




Спасибо, что скачали книгу в бесплатной электронной библиотеке BooksCafe.Net
Все книги автора
Эта же книга в других форматах

Приятного чтения!






Danica Williams



Hot Vacation




Chapter 1


The heat caressed his face as August Lang stepped out of his hotel room to the white sand. Waves crashed over the shore thirty feet away and a child was laughing further down the beach. There was no rush to do anything. It was a feeling he was slowly falling in love with.
He headed in the general direction of the little cantina he’d found the day before that served the best tacos and coldest beer in three miles. Ratty leather sandals, cargo shorts, and t-shirts were the only attire he’d allowed himself on this trip. It felt damn good not to be wearing a suit and tie.
It was clear, blue, and for once he didn’t have a fucking headache. He’d left his headache behind in Boston; otherwise known as his ex-wife Madeline. With a grimace, he pushed her from his mind. Violently. There was no room for her here, his first vacation in over a decade. His only vacation since he’d married her after college that wasn’t a miserable excuse for her to shop.
He was doing it again. He had to admit, at least to himself, that he wasn’t getting past the anger. Ten years of his life, nine as the lawful husband of a woman so self-absorbed, there were times she didn’t acknowledge other people in the same room with her. Like him. In their home. So much time wasted and he couldn’t figure out why.
Why had he signed his life over to her? He’d disconnected from everything he once knew about himself. Why had he allowed her the freedom to dictate whether or not they would be having children? They hadn’t. Whether they would spend Christmas with his parents, as their only son, or skiing in Switzerland? He’d spent upwards of fifteen grand on that little getaway and it had broken his mother’s heart.
And when he’d walked in on her having sex with her ex-boyfriend from college, why had he allowed her to be offended that he had invaded her privacy? He’d walked away, called his attorney, and packed a bag.
An hour later, she’d come from her bedroom on the other side of the house (another idea of hers that should have freaked him the fuck out) and calmly reminded him about a charity event they had to attend that evening.
Just as calmly, he’d told her to go fuck herself.
Six months followed of haggling over every dime, every stick of furniture, every knick-knack. His shark of an attorney hadn’t let her have anything easily. August had remained faithful. Madeline had not. It wasn’t even that he cared about any of it. It was baggage. Mostly shit she’d bought for far more than it was worth to show her friends how much money they (he) had.
He just didn’t want that bitch to get it. Had she been awarded the house, he feared he might have burned it down.
Instead, he’d escaped her cold claws for two million in cool cash and a fuck you very much. She’d walked with her personal clothes, jewelry, and the thirty pieces of tacky art her college boyfriend, the artist, had been giving her for six of the years they’d been married. A shit painting for each time they found to be together.
No wonder she’d completely cut him off years ago. He’d even considered having an affair more than once but just didn’t have it in him. His parents had been married for almost forty years and were still in love. It was a hard standard to live up to and he obviously hadn’t even tried with Madeline.
Taking a deep breath, he trudged up the narrow path lined with red clay pots overflowing with flowers to the patio entrance of Lagarto Loco. It meant the crazy lizard but was quiet inside the shaded space. He settled with a sense of relief at one of the tables looking out over the ocean. It calmed him, being here. He felt the tension draining away, the warm air seeming to fill up the empty space his marriage left behind.
Time moved differently here and it was several minutes before a voice at his elbow drew his attention from the waves. “Hola, senor.” He turned and found himself on eye level with a beautiful pair of breasts. Quickly raising his gaze, he didn’t miss the sparkle of amusement in the waitress’s eyes. They were dark chocolate with a hint of amber highlight. Calm eyes, like this place he’d become so fond of, but seemed far older than her twenty-something age.
“Hello,” he returned blankly. He felt a blush creeping up the back of his neck and wanted to kick himself. He hadn’t blushed since he’d stolen his first kiss in fourth grade.
“Ingles?” Her voice was sultry and warm like the air. He nodded and she smiled. Her teeth were very white and straight. It was dramatic against her toasted skin and pillowy-soft lips. Some would have called her chubby, Madeline would have insisted she was fat, but her curves seemed just right to August. Lush. Like a woman should be. Like no woman he’d ever allowed himself to have. Long, curling black hair was pulled back from her face. Her accent was strong but her English was perfect, “Very good, sir. What can I get you?”
What a loaded question.
He hated the hoarseness of his voice, knew his reaction to her was stupid and immature. “Spicy tacos. Beans and rice. Dos Equis,” the same thing he’d had yesterday.
“I will also bring you grilled vegetables for your tacos. You will like them. They are good for you, yes?” She smiled and turned away before he could answer, speaking rapid Spanish to the man leaning in the open window of the kitchen, watching them.
August’s eyes were drawn directly to her ass. She had a firm but well-rounded bubble butt in crisp khakis. The bottom edge of her bright white t-shirt flirted across the small of her back leaving a small gap showing caramel skin. Her hair fell just above it and the sway of it and her rear was hypnotic. When she glanced over her shoulder and caught him staring, her eyes widened in surprise and he felt heat slash across his cheekbones. Giving a slight shake of her head, she chuckled and murmured something about men that he couldn’t translate.
He was surprised at his body’s reaction to this woman. It had been years since he’d reacted so physically, so sexually. He had to get himself under control. This shit was embarrassing.
She brought his food a few minutes later and he heard himself ask her name. One side of her lush mouth kicked up and she murmured, “Emiliana Rojo, senor. My friends call me Lily.”
“I’m August. August Lang.” What the hell was he doing?
“A strong name, senor.” Her gaze slid purposefully over him.
He knew his dark blonde hair was shaggier than usual. He hadn’t cared enough to get it cut. A good face, his mother would say. Women often told him his dark green eyes surrounded by long lashes were his best feature but he knew his body always pleased them as well. He was six-one and corded from hours spent on the climbing machine he kept in his office. Since his initial confrontation with Madeline, he’d used it to work out his anger and mounting sexual frustration.
“How long have you been in Puerto Vallarta, senor?”
The melody of her voice flowed over him and it took a moment to answer. Clearing his throat, he said, “Three weeks.”
Nodding, she perched in the chair across from him. “You are running from something, yes?”
“Running? No. No, not at all.”
Resting her chin on her hand, she motioned to the food. “Eat, senor. Food is very healing. I have seen many like you come here. Many come to heal. You came to hide, I think.” She seemed to notice the tightening of his features and smiled again, “You misunderstand me, senor. I do not mean cowardly hiding. Often, we must step back from a bad time, a bad person, and settle down, yes? Before we can deal with what comes after.”
Strangely, her words struck something inside him. “What comes after, Lily?” He hardly recognized his own voice.
A light shrug of her gently rounded shoulders, then, “Only you know, August Lang. Maybe you start fresh or you fix what was broken. Or,” she paused as she stood, patting his hand that sat clenched on the scarred wood table, “you allow the bad, the anger or sadness, to hold you prisoner and it colors the rest of your life.”
“I can’t fix it.” He hadn’t realized he’d turned his hand to hold her fingers. “I don’t want to fix it but I am angry. So angry.”
Sliding her hand more fully into his, she whispered, “Then you may as well be still in the bad place. Your anger keeps it new, raw like a wound you keep opening.” Removing her hand, she squeezed his shoulder and headed back to the kitchen, adding, “Eat, August Lang. Soak in the smell of the ocean, the warmth of the air, and enjoy the best tacos in Puerto Vallarta. Try not to think too hard, yes?”
Thirty minutes later, he’d finished his food and sat staring out over the water, replaying Lily’s words in his mind while he sipped his second beer. That a stranger saw him so clearly was unnerving. He didn’t like it but he couldn’t deny what she’d said.
He was so angry it was like still being married to Madeline. She’d kept him off-balance and frustrated from the beginning and he’d let her. Except for the divorce proceedings, he hadn’t spent time with her in almost eight months. Why was he still so furious? It wasn’t as if his heart was broken. Theirs had never been a great love story, more like a business merger.
From the corner of his eye, he watched Lily wait on other customers, talking to all of them and making them smile. She touched often, patting a hand, ruffling a young boy’s hair, giving a kiss to an elderly man who seemed to know her well. August had never met anyone like her. She was so…relaxed. Free in a way he had never been.
He was so hard for her, it bordered on painful.
He lost track of her for a moment and she appeared at his side holding a basket of pastry that smelled of honey and cinnamon. “Something sweet, August. To remind you that it still exists.” She took a seat again and stared at him for a long moment. The stocky cook came and placed a plate in front of her. She thanked him and they spoke too quickly for August to have a hope of following along. The man didn’t seem happy.
When the man returned to the kitchen, she put together tacos and ate daintily. “Is everything alright? I don’t want to get you fired, Lily.”
Her laugh washed over him warmly as she said, “Marcio is my brother, August. He cannot fire me and he would not since I do most of the cooking in the morning.” Sipping a glass of water, she ate quietly for several minutes and August suddenly realized he’d never just sat quietly with a woman without awkwardness. This seemed…natural. “He does not like me talking to male tourists.”
“Why not?”
“August Lang, my last relationship was six years ago. A man much like yourself came here to heal, he said his wife had left him with a broken heart. He was here for a month. Enough time for his wife to arrive. He’d lost a lot of money in Las Vegas and came here to hide. She had not left him as he claimed. I was happy when he left and very angry.”
Feeling like the air was being sucked from the room, August asked, “How old were you?”
“Nineteen. Young, yes, but I should have known better.” She shrugged her shoulders and gave him one of her warm smiles. “I am not bitter but I naturally avoid falling into the same trap.” Her fingertip traced the condensation on the side of her glass, the silence stretching out until she met his eyes again. “Three months after he left, I found out I was pregnant. My daughter is five now, August. I am familiar with the consequences of giving in to what feels good.”
Leaning forward, she whispered, “You will leave, August, and go back to your life. I’m no longer a young girl and I would like to spend time with you while you are here. Catriona is staying with her grandmother up the coast this week.”
“Can you come with me now?” he asked her, shocked at the need pounding through his voice. She nodded and he gave her money for lunch. When she returned from the back, her narrow apron was gone and a small pouch-like bag was slung over her shoulder. Holding his hand out, she took it and let him lead her outside.


Chapter 2


He didn’t rush but August realized he moved much faster back to his small cabana than he had going to lunch. He never let go of her hand. Now that they were both standing, he realized she was around five-five, maybe a little less, and it made him feel more masculine than ever in his life. All of his reactions to her were strong, none of them familiar.
They stepped from the sand to the back porch and he didn’t slow down. Opening the door, tugging her inside and quickly locked it before trapping her body against the wall with his and cupping her face in his hands.
“Why me, Lily?”
“I recognize your wounds,” she said quietly.
Their first kiss was unlike anything he’d experienced in his life. She tasted so clean, a hint of lime from the water earlier, an undertone of almost brown sugar that made his brain stutter in his skull. Never had a woman’s mouth seemed to fit him so well. His cock throbbed against the zipper of his cargos, restricted and aching to get inside her. Her small hands were on his stomach, beneath his t-shirt, and the contact jolted him like an electric current.
Desperate to feel her skin-to-skin, he yanked his shirt over his head before sliding his palms under hers and soaking up the silken warmth that was Lily. When the soft material disappeared behind him, he was shocked to stillness at the sight of her full, perfect breasts in a demure white lace bra. Hard nipples stabbed against the material as if trying to get closer and August bent his head to suck one through the fabric.
Upper body arching to him, her fingers clenching in his hair, she whispered his name. The single word an accented sigh in the quiet. His hands moved everywhere, needing to strip her, to touch her as he continued suckling first one nipple then the other. Lily’s bra was the last piece of clothing he took from her and the dusky rose nipples hardened impossibly further under his gaze. Her teeth held her full lower lip captive, as if she fought to be quiet.
She was deliciously rounded, soft, every inch of her skin the same golden brown. Strands of her hair curled over her shoulders and teased her breasts; the trimmed curls shielding her pussy were the same silken black. When she moved her hands up as if to cover herself, he stopped her. “No. Please, Lily. Let me look. You’re so beautiful.”
The urge to take her had his blood pounding in his temples and groin until he wondered if she could hear it. “I haven’t had sex in years, Lily. I need you too much.” His eyes lifted to hers and she smiled shyly.
“If you’re worried about me, please don’t be. I imagine the first time will be quick for both of us. I’ve only had one lover and it was long ago. This is…un comienzo fresco, yes? A fresh start?”
Her words scared him, made him wonder if she was looking for more than he was willing or able to give. He stilled and she noticed, giving him a soft smile. “Do not worry, August Lang. You will not stay, I will not go. I expect nothing. You are like my…eh, the reset button, yes? We help each other move past the things that hurt us.”
For the first time in a long time, he exhaled and didn’t feel the pressure of his life and the consequences of his choices so painfully. All he could say was, “I’m sorry, Lily.”
“Never sorry.” She cupped his face in her small hands and pulled him to her lips. “Just don’t stop. Do not stop, August.”
She popped the button off his shorts in her haste to get them off his body and he grinned. Then she was sinking to her knees, taking his clothing with her until she was settled on her heels with his cock thick and hard in front of her. She kissed the tip, her small pink tongue peeking out to lave the drop of fluid slicked there. He felt the shudder through his entire body. When she took him to the back of her throat, he almost fell, slamming both palms flat to the wall behind her.
“Sweet God, Lily.”
She whimpered around his thickness and he watched as she eased back leaving half his dick shiny with the moist heat of her mouth. Her rhythm was steady and skilled. Using her hands, she cupped his balls and stroked the half of his cock she couldn’t take. It was when her eyes flicked up to meet his with a low moan that he almost lost control. “Yes. It’s so good, Lily. So good.”
Her mouth around his dick was one of the most intense visuals he’d ever seen. Her chocolate brown eyes darkened in pleasure and hunger. “I don’t want to come in your mouth, Lily.” He moved to pull away and she gripped the back of his thighs. “I can’t, Lily. I’m on the edge. I’ll thrust. I could hurt you.”
She held him harder, pulling him more firmly against her and his groan bounced off the wall in front of him. Then his hands were in her hair, tightening against her scalp, as he held her still and began to thrust slow and steady. “Lily. Fuck, Lily, it’s so good. Breathe, baby. Yes. Like that. Just relax.” One of her hands moved up between his thighs and cupped his balls. His legs almost gave out, he was hanging on to his control by a thread.
Then she squeezed at the same time she tightened her suction. “Fuck. I’m coming, Lily. Oh god, yes. Yes!” He watched her as he continued to stroke between her lips, watched her determination to swallow everything he pumped into her, still sucking. A hard shudder rolled up his spine and he swore he came again.
For a long time, they remained where they were. She was still softly sucking; he continued to thrust gently, his cock still half hard and wanting her. His stroked her cheek and whispered, “You are so beautiful, Lily. Thank you.” Then he pulled from her lips and bent to lift her off the floor. “And now, pretty girl, it’s your turn.” He spun with her, laying her over the dining table a few feet away, and pulled up a chair. She lifted to her elbows to watch him as he pulled her leg up to rest on his shoulder.
The hair covering her mons was trim but long enough to still be silky soft. He took his time petting her, breathing in the scent of her arousal. She was sunshine and musk, all woman, and his mouth watered to taste her.
Forcing himself to go slow, he dragged one finger between the saturated folds of her pussy, amazed at how wet she’d become from sucking him. Her clit peaked out, hard and bright pink, begging for his tongue. Using just the pads of two fingers, he circled the little nub, watching her face as she tensed in pleasure. When he leaned to kiss it, she sucked air in hard and her head fell back on her shoulders, long hair swishing over the wood beneath her. “So responsive, Lily. I like that.” He leaned forward, one hand sliding up her torso and cupping a full breast. Her nipple was stiff against his palm and he took his time rolling it between his fingers as he planted more kisses along her labia.
“August. Please, August.” Her voice was breathy, low. He was already almost fully hard again. For her.
He settled in to eat her as if starved. Dragging the flat of his tongue from her pussy up to her clit before circling it and giving it a little suck. A slow rhythm to show her he was in no hurry and would let her come when he was good and ready. In three minutes, her entire body was trembling. After five, she was clutching his hair and moaning as she tried to get closer, to guide the pressure of his mouth exactly where she needed it. After ten minutes, she started begging.
When she switched to Spanish, he slid two fingers deep inside her pussy and sucked on her sweet little clit hard. She exploded, shouting, “Ah mi dios, August. No pare, por favor, no para.” As if he had any intention of stopping when the taste of her sweet come was flooding his fingers and slicking his face. Her hips ground up toward him as her cries turned to whimpers and finally to gasping.
Her torso dropped back to the table but one hand remained in his hair, brushing it back from his forehead as the last of her orgasm drained away. He gave her clit a final kiss and pulled his fingers from inside her. Rising, he bent over her, holding himself up by one arm as he traced her lips with her own essence before claiming them in a brutal kiss.
He notched his cock against her throbbing entrance and she started to raise her legs to his waist to pull him to her when she went still. “Condom, August. Hurry.”
How the fuck had he almost forgotten a condom?
Leaving her splayed on his table, he snatched up his shorts and found the condom in his wallet. Rolling it on impatiently, he moved back to her, slipping just the thick head of his dick inside. Locking his palms beneath her shoulders, he slammed more than halfway home in the first thrust. She screamed, her body arching. Without hesitation, he pulled back and gave another thrust, pushing until he was buried to his balls.
“Fuck, you’re so tight, Lily. You’re milking my dick so hard.” He stared down at her face for a long moment, his body still, and whispered, “Did I hurt you?”
She shook her head with a small smile, “Only in a good way.” Slicking her hands down his back, she rubbed her nipples against his chest. “More, August.” Her legs lifted higher, her heels digging into his ass cheeks and tightening their connection.
Without another word, he went up on both hands and proceeded to pound into her again, and again, and again until she was panting, screaming, sweat running into her hair and down her body. Sweat from both of them.
The first orgasm left his back with crescent indentations from her nails. Her honey flowed over him and he forced himself to keep going, to fight the tightening of his balls long enough to give her one more.
The second climax locked every muscle in her body and she sank her teeth into his shoulder almost hard enough to draw blood. The sensation was so strong nothing could have held him in check. His come spurt from the head of his dick so hard he worried about the condom, stream after stream as if he hadn’t just come an hour before. His name was an accented song whispered over and over from her lips, almost a sob.
He lowered himself to her, wrapping his arms around her and burying his face in her neck. “Thank you, Lily. You’re amazing.” Her fingers raked through the hair at the base of his neck but she said nothing, simply held him back. As he began to soften, he pulled her up and into his lap as he sat in the chair. Her head collapsed to his chest and she left her hands on his waist.
When he knew he could stand with her without falling, he did. Carrying her through the small bedroom, he pulled out and set her on her feet. After disposing of the condom, he turned on the shower and when it was ready, he guided her inside.
For a long time, they simply stood silently under the water. Lily seemed shy and August felt like he’d been hit by a truck. Never had sex been like that for him. As if he’d lost himself inside a woman’s body and connected with her somehow. He was overwhelmed and he didn’t like it. He didn’t need complications. He certainly didn’t need another relationship.
Into the quiet, Lily asked, “When do you leave, August?”
The question was like a punch to his sternum, as if she could read the thoughts in his head. Clearing his throat, he said, “Three days.”
She said nothing, just nodded and kissed his pec before stepping back to wet her hair. He watched as she washed it, then her body, and realized he and his ex-wife had never showered together in all the years they’d been married. When she was done, she stepped out to the small bath rug and began to dry off. He quickly washed and when he was dry, he wrapped a towel around his waist and went in search of her.
Nothing prepared him for the sight of her slipping her feet into her sandals, fully dressed again by his front door. Before he could say anything, she stepped close and kissed his jaw. “Gracias por la hermosa tarde, August. For the beautiful afternoon. I will not forget it. Or you.” Going up on tiptoe, she left a fragile kiss on his lips and slipped through the door before he could wrap his mind around her words.


Chapter 3


August didn’t follow her. The next day, he returned to the cantina and Marcio told him she wouldn’t be in. Still, he lingered over his food and drank several more beers than he usually did. Part of him knew he was waiting to see if Lily would appear.
She didn’t.
What he didn’t understand was the irrational anger he felt about it. He was the one who’d set boundaries. She was adhering to them at his request, his insistence, really.
She wasn’t there again the day before he was to leave and this time he left her a note asking her to call him or let him take her to dinner before he left. There was no response and he wondered at his rising panic that he’d leave Puerto Vallarta without ever seeing her again.
The morning of his flight, he considered delaying it but forced himself to pack instead. He sat down at the table where he’d taken her…he hadn’t even been considerate enough to fuck her on a bed he belatedly realized…and wrote her a letter.
Lily,
I enjoyed meeting you, talking to you. The time we spent
together will remain with me for the rest of my life. It filled
up a hollow place inside me that I thought would always be
empty. Thank you for that.

If you ever want to talk, or if you ever visit the States,
my contact information is below. I don’t have any other
information about you except the bar but I’ll write you there.

I’m sorry if I hurt you. That was never my intention.
August
The cab arrived and he dropped the letter off at the restaurant where Lily still had not appeared. There was no more time. His real life waited for him in Boston. First, he was stopping to visit his parents in Miami. His fourth such trip since his separation and divorce from Madeline. He had a lot to make up for.
His mother picked him up from the airport, insisting as she always did that she loved having every moment possible with him and a taxi wasn’t necessary. As he waited for his luggage, she appeared beside him, pulling him into a tight hug. “Mom, you didn’t have to park and come in.”
She was small and slender, a blond-haired, blue-eyed beauty. The light of his father’s life. “Don’t be ridiculous. I wanted to see you as soon as possible.” She stepped back, holding him at arm’s length, and smiled, “You look wonderful, darling. That trip was just what you needed.”
“Thanks. I think so, too.”
Grabbing his suitcase from the carousel, he held out his arm to her and she took it with a mini hug. “I’ve missed you. Tell me how you’ve been. What did you do while you were away?”
“I…” his voice trailed off as the only thought that entered his mind from three weeks in another country was about Lily. “Nothing. I hung out, ate, and drank beer.”
“No ladies? Really? I can hardly believe that. You have that look,” she told him smugly.
“What look?” Even he could hear the trepidation in his voice so it was doubtful his all-knowing mother missed it.
She smiled, waiting until they crossed the street to the parking garage before she answered. “You look like a man who’s had sex with a woman he didn’t see coming. The kind of woman who shook up all your carefully laid plans and made you question everything you’ve ever wanted. That look, August darling.”
He said nothing because he wasn’t certain what would come out of his mouth. Instead, he opened her door for her and took his time putting on his seatbelt.
“It isn’t going to work, August. It didn’t work when I asked you about drinking at that party when you were fifteen, it won’t work now.” She turned to him as she slid her sunglasses on and smiled. “Fair warning.” Then she put the car in gear.
Spending time with his parents reminded him about the truly wonderful life they’d given him. They were wealthy because of hard work. They’d made him wealthy by investing his inheritance and trust funds before he was old enough to drive. Most importantly, they saw him and they heard him. After years of Madeline’s complete lack of interest, he soaked up their attention like a small child.
His mother was a fantastic cook; his father could hold a conversation about anything and everything. August had taken over his dad’s company when he graduated college and Daven had retired to Miami with his “sweet little Lana”. After three days of laughing and hanging out, his father asked, “Don’t really care but how’s the business?”
“Good, Dad. I kept an eye on everything remotely while I was in Mexico. You don’t have to worry. I’ll pass that company on to my own children someday…you know, if that miracle ever happens.” Suddenly he was bitter, the anger boiling up out of nowhere at the time wasted.
Daven Lang leaned forward, cutting a look at his wife before focusing on their only child. “I’m going to tell you what I just heard, son. ‘I’m doing what I think you want me to do until I can get my own kids — whom I don’t believe I have a hope in hell of ever having — to take it over.’ That about right, August?”
Eyes widened in surprise, he quickly said, “No, Dad. I like what I do.”
“You’re a bad liar, August. Always have been. I didn’t even like that company but it made a shitload of money so it had that going for it.” He sat back and picked up his spiked lemonade, “Sell it.”
“What? Dad, I’m not going to sell the company you spent your entire life building. No way.”
“August. I worked there; I did what I did to provide a life for my family. I have everything I want right here on this patio. You and your mother matter, August. Not my name on a door I haven’t bothered to even see for almost eight years. Sell it.”
His mother placed her hand over his, “Darling, we’re so glad you got Madeline out of your life. She was poison to your heart and mind. She’s gone now. Sell the company and take a couple of years off. Figure out what you really want to do and make sure you love it. Don’t you know that was all we’ve ever cared about? Dad never expected you to offer to take over the company.”
“We built your fortune so you would have freedom, August. To choose the life that will make you happy. Not to get caught in a repeat of mine.”
They sat for a long time and August stared at the ocean from their condo balcony. It seemed right to tell them, he needed to tell someone. “I met a woman.” Chancing a look at his mother, he wasn’t surprised to see her smile. “She isn’t…what you’re used to seeing me date.”
“What the hell does that mean?” his father demanded.
“I only knew her for six hours. Not enough to connect like I did. She isn’t skinny or well-educated. She has a child by someone else. She’s poor, works in a bar in Mexico.”
His mother’s mouth actually hung open for a moment before she snapped it shut and glared at him, “You are an ass, August David Lang. Don’t you look at me all surprised. This is your life. Do you think we care what color she is or if she has any damned money? Do you think we’re that horrible that we’d judge a woman who was worthy of emotion from you? Because Madeline was all those things you seem to think we expect: skinny, well-educated, rich, and white. She was also one of the coldest bitches I’ve ever known in my life, you never felt a thing for her, and it ended in the only way it could have.”
“This woman make your blood boil, son?” his father demanded.
“I…yeah. Yeah, she does.”
Daven Lang, millionaire businessman who’d been featured numerous times in Forbes, rolled his eyes like a teenage girl. “And you left her in Mexico? Likely the dumbest thing you’ve done besides marrying the ice princess.”
“I don’t know…I didn’t know if I was ready. I’ve been so angry, felt like shit with wasting the last ten years of my life on a woman who barely tolerated me. I thought we were too different, that you’d be disappointed if I didn’t hook up with a society girl.”
“We care about you, August. Not society. And we barely saw you over those ten years so any woman willing to include your family in her life will be fine with me. I bet we’ll get along like a house on fire.” His mother’s eyes were sparkling.
Daven grumbled, “Alright then. I’ll get the ball rolling on the company. Get that off your neck. Your mother will work on unloading your place in Boston. You should start completely fresh. Puerto Vallarta is as good a place as any to think about your next step.”
His parents stood up and stared at him. Finally, his mother put her hands on her hips and huffed, “Well? What are you waiting for? Move it. I need grandchildren before I’m too wretchedly old to spoil them.” They waited as he stood and she grabbed both his wrists in her small hands. “Is she pretty, August?”
“Beautiful, Mom. She’s absolutely beautiful.
Chapter Four
Two weeks later…
He hadn’t given her any warning he was coming. There was too much of a chance she’d say no. Watching her from the trees across from the cantina, August took her in slowly. She was even more beautiful than he remembered.
She wasn’t smiling. She was friendly, good at her job as he’d seen firsthand. Two weeks ago there had been an inner glow about her, a life he hadn’t seen in many people. Now, she seemed sad. Subdued.
He’d done that. He hadn’t meant to but he’d done it. Now he had to fix it.
When she took a break and stood looking out over the ocean away from foot traffic, he went to her. He heard her give a deep sigh before she dropped her head and shook it.
“Lily?”
She spun so fast she kicked up sand then went completely still. “Ah mi dios…August?” A frown formed between her dark winged brows. “What are you doing here?”
He took a single step toward her and she stiffened. “Did you get my messages? My letter?” The deepening upset on her face would have answered her question but her furious glance at the cantina certainly left no doubt. He took another step closer. “It doesn’t matter. It doesn’t, Lily. The point is: I shouldn’t have left. I should have stayed and waited until I could talk to you. Until I could tell you something.” Walking the last three steps, he stroked the back of his hand down her face. Her eyes drifted shut. “Until I could ask you something.”
“Ask me what, August?”
Nothing was like the sound of her saying his name. “Do you believe in love at first sight?” Her sharp indrawn breath was followed by a slow shake of her head. “Neither do I. What about love at second sight?” The bright smile that broke across her face touched a place inside him that had once been so cold, so isolated, that he’d allowed his entire world to go numb. “I believe, Lily.”
He pulled her to him and his body recognized her. Her warmth, her smell, her touch. His hand slid along the nape of her neck, tilting her face back so he could look into the warmest chocolate eyes he’d ever seen. “I want to meet your family. I want you to let me love you with everything I have in me that I’ve always held back.” Taking his time kissing her, he pulled back reluctantly with a smile and dropped another kiss on the tip of her nose. Resting his forehead against hers, he whispered, “This is what comes after, Lily. This.”
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