing me. After the initial shock had worn off, attraction and loathing seemed to battle for dominance. Not that I blame her after what I did. I was actually kind of surprised to see the attraction still there at all.

      After fighting Hadley for the bill, I handed the waitress my credit card. She swiped it through a small machine she’d had tucked in her apron. I added a generous tip and my signature to the receipt. She thanked us again and as soon as she walked away, my gaze shifted across the room.

      The two women had walked toward the exit but while Zoe went out the door, Abigail turned toward the restrooms.

      “Do you know that woman you can’t keep your eyes off?” Hadley asked.

      “The brunette is Zoe Clarke, the reporter.”

      “And the blonde?”

      “Abigail Hodges.”

      “That wouldn’t be the same Abigail you were heartsick over out in Portland?”

      “I can’t believe you remember that.”

      “Son, you cried about her all season and I have an excellent memory.”

      “Yes, it’s the same Abigail.”

      He shifted out of the booth and stood.

      “Well, maybe your homecoming will give you two a chance to reunite.”

      “I’m not sure about that.”

      “You never know until you try.” Patting me on the shoulder, he added, “Life is too short to not take the chance.”

      I looked toward the hallway Abigail had disappeared down and nodded.

      “I guess you’re right.”

      We crossed the restaurant and did the same thing Zoe and Abigail had done just moments before, minus the hug. Then I stood outside the ladies’ room and waited.
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      Abby

      

      I washed my hands and eyed myself critically in the mirror. My face still held a slight flush from my encounter with Jimmy. Why does he still have this effect on me? One glance at those amazing eyes and it was easy to remember how he’d managed to get me out of my pants with very little effort twelve years ago.

      Stepping back, I fluffed my hair. My blond corkscrews had been the bane of my existence when I was younger, but I stopped trying to tame them a few years back. I still long for sleek, shiny hair, but that doesn’t seem to be in the cards and I’ve come to terms with it.

      I’d only taken two steps out of the bathroom when I crashed into the solid wall of Jimmy’s chest. He offered a steadying hand.

      “Jimmy.”

      Again with the breathless voice.

      “Abigail. I’m glad I caught you before you left.” He chuckled and gently squeezed my arms. “Literally.”

      I allowed myself to enjoy the deep rumble of his laugh and the feel of his hands before steeling myself.

      “Why?”

      Thankfully I’d gotten my voice under control and the tone of that one word cooled the air surrounding us. Jimmy released my arms and took a step back, looking surprised by my question.

      “I wanted to say hi.”

      I didn’t want to engage any more than necessary so decided not to point out the fact that he’d already technically done that at my table earlier.

      “Hi,” I said around a tight smile. “And bye.”

      Stepping around him, I headed toward the exit. I need air. Now.

      Jimmy’s raven hair and blue eyes make him the epitome of tall, dark, and handsome, but does he have to smell so damn good too? Spicy cologne combined with his unique scent filled my nostrils even as I gulped in the winter air.

      “Wait up,” Jimmy said from directly behind me. “Why’d you run out like that?”

      I turned to face him just as a gust of wind pushed his intoxicating scent even further into my space. Breathing in, I savored the aroma for a moment before meeting his gaze.

      “What do you want, Jimmy?”

      He shrugged, suddenly looking unsure.

      “I just wanted to talk to you.” When I didn’t say anything, he added, “How’ve you been?”

      I tilted my head and studied him through narrowed eyes. He looked nervous and I wondered if maybe I had the advantage with him for the first time since high school when I’d fallen for him hard and fast.

      Not that I’ve seen him in the twelve years since he left. Not in person anyway. Besides seeing him on TV whenever Seattle was playing, he always seems to wander into my thoughts. Every time I dated a new man, kissed him, even screwed him, Jimmy had been on my mind. Probably because he was my first. No girl ever totally forgets her first.

      “I’ve been fine. And you?”

      “Good.” His gaze drifted across, then down the street before meeting mine again. “I’ve been good.”

      “So I’ve read.” I wanted to kick myself for that comment.

      “You follow my career?”

      “Not specifically, but I do read whatever Zoe writes.”

      “Oh.” He nodded. “How do you know Zoe?”

      “We were roommates in college.”

      “And now?” My arched brow asked its own question. “Do you still live together?”

      I know what he’s really asking and figured I’d give him an answer. What difference does it make if he knows my living arrangements or relationship status?

      “No, I live alone.”

      “Hmm.”

      While his response should’ve sounded disinterested, it did anything but. He seemed very interested, and part of me gloried in that fact. A woman would have to be dead to not enjoy Jimmy Chavez’s attention.

      “Would you like to get a cup of coffee?” He gestured toward a shop across the street. “It seems kind of silly to be carrying on a conversation in the middle of the sidewalk.”

      Glancing at my watch, I said, “I really have to get going.”

      Disappointment clouded Jimmy’s eyes, but he still managed to flash a killer smile.

      “Maybe I can get a rain check?”

      I shrugged and turned to walk down the block toward my car. I halted when he called my name.

      “I’ll see you Saturday.” His words were a promise punctuated by twin dimples on either side of his magnificent smile.

      “See you Saturday,” I said before retreating to the safety of my car. As if mere metal could block the potency of Jimmy’s sex appeal.
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      Jimmy

      

      I’d just finished working out when my cell rang. After wiping my face with a towel, I slung it over my shoulder and grabbed my phone.

      “Hi Mom.”

      I grabbed my water bottle and finished half of it as I walked up the stairs from my home gym to the living room.

      “Jimmy, did you see the news? About that storm?”

      Flopping onto the couch, I rested my head against the back. My mom is a Weather Channel fanatic and always knows what’s going on weather-wise all over the world.

      “No. What’s going on?”

      “There’s a Nor’easter moving up the coast Sunday morning. Then there’s another storm coming from the Midwest on Monday. It’s supposed to get pretty bad so Aunt Colleen and I decided to postpone coming home for another week.”

      My mom and her sister have been in Europe for three weeks, splitting their time equally between England, Scotland, and Ireland. I’m supposed to pick them up from the airport Monday afternoon, but it looks like that’s not happening.

      “Well, there are worse things than spending an extra week in Ireland, I guess.”

      “I’m not complaining,” she said around a chuckle. “But I just wanted to let you know before I changed anything. I’ll text you a screenshot of our new flight information.”

      “Sounds good.”

      “So what’s new there?”

      “Nothing really. I had lunch with Hadley today. He’s in town for Mr. Hanover’s prostate cancer event so I’ll see him there, but it was nice to catch up one-on-one.”

      “That’s nice. I know he helped you out at the beginning of your career when you were so far from home.”

      I only shared with her how miserable I was when I first went out to Portland a few years ago. She’d had enough shit on her plate back then, she didn’t need me piling on more.

      “Do you have a date for the fundraiser?” she asked.

      Ever since I turned the big 3-0 this past spring, my mom seems to think I should settle down. There have been plenty of women through the years, but no one I could imagine dating long-term, never mind spending the rest of my life with. Maybe I need to lower my expectations. That or up the standards for the women I see.

      “No, I’m going stag. Keeping my options open.”

      “Maybe you’ll meet someone there.”

      “That’s what I’m hoping.”

      I’ll admit that even twelve years later, Abigail Hodges is still my idea of the perfect woman. I swear I fell in love the moment I saw her working at The Frozen Spoon the summer before senior year. She’d scooped me a double cone of Cookies & Cream, I’d asked her out, and we were inseparable until...well, until I left to go play ball across the country.

      And when I spotted her today, it was like no time had passed. Those same feelings zinged between us.

      Maybe she holds a special place in my heart because she’s the first girl I had sex with. I don’t know. But Hadley is right...life is too short to not go for it. And I plan on doing exactly that Saturday night.

      “Jimmy, what’s going on?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I heard something in your voice.”

      My sisters and I could never get anything past my mother. I swear she’s clairvoyant because she always knew when we were lying or withholding the truth. And since most of our conversations have taken place over the phone the past decade, her in-person skills have morphed so she can glean her knowledge just from my voice. Once it was from my breathing.

      “I ran into Abigail Hodges this afternoon.”

      “Oh,” she said. “How was that?”

      “When she wasn’t trying to look pissed off, she seemed happy to see me.”

      “What about for you?”

      I dragged my fingers through my hair, sucked in a breath, and let it out on a sigh.

      “It was like no time had passed and all those feelings were still there.”

      “Oh honey, I’m so sorry.”

      “You don’t have to be sorry about anything. I made the right decision back then. I just didn’t handle it the best way.”

      “You were so young. We shouldn’t have let you take on that responsibility.”

      “It’s fine, Mom. Really. I’m exactly where I want to be right now.” To really get her off the subject, I added, “She’ll be at the benefit Saturday night.”

      “So you already know who you’ll meet there. See, I knew there was something.”

      “She’ll be there, but whether she’ll agree to spend time with me is still in question.”

      “I’m sure if you explain what happened back then, she’ll understand.”

      “Maybe.”

      “Try to sound more positive. Negative thinking doesn’t accomplish anything.”

      “I know.” Sitting forward, I rested my elbow against the arm of the couch and rubbed my eyes. “I’ll be more positive Saturday night, I promise. But for now, I better let you get back to changing your reservations.”

      She chuckled. “When you mentioned Abigail, I totally forgot about why I called. I’ll text you the new information. And in the meantime, you figure out how you’re going to use that Chavez charm to win that girl back.”

      “I will, Mom. Love you.”

      “I love you, too.”

      After disconnecting the call, I stood and walked into my bedroom. I need a shower and something to eat. Once I have those two things, I can figure out my plan of attack for Saturday night.
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      Jimmy

      

      I knew I’d be noticed at the hockey game but the alternative was staying home obsessing about seeing Abigail. So it seemed like the lesser of two evils.

      Besides, my best friend from high school asked, and I didn’t want to miss the chance to see him. Vince is married with two daughters under three so his life is kind of crazy.

      “Sorry about that,” I said for what seemed like the millionth time since we got to the arena.

      “It’s all part of the job, right?”

      “It is. Especially here. The local media has my face everywhere, so everyone seems to recognize me. I could kind of blend in out in Seattle, but that’s not possible here.” I looked him in the eye and added, “Not that I’m complaining.”

      “Of course you’re not,” he said around a wide smile.

      I rolled my eyes and picked up a nacho dripping with semi-cold cheese and shoved it into my mouth.

      We’d gotten to the arena early, hoping to settle into our seats before people noticed me. Unfortunately, I was recognized when we walked through the doors and I’ve been signing things and taking pictures since. I only got to sit down now because the puck is dropping shortly.

      Vince dipped his head in my direction.

      “Finish telling me about Abby.”

      “There’s not much to tell. I was only in her company a couple minutes.”

      “Is she still hot?”

      I felt the dopey smile spread across my face as I pictured her in my mind and couldn’t do a damn thing to stop it.

      “Yeah.”

      “And you’re seeing her tomorrow night.”

      “That’s the plan.”

      “Are you gonna explain everything?”

      “I have to if I want to stand a chance.”

      He finished his beer in one long chug.

      “Don’t punch me for asking this, but are you sure you’re not just getting caught up in nostalgia? You guys were great back then, but high school was a long time ago. I mean, there must be a reason you haven’t looked her up all these years.”

      “I’d be lying if I said I haven’t thought about her often since I left. But after I cut ties, I didn’t think it would be fair to pop back into her life no matter how much I wanted to.” I shook my head. “I don’t know what it is, but when I saw her it was like that first time at The Frozen Spoon. There’s a real connection between us and now that I’m here, I’d like to explore it. Hopefully she’ll feel the same.”

      He stood and held up his empty cup. “I’m gonna go grab another. Want something?”

      I’m the designated driver tonight since Vince doesn’t usually get to let his hair down.

      “A bottle of water, thanks.”

      As he walked up the stairs, I kept my eyes focused on the ice. We’re sitting three rows back from the glass and right now no one is in the first two. So I have less chance of being recognized if I keep facing forward. Or so I thought.

      “Aren’t you Jimmy Chavez?” a high-pitched woman’s voice said, right after Vince left.

      I closed my eyes and mentally prepared myself before turning to face her. Then I blinked at the woman sitting two seats away.

      “Hey Zoe.”

      “Did I scare ya?”

      “A little,” I said around a laugh.

      “I’ll leave you alone, I swear. I just wanted to come down to say hi and let you know your name is being mentioned in the booth more tonight than the guys on the ice. I expect the camera will pan in your direction whenever there’s a lull in the action, so don’t pick your nose or do anything else embarrassing.”

      “I’ll try not to,” I chuckled. “Thanks for the warning.”

      She stood. “Well, enjoy the game.”

      I spoke up before she could leave.

      “Can I ask you something?” She nodded, her smile still in place. “Is Abigail involved with anyone?”

      Her smile widened.

      “Nope.”

      “No one?”

      “Not even casually dating.”

      “So she’s not dating. Is there anything else I should know about?”

      Zoe narrowed her eyes and tilted her head left to right, as if trying to decide something. Once she did, she leaned closer.

      “I’ve known Abby for ten years and she’s my best friend in the entire world. I know about her screwy parents, how lonely her childhood was, and how much she hates the baby toe on her left foot. But not once in a decade did she mention your name to me. Her cousin Austin told me you dated. I have no idea what happened between you two, but I’m getting the vibe that whatever it was wasn’t her doing.” Her brown eyes bore into me and I blinked at their intensity. “I’m giving you the benefit of the doubt because I like you. And because I’ve never seen her react to anyone else the way she did to you the other day.”

      “Really?”

      “Really,” she said. “So you better be willing to beg for forgiveness and be committed to not fucking it up going forward.”

      “I can do both of those things.”

      “Good, then I’ll see you Saturday night.”
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      Abby

      I tossed and turned but try as I might, couldn’t get to sleep. At first I tried to fool myself into believing it was the extra cup of after-dinner coffee keeping me awake, but eventually admitted the real reason behind my insomnia. Jimmy.

      For years, he’s lingered in the back of my mind, but seeing him two days ago has put all our memories front and center. If I’m being honest, I’ve compared every man I’ve been with in the past decade to Jimmy. Sad to say, they’ve all fallen short, even in the bedroom, which is bizarre. After all, we were teenagers when we had sex. What had either of us known about it? Fumbling in the dark was all we’d done.

      I shook my head at that last thought. It wasn’t true. We’d made love the best we knew how. Jimmy had been gentle and patient at an age when it couldn’t have been easy for him to be either.

      Giving up on sleep, I climbed out of bed and padded into the kitchen. After putting the kettle on the stove, I pulled a mug and peppermint tea bag from the cupboard. While I waited for the water to boil, I thought about my relationship with Jimmy.

      It seems silly to be lamenting over something that happened more than a decade ago when we were both kids, but I can’t stop myself. I’d loved him with all my heart and he’d taken that poor, trusting organ and torn it apart.

      The kettle whistled and I poured steaming water into my mug and carried it to the parlor. After switching the television on, I settled onto the couch and curled my legs beneath me. I nearly burned myself with hot tea when I jumped back up as Jimmy’s image filled the screen.

      At first, I thought I was hallucinating, and breathed a sigh of relief when I realized I was seeing a re-broadcast of a local talk show. Jimmy’s trade to his hometown team was big news, even five months later.

      I listened to Jimmy speak for a moment before pushing the mute button. I hadn’t gotten a chance to study him while in his company. Not like I’d wanted to anyway. He’d always been handsome, but the years have chiseled his features, defining his straight nose and high cheekbones, making him downright gorgeous.

      His sensuous mouth with dimples on either side softened the image and made him that much more mouthwatering. Faint lines radiated from his eyes when he smiled now, but that too added to his appeal, as did the stubbly beard.

      Before I could examine him more, my phone rang. Glancing at the clock, a chill ran down my spine. Calls this late are rarely good.

      Picking up my cell, I saw Zoe’s name on the screen.

      “Do you know what time it is?”

      “Sorry,” Zoe said, sounding anything but. In fact, she sounded downright smug. “Guess who I saw at the hockey game tonight.” Without waiting for an answer, she said, “Jimmy.”

      “Was it necessary to call me at one o’clock in the morning to tell me that?”

      “Not really. But it was necessary to call and tell you he was asking about you. Not that I’m surprised after seeing you two together Wednesday.”

      “What did you tell him?”

      “What’s to tell?” Zoe said. “Maybe I could dig up something interesting from college, but now? Nada, nothing, zippo.”

      “Thanks a lot.”

      “You have to admit you’ve been stuck in a dry spell.” I didn’t justify that with an answer and Zoe continued. “But I’m sure that’ll change if Mr. Chavez has anything to say about it.”

      Liquid heat pooled between my thighs at that thought, but I’ll be damned before I’d admit anything to Zoe.

      “Did you call just to aggravate me?”

      “No, it’s just a side benefit. I really called about tomorrow night,” she said. “I’m doing interviews all day so I’ll be incommunicado. I wanted to let you know I’ll pick you up around seven.”

      “Are you sure you don’t want to take someone else?”

      Silence zinged along the phone line for several heartbeats before she answered.

      “Abigail Hodges, you are not backing out on me.”

      Zoe likes taking me as her plus-one to events because she has someone to eat dinner with, then if she gets an opportunity to schmooze, I can amuse myself. She brought an actual date once and said she’d never do it again. Plus, as she said, my life is pretty quiet and if she didn’t drag me out to her fancy-schmancy events, I’d never have a reason to put on a dress and heels.

      “Seven is fine.”

      “Great. I’ll see you then. Oh, and Abby?” Zoe said on a chuckle. “Make sure you dress sexy for Jimmy.”

      Before I could react, the dial tone sounded in my ear.
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      Abby

      

      The sweet scent of gardenia filled the bathroom, as I soaked in a tub full of bubbles, willing myself to relax. My muscles have been drawn tight all day in both anticipation and dread of the night ahead.

      At the restaurant the other day, Jimmy let me know that he planned to see me at the fundraiser. And, according to Zoe, he made it clear to her that he’s interested in me.

      Which kind of boggles my mind. After all, he’s the one who ended our relationship. With a letter. Although I suppose that’s better than a text or email.

      Looking back, I know it’d been foolish to think Jimmy and I had a future. But we were in love and at eighteen, I honestly thought we’d make it work. Then again, hindsight is always twenty-twenty.

      Jimmy was an amazing athlete and drew attention even in high school. He’d scored a full scholarship to play baseball at a few schools but decided on the University of Virginia early senior year. I didn’t want to be one of those girls, but I applied and got offered a scholarship there too, so the decision was easy to make.

      Then came the baseball draft. Jimmy was a first-round pick.

      He said he was still going to college. He said he wasn’t ready for pro ball. He said he’d play college ball for three years and see what the MLB offered him after that.

      And I believed him.

      Two months later we went out to dinner and to our usual spot in the woods where we made love for what turned out to be the last time. Then he dropped me off at my house and kissed me goodbye like usual. I found his letter in my mailbox two days later. It explained everything and nothing.

      I sat forward and pulled the plug out of the drain then stood, dried off, and slipped into my favorite terry robe. Thinking about my history with Jimmy isn’t a good idea. He’d broken my heart, and even now the thought causes a dull ache in my chest.

      It had taken me years to get over what happened back then. If things had ended differently, my reaction may have been different too, but as it was, I felt confused and betrayed. Who wouldn’t feel the slap? Even looking back, I can’t find any glaring signs that he was going to change plans, leave, and cut all ties with me.

      Shaking my head to clear it, I walked to my closet to pick out a dress. I need to put on some sexy armor if I’m going to survive the night.

      My decision was easily made. Most of my clothing is pretty sedate, but there’s one little black dress I take out to play whenever I need to show a little extra.

      After applying full makeup, I pulled my hair back into a loose braid, and studied myself in the full-length mirror. I ran my pinky along my lip line then decided I was good to go.

      I’d just slipped into my sole pair of come-fuck-me heels when Zoe texted that she was outside. Grabbing my shawl and clutch, I made my way through the apartment, out the front door, and down the sidewalk.

      It only took a few minutes to get to the venue and Zoe talked about her day. She’s really making a name for herself as a sports journalist and I’m thrilled for her. It’s what she’s always wanted to do so it’s nice to see her dream coming true.

      She pulled into the parking lot and circled to the entrance. After stepping out then placing her car in the valet’s capable hands, we made our way inside.

      Zoe and I claimed our seats toward the back of the room, then went to stand in line at the bar.

      “You really do look great,” she said.

      I looked down and got an eyeful of boob.

      “Are you sure this is okay?” I glanced around the room and tried to shift the fabric to cover more of my skin. “Either this dress shrunk or the girls got bigger. I don’t remember showing this much cleavage last time I wore it.”

      She looked me up and down.

      “Seriously. You look amazing. Stop fussing.”

      We stepped up to the bar and each ordered white wine. The bartender filled our order and we picked up our glasses just as someone approached the microphone and asked everyone to take their seats. We returned to our table and settled into the spots we’d saved earlier. Zoe knew the six men sitting with us and introduced me.

      Like usual at most of these events, talk during dinner centered around sports. Thanks to Zoe, I know enough to keep up with the conversation and even contribute occasionally.

      The meal was delicious and it got even better with the dessert tables they filled throughout the room.

      “I’m gonna go check out dessert,” I said to Zoe. When she started to stand, I added, “You stay here and chat. I’ll bring back a plate.”

      “Are you sure?”

      “Positive.”

      I took my time walking over to the dessert table. The DJ had started playing and I squinted across the dark room, trying to see past the strobe lights and gyrating sea of people. I told myself I wasn’t scanning the room for Jimmy, nor did I wear my sexiest dress and six-inch heels to impress him.

      Picking up a plate, I filled it with an assortment of pastries. And I’ll admit that a sample or two made it into my mouth as I went along. I’d just swallowed a mini cheesecake when I felt Jimmy behind me.

      I took in a deep breath and his spicy scent swirled through my senses while my traitorous body broke out in goosebumps. Tightening my grip on the plate, I looked in Jimmy’s direction as he stepped next to me. Big mistake. In everyday clothes he looked amazing, but in black tie, Jimmy Chavez is downright mouthwatering.

      “Anything good here?”

      Talk about a loaded question.

      Instead of answering with the first thing that popped into my head, which was Yes, you, I said, “Everything I’ve tasted so far has been delicious.”

      He shoved a mini eclair into his mouth then picked up a plate.

      “Mmm, that is good,” he said after he swallowed.

      “Well, enjoy.”

      I moved to step past him.

      “Abigail.” He held up his hand as if to touch my shoulder but stopped in mid-air then

      reversed the motion and shoved it into his pocket. “I was hoping we could spend some time together tonight. Here.”

      I held up my full plate.

      “Sorry, I told Zoe I’d bring her some dessert.”

      “Do you mind if I come over and sit with you?”

      “I’m not sure you want to do that. We’re sitting with a bunch of sports journalists.”

      He looked across the room before meeting my gaze again. His sexy smirk made those

      damn dimples pop.

      “It’ll be worth it if I can be with you.”

      I shook my head and chuckled. “You always were a sweet talker, Jimmy Chavez.”

      “Is that a yes?”

      “Come on.”

      We made our way back to my table and the heated conversation immediately stopped as seven sets of stunned eyes swung in our direction. Well, Zoe didn’t look stunned as much as satisfied.

      I placed the desserts on the table and sat, shifting my chair closer to Zoe to make room for Jimmy. He’d grabbed a chair from the next table and settled in next to me.

      He picked up a tiny cupcake and slowly peeled off the liner. The journalists stayed silent with their eyes trained on him, as if they weren’t sure he was real.

      The silence at the table continued until Jimmy chewed and swallowed the cupcake. Then he looked around the table.

      “Have you guys had any of the desserts yet? They’re really good.”

      That broke whatever spell they’d been under and they asked Jimmy one question after the other.

      I picked up a brownie then looked at Zoe out of the corner of my eye, offering a small smile before taking a bite. She nudged me with her arm and smiled back.

      Jimmy was a good sport and made polite conversation while he cleared his plate. Zoe and I finished all the treats I’d brought.

      “I think you’re in good hands here,” she said to me. “I’m gonna go grab some more of those chocolate chip cookies and mingle.”

      She stood and said her goodbyes then walked toward the now-crowded dessert table.

      I rested my elbow on the table and tuned in to what the guys were saying.

      “I remember when you played in high school.” I think the man speaking is named Bob but wouldn’t swear to it. “It’s a shame the Waves didn’t draft you back then.”

      Jimmy nodded and shifted his gaze to me and said, “I agree.”

      The intensity in his eyes held me captive. Thankfully he broke the connection before I did something stupid like kiss him or climb into his lap.

      “Gentlemen, as much as I’m enjoying our discussion, Abigail and I just recently reconnected and I was hoping to catch up with her.”

      The men looked at me then back at Jimmy, each making a comment about how they understood.

      “But feel free to reach out if you have any questions closer to the season.”

      Their eyes lit up at that. Then one by one, they stood and shook Jimmy’s hand and nodded in my direction before wandering off.

      I watched them go then looked at Jimmy who had rested his arm on the table and shifted closer, his eyes trained on me.

      “You sure know how to clear a table,” I said.

      “I didn’t ask them to leave.” His smile revealed straight white teeth. “Not that I’m sorry they did.”

      Needing to look away before I got totally sucked into his vortex, I picked up my water and took a drink. I felt his eyes on me the entire time, and I fixed my gaze on the glass as I set it back on the table.

      “Abigail.”

      I closed my eyes and took in a breath, hoping I wasn’t too obvious as I slowly let it out. Jimmy whispered my name again and I turned to look at him.

      “I was hoping we could talk.” He glanced around the crowded room. “Maybe we could go somewhere after this or plan another day.”

      He raised his voice at the end of that sentence turning it into a question.

      “What did you want to talk about?”

      “I think...no I know...I owe you an explanation.”

      My mind whirled as I considered what to say. Part of me wants to tell him to go to hell, but another part is dying to hear what he has to say. Then there’s the traitorous part that drools every time he’s near. And the longer I look into his pleading eyes, the more I want those last two things more than the first.

      “Okay.”

      “Great.” He dragged his hand across his mouth before rubbing his beard. “Are you free tomorrow?”

      “Oh wow, that’s soon.”

      “It’s been twelve years. I think that’s long enough.”

      Before I could answer, the familiar beat of a Jennifer Lopez song blasted from the DJ’s speakers. Jimmy’s eyes widened then a nostalgic smile spread across his face.

      “Seriously?” I said under my breath, but his twitching mouth let me know he’d heard.

      “I think of you every time I hear this song.”

      “I can’t imagine why.” I shifted my gaze to the dance floor and laughed even as my face heated at our joined memory of this song. “I still can’t believe I did that.”

      “I can’t either but I thank every deity known to man that you did. It’s one of my best memories.”

      “Really?”

      With his eyes focused on mine, he nodded.

      “It was the first time you initiated something more than a kiss and it was hot as hell.” His dimples made an appearance again as he added, “Besides, now I know what cheerleaders wear under those brief thingies.”

      “We called them spankies or lollies. Sometimes bloomers.”

      Jimmy went to our local public high school and I went to private school, which is why we didn’t meet until the summer before senior year. One Saturday, I had cheerleading practice at the stadium and he stopped by to see me. The squad was working on a halftime routine to the song that’s currently playing. When we took a break, the music continued to play.

      I met Jimmy on the sidelines and led him behind the snack stand for privacy. He’d asked me if the squad went shopping for underwear together since we all matched. After teasing him for looking at all the other girls, I told him what they’re called. Which made him ask if we wore panties underneath. So I showed him. Things had been going farther at the end of our dates, but that’s the first time he touched me down there.

      I broke out in goosebumps at the memory.

      “Do you want to dance? I’ve seen you move to this song and I’d definitely enjoy seeing it again.”

      “No thanks. My shoes pinch when I fast dance.”

      “Then why wear them?”

      “Because they make my legs look amazing.”

      His gaze drifted down and lingered.

      “That they do.”

      His eyes slowly trailed up my legs, past my waist, and chest before meeting mine again.

      The J-Lo song ended and the DJ’s voice echoed through the room saying he was slowing things down and called all the couples to the floor.

      “I hope your shoes allow you to slow dance because you promised me one.”

      “I don’t think I ever gave you an answer.”

      “For old times’ sake?”

      I was about to tell him “for old times’ sake” wouldn’t sway me to do anything with him when the first soft notes of Crazy Love by Van Morrison filled the room.

      “Seriously?” I muttered for the second time. “Did you bribe him to play those songs?”

      “I couldn’t have planned this better if I tried.”

      My gaze met his and memories flowed between us as snapshots of the good times we’d shared flashed through my mind. Any animosity I still harbored toward him faded and was replaced by a bittersweet ache. So when Jimmy stood and held out his hand, I grasped it before I could think twice.

      Without another word, Jimmy led me to the dance floor and pulled me into his arms. His touch felt so good, so familiar, so right. I snuggled in and rested my cheek against his chest. The beat of his heart was strong, steady, and mesmerizing. I tangled my fingers into the hair brushing his collar and moved closer. Jimmy groaned and squeezed me tighter.

      The song stirred memories and feelings I couldn’t forget. It had been playing the first time we made love in the back seat of his Chevy Cavalier and most times after that. It also brought my libido to life, which I couldn’t ignore. It’s been a long time between men and my vibrator just isn’t getting the job done anymore.

      I’ve never found sex with strangers particularly appealing, even back in college. But Jimmy isn’t a stranger. Sure we haven’t seen each other in more than a decade, but we have a past and memories and even a song. What could be wrong with taking pleasure in each other for the night?

      The fact that I’m already wet seems like a sign we should do just that. The fact that I can feel him rock hard against me made the sign glow neon. It might even help give me some closure.

      Our song ended and even though something with a faster beat started, I stayed snuggled against him. Jimmy shifted, putting some distance between us.

      “So tell me what you’ve been up to,” he said, clearing his throat.

      That he tried to cool things off and carry on a normal conversation as his erection poked into my stomach made me smile.

      “Jimmy.”

      “Hmmm?”

      “Let’s get out of here.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 5

          

        

      

    

    
      Jimmy

      

      After finding Zoe and letting her know Abigail was coming with me, we made our way outside. Cold air slapped us as we walked through the double doors and Abigail shivered beside me.

      I shrugged out of my tuxedo jacket and wrapped it around her shoulders. The valet approached and I handed him my ticket. Standing behind Abigail, I wrapped my arms around her to share my body heat.

      “The temperature must have dropped thirty degrees.”

      “According to my mother, we’re expecting a storm.”

      “If I knew it was going to get this cold, I would have brought a coat.”

      “No worries. I’m willing to share mine.” The valet pulled up in my Maserati and I kissed the top of her head and stepped back. “This is me.”

      She looked up at me with a raised brow. I smiled and led her to the car. Once we were settled and buckled, I pulled down the drive and out of the lot.

      “This is nice.” Abigail looked around the car, taking it all in.

      “Definitely better than a rusty old Cavalier.”

      “I kind of liked that rusty old Cavalier.”

      I reached over and wrapped my fingers through hers and rested our joined hands on the console. The urgency we’d felt on the dance floor has somewhat lessened but the mutual sparks still lingered.

      She shifted sideways and wrapped her right hand around my bicep. Her hard nipple poked against my arm, doing nothing to calm my own hard body part.

      I stopped at a red light, and looked over at her. In the confines of the car, we’re practically nose to nose. A fact I took full advantage of.

      Leaning forward the slightest bit, I pressed my mouth against hers. I’d planned to keep it light, but once our lips touched, that just wasn’t possible. She shifted her hand from my arm to my neck and pulled me closer. Opening my mouth over hers, I thrust my tongue inside. She tastes both new and familiar and as she met me stroke for stroke, I groaned deep in my chest.

      Thankfully I’d kept my hand on the wheel or I would have forgotten that we’re sitting at an intersection and continued to feast on her sweet mouth. I pulled back and gave her a quick kiss on the forehead.

      Glancing out the windshield, I saw that the light was red so I can only assume it had gone through its cycle at least once while we were making out.

      I squeezed her hand and stepped on the gas as the light turned green.

      “It’s not too much farther.”

      Abigail smiled up at me then rested her head on my shoulder.

      The most I’d hoped for tonight was a dance and a commitment to get together to talk. But this is so much better, especially since it was her idea.

      I pulled into my driveway and stopped in front of the garage door and pulled my hand from hers.

      “Sorry.” I reached over and retrieved my cell from my jacket pocket, thinking, not for the first time, how sexy she looks with it slung around her shoulders. I always liked when she wore my clothes. “I need this to open the door.”

      Bringing up the app, I pushed the button and the garage door opened. I pulled inside, shut the engine off, and closed the door behind us. Stepping out of the car, I walked around the back and opened Abigail’s door then held out my hand to help her out. She held my hand as we walked inside and didn’t let go even as I half-turned to close the door behind us.

      Standing in the hall, on the edge of the open-concept living room and kitchen areas, I turned to face her. Things had cooled slightly between us on the car ride and I don’t want to just drag her to the bedroom.

      “Would you like a drink?” She shook her head and took a small step toward me. “Did you want to talk?” Again she shook her head and her next step forward pressed her delectable curves against me.

      Abigail pulled her hands from mine and rested one against my chest. The other continued upward and tugged at the end of my bowtie, pulling it open. Slipping her index finger into the knot, she pulled until my open tie hung loose. Then she reached up with both hands and slowly unbuttoned my shirt.

      She’d been focused on her tasks but her hazel eyes met mine as her hands skimmed up my chest.

      “I was hoping we could pick up where we left off on the dance floor.”

      “Are you sure?”

      She nodded and pressed closer, rubbing against my erection.

      That’s all I needed to know.

      Lowering my head, I sealed our mouths together in a bold kiss that expressed all my longing and desire. I haven’t stopped thinking about her since bumping into her at Avery’s, and I’ll admit my thoughts have included exactly this, and more.

      My jacket slipped off her shoulders as I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her up onto her tiptoes and held her against me. With our mouths fused together, our lips pressed against each other as our tongues tangled, going on for what seemed like forever.

      She pulled her mouth from mine and sucked in a breath. I kissed my way down her neck to lick at a spot behind her ear. That used to drive her crazy and as she dug her fingers into my skull, I smiled. Seems it still does.

      I kissed my way along her jaw to her chin and was about to move to the other side when she shifted her hands to my shoulders and pushed me against the wall.

      Reaching for the waistband of my pants, she had them unbuttoned, unzipped, and pooled around my ankles before I could react. My boxers quickly followed.

      Taking a step back, she looked down then dropped to her knees.

      Her nostrils flared as she reached out and gripped my cock then slowly stroked.

      She muttered something that sounded like “Zoe didn’t lie” but I was too busy enjoying the feel of her hand on me to worry about it. I closed my eyes as she continued to stroke up and down, tightening her grip and increasing the pace. She held onto my shaft and I felt her warm breath against me a split second before her lips wrapped around the tip of my dick and slowly slid down until she reached her hand. Then she reversed direction, swirling her tongue around the tip before sucking me in again and repeating it over and over until my knees threatened to buckle.

      “Stop.” I dug my fingers into her hair, holding her still. “Abby, stop.”

      Looking down, I watched her mouth slowly slide back and my cock bobbed against my stomach when she let go. Her gaze never left mine as I dragged in gulping breaths. Once I had myself under control...sort of, anyway...I reached down and wrapped my hands around her arms, pulling her to her feet.

      I reversed our positions and backed her against the wall then dragged the hem of her skirt to her waist. Lowering my mouth, I took hers in a hungry kiss as I slipped her panties down her legs. She stepped out of both her heels and the scrap of black lace. I plunged my fingers inside while her legs were spread.

      My tongue tormented her mouth as my fingers kept a steady in-and-out tempo. Her hips started to rock as she groaned deep in her chest. I dragged my mouth from hers and dropped to my knees just as she’d done.

      I looked at her mound, then met her gaze, having no doubt the hunger I see in her hazel eyes is mirrored in my own.

      “You’re so wet, you’re glistening,” I said before placing my mouth on her.

      She twisted her fingers into my hair as I licked and lapped, tasted and sucked, pushing her closer to the edge. But close isn’t enough. I want her falling all the way over.

      Slipping one finger then another inside her, I curled my fingers and stroked up and down while circling my tongue around her clit. She let out a deep moan as her thighs started to tremble.

      I moved my fingers faster and sucked on her clit in a matching rhythm.

      “Ji—oh God—I’m gonna—Jim—” Her fingers tightened in my hair and she thrust her hips forward in quick pulses. “Jimmy!”

      I stayed with her, slowing my movements, making them more soothing as she came down. Abigail would have crumbled to the floor when it was over, but I pressed one hand against her hip, holding her against the wall. I slowly removed my fingers and stood. After slipping off my shoes, and stepping out of my pants, I picked her up.

      She wrapped her arms around my neck as I carried her through the living room, down the hall, and into my bedroom. Setting her next to my bed, I ripped off my dress shirt then my T-shirt and tossed them on the floor.

      Placing my hands on her waist, I slowly moved them up, taking her dress higher and higher before slipping it over her head. It got added to the pile and was quickly joined by her lacy bra.

      Abigail still looked a little dazed as I lowered her onto the bed. I rested on my side next to her, propping my head on my hand as I trailed my fingers across the soft skin of her stomach, watching goosebumps trail in their wake.

      “Jimmy.” I looked up at her and smiled. She bit her lip then smiled back. “That was pretty amazing out there.”

      “Well, I think I owed you that.” At her questioning look, I explained. “I’m pretty sure I never made you do that way back when.”

      She chuckled. “I didn’t know that existed way back when.”

      I kissed my way up her stomach, taking time to swirl my tongue around each of her nipples before looking into her eyes.

      “Well, it does.” I kissed the tip of her nose. “Shall I show you again?”

      Her smile widened and she nodded. I rolled over and reached into my nightstand for a condom and quickly rolled it onto my aching dick.

      I turned and admired Abigail spread out on my bed looking like an angel with the curls that had escaped her braid fanned across the pillow. I crawled over and spread her legs wide, lined my cock at her entrance, and plunged inside.

      “Mmm, Abby you feel so good.”

      Resting my elbows on either side of her head, I kissed her, thrusting my tongue against hers to the same rhythm as my rocking hips. Abby wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper inside.

      My balls tightened and I grabbed her ass in either of my hands and tilted her hips, rubbing her slick clit with my pelvis on every thrust.

      “Abby. Fuck. I can’t hold on much longer.”

      Squeezing her thighs, she rocked against me, countering my thrusts and I felt her tightening around me. I covered her nipple with my mouth and feasted, moving back and forth until her moans got louder.

      “Jimmy, I’m gonna—” She finished that sentence with a long, low moan.

      Her spasms drove me over the edge.
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      Abby

      

      A noise pulled me from sleep. I opened my eyes and looked around the dark room but couldn’t see anything. Jimmy spooned me from behind and his soft breaths puffed against my hair.

      He should be exhausted. We did it twice after that first time and I’m still amazed at the number of orgasms I had. Jimmy said he owed me, and as far as I’m concerned, he can now consider the debt paid in full and then some. Hell, I might even owe him.

      I heard the noise again and realized it was the wind. Jimmy had said we’re getting a storm. As much as I hate to leave the warmth of his bed, I should go before it gets bad out. Besides, this was a one-time deal. I can’t stay here and do the whole morning-after thing.

      Removing Jimmy’s hand from my waist, I slid across the bed and rolled off until my feet hit the floor. I walked to the other side of the room searching for my clothes. I found my dress and bra then remembered my panties are somewhere out in the hallway.

      “Where do you think you’re going?” a gravelly voice asked.

      I looked over and found a sleep-rumpled Jimmy watching me.

      “I uh, I was going to head home.”

      The sheet shifted down to his waist as he sat up against the headboard.

      “You don’t have a car, remember?”

      “I’ll call an Uber.”

      He flicked the covers off and climbed out of bed. I fought the urge to stare at his gloriously naked body as he walked across the room. I’d wondered what changes the years had brought to him and now I know. Amazingly yummy ones.

      “I’d say you’re not going anywhere right now.”

      Pulling back the curtain, he revealed the snow swirling outside. Still clutching my clothes to my chest, I walked over to get a better look.

      “When did this start?”He shrugged. “There’s at least three inches of snow out there.” I stopped talking then because my voice was starting to sound shrill and panicked.

      “And from the look of that sky, I don’t think it’s ending anytime soon.” He let the curtain fall closed and walked back across the room. Opening a drawer, he pulled out a pair of blue boxers and slipped them on. Looking me up and down, he grabbed another pair, then opened the drawer below and picked up a T-shirt.

      “You can put these on,” he said and set them on the bed. “I’ll go make breakfast.”

      I stood there, dazed. This can’t be happening. Last night hooking up with Jimmy had seemed like a great idea. Scratch the itch, get some closure, and get out. Now this happens.

      Draping my dress and bra over the chair in the corner, I walked over to the bed and slipped into the boxers, rolling the waistband twice. I picked up the T-shirt and held it to my nose, inhaling Jimmy’s spicy scent before pulling it over my head.

      I walked into the bathroom and turned on the light. Looking in the mirror, I nearly screamed. I’m an absolute mess. I never took my makeup off last night so I look like a raccoon. And the hair that escaped my braid, which is at least half, is curling wildly around my face.

      “This is gonna be fun,” I said to my reflection and got to work.
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      Jimmy

      

      I just placed the last pancake on the stack when Abigail emerged from the bedroom looking adorable in my boxers and Waves T-shirt with her hair piled on top of her head in a messy bun.

      “You look nice.” She wrinkled her nose. “What? You do,” I said as I carried the platter of pancakes to the breakfast bar. “I poured you some juice but I wasn’t sure how you take your coffee.”

      “Oh um, black with two sugars.”

      “Have a seat and dig in.”

      She climbed onto the stool and filled her plate. I fixed her coffee and set it in front of her then walked around to sit beside her.

      After pouring syrup onto her pancakes, she cut off a few pieces, picked them up with her fork, and shoved the bite into her mouth.

      “Mmmm, these are so good.” She chewed and licked a stray drop of syrup from her bottom lip. “Thank you.”

      “You’re welcome.”

      I watched her eat for a few seconds before having some myself. There’s a lot we have to talk about but I figured it could wait until we finish eating. From what I saw on the weather app, she’s not going anywhere today.

      “What time is it anyway?” she asked, after we finished breakfast and washed the dishes, her eyes trained on the glass doors leading out to the patio.

      “Ten-thirty.” I pointed behind her to the clock on the oven.

      “I can’t believe I slept so late.”

      “Well, we were up most of the night.”

      She flashed a shy smile. “Yeah we were.”

      Before I gave into my urge to kiss her, I walked into the living room. We need to talk before doing anything else.

      “You left this in the car last night.” I held up the purse I’d retrieved earlier.  “I figured you might want your phone.”

      “Thank you,” she said as she joined me. “I should probably text Zoe.” She frowned. “Crap. It’s dead.”

      “You can use my charger.”

      I reached down and pulled the charger up from the side of the couch. Abigail plugged her phone in and set it on the end table. Sleet pinged against the windows, drawing her attention that way before she looked at me.

      “What’s the deal with this storm anyway?”

      “There’s one today that’s supposed to dump eight inches of snow and sleet and another one tomorrow that’s just snow. Altogether, we’re supposed to get about a foot of snow.”

      “What the hell? Doesn’t Snow Miser know this is South Carolina?”

      The Year Without a Santa Claus is Abigail’s favorite Christmas movie so I know exactly what she’s talking about.

      “Maybe he and Heat Miser are fighting again.”

      She nodded and looked around, twisting her fingers together. Since I caught her trying to sneak out before, I’m guessing the prospect of spending the next couple days here is freaking her out a little bit.

      “Abigail.” When her gaze met mine. “I think we need to talk.”
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      Abby

      

      I sat across from Jimmy on the couch with my legs tucked beneath me as the storm raged outside. He looks so serious, it’s making me nervous. I know he wants to talk about whatever happened twelve years ago and while that seemed like a decent idea yesterday, today I’m not so sure. Especially since I’m trapped here for the foreseeable future.

      “Abigail, I want to start by saying that I’m so sorry about how I handled things back then. You deserved so much better. My only excuse is that, at the time, I thought a clean break was best for both of us.”

      Reaching for the throw pillow next to me, I tucked it against my chest. I have a feeling I’m going to need a shield for whatever he’s about to say.

      “You know what the plan was...I’d go to Virginia then enter the draft after Junior year.”

      “Yes.”

      “I honestly didn’t think I was ready to play pro ball. I wanted a few more years to work on some things and hone my skills in general.”

      “So what happened?”

      “In July that year, my dad was diagnosed with bladder cancer.”

      My heart skidded to a halt then started pounding. I took in a deep breath and let it out slowly, trying to calm the nauseous feeling his words had caused.

      “Why didn’t you tell me?” My voice came out as a hoarse whisper.

      Dragging his fingers through his hair, he said, “He didn’t want anyone to know. He wouldn’t even let my mom tell the rest of the family. You know how he was.”

      I loved Jimmy’s dad, and his whole family. Their loud, lively house was such a contrast to my cold, quiet one. Plus his parents actually paid attention to their kids. Not like mine.

      As the token child of a heart surgeon and a psychiatrist, I spent most of my childhood in daycare or with babysitters until I was old enough to stay by myself. Then I was alone while they worked a million hours a week trying to be top in their fields. I guess it worked for them, but it definitely didn’t work for me.

      “After he was diagnosed, he and my mom told me what was going on. They’d known for a month at that point and had already made the difficult decision about treatment.” He shook his head and blinked. “The one that gave him the best chance of survival was to have his bladder removed.”

      There were so many questions I had about that but I figured I’d let him finish without interruption. He looked down at his lap and continued.

      “They’d remove his bladder and hopefully all the cancer with it, but then obviously there’d be nothing in his body to store urine. They basically put an opening in his abdomen so it could drain into a pouch. He wasn’t going to be able to do anything for months after the surgery and obviously couldn’t work as a contractor anymore.”

      His glistening blue eyes met mine.

      “He didn’t want to tell anyone and my mom was just trying to appease him enough so he’d go through with the surgery. For whatever reason, he found the whole thing embarrassing. Like it made him less of a man or something. That, added to the fact that he wasn’t going to be able to provide for his family, were two big issues for him. They’d worked out a plan to sell the house and buy something smaller. They had some savings and planned to live on that plus whatever profit they made. And once my dad didn’t need her home with him, my mom planned on getting a job.”

      “So you took the signing bonus you were offered and went to play ball instead of going to college.”

      He nodded.

      “Why—” I started to ask why he didn’t just tell me then remembered his dad didn’t want anyone to know. So I changed my question. “Why didn’t you just tell me you decided to take the offer instead of going to college?”

      “Looking back, I know I should have handled it better.” He rubbed his hand down his face and shifted toward me, leaning his elbow against the back of the couch. “Abigail, I can’t even tell you how shit scared I was about going. I knew I wasn’t ready, so once I made the decision, I knew I had to put all my focus on being successful. And I know telling you I was leaving in a letter was cowardly, but I never would have been able to tell you in person.”

      His words swirled around my head and I tried to make sense of them. He’d broken my heart and all this time, I’ve wondered what I did wrong and it turns out the answer to that is nothing. It was all him. They say it takes two to make a relationship and two to break one, but in this case that is not true. He broke ours all by himself.

      “Well, you’re right about one thing, you did act like a coward.” I stood, my hands clenched into tight fists as I paced back and forth. “Do you have any idea how shattered I was when I read that letter? When you just left me and didn’t look back?” My humorless laugh echoed through the room as I stood directly in front of him and met his gaze. “It might be crazy to be so upset about this twelve years later, but still I am. I loved you Jimmy. With my whole pathetic teenage heart. And I understand things might not have worked out in the long run anyway, but that doesn’t change how devastated I was when you left. You were my first love. The first person I had sex with. How could you think a clean break was best?” I wiped at the tears running down my cheeks. “I’m sorry about your father, but right now, I need some time to feel sorry for myself.”

      I turned and walked toward the kitchen, then started down the hallway we came in through last night. The wind howled and I spun around and looked through the glass doors at the snow swirling outside.

      I’d forgotten about the storm.

      Where the hell am I going to go? I don’t want him to see me totally fall apart, and right now, I just want to curl up, lick my wounds, and have a good cry.

      Jimmy stood and moved across the room, then continued past me.

      “Follow me.”

      He opened a door at the end of the hall and I did as he said.

      We walked through a laundry room and he opened another door and stepped aside to allow me to enter. I looked around at what seemed to be a small apartment.

      “This is where my mom lives. It’s pretty obvious you need some space right now. You can hang out here or if you’d rather, I will.”

      “No, I’ll stay here.”

      He nodded and backed over the threshold then stopped. I thought he was going to say something, but he just shook his head and closed the door.
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      Jimmy

      

      Flopping onto the couch, I stared at the ceiling. I knew that wouldn’t go well, but the reality is so much worse than I expected. The hurt in her eyes nearly tore me apart.

      But at least she knows.

      “Yeah, she knows what an ass you were,” I said to the empty room.

      I reached out and grabbed the remote from the coffee table then clicked on the TV. After watching a weather update, I switched to Netflix and started Parks and Recreation from the first episode. I need some Ron Swanson humor right now.

      As I watched the silly drama unfold in Pawnee, my own drama lingered in the back of my mind. I’d lamented over Abigail for years so it’s not surprising my feelings for her are so strong now.

      Last night was amazing. There’ve been a lot of women in my life through the years...probably too many...but not one of them ever stirred even a fraction of the feelings in me that Abigail does.

      I know she has every right to hate me for what I did back then, but I’m hoping she’ll forgive me and hopefully give me another chance. Because now that I’ve gotten my hands on her again, I don’t want to ever let her go.

      When I took her to my mom’s, I probably should have shown her around a little or something, but I got the impression she didn’t want to spend another second in my company. It’s not a big place, I’m sure she’ll find whatever she needs.

      Reaching for the pillow Abigail had been holding earlier, I tucked it behind my head and settled in for a good binge watch.

      I was three episodes in when I couldn’t do it anymore. Abigail’s hurt expression kept flashing through my mind no matter what happened on the TV screen. Sitting up, I turned it off, then stood. Thankfully I have a home gym because I need to expend some energy.

      Walking into my bedroom, I changed into workout gear and headed down to the finished basement. Turning on my heavy metal playlist on Spotify, I put in my earbuds and stepped on the treadmill. Pushing the incline to the max, I set the speed to a punishing pace and started to run.

      Without losing rhythm, I reached for the towel hanging on the railing and wiped it across my face. My calf and thigh muscles started to burn, but I kept moving, my feet pounding beneath me as the music pounded in my ears.

      I’d hoped exhausting my body would help quiet my thoughts but as I passed the ten mile mark, that didn’t seem to be happening. As much as I want to keep going until I can’t move, my workout program doesn’t include a whole lot of distance running. And something as simple as a pulled muscle could mess up the season.

      After lowering the incline, I slowed my pace and did a cool down. Once my heartrate decreased, I turned off the machine, grabbed my towel, and stepped off. My legs wobbled and I sat on the weight bench. Slinging the towel over my neck, I rested my elbows on my knees and hung my head.

      I’d planned to do more, but hurting myself isn’t going to fix things with Abigail. Once I was confident my legs would hold me, I stood and made my way back upstairs to take a shower.

      I peeked out the window. The snow is still falling and the drifts on the patio make it difficult to tell exactly how much is out there. Regardless, it’s not looking good. I’m happy Abigail ended up here last night instead of just meeting to talk like I’d originally planned.

      From what I’ve seen on the alerts that keep popping up on my phone, nothing is open out there and the authorities are urging people to stay inside. Considering we get heavy accumulations down here once a decade, it stands to reason everything would come to a screeching halt.

      So at least Abigail won’t be able to sneak off before we get a chance to talk more. Hopefully anyway.

      I ripped my shirt over my head as I walked to my bedroom, then stripped off my shorts before stepping into the bathroom. After a nice, long shower I’ll make something for dinner, hoping it will lure her back.
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      Abigail

      

      I woke to the sound of the storm and the most delicious smells. Shifting to a sitting position, I sniffed some more and garlicky goodness filled my senses. My stomach growled.

      Since I either cried or slept all afternoon, I didn’t eat and I’m starving.

      At some point during my third…or was it fourth?...crying jag, I finally considered things from Jimmy’s perspective. I understand why he did what he did, I just don’t agree with the way he handled it.

      Standing, I folded the cozy blanket in half and placed it on the back of the couch. It’s time to go face Jimmy again. And as much as I’m dreading that, I am looking forward to finding out what he has cooking over there.

      After using the bathroom and readjusting my hair, I made my way back into the main house. The smell was even more mouth-watering on this side of the door and my stomach growled again.

      I’d expected to see Jimmy in the kitchen, but it was empty. Turning the corner, I found him sitting on the couch, staring at the TV. I must have made a noise because he jerked his head in my direction.

      He stood and offered a nervous smile.

      “I uh, I made dinner if you’re hungry.”

      “That’s actually what woke me. It smells delicious.”

      “Have a seat, I’ll make you a plate.”

      I settled on a stool at the breakfast bar and watched him move comfortably around the kitchen.

      He set a plate in front of me and I nearly groaned out loud.

      “Is this Chicken Marsala?” He nodded. “That’s one of my favorites.”

      The chicken is topped with plump mushrooms and a brown sauce that smells amazing. He also made mashed potatoes and green beans.

      “Would you like some wine?”

      “Sure. Thanks.”

      Maybe alcohol will make our conversation easier. And it’s not like we’ll be driving anywhere anytime soon.

      “How did you learn to cook so well?” I asked after he set two glasses of wine down and he took the seat next to me.

      “I got sick of going out to eat all the time so I asked my mom to show me some basic dishes. This is one of three things I can make well.”

      “It’s delicious.”

      We ate in silence but once most of my hunger was sated, I figured I’d ask some safe questions before dealing with the elephant in the room.

      “So, your mom lives over there.” I held up my fork and pointed toward the doorway.

      “Yeah, she sold the house after my dad died. She said it was too big for just her to take care of. Since I hired people to maintain the exterior and offered to get a cleaning lady, I’m assuming her reasons for wanting to sell went deeper.” He shrugged. “Anyway, she moved into a townhouse but when I got traded to the Waves, I found this house and asked her to move into the pool house.”

      “Is that what that is?”

      “Yep.” He nodded. “The double doors in the living room lead out to the pool. If it wasn’t under a shit-ton of snow, you’d be able to see everything out there.”

      I made a perfect bite of chicken, potatoes, and green bean and popped it into my mouth. He continued talking while I chewed.

      “It was just more convenient to have her live here. She and Aunt Colleen travel a lot.” He smirked. “Aunt Colleen calls it research for her books, but I think they just like to go places.”

      “Where are they now? I mean, your mom isn’t over there, so I’m assuming she’s away.”

      “She is. They’re in Europe. They hit England, Scotland, and Ireland. Because of this storm, they’re spending an extra week in Ireland.”

      “That’s a hardship.”

      “Right?” he said around a laugh.

      I watched his Adam’s apple bob up and down as he took a drink of wine and turned my attention back to my plate before I could do something crazy like lean over and lick his neck.

      “But this arrangement is easier for both of us. She doesn’t have to worry about someone taking care of her place while she’s away and most times she’s home when I’m on the road.”

      We both cleared our plates and Jimmy nudged his head toward the living room.

      “Can we pick up our conversation from before?”

      I swear he cringed as he asked the question, as though he was waiting for me to freak out.

      “Sure, just let me do the dishes first.”

      “I’m throwing them in the dishwasher and that can wait.”

      He stood and I followed when he walked over to the couch. We sat in the same spots we’d occupied earlier. Hopefully this conversation goes better than the last one.

      “You have no idea how sorry I am about what I did to you.”

      Before he could continue, I held up my hands to stop him.

      “I know Jimmy, and I also know it hurt you, too. Maybe even more since you were across the country away from your family. Especially with everything that was going on with your dad.”

      He nodded and swallowed hard. “But even if I went to college, I would have been away. At least playing ball helped out financially. I just wish it didn’t cost me so much.”

      “Yeah, me too.”

      “So do you think you can ever forgive me?”

      I let out a sigh.

      “I really wish you did things differently, but obviously you can’t go back and change it. But I am glad I know what happened because as pathetic as it is, it bothered me.”

      He scooted over until he sat right next to me. Reaching over, he slid his hand along my jaw and cupped the nape of my neck.

      “You could never be pathetic,” he said and sealed his words with a soft kiss.

      “Jimmy.” His name came out on a soft sigh.

      He pulled back slightly and met my gaze. His blue eyes practically glowed with want as they searched mine. I’m guessing he saw what he was looking for because his mouth curled into a sexy smile before he pressed it to mine.

      Moving closer, he pressed into me until I leaned against the arm of the couch and settled between my thighs. He nipped and sipped at my lips before opening his mouth over mine and applying a sweet suction before thrusting his tongue inside. I dug my fingers into his shoulders as I met him stroke for stroke, loving the contrast of his soft lips against mine and his short beard against my skin.

      When he’d gone down on me last night, his beard felt so good against my skin. Just thinking about it brought a fresh rush of heat down south. Wrapping my arms around his back, I shifted further down on the couch, taking him with me. Just as I’d hoped, his erection settled right where I needed it and I pressed my hips against him. Moaning deep in my chest, I wrapped my leg around his hips to hold him close.

      Just as things were getting good, Jimmy pulled back.

      “Jesus Abby, you’re gonna make me come in my pants.”

      He stood and reached down and I screeched when he pulled me over his shoulder and practically ran to the bedroom. Setting me down next to the bed he quickly undressed, then reached into the nightstand and pulled out a strip of condoms.

      I looked at him with a raised brow and smiled. Guess it’s gonna be another long night.

      He climbed onto the bed and sat back against the headboard, pulling me forward until I straddled his lap.

      “After the third time last night, or I guess it was this morning,” he said with a devilish smile. “You said you wanted to be in charge.” Holding his arms out, he added, “I’m all yours.”

      I shifted forward and kissed his neck then nibbled at his lobe, smiling when he shivered and broke out in goosebumps when I sucked on it. Dragging my mouth along his neck, I moved up and kissed his cheek then cupped his jaw, running my thumb along his stubbly beard.

      “I like this.”

      “Oh yeah?”

      He rested his hands on my thighs and squeezed.

      “Mmm hmm.” I kissed him again. “It feels really good against my skin.” Smiling, I added, “And makes you look really hot.”

      I swear his dick got harder when I said that. Reaching between us, I wrapped my hand around his hard shaft and stroked then shifted it lower to tug on his balls. His quick intake of breath spurred me on and I scooched back then leaned forward and opened my mouth over the tip of his dick. He let out a long, low groan as I went down on him inch by slow inch. I looked up and met his gaze as I pulled back and circled my tongue around his plump head and sucked my way down again. Finding a rhythm, I licked and sucked until he pulled me away.

      His eyes blue slits of desire, he ripped a condom off the strip and fumbled to rip it open. I stilled his hands and took it from him. I quickly had the condom out of the foil and placed it on him then slowly rolled it down. I smiled, looking at my handiwork.

      “You’re fucking killing me, Abby.” His voice came out in short pants.

      Crawling up, I rubbed against him and he let out another sexy groan. I feel the wetness dripping down my thighs, so I’m sure he can feel it too.

      Rising onto my knees, I reached down and lined him up at my entrance.

      I met his gaze and smiled.

      “Do you realize you only call me Abby when we’re being intimate?”

      Jimmy shook his head and was going to say something but all that came out was the shortened version of my name on a moan, proving what I’d just said.

      He squeezed my ass, pulling me forward and it was my turn to moan when my clit rubbed against him.

      I started to move, riding him slowly at first, then faster. Up and down, back and forth, I moved, pushing both of us closer to the edge.

      Jimmy’s ab muscles flexed and bunched as he sat forward and latched onto my left nipple and sucked before moving to the right. Back and forth he went, every stroke of his tongue sending electric shocks down to my clit.

      I tightened around him as my skin tingled and my nerves tangled into knots. I moved my hips harder, faster, pulling him deeper.

      “Abby, I can’t hold on much longer.”

      “Me neither.”

      The words just left my mouth when my orgasm ripped through me stealing my breath. I heard Jimmy’s groan as my spasms went on and on. I collapsed onto his chest feeling lightheaded. As my breathing slowed, I closed my eyes and smiled, listening to the steady beat of his heart.
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      Jimmy

      

      After getting cleaned up, we got back into bed and I pulled Abigail against my chest. We fit perfectly, like two puzzle pieces.

      “No, I didn’t realize that,” I said and kissed the top of her head.

      Her hand rested against my stomach and her thumbs drew tiny circles on my skin.

      “What? Oh the name thing?”

      “Yeah.”

      “You’re the only person who calls me Abigail.” She looked up at me and smiled then settled back into place. “And I’ve always liked that. I love the way you say it. It’s so sexy.”

      “Well I’ll make it a point to say it more, especially in more intimate situations.”

      She shook her head, her soft cheek rubbing against my chest.

      “No, I like it when you call me Abby too. Especially since it seems like you do it because you’ve lost control. That’s really sexy, too.”

      “Me losing control is sexy?”

      “Yes.”

      “Then you must think I’m sexy all the time because you drive me wild, all the time.”

      I felt her smile and squeezed her tighter.

      That’s the last thing I remember until an alert on my phone woke me a few hours later. Reaching over, I picked up my cell and squinted at the bright screen.

      “What’s going on?” Abigail asked around a big yawn.

      “A state of emergency has been declared. There are accidents and power outages everywhere.”

      She sat up and rested against the headboard. “This is crazy.”

      Not wanting to think about anything else but the amazing woman in my bed, I wrapped my hands around her waist and pulled her down onto the pillow. We rested on our sides facing each other.

      “What’s crazy is the fact that I ever let you go,” I said, tucking some stray hair behind her ear. I traced my index finger along her jaw then down her neck and chest, before lowering my hand to wrap around hers.

      “Twelve years ago, everything got screwed up. Our relationship was amazing and I should have talked to you, figured out a way to make things work. The only excuse I have is that I was young and stupid and scared shitless.” She watched me with wide eyes. “I’m pretty certain I’m still in love with you.”

      Blinking, she opened her mouth, but I stopped her.

      “Before you freak out, let me finish.” She nodded and I continued. “You can say it’s nostalgia or lust talking, but I honestly don’t think that’s what it is. Regardless, I’m asking for a chance to find out. Now that we’re both adults, we can work together and be honest with each other as we move forward.”

      Her hazel eyes stared deeply into mine.

      “I wasn’t going to freak out or say any of those things.” She bit her lip then gave me a slow, sweet, sexy smile. “Because I’m pretty sure I’m still in love with you, too.”

      “Yeah?” She nodded.

      I placed a soft kiss on her lips but she wasn’t having any of that. She opened her mouth over mine then thrust her tongue inside. We jumped apart when the wind howled outside, shaking the windows.

      We looked at each other and laughed.

      “If I was home alone, this storm would be freaking me out. But here with you, I feel safe and cozy.” She leaned forward and kissed my chest before meeting my gaze again. “Plus we have nothing else to do besides concentrate on each other.”

      “I think I’m gonna like being snowed in,” I said before kissing her again.

      

      
        
        The End
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