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Readers, this entire spin off series is for you!

I hope Slater’s story makes you laugh and fall in love all over again…


Prologue

Slater

Senior Year High School

 

I gripped my backpack and stared in the mirror like I couldn’t recognize the guy staring back at me. I’d grown at least three more inches, had nearly killed my body in order to gain some muscle, going as far as to carry fucking hamburger meat in my pocket so I was constantly eating protein, and wonder of all wonders, I discovered Proactiv.

Because I was officially done being the punching bag.

Crater Face Slater.

That’s what they called me in hushed whispers last year as I went around to get my yearbook signed as if I couldn’t hear every disgusting thing they said about my skin and my scrawny body.

They didn’t know that I went home that night and grabbed a bottle of pills, and stared at them until my mom broke down the bathroom door in tears and pulled me into her arms.

They didn’t know the money we spent on therapy in order to get past the whole negative image I had of myself—the one that my peers put there.

I hated them.

And then I decided that my hate only hurt me.

If I was going to change, it needed to be from the inside out.

I was already All-state track, but I needed a change. So, I started studying meditation, then yoga, and then moved into weightlifting for stress, and well, things progressively got better.

I decided to do internet school for the first two quarters, thinking I didn’t want to return to normal school, and then my mom said something that really impacted me.

She said if I never faced my giants, I never really beat them.

In my heart, I did.

But I needed to prove to myself that I was done.

So, I re-enrolled, grabbed my old blue backpack, shoved in my registration forms for the principal, put on a pair of skinny jeans, a Henley, combat boots, and a black beanie. My caramel-colored hair was long past my ears and dyed with different colors to give it more depth.

One thing that my journey taught me?

Skincare is your god.

And that I had a weird obsession with product.

Sue me.

I took another deep breath as the secretary processed my papers. She kept giving me a wide smile and then flushed when I smiled back with my perfectly straight white teeth and two small dimples.

I knew I was winning when the new Vice Principal walked into the office, choked on her coffee, and then gave me an embarrassed wave before hurrying off and shutting her office door.

The bell rang.

“Here you go, Slater.” Secretary Nancy had always been kind to me. “I hope you have a very good year.”

I grinned. “Oh, I will.”

“Stay out of trouble.”

I laughed. “No fucking promises.”

The best part?

She laughed right along with me.

No detention.

I was going to own the school.

In three.

Two.

One.

Whispers.

And then pointing.

I was used to it now.

Now it was positive.

Not negative.

I walked right up to the biggest bully of them all, Howard Manning, captain of the basketball team, “You still dating Deidre?”

“Uh,” He looked confused. “Um, yeah, who are you?”

Deidre walked right by us.

I grabbed her by the elbow, spun her into my arms, and pressed a searing kiss to her mouth, then pulled away and winked at him. “Not anymore.”

“That was so hot,” Deidre said. “I mean, you’re so hot.”

“Deidre!” Howard clenched his fists.

“Lunch?” I grabbed her hand.

“Yes.” She looked ready to hump my leg, the leg that was easily bigger than Howard’s, and because I had zero fucks to give, I called over my shoulder. “Bro, stop skipping leg day, it shows.”

His friends burst into laughter around him.

And that was how I learned to conquer any foe.

And maybe that’s what blinded me in the first place. Made me forget about my little sister, about her needs, about her struggles. Maybe I would have seen the signs had I been more focused on her instead of me.

That day in high school defined me.

And in the end.

It killed her.


Chapter One

Slater

“If I have to go to one more spring break party, I’m going to shit a brick,” I muttered under my breath while Finn slapped me on the back as if to say you got this.

I so did not have this.

“I think I’m getting old?”

“Is that a question?” Finn grinned over the red Solo cup he held in his hand. As Wingmen Inc’s two remaining guys on campus, we had certain responsibilities.

And since our client list was bursting at the seams with post-holiday breakups, I was exhausted.

Plus, we were two men down. Both Knox and Leo were blissfully in love and working downtown while leaving Finn and me to scramble.

Thankfully, all of our new recruits were getting trained by Wingmen Inc Corporate, which left just Finn and me to help every girl, guy, grandma, and plant feel good about themselves despite what their significant others did to mess them up.

“Statement,” I finally answered, cracking my neck and taking a good look around at all of my peers, red Solo cups in hand, downing alcohol like water while music pounded through the shitty sound system. “How long do we have to stay?”

The living room was filled to the brim with college students, all of them looking like they’d rather party than finish off the school year. There were more crop tops in that room than at an H&M, and my head was spinning with all the smiles from single girls getting shot our way.

We were sitting ducks.

Finn checked his new Rolex. “Few more minutes, I’m supposed to meet my sister; she just transferred.”

My irritation grew. “So why am I here?”

“Buffer.” He glared. “If we stand together, we don’t get approached by girls who think they can change the whole no dating policy Wingmen has.”

At that exact moment, someone walked behind me and squeezed my ass.

“I’m not a piece of meat,” I said through clenched teeth.

“Yeah, tell them that,” Finn pointed to a group of girls giggling in the corner.

Fine, I knew what they saw.

I was just shy of six feet, had a lean, runner’s body, perfectly tousled hair, two small dimples, and tan skin thanks to my half-French heritage. I wasn’t too bulky, and I was smooth everywhere.

And I do mean everywhere.

I was also the sneak attack of our little gig we had going. I made girls comfortable because I could be both the sexiest guy in the room and the best friend they never knew they needed.

Finn, on the other hand, dripped with liquid sex but knew how to turn it on and off at will.

One day he looked like a hot nerd, the next day, you’d think he was auditioning for Magic Mike.

He liked to keep his look unique.

Which was why I asked him on a daily basis if he was in witness protection, annoying the hell out of him and entertaining the hell out of me.

“They’re freshmen, let them stare,” I finally grumbled out. “So, your sister. She hot?”

Finn’s glare could melt hair off my arms—if I had any that was. “Off-limits.”

“Bro, I’m the closest thing you have to family other than your real family, I would never shit where I eat.”

We both winced.

“See? My game’s off! I need sleep! Who says shit and eat in the same sentence!” I let out a groan. Between work and classes, I was ready to sleep for years. Why did I think adding another minor was a good idea? Why?

Finn patted me on the head. “Semester’s almost all over, and then we can join corporate downtown, take on our boring cushy jobs and spend all the money we’ve earned on prostitutes.”

“Wet. Dream,” I said wistfully.

His chuckle was low as he pulled out his cell. “She texted a half-hour ago. I’m going to go out and call her.”

“Do you, bro,” I winked. “Do. You.” I laughed, “Going all protective big brother on her ass?”

He clenched his teeth. “If some guy hits on her…”

“Go.” I jerked my chin toward the door. “It’s too loud in here. Also, if I don’t make it… you can have the PlayStation. Just don’t open up the box under the bed. Burn it.”

“Got it.” We bumped fists, and off he went, leaving me to fend for myself in a sea of horny underclassmen.

Not my favorite thing.

“You look familiar.” A raspy feminine voice came from behind me, causing my hackles to rise as I slowly turned.

She had cropped, rich mocha-colored hair that went just past her chin. It was shiny as hell, making my fingers twitch at my sides. Ah, typical move. Distract the guy with the shiny thing and bam.

I crossed my arms to keep from doing something I knew I would regret and offered her a polite smile. “Sorry, not interested.”

She mimicked my stance and laughed. “I don’t believe I said anything about being interested?”

Aw, the head tilt.

Adorable.

Bad Slater.

Down boy.

“You’re hot, I’ll give you that.” I shrugged. “And brave,” I smirked. “But I’m not the sort of guy that you want to bring home, sweetheart.”

“Even better.”

Huh, she didn’t look like our typical client.

For one thing, she was too confident. She looked like the type of girl who would eat you alive, spit you out, then do it again just for entertainment purposes.

“You a clinger?” I asked.

One shoulder lifted and fell in a casual shrug. “Not unless I’m being picked up and slammed against the nearest wall.” She took a step forward. “No.”

My eyebrows shot up. “You speaking from experience or fantasy, little freshman?”

“Sophomore,” she corrected me. “And you tell me.”

She was close enough that I could see flecks of gold in her hazel eyes. She was on the short side, but her body was all curves, the kind that a guy liked to touch—often.

Her red leather jacket offset her ripped skinny jeans and combat boots.

Ballbuster.

I’d been so busy fixing broken hearts, I’d forgotten how good it felt to have a challenge just drop itself right in my lap.

“There’s rules for this sort of thing, you know,” I teased, reaching out and tucking her hair behind her ear, much to the dismay of the whiney girls in the corner, who had trouble hiding their disappointment. I cupped cute girl’s chin and turned her head from left to right. “You don’t look like you follow rules well.”

“I guess it depends on who’s making them, hm?” Her smile was bright, and then those intense hazel eyes locked onto my mouth. “No names, just one nice little make-out session and if you want, I’ll let you touch my—”

“You won’t let me do anything. I’ll take what I want, in front of a room full of people, and you’ll like it.” I dropped my hand. “Those are the rules.”

She swallowed, drawing attention to her neck, and then her hands were pressed against my chest. “I’m down.”

“You may regret that once you find out who I am.”

“Doubtful.” She winked.

“Your funeral.” I tilted her chin toward me, slowly lowering my head until I pressed a searing open-mouth kiss against her soft lips. She moaned into my mouth, twisting her hands around my neck, tugging me down harder.

I pulled away, only to have her jerk me closer.

I loved it way too much, lifting her into the air by her ass as I whispered in her ear, “This is the part where you cling, sophomore.”

“Noted.” She hooked her ankles around my hips and fused her mouth to mine as I walked us toward the wall by the door. People were too drunk to care that we were making out, and it wasn’t like I was openly dating anyone.

I was just doing what I do best as a Pleasure Pony.

Getting mine.

Damn, it had been a while.

I forgot how good it felt to rub up against someone, to feel sparks fly while your heart slammed excitedly against your ribs. My blood heated as her tongue fought mine for dominance.

God, I wanted to devour her.

I groaned, digging my hands into her hair as she rocked against me, damn, right where I wanted her.

I wasn’t just aroused.

I was full-on ready to pin her against that wall and apologize for it after we both got off.

Mouth bruised, she pulled back, sucking in air while her chest heaved up and down. I slid a hand inside her jacket and cupped a breast.

Her eyes flashed.

And then a hand was on my shoulder.

And I was getting jerked away.

“The hell!” I roared, trying to set her on the floor.

A fist came flying.

I dropped to the ground in a blur, then scrambled to get to my feet, only to see the guy on the other side of that fist was my best friend.

“Finn?” I groaned. “What the hell is wrong with you?”

“You promised!” he roared.

“That I wouldn’t make out with a complete stranger?” I grinned. “You jealous, bro?”

“Ewwwwww,” The girl who I’d just assaulted with my mouth made a face. “He’s my brother.”

“Your…” I pointed at her, then at him, then back at her, then decided to just lay back against the ground and allow the lower classmen to trample me to death. “Maybe lead with that next time!”

“I did say you looked familiar.” She grinned.

“Holy shit! Did you know?” I was ready to shake her!

“Guess you’ll never find out.” She sent me another of her winks then turned to Finn. “You were late.”

“We’ve been here for forty-five minutes.”

“I was in the kitchen.” She shot me a look before patting him on the arm. “Mom has some boxes for you. Want me to drop them off tonight or—”

“Yeah, whatever. Sure.” A nervous look flashed across Finn’s face before he turned a murderous glare in my direction. “Never touch her again. Off-limits.”

I held up my hands. “Like I would even breathe in her direction if I knew!”

Something crossed her face before she glanced away. “So, I’ll just stop by in an hour or so?”

“You’ll stop by now.” Finn’s expression held no amusement. “Party’s over, and I don’t want to have to see you kissing any other asshole.”

“Still here,” I grumbled, getting to my feet.

“Out of all the shitheads in here, you picked him?” Finn wondered out loud.

“I can hear you.” I rolled my eyes.

“I mean, really.” Finn just wouldn’t let it go. “You had your choice of—”

“Can you be done now?” I interrupted. “Let’s get your sister home and away from Danny the Dickless.”

“Wait, what? Who?” Her eyes widened.

“Was his nickname in high school until plastic surgery, keep up.” I winked at her then wished I could take it back when Finn shot me another glare. “Son of a bitch, Finn, you know I can’t just turn it off!”

“Try,” he ground out through clenched teeth.

“I bet you were buckets of fun during her senior prom,” I teased.

His sister burst out laughing, then shot me a saucy grin over her shoulder. “You know, I’m not eighteen anymore. He has about as much control over who I date as our dad has over how much Mom spends on shoes.”

“Not taking the bait.” I shook my head. “You had your fun, congrats, but look for your thrills elsewhere, underclassman. Besides, you can’t really handle one of the Pleasure Ponies, least of all, me.” I knew I was probably hurting her feelings, but damn, it was Finn’s sister!

His blood!

No, just no.

It didn’t matter how good she’d felt pressed against me.

Or how hot it had been to hear her soft sighs of pleasure.

Or the fact that she rocked that body against my erection like she was trying to get off.

NOPE.

Didn’t matter at all.

Not one bit.

I let out a rough exhale as Finn, his sister, and I made our way to the street.

She stopped at a red Benz and unlocked it. “Want me to drive you guys?”

“Just say no, man,” Finn said under his breath. “It’s safer for you to walk back to the dorms high, drunk, and without your contacts in.”

“My contacts are in, and I’m neither high nor drunk.”

“Right, but you’ll wish you were if you get in that car.” Finn shuddered.

“We’ll walk,” I answered for both of us.

“Suit yourself.” She grinned and got in, then took off so fast that I felt a breeze pick up, only to see her swerve away from a mailbox.

“Huh.” I laughed. “I think we found someone who drives worse than my grandma.”

He shoved me into the street.

Then did it again every time I tried to walk on the sidewalk.

For the next mile.

When we finally reached the dorms, I just stayed on the street.

“Never again.” Finn didn’t even look at me. “You touch her and consider this friendship over.”

“Do you know me at all?” I asked softly. “You know how much my sister meant to me. I would never—”

“Shit.” Finn stopped walking. “I’m sorry, man, I wasn’t thinking. I know it’s still hard, and here I am—”

“Hey.” I patted him on the back. “I’m sorry it was an honest mistake. I’ll leave her alone and find my fun elsewhere.”

“Good.” He sighed heavily as we both watched his sister park her car in two spots, somehow sideways. “Shit, she’s a handful.”

“You think?” I frowned. “She seems… a bit… extra.”

“She’s more than a bit extra,” he grumbled. “She’s a pain in my ass.”

The she in question waved us over and opened her trunk. Two brown boxes were all taped up with Finn written in large black marker on top. “It’s just these two, brother dearest.”

Finn shook his head and grabbed one while I grabbed the other.

She locked the door and followed us toward the dorm. I wasn’t sure if Finn cared that his sister was trotting after us in her combat boots with a grin on her face that said she knew something we didn’t.

Interesting.

We took the elevator.

He glared at her when she stepped in.

“Do you live in these dorms?” I was almost afraid to ask the question.

“Yup.” She popped the p like she was chewing gum.

Finn’s face slowly paled. “What, um, floor?”

“This one.” The doors opened to our floor.

We all got out.

Dread trickled down my spine as we made the way to our suite.

“Well…” I found my voice. “Have a good night!”

“You too,” she said, all bubbly, stopping in front of our suite door and shoving her key in the lock.

Please don’t turn.

Please don’t turn.

It fucking turned.

I gave Finn a panicked look, but he was white as a sheet, and then he shot me a please fix this look!

We all walked in.

She went to the fridge—OUR fridge—and pulled out a soda.

I bought those sodas.

All of them.

She was drinking our soda!

Why the hell was I fixating on the soda and not the part where some of it slid past her lips and ran down her neck.

Off-limits.

Bad.

I cleared my throat. “That’s not your soda.”

Ah, good one, Slater. Wayta protect what’s yours!

“I know.” She set the Diet Coke down on the table and winked. “But I was thirsty, all that… kissing.”

“Fuck.” I wiped my hands down my face. “You’re a nightmare, and I’ve known you minutes!”

“Thank you.” She curtsied. Curtsied!

“Seriously, the jokes over.” Finn dropped his box on the floor. “I don’t know how the hell you got a key to our suite, but you gotta go.”

“Because,” she said with a wicked glint in her eyes. “I live here too. Transfer, remember? And last minute, so they didn’t have many places on campus. I had Daddy make a call and look what we have here!” She made her way to the empty room across the hall, my old room.

No.

Hell no.

She put her key in and opened it.

And all I saw was a white down comforter and boxes. Moving boxes.

Both Finn and I took a giant step back.

Every brain cell in my body froze and screamed at the same time: Red alert, red alert!

Because how the hell was I supposed to stay away from her when she was across the hall? Sleeping? Flirting?

Finn glared and then pointed a finger in her direction. “Stay on your side. I mean it!”

She burst out laughing. “Yeah, okay, and I’ll make sure that I mark my toys with my name, so you don’t accidentally use them. Then again, it’s not like you need a vibrator.”

She said that last part while making really intense eye contact with me.

My dick did a little jump.

My head was looking for something to bang against.

Shit.

“Not funny,” Finn said through clenched teeth.

“Wasn’t trying to be.”

“Tatum!” He was across the room in seconds bearing down all his big brother protectiveness like he was getting ready to lock her in her room. “I mean it, you can’t say shit like that around guys.”

She sighed. “You gotta let it go one day, Finn. I know I have.”

“You’re my baby sister. I won’t ever let it go.”

She reached up on her tiptoes and kissed his right cheek then flashed me a grin. “Goodnight, boys.”

I breathed a sigh of relief when the door shut, only to have her open it again. “What was your name?”

Lie. LIE!

“Slater,” I said, tongue thick. “But no need to learn it. You won’t be the one screaming it. Ever.”

Dick move. I’m aware.

She just shrugged and said. “Yeah, we’ll see about that.”

She closed the door before Finn could lunge for her.

And while he yelled more warnings, I went and grabbed her discarded soda and took one long sip.

I didn’t think of her lips.

Or the way she tasted.

Or the way she felt against me.

Much… that was.


Chapter Two

Tatum

He didn’t recognize my voice or me.

How was that even possible?

I’d known exactly who he was the minute he turned those green eyes in my direction and smirked. God, his smirk. There were shrines built in honor of that man’s mouth—there had to be.

I’d only seen him once, and it was from a distance, Finn was having a birthday party at our giant, over-the-top house, and of course me being me, I crashed it. My brother took one look at me in my green bikini and threw me over his shoulder. We’d bumped into a few of his friends on the way out.

Slater was one of them.

His eyes were glued to my ass in a way that had sent a rush of fire to my cheeks, I opened my mouth to introduce myself even though I was ass-up in the air when a girl walked around the corner and pulled him in for a searing kiss.

As Finn carried me away, I heard him say. “Hello to you too.”

I kind of assumed Finn’s friends were just as big of whores; I mean, my brother had women panting after him ever since eight grade! Even if Slater was a player, I didn’t care. I wanted fun this year, I deserved it. And wanted him.

I’d transferred this last semester for exactly that.

Fun.

I’d buried the past year as deep as I emotionally could and was hell-bent on turning over a new leaf.

And Slater was going to be a part of it. Then again, he didn’t realize he’d already had a bigger part than he knew.

I discovered something that I shouldn’t have about myself, about trusting people, something that opened my eyes.

I took a soothing breath. I had a plan of attack.

Give him a taste and drive him crazy, he’d crumble. I mean, he was a guy, a guy who was used to making everyone feel good—except himself.

Hah.

But what if the tables were turned?

And he finally had someone see to all of his needs?

I grinned to myself and quickly changed into a pair of black silk pajama bottoms and matching top. After all, he’d helped me without even realizing it—maybe even saved my life, though I wasn’t sure if I should just come out and say it or make him wait for it, guys like him would wrongly assume I wanted to jump into a relationship when all I really wanted was to escape the horror of the one I’d just been in.

I pulled my short hair back into a clip and then opened my bedroom door so I could go retrieve my half-drunk soda.

Only I found it way more than just half gone when I got out there.

“Are you drinking my soda?” I crossed my arms and shot a pointed stare at his hand.

Slater choked and then glared over the silver can, his eyes flashing in a way that made me want to laugh out loud. “Wasn’t that my line?”

“I sucked it first.” I grinned, earning a disapproving look from him before he set the can down and slowly slid it toward the edge of the counter. “Thank you.”

“Ah, so she does have manners.”

I shrugged. “Manners are boring.”

“You’re trouble.” He wagged his finger at me and shook his head. “Poor Finn, you’re going to land him in prison before he has a chance to graduate.”

I laughed at that. Man, it felt good to laugh. “Yeah well, a little excitement is good for the big bro.”

Slater snorted. “Tell the guy who’s signing up for Krav Maga that…”

My eyes widened. “He didn’t.”

“Wouldn’t put it past him.” Slater flashed me a toothy grin and then walked past me like I didn’t affect him.

Like we hadn’t just been dry humping at a party in someone else’s living room, tasting each other’s tongues, sucking one another dry.

“Wait.” I touched his arm, causing the satin strap of my tank top to slide off my shoulder, exposing a generous amount of side boob.

His eyes darted down and then back up. “Yes, Delilah?”

I scowled. “Very funny.” His skin was warm, his forearm muscular.

“Hey, if the scissors fit.” He grinned. “Forget about me, little girl, I’m not into games, and Finn’s more family than friend.” He slowly pried my fingers away. “So yes, as hot as you look in tiny shorts, I’m not willing to let you take all my strength just so I can see how good you are in bed. Especially since you’re exactly the type I should stay away from.”

“Hot?” I swallowed past the lump of rejection in my throat.

His eyes went sad. “I was going to say the type of girl who just wants attention she probably never got at home.”

I jerked away from him like he’d just slapped me. Tears filled my eyes. Was that how he saw me? Like some petulant child trying to get her way?

“Funny,” I rasped. “And here I thought I was doing a really good job of seducing you.”

“Can’t seduce the jaded, Delilah.”

“My name’s Tatum,” I said through clenched teeth.

“I’m gonna go ahead and stick with Delilah.” A small smile formed across his lips. “For what it’s worth, you are very pretty. I’m sure many guys are tempted—just be careful, all right?”

“I don’t remember asking for two big brothers.”

“Shoulda thought about that before you moved next door, D.” He winked and then shut the door in my face, leaving me furious and deflated all at once.

Had I read him wrong?

Was I going about it all wrong?

Too aggressive?

The rejection stung more than I cared to admit, but on top of that, I was counting on the fact that he would at least be slightly interested.

Interested enough to distract me.

To make the pain go away.

To blot out all the bad memories that seemed to disappear during the day only to come back full force at night.

He didn’t know.

I needed him. Maybe more than he needed me. Because in the end, I knew any friend of Finn’s would die before breaking my heart.

And in Slater’s case—he’d been the one who had unknowingly put it back together again.


Chapter Three

Slater

I slept like shit, wondering what I’d done wrong in the last year that God would punish me this way.

Silk.

Squishy boobs.

Oh God, did I really just say that in my head?

“Why are you moaning?” Finn yawned and sat up in his bed, his hair poked out on all sides. “I mean, should I be worried?”

“Maybe.” I rubbed my eyes. “I did just say squishy boobs in my head, so…”

Finn held out his hands and then squeezed imaginary boobs. I almost choked on my tongue. If he only knew whose boobs I was imagining! Yeah, both of us would be burning in Hell for entirely different reasons.

“Well?” Finn squeezed air again. Worst. Morning. Ever. “I’m thinking you can get away with the boobs part, but squishy reminds me of Sponge Bob…”

“Erections ruined worldwide.” I choked out a laugh. “Send help.”

“Bro, there is some weird shit out there. He may just be the only thing that does it for some.”

Man had a point, I guess…

“Lovely mental picture at seven a.m. Have I told you how much I hate you? No?” Now I was thinking about squishy boobs on Sponge Bob with Tatum’s head on top, and I was still aroused. Shit.

“Cheerios?” He hopped out of bed and grabbed a box then shook it under my nose.

“Maybe,” I grumbled then batted the box away. “What’s the schedule today?”

“We have Megan at nine, and then a one-hour break before Caspian comes in for his usual weekend pep talk.”

I made a face. “Caspian needs to stop dating freshmen.”

“Word,” Finn agreed. “I’m gonna go make some coffee.”

“And I’m gonna go hit the showers.”

“Let me know if the floating hair’s still in stall one.”

I gagged while an involuntary shudder rolled over my body. “Must you?”

He burst out laughing. “Ah, works every time.”

“I hate hair.” Emphasis on the hair part. Hair was supposed to stay on the body, not fall from it, and then try to attach itself to my leg while showering. I made a deliberate gagging noise.

“The world knows, Slater, the world knows. Actually, the entire dorm does.” He released a dark chuckle. “That’s why people keep putting fake wigs in the bathroom.”

I shuddered again. “That’s bullshit!”

“Grow a pair.”

“Got two, thank you very much.” I hopped off my bed, put on my slides, and grabbed my pink caddy and towel. The caddy was a choice brought on by a dare, the towel was an accident brought on by doing my laundry while drunk. I quickly poked my head out the door and breathed a sigh of relief when I noticed that Tatum’s door was still closed, and no light came from underneath the crack. I wasn’t going to have any run-ins with her so soon after dreaming about her boobs.

I shivered and opened the door to our suite then made my way across the hall to the co-ed showers.

Bathrooms were divided by sex, but the showers? It was like they knew we didn’t want to think about girls having to do more than pee in the bathroom but allowed us to keep the fantasy alive that girls pillow fight late into the night and moan in the shower when rubbing body wash up and down their bodies.

I avoided stall one for obvious reasons and set my caddy next to stall two. I hung up my towel and was just reaching inside to turn on the water when the shower next to me turned off.

I heard a short gasp.

And turned.

Delilah in the flesh.

With a tiny bright pink towel covering tiny pale pink things.

I licked my lips.

“I’m too tired to look away, so if you could just pretend that I did the gentlemanly thing, that would be great.” I shrugged and jerked open the shower curtain, ready to strip and jump in, except she hadn’t budged. Slowly I looked to my left. “Are you seriously going to watch me rub my favorite Aveeno body wash up and down my six-pack?”

“Seems fair, since you didn’t look away. I get to watch for at least two seconds.” Her hair was wet, dark, plastered against her skin. She looked so innocent, but I knew the truth, she kissed like a goddess.

Damn it!

And now I was thinking about her kiss.

And her boobs.

Already at half-mast, I just decided to make it fast as I pulled off my pajama bottoms and hung them up.

“Nice pink Avenger towel,” she said.

I paused and looked at her, my completely naked state only enhancing my arousal. “I’m sporting a boner, and you’re fixated on my towel?”

Her smirk nearly killed me. “My eyes always go to the bigger object.”

“Touché.” I glared and wondered if she was messing with me because I was Finn’s friend or because she knew I was off-limits.

She leaned forward, then ran one single finger down my chest. “Might wanna make it a cold one, Samson.”

I gritted my teeth as her fingertip seemed to burn a trail along my skin. “You’re not helping.”

“Is that an invitation?” Her eyebrows shot up like she was down for anything.

“Yes. No.” I groaned. “Just go before your brother comes in here and stabs me with a part of his razor.”

Her cheeks pinked. “Can’t have your death on my hands. Besides, you’ve got more serious problems than that.”

“Yup, and it just keeps… growing.”

“There’s a way to stop that, Slater.” She winked, then honest to God opened her towel for a millisecond, grabbed her caddy, and called over her shoulder. “Just in case you needed something to focus on…”

I nearly tripped getting into the shower. Cursed her to Hell about a billion times when the only vision I had when I gripped myself was her perfect tits.

“Yo!” Finn’s voice sounded about a minute later when I was still busy fantasizing about his sister and gripping myself.

Worst day.

“H-hey,” I rasped, bracing myself against the wall.

The shower turned on.

Thank God he wasn’t going to talk to me.

“Slater, I made you a cup of coffee, just in case, it’s on the counter when you’re finished.”

God, I wish I could finish.

I gripped myself harder, feeling my balls draw up, and then a hand slid into my shower.

What the fuck?

It was a feminine hand.

Her hand.

“Finn, it’s me,” Tatum said in a voice that went straight to my dick. “Did you want me to grab you a sausage breakfast burrito?”

“Sausage?” I mouthed.

Her hand inched across the tile.

I could see part of her face. She was in sweats that hung loose on her body, and her hair was still wet.

She peeked in the shower and winked and then touched my dick, shoving my hand aside and replacing it with hers.

Wrong! It was so wrong.

I put my fist against my mouth and bit.

“Yeah! Sounds good! Love those sausage ones!” Finn yelled back. “Slater, want one?”

“Yes!” I yelled. She pumped my length in her hand, hard, so hard, I moved my hips toward her, as my legs turned to rubber. God, I was going to burn as I moved against her hand, only to have her hand pull away and come back with some of my body wash.

“Someone likes his burritos,” Finn joked. “Thanks, Tatum!”

“I love being helpful!” She was at it again, grabbing me, pumping me dry as I drove into her hand, stopping just short of pulling her into the shower and impaling her against the wall.

God, it would feel so good.

I would grip her breasts with both hands, drive into her from behind, move one hand to pull her hair just hard enough to expose her neck while I kissed the water that slid down it.

“Thanks, Tatum, I know Slater appreciates it too, sorry about last night too.”

“Yup,” I agreed, desperately hoping he didn’t pick up on the tightness in my voice. “Thank you.” A violent shudder exploded through me, and I spilled all over her hand, the shower, the wall. I was making graffiti art with my body. I clamped my jaw closed to keep the low moan in the back of my throat from erupting.

Her hand was gone in an instant.

“No worries, guys.” Was it me, or was her voice different? Filled with lust, maybe? My imagination? “I’ll be right back.”

Footsteps sounded.

And then she was gone.

And I was still trying to catch my breath as guilt descended on me like a choking fog.

Weak. I was so damn weak.

Had I truly lasted less than twenty-four hours?

I wasn’t sure how long I stared at the shower wall, but I made a pact with myself, no matter how tempting… I was done.

I wasn’t playing this game.

Not when a friendship was on the line.


Chapter Four

Tatum

I was shaking by the time I made it back to the dorm room. I didn’t even remember grabbing the breakfast burritos. I only knew that my legs were rubbery, my heart was racing, and my face was still flaming and flushed when I got there and set out the guys’ burritos.

Had I really done that?

Just gotten a complete stranger off?

I had never, in all my life, been that girl.

In fact, that was a large reason why I’d switched schools to begin with because I’d dated a relentless asshole who wanted everyone to believe the worst about me.

He’d wanted to see me naked.

And when I made him wait?

Well, he wasn’t happy.

And because he was jealous and slightly insane, he wanted to make sure I was shunned.

And shunned I was.

I swallowed past the lump in my throat and nearly jumped out of my skin when Finn swung the door open to their room, eyed the burritos on the table, and flashed me a thankful smile. “You’re the best sister ever.”

“I’m your only sister,” I pointed out like I did every time, only to earn a wink from the big bro who I knew girls all over campus would murder each other for.

He was my brother, but that didn’t mean I didn’t see why girls fell all over themselves.

He worked out hard and had a magnetism about him that had stupidly followed him around since he was seven. He’d had his first kiss in our parents’ basement with the sound of Toy Story in the background.

“Slater!” he yelled. “Bro, eat your burrito before Megan gets here!”

“Coming,” Slater said as he stepped into the room and locked his eyes with me.

I expected a smirk.

Not a heated gaze that made me squirm beneath its intensity. I crossed my legs then uncrossed them. He was the reason I ached. He was the reason I had slept like complete crap, frequently waking up and thinking about his hot mouth on mine.

And then this morning, I just… said screw it. I was so done playing by the rules and suffering the consequences anyway.

So, I’d acted.

And now I was the one who felt like a sexually repressed sailor who’d been away from the opposite sex for the last decade.

“Helloooooo.” Finn waved a hand in front of my face. “Could you at least try to hide that look on your face when I’m in the room?” He rolled his eyes. “Damn, and I thought guys were bad about picturing girls naked, and here you are, just peeling his clothes off one by one.”

This time Slater did smirk as he grabbed the other breakfast burrito and waved it in the air. “Thanks for this. I guess that’s how I pay you back? You get a free show, and I get a free burrito?”

It was on the tip of my tongue to say something like, you realize you got more than a free burrito, bud, but then Finn would know, and their friendship would be over, so instead I said, “We’re even.”

Slater’s eyes narrowed like he didn’t believe me.

Finn grabbed his phone and checked it. “Shit, Megan can’t get into the dorm because she forgot her student ID. I’ll go let her in, be right back. Touch my burrito and die.”

He left.

The door shut with a click that might have been heard around the world.

We were alone.

Slater dropped his burrito on the table and stalked toward me. I gulped as he dropped to his knees and then, without asking, dipped his thumbs into my sweats and gingerly tugged them down to my ankles, taking my thong right along with them.

My jaw dropped as he ducked his head between my thighs and made a noise that definitely told me he liked me more than a damn burrito.

I gripped his head with my hands.

This was insane!

My brother could walk in any minute!

I tried to do the math.

Fourth floor.

Elevator could take— “Oh God, don’t stop, don’t, please don’t…” My hips bucked as his tongue slid against me, and then his fingers joined his tongue, and forget math, I couldn’t even remember my stupid name.

“Slater!” I gripped his head while he chuckled against my moist skin.

And then I was gone.

So gone, I saw stars.

He pulled away and swiped his lower lip with his thumb, then whispered, “Now we’re even.”

I couldn’t move as he pulled my sweats back up.

Couldn’t even process what had just happened as he casually got to his feet, walked over to the breakfast bar, and shoved part of the burrito in his mouth.

And when my brother came back into the room five seconds later, I still hadn’t moved.

“All right, let’s do this.” Finn stretched, and I watched as a girl with curly brown hair to die for, and brown skin gave me a small wave and followed them both into their room.

The door clicked shut.

And I wondered how the hell I was ever supposed to get past the best orgasm of my life—given to me by my brother’s business partner and best friend while my brother could have returned at any moment. 


Chapter Five

Slater

I was supposed to be focusing on helping Megan get over her recent breakup. I said all the right things, touched her in a way that a good guy friend touches, and I handed her tissues.

All the tissues.

“I know you guys warned me not to jump into a relationship too soon,” Megan blew her nose. Poor Megan. We did, in fact, warn her, she’d been a client twice before, and both times we told her to stay far away from any guy on the baseball team.

But the baseball team was her catnip.

“But—” She squeezed the tissue in her fist. “He was just so nice!”

“Most guys are when they want something,” I said softly. “And you’re stunning, so worth wanting. So, of course, he was nice.”

She gave me a sad smile. “You always know what to say.”

“It’s my job to know what to say,” I pointed out so she wouldn’t get the wrong idea. We weren’t allowed to date for a reason. “Why don’t you just take a break from dating for a while? Take some Megan time.”

“Great idea,” Finn added, getting to his feet and pulling one of the many gift cards Wingmen Inc gave to us for clients from his desk. “Use this for a free ninety-minute massage.”

Fresh tears slid down her cheeks. “You guys are too nice.”

“You deserve nice, Megan.” Finn handed her the card and squeezed her denim-clad thigh. “Remember your worth. It’s a hell of a lot more than Bobby Weizer the second.”

She burst out laughing. “He hates his full name.”

“He should,” I added and then winked. “All right, we need you to stay on track this time, why don’t we schedule you out for the next five weeks and then we’ll see where we’re at. Being single for a while will help you remember what you love the most about yourself so that when you’re with someone who’s truly a good match, you’ll know who you are the minute you enter into a partnership.”

She sighed. “Thanks, guys.”

I pulled her in for a hug, my mouth still buzzing from its meal—and I didn’t mean the burrito,

Guilt pounded into my chest.

I was an asshole, just like Bobby.

But something about the way Tatum’s gaze had burned into mine.

And then that idiot Finn had left us alone like the tension in the room wasn’t enough to set the couch on fire.

Megan squeezed me a bit tight then, honest to God, smelled my neck. It wasn’t the first time, and it wouldn’t be the last, but if she knew the direction of my thoughts… mainly Tatum, she’d realize she didn’t stand a chance in hell even if I could date.

Shit.

Finn could never know.

It had been a one-time thing.

Like a thank you for your services.

My smile felt strained when Megan finally did leave.

Finn shut the door quietly. “Out with it.” It was just the two of us in that too small room, and as guilt-ridden as I was, it had to be written all over my face.

Hell, a bead of sweat ran down my back. “What?”

“You’ve been acting weird ever since your Sponge Bob boob dream.”

I groaned. “Can we please not call it that?”

He shrugged. “What? It’s true.”

I wiped my hands down my face then ran my hands through my overly long hair. It was short on the sides but long on top, giving me a bit of a rocker look.

“You’re playing with your hair. It’s your tell,” Finn pointed out. “So, what did you do?”

“Fooled around,” I blurted. “I fooled around.”

“I knew it!” He threw a pencil at me. “Hey, whatever as long as you’re not dating, scratch that itch my man…”

I winced. “Yeah, about that…”

“As long as the person scratching isn’t my sister, we’re cool.”

It was on the tip of my tongue to tell him, but then I’d be throwing both of us under the bus. Plus, how would that conversation even go?

So, while talking about sausage, she was stroking mine with body wash that will forever make me permanently erect?

“Received that message loud and clear last night,” I said with bravado that was so fake I wanted to cringe.

Finn rolled his eyes. “Yeah, I know, and you’re loyal. That’s why I didn’t smother you with your Avenger pillow last night.”

“Ah, how sad, that Thanos would be the last vision I have before meeting Jesus.”

“Cute you think you’re going to Heaven,” Finn teased.

I flipped him off and then reached for my keys. I had to get out of there. I needed air. Fresh air that didn’t smell like burritos or body wash. Or couches that didn’t remind me that I’d had Tatum spread eagle for a few blissful minutes.

Already I felt my dick twitching.

Yeah, yeah, settle down.

“I’m gonna go grab a Starbucks. You want?” I said it as casually as I could while I mentally calculated how I was going to stay away from his sister when I could still taste her on my tongue.

“Nah, man.” He checked his phone and cursed. “Sorry, the parents are driving me crazy.”

His parents were normally more hands-off. In fact, I could count on one hand how many times they’d even called him while at school. I stared at him with a frown. “Why are they suddenly interested in your life?”

He snorted. “Because I get my trust next year, and they want what they can’t have.”

“Meaning?” This was news to me.

“Meaning my grandparents loved me more than they loved my parents, so while my parents were left with a measly seven million, their words not mine, Tatum and I were left with twice that each.”

I whistled. “Geez man, you have a car wash stamp card, and you’re sitting on fourteen mil?”

He just shrugged. “The minute I turn twenty-two. It’s not something I share with people since women are hard enough to deal with here on campus.”

“Yeah, you’re telling me,” I grumbled. “All right, well I’m off, good luck dealing with the poor relations.”

He burst out laughing. “You get me.”

“I really do,” I called over my shoulder and then bolted from my room to the suite door at about the same time Tatum came out.

I didn’t make eye contact, mainly because I didn’t trust myself not to do something stupid.

I quickly left and walked down the hall.

Then heard footsteps behind me.

I pushed the down button on the elevator an aggressive three times before it opened.

And when I stepped in.

So did she.

Her perfume swallowed up that small space like a starved Pacman.

It smelled like burnt honey.

And I was suddenly obsessed.

And currently telling my body to calm the hell down before she assumed my dick responded positively to Mariah Carey elevator music.

The elevator moved at a snail’s pace, opening on floor three, letting a few girls on. They took one look at me and gave tiny waves and winks.

I almost rolled my eyes as Tatum took a step closer to me.

Of course, the elevator stopped on floor two.

Awesome, more girls.

More choking perfume that made my eyes water.

And more laughter in my direction, discreet cell phone usage that appeared to be selfies when I knew they were just taking pictures. After all, I was Slater, one part of the Pleasure Ponies, loaded—though not as much as Finn—and all-around flirt.

God was punishing me, wasn’t he?

I took another step away from the girls as the doors closed.

Tatum moved in front of me.

“I’m using you as a shield,” I whispered, bending close, my tongue darting out of its own accord to trace the top of her ear.

She moved her ass back against me.

I choked out a groan as my dick very impatiently sprang to life like a genie stuck in a lamp that had just been rubbed oh so roughly.

I clenched my teeth as the elevator moved.

And then, because I was punishing myself, I gripped her hips, digging my fingers into her skin as I slowly circled my pelvis and then thrust just once against her ass.

She sagged back against me.

It would be easy, tugging her leggings down.

Fuck, there was something seriously wrong with me!

I didn’t even know her!

And I’d never been so tempted.

Or so hard for that matter.

She reached behind her and palmed the front of my jeans, briefly, like she was searching for an aroused piece of lint, and then dropped her hand.

“We have to stop this,” I whispered behind her.

“Wish I knew how,” she fired back.

The elevator doors opened and closed. Neither of us got out as I slammed my hand against the red button and then pulled her against me.

We met in a frenzied burst of mouths and teeth, I gripped her ass with my hands while she slid against me catching my dick in a very compromising position, my tip ready to make an appearance over the edge of my jeans.

“Stop.” I pulled back, chest heaving. “We have to stop.”

“Why?” Her mouth looked bruised as she reached for me.

I dodged out of the way. “Because that’s all this is, some sort of twisted forbidden attraction. I don’t know you. It’s just lust…” Even as I said it, I knew it felt different, but I needed to end it before I lost my best friend. “It would just be fucking you out of my system, and Finn’s sister deserves more than that.”

Her face paled.

Shit.

“I’ll take the stairs,” I muttered as I hit the red button, and the elevator doors opened once again on the top floor.

I didn’t think about the tears in her eyes that I had put there.

Or the fact that I was the one who had the self-control problem.

I ignored the pain in my gut and the inkling that she was different, that things could be different with her.

Because I knew when the positions had been switched, it took me years to get over it. To get over my sister’s death and my old best friend’s involvement.

He was her everything.

And she lost it all.

It was an obsession.

And I knew how those ended.

Broken hearts, stolen lives.

I jogged down the steps two at a time and made my way out of the building, hating myself the entire walk to my waiting Jeep.


Chapter Six

Tatum

I didn’t speak to him the rest of the day. In fact, I was having trouble breathing normally. My chest ached, and I wanted to throw something, mainly Slater, off a cliff.

Sure, I’d walked into this.

Done it to myself.

Maybe I’d had it all wrong.

Guilt punched me in the chest as I grabbed my phone and quickly sent off a text to him.

UnluckyinLove: Hey, I think I need more Wingmen help.

Slater8: Want me to book you for another digital session?

UnluckyinLove: Just one. You free now?

I wasn’t being completely honest with him. But what else was I supposed to do when I had been going through pure hell at my old school? When I had needed someone who wouldn’t come murder my ex-boyfriend and put his head on a pike? I knew exactly what my brother did for a living. I wore no rose-colored glasses, and since we had no Wingmen team at Seattle Pacific, I did what any smart girl would do.

I did digital text therapy through their insane new app.

And I met Slater. We’d talked on the phone exactly once, during our intro meeting—another reason I thought he’d recognize my voice. Most people did; I had a soft rasp to it.

Slater had no idea I was both, UnluckyinLove as well as the little sister. See, I wasn’t totally crazy. Just kissing a random stranger—technically he was a stranger, but technically I’d also known him or been speaking to him for the last year.

Ah, the guilt came again swiftly, painfully. He had a right to know but after the elevator today? I didn’t really care. In fact, the more I thought about it, the more he deserved to be put through a little hell.

So what? We couldn’t keep our hands off each other, and he decided to insult me as if it was my fault we both have hormones?

Slater8: Sure, what’s going on, beautiful?

I ignored the way my stomach erupted into millions of little butterflies that cheered at the thought of being called beautiful.

Settle down, heart.

UnluckyinLove: As you know, I switched schools after this last year’s catastrophe with my ex… I may have jumped the gun a bit with someone new, and I managed to pick another asshole who just wants to get into my pants—or so he says every time we’re together in order to purposefully hurt me and push me away.

Slater8: ……

I waited, it looked like he was typing, deleting, then typing again.

Slater8: Don’t just give in to a guy because he’s good looking. And let’s be honest, most guys just want sex, especially in college, because most guys are assholes. Why don’t you attempt being friends before jumping the gun?

A smile curved across my lips. If the guy only knew that he was telling the girl he was petrified of, that she should be his buddy.

UnluckyinLove: Can girls and guys ever really be friends?

Slater8: If he’s a true gentleman and worth your time, then yes, they can. Why don’t you try being nice, no ulterior motives, find out his likes, dislikes, see if he’s really a jerk or if there’s something beneath the surface.

UnluckyinLove: And if he’s a surface asshole and it doesn’t change?

Slater8: Then you move on, and you use our dating app to match you with someone who deserves you. Know your worth, okay?

UnluckyinLove: Thanks, Slater.

Slater8: My name could be Eight too… Just saying.

I laughed.

UnluckyinLove: I would feel so ridiculously sorry for you if that was the case, it’s almost as bad as four.

Slater8: Hey, I loved that movie!

UnluckyinLove: YOU would.

Slater8: At the risk of sounding completely unprofessional and getting too personal… You’re okay, right? At this new school? I don’t need to kick anyone’s ass?

I grinned down at the phone.

UnluckyinLove: Nah, just do me a favor, all right?

Slater8: Sure!

UnluckyinLove: Be nice.

Slater8: Why do I feel like you know something I don’t? Besides, I’m a complete gentleman.

UnluckyinLove: You’re a guy. So…

Slater8: Don’t blame us all for one man’s transgressions. Should I go murder him for you?

UnluckyinLove: No, just promise to be nice.

Slater8: You got it.

UnluckyinLove: Thanks again.

Slater8: Always here for you, UnluckyinLove.

I sighed.

That was the problem.

He’d helped me through the hardest year of my life, and now he was live and in the flesh.

Finn didn’t know I’d looked at his laptop during break to see who this insanely amazing guy was.

It wasn’t my fault Finn’s password has been the same since junior high.

I shoved my phone back in my pocket and decided to test my theory. Was Slater just a horny asshole? Or was there more?

I quickly shot off a text to my brother.

Tatum: Grabbing you guys Starbucks. Drink order?

Finn: Black. And Slater says he’s good, but on the DL he would commit a crime for one of their peppermint hot chocolates.

Tatum: Got it.

I nearly killed two mailboxes on my way to Starbucks and was sweating by the time I made it back to the dorm.

I’d grabbed their drinks, extra whip for Slater, and even added two pumpkin spice scones—my favorite.

Part of me still felt guilty that Slater didn’t know I was the same girl, but the other part of me justified that he didn’t deserve to know. Because the minute he did, he would know all my secrets, my pain, my shame, and what if he really was like that guy in the elevator in real life? What if he really did just see me as something to get out of his system.

The thought made me physically sick.

“Knock, knock.” I kicked the door open and set the treats all on the main counter.

The TV was on the Disney channel, which I would normally say was weird, except Finn was a huge fan of only happy things being on in the background—something about having a positive aura when people walked into the suite.

The minute he came out of his room, I knew there was something wrong. His normally chipper demeanor wasn’t there. In fact, he looked both pissed and pale.

“Finn?” Had someone died? “What’s going on?”

“Dad,” he spat. “Well, Dad and Mom.”

I squeezed my eyes shut as my hands trembled in search of a chair to pull out. When I finally got it, I collapsed onto it. “Money again?”

He snorted. “Look, we’re set Tatum, but my lawyer just called. They’re trying to fight for half of our inheritance since technically Grandma had dementia in the last year of her life.”

I jumped out of my chair. “But she did her will years before that in front of a witness and a team of lawyers!”

“I know.” Finn put his hands on my shoulders. “Look, it’s just another expensive and manipulative ploy for me to come home and toss money at them. I’ll bet you anything they have a house they want to buy or a vacation they want to go on but don’t want to fund. Whatever it is, I’ll find out, give it to them, make them sign some scary legal shit that they can’t keep doing this, and I’ll be back in a few days…”

My head jerked up. “A few days?”

His smile was sad. “Aw, will you miss me?”

“But—” Panic spread. “I barely know anyone!”

“You’ll be fine. You know Slater.” He cupped my face with his hands. “And he’ll be on his best behavior. You can trust him.”

I gulped as my heart beat guilty, guilty, guilty.

“Besides…” Finn grabbed his coffee and took a sip. “It’s mid-week, I’ll be gone, at the longest, until Sunday, and then all of this will just be a bad memory. You’ll see.”

I nodded, not in the mood to argue something so necessary and something he was doing on behalf of both of us.

He’d spent his life protecting me.

Loving me.

And look how I repaid him.

His best friend.

That was how I repaid his loyalty.

God, I was stupid.

A tear slipped down my cheek.

“Hey.” Finn pulled me in for a hug, I loved the way he smelled, like a mixture of Ralph Lauren cologne and coffee. He always smelled good, and girls always commented on it.

I sighed against his chest, feeling better than I had in days.

“I’ve got you,” he whispered. “I’ve got us, all right?”

“All right.” I pulled away and noticed something dark at the door.

A duffel bag.

“You’re leaving now!” I screeched.

“Well, yeah.” He frowned. “The sooner, the better, and that guy—” He pointed at Slater who had just appeared and looked ready to break something or someone in half. “—promised to make sure you don’t get hit on and that your virginity stays intact for the next six days!”

Kill. Me. Now.

I gaped.

And then I had nothing.

Absolutely nothing to say.

How could he!

It wasn’t for lack of trying!

“What?” Finn laughed. “Come on, you’re my baby sister, I’m kidding, just don’t tell me gory details. Oh, and seriously, no guys. I get to screen anyone who so much as looks in your direction. So, until I come back, think of Slater as your brother replacement, okay?”

And the gates of hell have opened. “Great.” It was a weak answer, but Finn was too distracted to notice.

He grabbed his duffel bag, said his goodbyes, whispered something in Slater’s ear that sounded like another warning.

And then he was out the door.

And I was stuck with the guy who now assumed I was a curious handsy virgin with daddy issues.

Perfect.

Brother. My. Ass.

Slater opened his mouth.

“No!” I waved a muffin in front of his face. “I’m not doing this; we’re not doing this. I’m going to go lock myself in my room for at least six days, I mean I’ll take bathroom breaks and order pizza, but no. You’re not my brother. First off, you’re too short—”

“The hell?” he roared. “I’m nearly six-foot!”

“Exactly.” I smiled and patted his shoulder. “Second, I know the last thing you want is babysitting duty, I’ll be f-fine.”

I just had to stutter, didn’t I?

Slater was quiet; his green eyes drank me in. “It’s okay to show weakness.”

“Not in front of the lion, it isn’t,” I countered.

“If I’m the lion that makes you… what?”

“Juicy antelope?” I offered. “Does it matter?”

“Are all antelope juicy or just you?”

“I’d like to think I’m special.” I batted my eyelashes and then shook my head on a laugh. “Seriously, it’s fine, I’m just going to go over to my side of the room.”

“You gonna draw a line too and build a pillow fort to protect your virtue?” he teased.

I clenched my fists. “For your information, I’ve had loads of sex!”

Slater’s eyebrows shot to his gorgeous hairline. “I don’t believe I was asking about how many sexual partners you’ve had, but good on you, scratch that itch, and all that.”

I groaned into my hands. “I’m not a slut. I didn’t mean it like that. It’s just that… Finn—” I swallowed the thick dryness in my throat. Damn, it was like the Sahara in there. “He’s wrong. About that… sort of.”

Slater’s eyes narrowed as he started walking toward me, and then a slow circle around me. “Sort of?”

Trapped. I was trapped. “You know, he’s sort of wrong.”

“So, you’re sort of a virgin?” He grinned.

Could you get away with murder in the state of Washington if you dragged the body onto your property and claimed robbery? Must look that up later…

“Never mind.” I tried walking away only to have his hand shoot out and grab my wrist, spinning me back around toward him.

His green eyes locked onto me. “You know you could always just start with brutal honesty. It’s kind of what I liked about you most.”

I felt caught. Trapped. He had no idea I was the biggest liar of them all right now—or that I was having a hard time thinking. At least he was being nice. Progress.

My shoulders slumped. “Pinky swear.”

“What are we pinky swearing on?” He held up his pinky.

“Our first secret.” I narrowed my eyes as our pinkies twisted around each other.

“Deal.”

“I’ve never actually, fully… had…” I gulped. “Sex.”

His lips curved into a smile that I felt up and down my body like a caress. “I think I like trading secrets with you.”

“You’re not shocked?”

“Shocked, a bit. You’ve got balls, I’ll give you that,”

“Uh, thank you?”

“My turn.”

“So, we are trading?” I found myself smiling.

“It appears so.” His lips twitched.

“And?”

He leaned in and whispered. “The first time I’ve gone down on a girl… was this morning….”

I gasped in a shocked breath while my heart thundered in my chest. “Well, then, how dare you be so talented?”

He barked out a laugh. “Ah, six days…” Shaking his head, he backed up, then pointed to the floor between us. “The imaginary line won’t be crossed now that we’ve had this conversation. Deal?”

“Never made a deal with the devil before… color me intrigued.” I laughed.

His smile was everything. “Well?”

I held out my hand and shook his and then did the only thing I could do. “Want a muffin?”


Chapter Seven

Slater

Best muffin I’d ever tasted.

Get your head out of the gutter.

As promised, we drew an imaginary line through the middle of the shared living room, and for good measure, we enhanced it with pillows. It ended up looking more like a fort than anything that could keep me away from her room.

Something had shifted between us. Maybe it was the shared secrets, maybe it was the fact that Finn was gone, and I knew that my sole responsibility was to make sure I kept his sister safe, and I knew exactly what it felt like to fail in that arena.

She stopped the flirting.

Or at least she toned it down a lot.

I felt like I could finally breathe around her, and by the time dinner rolled around, and she set a box of pizza in what we’d labeled our truce table, I was actually convinced I could do it.

Six whole days.

“What do you want to watch?” She handed me the remote, and I gave her a funny look. “What?”

“Girls don’t typically offer the remote out of the kindness of their heart… what do you want?”

Her mouth split into a grin. “Why does it have to be a negotiation every time?”

“Because you’re you,” I pointed out. “So, spill.”

“Well…” She clicked the power on. “It’s just, the new season of The Voice is on in a half-hour, so I figured if I let you watch what you wanted to watch for thirty minutes, you would be more likely to let me change the channel so I could stare at John Legend.”

“Ah, sexiest man alive.”

She did a little jig that I found way too adorable for words.

I sighed in exasperation. “Did you just spend your life emotionally tormenting those around you until you got your way? Or is this just a treat for me?”

She grinned. “Both?”

“Ah, feed my ego, good answer.” I plopped down on the couch. “Fine, we can watch The Voice in a half-hour as long as I can have more than one piece of pizza.”

“Another negotiation?” She handed me a white paper plate and plopped a giant piece of supreme on it.

“Not really, because I would take more than one piece anyway. Think of it as your way of taking care of my physical needs while your brother’s away.”

She burst out laughing. “Because you need a stand-in for when he’s gone? Something you’re not telling me?”

I glared. “You know what I meant.”

“No… I don’t think I do.” She laughed harder. “How does my brother meet your… needs?”

I glared. “He’s my best friend, don’t get any ideas. Besides, I think I’m too pretty for him, you know? Or maybe we’re just too pretty for each other. It would be weird. One of us needs to know how to chop wood.”

“You can’t chop wood?”

“No, not well. Does that make me less of a man?”

Tatum’s eyes flickered over my body. “N-no.”

“You stutter when you’re nervous.”

“I’m not nervous.”

“Ah, so you stutter when you’re hungry for things other than pizza?”

She threw a pillow at my face. “Stop flirting. Remember, this is the safe zone.”

“Wasn’t the safe zone this morning,” I said under my breath, and a beautiful flush touched her cheeks. “Sorry. It slipped.”

“This morning slipped or your words?”

“Both.” I took a giant bite out of my pizza and wiped my mouth with the napkin she handed me. “All right,” I chewed and swallowed. “How about you share pizza, and I share soda?”

She seemed to think about it for a minute, then held out her hand. “I accept.”

I shook her hand and had an instant flash of the way it had wrapped around me in the shower, about the moans I’d evoked a little later with my tongue.

I quickly dropped her hand like dead weight, reminding myself that I was there as a stand-in brother and friend, not as a guy who wanted to get laid as soon as possible.

“What kind?”

Her eyelashes fluttered like she was confused. “What?”

“Soda, what kind?”

“It’s pop, and I want Diet Coke.”

I groaned. “It’s soda.”

“Pop.”

I hopped over the couch and went toward the fridge just as a knock sounded on the door.

Tatum frowned. “You guys got any clients tonight?”

“No, Finn cleared the next three days, and the new trainees took the rest so that he could take off.” I walked over to the door and jerked it open.

“Hey.” A guy I didn’t recognize leaned against the doorframe. He had a dimple on his chin.

I hated him immediately.

“Hey.” I crossed my arms. “You need something?”

“Tatum.” He ignored me and called her name. “A bunch of us are going to the lake to party. You want in?”

“She has a curfew,” I said through clenched teeth as Tatum’s hand grabbed the door and opened it wider.

He looked ready to eat her alive.

Who the hell was this dick?

“Um, sure yeah, I just need to change.” She shrugged, “Text me directions?”

“I can wait for you.” He looked eager.

“I have pink eye.” Yeah, that’s what I went with. “Wouldn’t want to expose you.”

He frowned, “Yeah okay, settle down,” An amused laugh. “I’ll see you there, Tatum.”

He walked off.

I didn’t realize I was clenching my fists until my hands started to hurt.

And then I realized I was totally alone, seething.

“Tatum!” I stomped toward her room. I thought she didn’t have any friends. What the hell? “Tatum.” I jerked open the door and saw nothing but a black thong and a black sweater as it pulled over her braless body.

I groaned. “You’re not leaving this house without wearing a bra.”

“Who died and made you my dad?” She grinned. “And I know you’re not supposed to notice that sort of thing, but I have really perky tits. I’ll be fine.”

I groaned into my hands. “Is God punishing me?”

“Wait, would that make me your punishment?” She frowned and then showed me her ass as she bent over and grabbed a pair of skinny jeans.

“You’re not going,” I rasped, ignoring the way my body pulsed with the need to just shut the door and shove furniture against it, trapping us inside. “I forbid it.”

She burst out laughing. “Oh man, I wish Finn could see this. You forbid it? Who are you? King Triton?”

“Huh?”

“Ariel, he’s all in a booming voice, ‘I forbid you!’”

“Cool, you sounded just like him.”

Her eyebrows shot upward. “Really?”

“No, you sounded like you have a bad cold that forced you to adopt a Texan inspired British accent.”

She stuck out her tongue, then turned and sprayed on some perfume.

“I thought you didn’t have friends.”

“Henry—” She pointed to the door. “—isn’t a friend. Does he look friendly to you? Like someone you’d borrow a cup of sugar from? Someone who’d hold you while you cried?”

I snorted. “No, actually he looks like someone who struggles with how to spell cat and dog and may at times utter ‘me hungry.’ Why?”

Tatum pulled her gorgeous dark hair back into a low ponytail and then patted my cheek with her right hand. “We met at new student orientation, exchanged numbers because he’s in my same major, and that’s all I know.”

“THAT’S ALL YOU KNOW!” I roared, earning a wide-eyed reaction from her.

“Sorry, too much caffeine,” I said quickly. “And for the last time, you’re not going.”

“Then you’re going to have to chain me to the bed.” She crossed her arms, wearing a pleased look that hit me straight in the groin.

“Damn it, well played.” I wagged my finger at her again. “Fine, then I’m coming with you, I’m not chaining you to shit, because your brother will have my head and both balls and I need those to procreate.”

“Good to know you put actual thought into sex,” she said soberly.

I waved her off. “I need to change. It’s by the lake, so it’s going to be cold. Two drink maximum. Otherwise, I’m saying it’s your time of the month, and you forgot a tampon, agreed?”

She gasped. “It’s almost like you know exactly how to be the worst big brother ever!”

I felt my entire body sway as I looked down at my feet. “I was.”

“What?” She touched my shoulder, her voice softer, questions in her eyes.

“I said I was.”

“I highly doubt that, Slater.”

I snorted and jerked away. “Tell that to my very dead sister.”

And just like that, the mood snapped. I wasn’t thinking about how much I wanted Tatum or how pissed I was. All I could focus on was protecting her the way I hadn’t protected my own family.

Funny how lust cools when you realize you’ve been given a second chance and can’t fuck it up.

“Slater—”

“Give me five minutes,” I grumbled, and then I quietly shut the door behind me, ignoring the sting of tears in my eyes as I stomped into my room and grabbed warmer clothes.


Chapter Eight

Tatum

I felt horrible the entire drive to the lake. As promised, Henry had texted me directions, and what I assumed was going to be a small gathering, was clearly not even close to being small if the crazy amount of cars and loud music were any indication.

Slater was quiet.

I hated it.

Especially since I was used to either messaging him or verbally sparring with him.

I’d had no idea he’d had a sister.

Furthermore, had I known she was dead, I wouldn’t have teased him. And that just reminded me how much I didn’t know about him—when he, without realizing it, knew everything about me, including my past.

He killed the engine to his brand new Jeep.

For some reason, I saw him as more of a sports car kind of guy, but the white Jeep was a nice change of pace, even if it was fully loaded.

I assumed all the guys who worked for Wingmen had money to spare, considering the amounts they charged and the stock options they got.

Then again, they had a talent.

Slater stared straight ahead. He’d put on a jean jacket that was lined with warm puffy material around the collar, and he’d kept his white tee on along with a pair of ripped black jeans and burgundy boots he still hadn’t tied.

“Hey,” I rasped.

“It’s fine.” He flashed me a small smile. “I’m sorry for snapping.”

“It’s okay to snap,” I offered. “All things considered.”

“Maybe.” His eyes darted toward the front of the car as he watched people walk past us and disappear down by the shore.

“Do you want to talk about it?” I asked in a hopeful voice.

“No.” He said it quickly, in a tone that brooked no argument, but he wasn’t snapping. “But thanks.” His green eyes met mine, and suddenly the Jeep felt too small; the space between us too big. I leaned over the console.

He cursed and gave his head a shake. “We should go meet Henry. I hope to God he’s roasting meat over the fire like the barbarian he is.”

“Why is meat roasting barbaric?”

“Because he seems just stupid enough to forget to kill the animal before roasting it,” Slater said with an easy grin.

And just like that, we were back on even ground as we both got out of the Jeep and started walking slowly down the trail that led to the beach.

It was chilly, and I instantly regretted not bringing a coat.

Around seventy college students were scattered around the bonfire, another thirty were down by the beach, and I didn’t even want to imagine how many were off hidden in the shadows getting sand in places they were unlikely to get it out of.

“Fun party.” Slater looked around with a grim expression.

I elbowed him. “Come on, you really don’t party?”

“Used to…” His eyes fell. “Before.”

“Ah.” I swallowed the lump in my throat. “Is it my imagination, or do I keep making your night worse?”

He barked out a laugh. “It’s not your fault you don’t know me.”

Guilt nagged. It actually was. I could have asked a dozen times when we’d messaged, I could have confessed—I needed to tell him, so it didn’t turn into this huge thing that kept us from at least being friends, if not more.

And then Henry came barreling toward us with a hot dog in his hand.

Slater flashed me a grin that said, Told ya so.

I narrowed my eyes with a smirk then faced Henry. “Hey!”

“You made it!” He pulled me in for a side hug then gave Slater the once over that I’m sure Slater was used to. “Thought you guys didn’t party much.”

Slater just shrugged. “I’m not really on Wingmen duty tonight.”

“Good to hear it.” Henry grinned. “Means she’s not one of the ones you’re trying to push away from all of us single guys.”

“I think you misunderstand what we do,” Slater said, somehow making Henry sound stupid without even trying. “But that’s okay, you kids have fun.”

Wait, he was leaving me?

I opened my mouth to say something when Slater winked. “I’m off to find something to drink that’s not beer.”

“He’s loads of fun, isn’t he?” Henry squeezed me tighter and then thrust a red Solo cup into my hand. “Here, you can have mine.”

Something about drinking what felt like lukewarm beer after knowing he’d just bitten into a half roasted hot dog made me feel less than thrilled to take his drink.

“That’s okay,” I pushed it back into his hand. “I’ll go find my own.”

“Keg’s over there.” He pointed beyond the bonfire to where a small table was set up with cups and what looked like several Costco-sized pretzel bags.

Yum.

I thought it would be a good idea to get out, to get away from the temptation that was my suitemate. Instead, I was wondering why I was freezing my butt off in order to drink gross beer and eat stale pretzels when I could have had pizza, the Voice, and Slater. All to myself.

I smiled, and then just as quick as the smile appeared, it went away altogether.

He wasn’t mine to smile about, was he?

I took a deep breath and went over to the table, grabbed a cup, and filled it to the brim with beer.

“You like beer?” Came Slater’s voice scaring the crap out of me and making me jump. Some of my beverage slopped over the rim onto the sand.

I turned and then lifted the cup to my lips and took a big gulp. I was right; it was warm. A skunky bitterness splashed over my palate and hit the back of my throat. Somehow, I choked it down. What lingered after tasted like someone else’s burp. I managed to stifle my instinctive gag at the rank flavor of decaying yeast on my tongue, turning it into a mild wince. “Love it,” I rasped, smacking my lips.

“Liar.” He laughed and then lowered his voice. “You know you’d trade that for one of my Diet Cokes any day.”

My eyes narrowed. He so had me there. A quick glance around told me that probably the only drink available to wash down the rancid beer was… more rancid beer. “Maybe, but your stuff always seems to come with strings attached. You know, favor for a favor, that sort of thing.”

“You’re complaining?” His eyebrows shot up.

Damn it, don’t look into the hypnotic green eyes, don’t do it, Tatum.

Too late. I was too late. We locked eyes; so many things passed between us in three seconds, whispers of longing without words.

And a look of warning. Uneasiness sent a chill down my spine.

“Never.” I broke eye contact. “Not complaining, just trying to save your life, you’re welcome.” I lifted my cup in salute.

“I have self-control, thank you very much,” he grumbled, earning major side-eye from me. “What? I do!”

“Really?” I burst out laughing. “You do not!”

“I feel a challenge coming.” He grabbed my beer and set it down on the table. “All right, test me.”

“Are you five?”

“Are you worried?”

I let out an annoyed sigh. “Fine, let’s go.”

A grin broke across his face. As we passed a very sad-looking Henry, Slater gave him a middle finger salute, earning a smack in the chest from me.

“Was that necessary?” I asked.

“One hundred percent. He wanted you to touch his hot dog.”

“Ewwwww!” I shoved him and stumbled forward while he laughed. “Are you trying to give me nightmares?”

“What? His dog doesn’t do it for you? I bet it’s smaller than your favorite lipstick, maybe even worse. Oh God, imagine the girth, I mean I’ve heard things.”

I made a face. “Congrats, you’ve officially turned me off Henry, not that I was ever pointing my girl parts in that direction.”

Slater wrapped an arm around me as we kept walking toward the shore. “Can one point girl parts? I mean, I know what I’m capable of… Something you wanna tell me?”

I tripped him, and he stumbled forward a few steps, almost flying into the sand. I laughed, and next thing I knew, he was picking me up and tossing me over his shoulder and jogging toward the water.

“How are you this strong?” I beat his back and then his ass.

“Born this way,” he called back and then set me on my feet right in front of the shore, where the water met sand, where it was easy to walk and freezing as hell.

I shivered. “So, I’m just standing in front of Lake Washington, waiting for you to prove to me that you can handle temptation, oh brother, dearest.”

He barked out a laugh that warmed me from head to toe. “Are you trying to provoke me into action?”

“That depends.” We shared a smile. “Am I forgiven for being insensitive earlier?”

His smile fell. “I already told you that you were.”

“The promise still stands… to talk… if you ever want to.”

Slater tilted his head. “I’m going to preface this with—this isn’t a line, but God’s honest truth—sometimes when you talk, I feel like I’ve known you for a while, something about your voice sounds… familiar.”

I swallowed the lump of guilt in my throat. “Maybe because I am.”

“Hmmm, something you’re not telling me?”

My eyebrows arched, “Well, you did say you wanted to fuck me out of your system, so it’s quite possible I’m holding my cards closer to my chest now.”

His face fell. “Fair.”

“Also, standing in front of the water proves nothing, but nice try Slater.”

He put his hands on my shoulders and turned me toward the water, the moon looked so big I’d have sworn I could reach out and cup it in my hands. Slater pulled me back against his solid chest, and his mouth touched my right ear. A tremor ran through my body as the heat of his skin seemed to press through his shirt. “There really isn’t any comparison, a beautiful woman standing in the moonlight, with the stars reflecting off the water, any man would be tempted beyond all reason. The way the light hits your face, the smell of fresh air mixed with your perfume right here.” He dipped his head low and inhaled. “Fucking perfection.”

I gulped.

“So yeah, I’m proving a ridiculous amount of restraint, because like this, you’re irresistible.”

“Oh.” I let out a rough exhale as my heart pounded against my ribs.

“That all you got, D?” His chuckle was intoxicating as he held me tighter, his arms wrapping around my waist as if he was claiming me as his. I wanted so desperately to turn around for our mouths to meet in a frenzied kiss. Instead, I nodded.

“That’s all I got. You’ve managed to shock me. And stop calling me Delilah.”

“When hell freezes over.” He laughed. “Now, have you gotten all the partying out of your system? Because I’m freezing my balls off, and I had my eye on another piece of pizza.”

I grinned. “Moment ruined. You talked about freezing balls and pizza right after saying the most romantic thing a guy has ever said to me.”

“What can I say?” He reached for my hand and kissed it. “I’m a man of many talents.”

I rolled my eyes. “Let’s go, I wouldn’t want to be responsible for you losing both balls. I mean, I’m amazed you even still have them, all things considered.”

His lips twitched. “You know full well what I’m packing. Need me to demonstrate again?”

“Play any closer to the flame, and Finn’s going to kill you,” I said in a sing-song voice.

“Danger’s my middle name.”

“Okay, Avenger towel, okay,” I patted his arm, “Let’s go!”

We bypassed sad meat-eating Henry, and I realized, as we drove away, that I didn’t want to be at the party. I didn’t want to be anywhere but where Slater was.

And that was a very serious problem.

Or would be if the way my heart skipped in my chest was any indication. I really liked him.

A lot.

We fought over the Sirius Radio the entire way back to the dorms, and for some stupid reason, I wanted to just shove him against the wall and race to the elevator.

Maybe he was bringing out my playful side.

Huh, I knew each of the guys had a job when it came to Wingmen.

I frowned as he pressed the up button.

“What’s your Wingmen job?”

“Ah, so now she asks.”

“She’s curious.”

“Of course she is. She’s wondering if it’s real.”

“Actually, I hadn’t thought of that, but thanks jackass, for making me feel even more insecure about every single exchange we have, truly, awesome ending to our night.”

He threw his head back and laughed as the elevator doors closed and we started moving. And suddenly, I was reminded of the cruel words he’d used, right after touching me, making me orgasm.

“I thought it was an easy guess, but maybe not,” he finally said as the doors opened again.

More silence settled as we made our way to the room, and when we stepped inside, I stared at the weird pillow fort that we’d built, then at the open box of pizza.

It had been fun.

I’d had so much fun with him—oh, hell!

I smacked Slater in the arm then punched him in the same spot for good measure.

“What the hell!” He jerked away. “Why are you hitting me?” I hit him again, “Why do you keep hitting me?”

“You!” I raised my hand and then glared. “You’re the best friend!”

His grin was slow, and then he winked. “I’ll be the best friend you never knew you always wanted—needed—” he took another step “—craved.”

“Yeah okay, Romeo.” I put my hand up. “Know your audience.”

“That’s the problem, I know her… intimately.” His eyes flashed. “Makes the whole best friend role a bit harder to take when I know the sounds you make when you—”

“Pizza! Go eat your pizza.” I pointed to the couch, even though I felt my entire body heat at his gaze.

“Or else?” He laughed and then pulled out his phone. “Fine, fine. At least you feed me, best best friend ever!”

“We aren’t best friends!” I pointed out.

“You need me,” he just had to fire back as he jumped over the couch and started devouring another piece.

Suddenly he was texting.

I watched him, envious of whoever was on the other side of that text.

And then my phone went off.

“Hah, that’s weird—” He said without turning around. “I just sent a message to—”

I froze.

Slowly he turned, he was mid-chew, and then he swallowed, his eyes narrowed. “Let me see your phone.”

“It died,” I lied. And then I bolted, straight up ran as fast as my legs could take me across the fort wall and into my room.

Unfortunately, he was faster.

He blocked the door. “All-state track. Now hand me your phone.”

He held his hand out.

Shit shit shit.

This was not how it was supposed to happen.

I gulped and tried sidestepping him.

“Damn it! Could you suck at something!” I stomped my foot.

“Oh, I suck plenty. Need a reminder of how hard?” His eyes locked onto my mouth. “Phone, Tatum.”

“Okay, but before I hand this over…” I felt myself start to crack. “I was going to say something, and then you turned into this giant asshat in the elevator, and I figured I could, I don’t know, give you a taste of your own medicine, drive you crazy. I hadn’t totally figured out that part, but this isn’t creepy, okay? And I assumed you’d recognize my voice, I mean we talked for the initial intake, and I never held anything back, and I—”

He turned me around and pressed me into the pillow fort, then slid his hand into my pocket and grabbed my phone, pulling it out.

“Passcode,” he whispered, pressing his body into mine. Why did he have to feel so good even when he was clearly trying to punish me?

I fired off my passcode.

And I knew the minute he was in the app.

The minute he saw the messages exchanged between him and UnluckyinLove.

Utter silence descended.

“Does Finn know?” he finally asked.

“No,” I whispered. “Finn didn’t know I’d looked at his laptop during break to see who this insanely amazing guy was. It’s not my fault Finn’s password has been the same since Junior High.”

Slater let me go.

I was afraid to turn around.

“Look at me,” His tone was gentle.

Begrudgingly, I turned to face him, ready for him to say how creepy it was, ready for him to rage, instead he had this look of pity on his face that made me want to slap him.

He put his hand on my shoulder. “Tatum, it happens.”

“Huh?”

“This,” He pointed from himself to me and back again. “It’s only natural for you to be attracted to me after forming an emotional attachment. Chin up, kid. At least it all makes sense now!”

I gaped. I couldn’t find words. All the ones in my head were ones a lady shouldn’t say when she’s angry. And then finally, “You’ve got to be kidding.”

“It’s why we don’t date clients. They get way too attached, and we always have to remind them that it’s not real. And then they find someone they really like and realize it was a momentary infatuation.”

“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” I held up my hands. “I’m not some girl with a weird emotional attachment because you messaged me!”

“Look, all I’m saying is it’s normal, at least now we solved why things are so tense, I basically know all your secrets, you trust me, it’s only natural for us to be attracted to each other, but now that I know, it’s done. Trust me, this isn’t the first time I’ve had to do this.”

“You arrogant piece of—”

He clapped a hand over my mouth. “It’s your emotions talking, all right?”

Oh! I was going to murder him in his sleep!

He removed his hand.

“Could you be any more condescending?” I glared, wanting to scream.

He handed me my phone back and shrugged. “You should go to bed.”

“Are you—are you actually sending me to bed like a petulant child?”

He shrugged. “Since I’m the only one acting like an adult…”

“You son of a bitch!” I almost bared my teeth. How’s that for maturity? “You can’t just treat me like I’m one of your clients!”

“But that’s the thing, Tatum. As of yesterday—” he held up his phone “—you are a client again. You know what that means.”

I could see the line re-appear between us, as his eyes shuttered, his body language completely changed.

Like I was a stranger.

I wanted to cry.

Yes, I had been wrong in not telling him, but I didn’t think he would pull away, or that he would play the client card.

So, with tears in my eyes, I jerked my phone out of his hands, went into my room, and shut the door in his face.


Chapter Nine

Slater

I was pissed.

And then I saw an opening.

A way to put much-needed distance between me and a girl I’d been helping for the past few months—a girl I knew better than my last ex—a girl who I needed to stay away from.

I was always sad when our sessions were done. How many times had I thought to reach out to her? To say the hell with the rules?

And now? Now that the same girl was within my reach? The temptation to pull her into my room, to kiss her sadness away, to tell her that her ex was a complete asshole and I would keep her safe—it was almost too much to bear.

So, I lied.

I made her feel bad.

And I made myself look like a narcissistic dick.

I had no other choice.

Finn’s. Sister.

I’d already messed up twice—a third would lead me down a path of ultimate destruction, one I wouldn’t be able to come back from. And I knew how important family was.

God, what had I been thinking?

His sister!

My old client!

Shit.

I tossed and turned in my bed, and then I faced the door and would have sworn I could see her staring daggers through the wall and across the living room.

Fine. Let her hate me. That was the point, wasn’t it?

I just didn’t want to be responsible for her tears.

I wasn’t sure how late it was when I finally succumbed to sleep, but the first thing I noticed when my eyes flickered open was the smell of bacon.

My body moved of its own accord as I slipped on a pair of black Nike sweats and opened my door, running my hand through my messy hair, my eyes still fuzzy as I took in Tatum.

Wearing nothing but black shorts that showed at least half her perfect ass, and a crop top that said homeboy across the front in hot pink. She had no makeup on, and her hair was in a messy bun with several escaped strands kissing her neck and shoulders.

It was a tie between wanting to eat the bacon and eat her. I licked my lips then mentally berated myself for being such a dumbass. Push her away? I wanted to spread those legs and suck her off with my tongue, damn the bacon to hell! Someone must have told her my weakness for meat. Then again, she had no idea she was coming in first—literally. Coming. In. First.

Shit.

“Lured out of sleep by bacon?” she asked without looking up as she filled a glass of orange juice and slid it over to me.

I stared at the glass, then rubbed my eyes. “Did you put arsenic in it?”

Her smile was alarmingly happy. “Why don’t you drink some and find out?”

“That smile scares me.” I grabbed the juice and sniffed the top.

She rolled her eyes. “Good grief, if I was going to hurt you, I wouldn’t just kill you dead. I’d torture you first. I watch Dateline. I’m not an amateur.”

“Wow. Noted.” I pulled out a bar stool and took a sip of the juice then watched in utter surprise as she piled a plate high with bacon and pushed it in front of me. “Is this a peace offering?”

“Were we at war?” She frowned.

My eyes narrowed between the tempting bacon and her lush mouth. “Last night, you were pissed, there was pizza, lukewarm beer, and a guy named Henry who probably woke up with a turkey leg in one hand and his limp dick in the other…?”

“Hey, no judgment. Those Disney turkey legs are legit.” She pointed a piece of bacon at me and tore some off with her teeth. “And I slept on it and decided it was my fault to begin with. I should have told you. Besides, now we can start off on the right foot, being friends who don’t touch, lick, suck, or kiss.”

“That was a sad story.”

“What was?”

“The one you just told.”

She rolled her eyes. “I’m sure you’ll make it. You are a Pleasure Pony, after all. Just find someone who needs some pleasuring, although maybe you should make sure it’s not Henry. He’s been hurt enough in the last day.”

“I can just imagine his greasy turkey hands rubbing oil up and down, up and down.” I shivered. “I can’t believe I said that out loud.”

“Turned yourself on a bit, did ya?” She joked.

I shivered. “Sorry, but Henry holding turkey legs doesn’t really do it for me. Maybe if I was rubbing oil up and down your legs—”

“That right there! You can’t say stuff like that anymore. Good friends don’t tell good friends they want to rub them down with oil.”

“Maybe you’ve just been handing over your friendship to the wrong people.” I shrugged and dug into the bacon with fervor. “Besides, I can’t just turn it off. You know this. It’s best to just build up a tolerance.”

“A Slater tolerance? Is such a thing possible?” she teased, licking her lower lip, hypnotizing me into a trance. Damn it.

“Yes,” I found myself saying confidently. “And as much as it pains me to admit—you’re right. Plus, I mean…” I shrugged. “How hard can it be?”

She peered around the breakfast bar and stared directly at my dick, which just happened to feel the need to twitch in response. “Yes, how hard?”

I glared. “Please stop talking about my cock.”

“I wasn’t talking about anything,” she said innocently and returned to her bacon. “So, what are we doing today?”

I wracked my memories from the day before. Had I promised to do something with her? Had I made plans in my sleep?

“Um…” I rested my forearms on the table. “I have class, and I’m assuming you do too.”

“Duh,” She sighed, “I mean after class. What are we doing? Remember, you chased away my only friend yesterday, and I made you bacon this morning. Based on my current calculations, that means you owe me hang out time.”

“Weird, I wasn’t aware this rule was in place.”

“Oh, it’s new ever since you insulted me last night.” She tilted her head in an adorable way that had me nearly choking on my tongue.

Shame hit hard and fast as I stood. “I’m sure I’ll think of something to do to make it up to you, Tatum.”

She moved fast to stand in front of me.

I tried not to stare at her mouth or her pretty blue eyes and the way they seemed to shine with absolute mischief, striking terror in my soul.

She was a dangerous one.

And I was never good at following the rules.

Or letting pretty things stay untouched.

I reached out and, in a move that was so ridiculously in the friend zone, I wanted to kill myself, playfully ruffled her hair—or what my lame ass hand could find in her messy bun.

Was I her weird uncle now?

Shit.

She bit down on her lip and then backed away with a funny look on her face. “I’m gonna go get dressed, you’re welcome to eat more bacon.”

“Yeah,” I croaked and watched her ass the entire way to her bedroom until she closed the door.

I was already at half-mast just watching her walk.

“No.” I shook my head and pointed at my cock. “No, off-limits, no more.”

Awesome. I’d officially lost my shit, hadn’t I?

With a groan, I went into my room and quickly got some clothes on, ran to the bathroom to brush my teeth, wash my face, because duh even guys need product, and I was still late for my least favorite class ever.

We all had to take Senior Seminar before graduating. It was basically one giant paper, along with a huge speech and presentation.

Thankfully, my favorite professor taught it. Kora Robinson, who just happened to be my former roommate, Leo’s fiancé.

“Slater!” She barked out my name. “You’re late.”

I sighed and slumped into the hard chair then tried my best to give her a killer smile—the only problem? She was stupid in love with Leo, so my smile was met with a glare that said she wasn’t going to give me special treatment even though I was going to be in the wedding.

I sat through an hour of torture.

And when class was done, kept sitting.

Thinking about Tatum.

About Finn.

About all the lines I had jumped across and all the reasons why I needed to stay far, far away.

Mrs. Robinson, or Kora as I called her out of class, walked over to me. “Wanna talk about it?”

“Isn’t that my line?” I grinned.

She rolled her eyes and pulled out a chair. “Leo said Finn’s out dealing with family drama.”

“Yup.”

“And that he left his sister in your care.”

“Does nobody keep secrets around here?” I wondered out loud.

“I bet she’s pretty.”

I groaned into my hands. “Are we playing therapist now? Should I lay down?”

“You’re always punctual, you always pay attention in class, and today you look like you woke up on the wrong side of the bed and barely had time to even put that sad-looking beanie over your hair. Also, you never wear beanies because you have the best hair out of all the guys—”

“Thank you—”

“I’m not finished.”

I sighed.

“Having trouble keeping your hands to yourself?” she guessed.

“Shit.” I was going to crack. “Maybe. It’s complicated. She used to be a client, Finn doesn’t know it was his sister, but I do, so now I know all her deep dark secrets, which makes me like her even more, and I may have already…” I winced. “Crossed a line?”

“Is that a question?” She laughed.

I banged my head on my desk and looked up. “I kissed her, not knowing it was her, Finn saw, he got pissed, said hands-off, which I was like cool bro I can keep it in my pants. Then she gave me a handjob in the shower—don’t ask—and then I felt the need to one-up her by well, let’s just say I know how many licks it takes to get to the center of her tootsie pop—and then I pissed her off, pushed her away, and now I’m somehow in the friend zone, oh right and I almost called her little slugger during breakfast, so right now? Things? Not looking so great.”

I kept banging my head against the desk.

“Stop hurting university property.” Kora laughed again.

I glared at her only to earn a hard slap on the cheek. “The hell was that for!”

“Pull yourself together! You work for Wingmen. You know what you need to do. Come clean to Finn and stop going behind his back, because the sexual tension just might kill you dead, and a dead Slater is a sad Leo.”

“Glad you’re putting me first. Thanks, Kora. See if I ever send you wine again.”

She just laughed harder. I’d always loved her laugh, it was striking just like her. “Slater, I’m serious. Trust me, Leo would tell you the same thing. In fact, why don’t you come to dinner tonight?”

“I have to bring Tatum, I’m on guard dog duty.”

She winked. “Even better. I get to meet the girl that’s single-handedly caused you to lose your mind!”

“That’s not helpful. Not even a little bit.”

“Chin up, slugger.” More laughter as she stood. “You’ll be okay, just stop lying to your best friend, all right?”

“Fine.” I grabbed my shit. “If he kills me, remember to burn the box.”

“Oh God, do all of you have burn boxes under your bed?”

“Um, doesn’t everyone?”

“No,” she said soberly. “Not all of us are complete sexual deviants, Slater.”

“Suuuure, Kora.” I winked. “I do know your fiancé; also, I know his Amazon password, how was that spreader bar? Was it fifty shades of—”

“Out!” She pointed to the door. “And dinner’s at Anthony’s on the Pier.”

“Oh good, clam chowder. That should keep my mind off things while she’s sitting next to me.”

Kora groaned into her hands. “How are you twenty-one?”

“Miracle. Am I right?”

“Out,” she repeated.

“Thanks for the talk.” I stopped at the door, turned around, and pulled her in for a hug then kissed her cheek. “You know you’re my favorite, right?”

“Nice try.” She smiled. “Now, go to lab.”

“Damn, do you have all your students’ schedules memorized?”

“Only the ones I need to graduate, so I don’t have to deal with them twice.”

“Blessed. You’d be blessed!” I chuckled and then left the classroom, with dinner and Tatum heavy on my mind.


Chapter Ten

Tatum

I wasn’t sure what to expect. Slater said he’d pick me up for dinner. Apparently, I was meeting Leo’s fiancée and Leo, the other Wingmen guy who had graduated early and was working downtown as promised.

“I know he’s good looking,” Slater said once we were in the car and driving toward downtown. “But try not to launch yourself across the table and into his lap, okay? He’s taken.”

I shot him a confused look and tried not to feel insulted even though I did. “Why are you warning me away from your taken friend, you psycho?”

“First of all…” Slater turned up the AC. It was winter. Something was wrong with him. “That hurts.” He pulled off his beanie and ran his hand through his honeyed locks. “Second, it’s a logical warning. Girls tend to go all weak in the knees when they meet Leo.” He paused as if in deep thought, then muttered. “I think it’s cause he’s tall.”

“Yes, tall men often make me want to launch my girl parts over the bread basket. Damn, you’re so insightful.”

He glared and jerked the Jeep toward the downtown exit. “He has a magnetism, don’t get caught in the spider’s web.”

“Those two things aren’t connected, but okay. Besides, he’s practically married. You’re worrying for no reason.”

“Worried, hah!” His laugh was hollow. “Worried.”

“Stop repeating yourself, you’re scaring me.”

Another scowl. “Don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

“Are you sweating?” I reached for him only to have him bat my hand away.

“No.” He grunted out something else I couldn’t understand and stared straight ahead. The car fell silent again as we drove to the restaurant and found parking across the street.

I loved Seattle. It didn’t matter if it was sunny or pouring rain—something about all the trees and the way the air smelled crisp and clean every morning. It was addicting, and it calmed me in a way that I suddenly needed considering Slater’s behavior.

He was acting like I was meeting his parents or something.

That thought alone was laughable.

Plus, how good looking could Leo possibly be?

I shook off the thought and jogged to catch up with Slater as he waited at the crosswalk.

“Such a rule follower,” I teased while he hit the walk button.

He let out a sigh and then shot a glance at me. “I’m trying to turn over a new leaf, you know, actually follow the rules given to me, starting with not touching my best friend’s little sister.”

“How’s that been working out for you?” I laughed.

“I can barely walk,” he said through clenched teeth. “And if I smell your perfume one more time, I won’t be held responsible for my actions.”

“Well, at least you’re honest.”

Even then, I felt the fissure of tension between us, like an invisible string attached to both of us, slowly pulling us together. I shivered.

Bad.

He was right, of course, but my brother didn’t get to dictate who I fell for, and I wasn’t just falling for Slater.

I was there.

Had been there for a while.

I just needed him to want to take the risk—I mean, it wasn’t like Finn was actually going to kill him, right?

I thought back to all my exes and winced.

Finn was irrational sometimes.

Okay, a lot of the times.

But all I needed to do was explain to him—well, that and not get caught drooling over his best friend.

I glanced at Slater out of the corner of my eye and immediately felt overheated. He continued running a hand through his thick, light brown hair, his chiseled jaw clenched, and I loved the way his skin was just tanned enough for me to wonder about his heritage.

He was wearing a maroon Moto jacket and white joggers with a pair of Jordans I kind of wanted to steal off his feet.

He was male perfection.

And he looked nervous.

Why would he be nervous, though? That was the question.

He opened the door for me.

And I suddenly realized why he was warning me, because the guy that grinned over at us and approached was like walking, talking sex.

I felt nothing, but damn, I wasn’t blind.

Leo pulled Slater in for a bro hug, and the woman with him, Kora I think Slater said her name was, winked in my direction.

“Hungry?” Leo asked.

“Starving.” Slater patted his stomach and reached for me then seemed to remember this wasn’t a date and pulled his hand away like I’d just burned him.

Great.

I forced a smile, “You must be Leo?”

“And you must be the little sister Slater can’t keep his hands off of.” He leaned down and kissed me on the cheek.

I let out a giggle.

“Could you not?” Slater said through clenched teeth.

Leo completely ignored him. “I always wondered when this day would happen, when dear Slater would hang up his whore pants and decide to settle down, though I never imagined he’d risk life and limb by falling for a sister, especially Finn’s.”

I shuddered. “In high school, he told my prom date he was a cannibal, then proceeded to cut up tiny pieces of chicken in front of him all the while muttering that everything tastes like chicken if you put enough salt on it.”

Leo made a face. “Are you telling me he’s going to cut Slater up into tiny bite-sized pieces?”

“Maybe.” I winced. “But don’t worry.” I slapped Slater on the back. “We’re just friends now, right?”

Slater’s eyes narrowed. “Yes, best friends. We even have a pillow fort line drawn down the middle of the suite to remind us of our friendship.”

“Aw…” Leo grinned. “Your first house!”

“Can we eat now?” Slater interrupted.

Kora burst out laughing. “I’ve never been so happy to share a meal with you, Slater.”

He pointed his finger at her and shook his head.

“I’m Kora, by the way.” She pulled me in for a side hug. I liked her immediately. Her smile was real, and her hair was pulled back in a ponytail that made me think she liked to just chill, I liked women who were comfortable in their own skin.

She seemed to know exactly who she was.

Then again, I knew Leo probably helped. He oozed confidence.

“Let’s go before Slater has a stroke from trying to look at Tatum like the friend and not the guy who wants to make out until his body seizes,” Leo said amusingly.

“Romantic,” Slater muttered.

“I thought so.” Leo offered an arm to Kora and then to me, leaving Slater trailing behind us as he led us to our seats at the back of the restaurant with a window facing the pier and the water.

“I love Seattle.” I let out a sigh and put my napkin in my lap.

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Kora scrunched up her nose. “I even miss the rain when we have too many sunny days.”

“Same.” I laughed.

“Welcome to Anthony’s.” A young waitress approached, took one look at Leo, gaped, then did a double take when she saw Slater and looked ready to go into heat.

Ah, high school.

“Thank you,” Slater said smoothly, smiling up at her.

She looked dazed for a bit and then gave herself a shake. “Right, um, would you bread? Like bread, I mean?”

“We would love bread,” Leo piped up. “Can we put in our drink order too?”

“Sure.” Her hand shook as she held her pencil over her notepad. “What can I get for the ladies?”

“Gin and tonic for me,” Kora piped up.

“Diet Coke for me,” I said sheepishly. I technically wasn’t old enough to drink, not that it had ever stopped me before.

Leo ended up ordering a bottle of wine for him and Slater to split, which for some reason, made me smile. I liked their easy friendship. There was no weird lull in the conversation, just talk of school, the Wingmen Inc offices downtown, the upcoming wedding.

I was enjoying myself more than I realized, probably because they were treating me like I was an equal like it wasn’t weird that I was younger and that I was crushing on Slater—or that I was Finn’s sister.

“I’ll be right back.” Slater dropped his napkin onto the chair and left in search of the restrooms.

When I looked back at Leo and Kora, they both had dopey grins on their faces.

I sighed. “Get it out.”

Leo burst out laughing. “Does Finn know anything?”

“No.” I groaned into my hands. “I mean, it’s not like anything is happening now. There were… happenings, but we’ve talked, and things are… better.”

“I give you guys one more day before he cracks.” Leo took a sip of his wine.

Kora snorted. “A day? I give him until tonight. The guy can’t stop staring at you, and even though he knows he should ask Finn’s permission—”

“That’s just the thing.” I slumped into my chair. “Finn would never give it. Slater could be the best guy in the world—and I think he is by the way—and Finn would still lock me in my dorm and throw away the key.”

Leo winced. “Finn just needs to learn that you’ve grown up, and he can’t do that if he suddenly finds out you guys went behind his back.”

“Like I said, we did, and now we aren’t.”

Leo gave me a smug grin. “Do you really think that’s gonna last? Do you know Slater at all?”

I swallowed the guilt. “I uh, was his client last year, through the whole breakup therapist app in Wingmen. Finn also has no clue about that.”

Leo barked out a laugh. “And the plot thickens. How’d you find out?”

I gave him a duh look. “Finn’s horrible with password protecting. I was home for Christmas and nearly ran into the wall when I saw. I assumed he would have just taken me on himself and not told me, but I knew it wasn’t him. The guy was too… nice.”

Leo choked on his sip of wine. “Yeah,” he rasped. “That’s Slater, nice.”

Heat rushed into my face.

Leo’s eyebrows shot up again like he knew what I was thinking about, all the non-nice things he’d done to me—the things I’d done to him.

Forget Slater lasting. I was going to lose my mind if he didn’t touch me.

“Damn water!” Slater came stomping toward us, looking like he’d peed on himself. Automatically, my eyes lowered, and I nearly died laughing.

White pants.

And boxer briefs that had black lettering.

Spooning leads to forking.

Leo pointed at him. “Bro maybe you should—”

“—and you know the worst part!” He just stood in front of us, making it easier to see the tiny fork and spoon directly on his package.

“No, please tell us,” Kora said in a sober voice when all I wanted to do was die from keeping my laughter in.

Slater threw up his hands. “The counters are white so it’s not like you can see the pools of water, they teach you to wash your hands so what do I do? I wash my hands, and I’m punished by someone else’s mess! Oh, and there was a hair!”

I gasped.

Slater shot me a death glare. “I don’t do hair, and it was long and black and gross.”

“Hair triggers him,” Leo said helpfully. “So, I’m curious, Slater, what do you prefer? A fork? Spoon?”

I snorted and then started coughing.

“You think this is funny?” Slater glared. “I’m wet!”

“You’re something,” I said under my breath.

“You!” He jammed his finger in my direction. “If I wasn’t so distracted trying to think of ways not to strip you with my teeth—oh, wipe that smug grin off your face, Leo. You know I have shit self-control—then I wouldn’t have gotten doused in hair-infested water and—” He stopped and looked at me. My eyes were back to the spoon and fork.

Kora did the same thing.

“Why is everyone staring at my dick?” he asked slowly, and then looked down and cursed. “The hell? My Vegas briefs? I don’t even remember putting these on!”

“Cute.” I gave him a thumbs up. “And also, very correct, spooning does lead to forking. Clever of you.”

“No, I—” Slater’s cheeks turned a bit pink “—they were a gift!”

“Don’t lie, man.” Leo chuckled. “It’s beneath you!”

“I am seconds away from strangling you to death.” Slater finally slumped into his seat.

I patted him on the shoulder. “And to think all I needed was to see a fork and spoon on your pee-pee, and now I can suddenly keep my hands to myself.”

“Sad story. So sad.” Slater shook his head. “I swear they really were a gift.”

“Yup.”

“Sure.”

“Okay.”

We all said in unison.

Our food arrived shortly after, and I found great joy in grabbing both my fork and spoon and offering them to Slater.

He flipped me off, earning another laugh from across the table.

Leo got a few jabs in.

And even Kora ended up joining in the teasing.

Slater finally just ignored us, and after multiple attempts at changing the subject, we all relented.

And when dessert came, and Slater’s pants were a bit drier, I slid my hand underneath the table and across his thigh.

And surprisingly, he grabbed my hand and squeezed.

And didn’t let go until we stood up to leave.


Chapter Eleven

Slater

We were back at the dorm.

And because I was such a germaphobe, I grabbed my shower caddy and towel and made a beeline to the showers.

Tatum had been pretty quiet on the way back, which didn’t necessarily mean anything was wrong. I’d wanted to ask her if she had fun, and then I wanted to ask her if she felt as comfortable as I had.

It had felt like a double date.

And I’d enjoyed it so much I wanted to bang my head against another table.

My job wasn’t to wine and dine Finn’s sister, and yet, I wanted to spend more and more time with her, even if it meant I wasn’t kissing her—I liked how easy it was to be with her, how open she was with everyone.

I just liked her.

Hell.

With jerky movements, I peeled off my clothes and flipped on the shower. I always kept my flip flops on because—gross. Quickly, I stepped under the hot spray. I exhaled, letting all the tension leave my body.

Music turned on in the bathroom.

I frowned; it was normal for someone to turn on the system they had in the bathrooms, but it was late at night, and I was the only one showering.

Heaven by Julia Michaels filled the room just like steam.

Just as I was about to poke my head out, the curtain pulled back.

Tatum.

Wrapped in a towel.

I sucked in a sharp breath.

And then she slowly unwrapped herself like a fucking Christmas present and hung her very white innocent-looking towel next to my pink one and joined me.

I said nothing.

I had no words.

Friends, friends, friends.

Hah, because all friends shower together! It’s what really good friends do, damn the sacrifices.

I eyed her perky ass and nearly combusted on the spot.

The music was loud enough to drown out any noise.

Was that why?

She grabbed my Aveeno body wash and squirted some in her hands, then very slowly started rubbing it down my chest.

I was getting punished.

And going to hell.

Her fingers went painfully slow over my abs, and naturally, my erection was a bitch that just kept growing and pining for attention.

“What are you doing?” I rasped. Tatum’s hair was already half wet, steam billowed in between our naked bodies. And I fought like hell to keep from looking down.

I knew if I looked. I’d devour.

And I needed to have that conversation with Finn first.

If at all.

Shit, this was bad.

“Remember…?” She didn’t look into my eyes; just kept soaping my hard body up. “Our first week messaging, when I confessed everything to you about my ex? About him always pressuring me for sex?”

I clenched my fists. “Yes, and I stand by my answer. He was an asshole.”

“Yeah.” She smiled sadly and squeezed more Aveeno into her hands. “The thing is… you know my past, you know he spread rumors about me all over campus, called me a slut, and well for being such an idiot, his bullying on social media was damn right genius.”

I remembered her messaging me at two am, apologizing, but saying that a twitter thread had naked pictures of her. Only it wasn’t her, it was her head on someone else’s body, but people believed it. Her ex was a real piece of work.

He made everyone believe she was this psycho sex addict, and then she confessed the thing that would make me want to wrap a towel around her body and walk in the other direction.

One guy.

She’d only ever been with one guy in high school, and according to her, it was horrible, and the poor bastard didn’t even get his business in before she stopped him and left. So, she’d waited, waited until the guy was worthy—her words.

And her ex wasn’t.

She told him to his face since she caught him cheating.

And he had made her pay for it.

Bastard.

“Why are we talking about this?” I finally cupped her face and tilted her wet chin toward me. “Why are you in the shower? Why are we naked? Why are you washing me?” I hesitated as her eyes locked onto mine. “Why is this so damn hard?”

“Because…” She slid her hands up my chest. “You know me, you know my secrets, my past, you know me, and you aren’t running, you’re still here, and even though I know we need to be friends and what I did was wrong…” Her hands slid behind my neck as her body came flush against mine. “…I want you, Slater. You. I’ve wanted you since before I transferred, I wanted you the day you didn’t know who I was, I want you now.”

I shuddered. Her honesty was brave. Her body was hot. And my brain wasn’t working like it was supposed to. All I kept thinking was I liked this girl, I’d loved our exchanges and was sadder than I should be when our sessions were done.

And now she was here.

Live and in the flesh.

I cupped her ass and jerked her against me. “We tell Finn when he gets back, that’s the rule.”

She nodded her head. “I’ll talk to him first—might save your life.”

“Ah, how noble, falling on your own sword,” I teased.

She grinned. “I’d rather fall on yours.”

“Hell, you’re going to get me killed, aren’t you?”

“You were my therapist when I needed it, my friend without me even asking, and now, I want more…” She shrugged. “Are you man enough to handle that?”

I dug my fingers into her ass. “Do you really need to ask?”

“Just making sure…”

“Making sure?”

“That you aren’t going to say something cruel in order to push me away, that you’re going to grow a pair and kiss me, not because you can’t help it, but because you genuinely want to.”

Hearing it like that was a punch to the gut.

I pressed a soft kiss to her mouth. “Forgive me?”

“Forgiven.” She grinned against my lips, and then her tongue snuck out and licked my bottom lip, licked the water from the shower right up.

I groaned and captured her mouth with mine, turning with her in my arms and pressing her up against the shower tiles. Her fingernails dug into my back.

I wasn’t stopping.

I couldn’t, even if Finn held me at gunpoint—well, maybe I could, but I wouldn’t want to.

She wrapped her legs around my waist and rubbed herself up and down right where I needed her to.

I was so hard I could cause physical damage.

Out of control, I deepened the kiss, and when she tugged my hair, I bit her bottom lip and sucked, then slid my tongue against hers. She tasted like berries.

“Slater?” A male voice called. “You in here, bro?”

I nearly dropped Tatum on her ass.

“Finn?” she whispered.

I nodded my head, my eyes wide. “Yeah, bro, give me a few minutes, and I’ll be out.”

“You know where Tatum is?”

She gave me a panicked look.

“N-no, bro. Hey, why are you back so early?”

“Long story.” He sounded livid.

Now was so not the time to let him know I had his sister in the shower naked.

“We’ll take tequila shots, just give me two more seconds, and try Tatum’s phone—”

She shook her head no at me.

“I mean, don’t try her phone, sorry. I remember she texted about studying at the library, she was supposed to be back by eleven.”

He sighed heavily. Shit, he was right outside the shower.

He would see my clothes but thank God, not hers. She had arrived in the towel.

How the hell was she going to get back into the room?

My clothes. I’d give her my clothes and hope that her brother just assumed she was doing laundry.

After studying.

On a Friday night.

Damn.

“All right, I’ll see you in a few. You want to order pizza? I’m starving.”

“Sure.” I choked out when Tatum grazed my dick with her hand by accident.

She mouthed, “Sorry.”

And I was ready to strangle her brother with my towel and finish what we’d started.

The door to the bathroom sounded like it shut, but to be safe, I poked my head out.

Sure enough, it was empty.

“What the hell are we going to do?” Tatum shrieked.

“My sweats.” I quickly turned the shower off. “Put on my sweats. No, wait, that’s too much. Wear my T-shirt. It should be long enough, but my shoes…” I quickly looked around. “Okay new plan, I distract him while you wrap yourself up in this towel like a Christmas goose make a beeline to your room for clothes; I’ll give you five minutes, then you walk out as if you’ve been taking a nap, got it?”

She nodded her head.

I took a deep breath, “Okay, good. I’m going in first, give me at least two minutes to get him in the bedroom.”

She winced.

“Yeah, I know how that sounded. Not the time, Tatum, not the time.”

She hid a laugh behind her hand while I quickly dried off, put on my dirty clothes, and grabbed my shower caddy. I tried not to think too hard about the fact that I was clean and putting on old clothes.

When I made it back to the suite, Finn was sitting on the couch watching some Marvel movie.

“H-hey, man.” Smooth. “Order pizza yet?”

“I was gonna let you do the honors since you get pissed when they don’t add enough pineapple.”

I rolled my eyes behind him, set my caddy inside the room, and tried to think of something I could say that would get him to come into the room instead of lazily gracing the couch with his presence.

The door to the suite cracked open.

Did she not know how to count?

TWO MINUTES!

“Did you hear that—”

“I have a rash, man!” I shouted so loud I’m sure the entire dorm now believed I had crabs.

Tatum gave me a horrified look.

Finn gaped at me, “You touched my sister with your mouth, and now you have a rash!” he roared. Oh, shit.

I held up my hands in innocence. “First off, I didn’t touch her with my dick.” Yet, well not technically-ish, let’s go with ish. “Second, could you not yell? Just come in here and let me know if it looks bad?”

His eyes narrowed. “You want me to look at your rash?”

“That’s what a true friend would do,” I challenged.

“No, a true friend would tell you to go to the doctor and stop sleeping around.”

“It’s not from sex!” I felt the need to yell. “I uh, my balls—” this wasn’t going well “—you know how balls get sweaty and, I think I’ve been sitting too much.” I would starve if I had to act for a living, wouldn’t I? “Anyway, just look since I can’t maneuver my body in that… er, way.”

“Selfie mode, bro, learn the tricks.”

Astonishing how proud he sounded of this trick. I stared at him; my upper lip curled in distaste. “Something you need to tell me?”

He shot off the couch. “Shut the hell up and show me your balls.”

“That’s something I should never hear my best friend say,” I grumbled.

He shrugged. “Hey, you’re the one with the sex rash.”

“For the last time, it’s not a sex rash!” I jerked him into the bedroom and shut the door. Then I froze. “Something about this feels very intimate, right?”

“Shut the hell up and bend over.” Finn winced and then shook his head. “I wish it wasn’t today. Can we go back in time?”

“All things considered, were you expecting me to cough too?” I wondered out loud.

Finn glared up at me. “I’m the one doing you a favor!”

“We speak of this to no one.”

“Bro code.” He held out his fist, I bumped it and repeated “Bro Code,” then promptly dropped my sweats to my ankles, turned around, and moved the boys to the side, while my best friend straight up got down on both knees and turned on his fucking flashlight on his phone.

“Oh, shit,” I heard the click of a picture being taken. “Sorry, bro, I slipped.”

“I never want to hear you say those words, ever again, out of your mouth, while on your knees, in front of my dick, got it?”

He burst out laughing. “Admit it, it’s kinda funny.”

“I doubt any sort of slippage would be funny in this situation.” Damn it, Tatum owed me!

“Fine, fine, your skin does look a little red.”

“The hell?” I looked down.

“You seem surprised about your own rash, man.”

“No, it’s just, I thought it was getting better.” I had a fucking rash?!

“Huh.” He stared at this phone. “Oh no, actually, it must have been a trick of the light.” He offered his phone. “Want to see for yourself?”

“No.”

“Well, no rash, you were probably just panicking like you always do about things that don’t exist, like imaginary hairs in the shower.”

I pulled up my sweats. “Those hairs are real, and you know it!”

“Whatever, my good deed of the decade is done. Rash free, now can we please go order some pizza?”

“Thanks, bro,” I reached for him, only to have him back up. “What?”

“We can’t hug right now; I just saw your bits.”

“Call them bits again, and I’m kicking you in yours.”

He chuckled. “Whatever, let’s go.”

He opened the door first.

And on the other side stood Tatum, her face a mix of horror and amusement.

“Er…” Finn leaned against the door. “We had a medical emergency.”

“Oh, I heard,” She held out her phone. “And recorded everything. You know, just in case I need to bribe you for something.”

“Son of a bitch! I was looking for his rash!”

I put my face in my hands. “Could this not be story time?”

Tatum peered around Finn. “Your balls on fire, Slater?”

I narrowed my eyes at her. “And after everything I’ve done for you. Betrayed, by Judas.”

“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” Finn held up his hands. “What did you do for her?”

“I played bodyguard while you were gone!” I threw up my hands. “What else would I have done?” Insert awkward laughter.

Finn looked between us and then joined in laughing. “You’re right, you guys have zero sexual tension right now.”

“It’s the rash,” Tatum explained calmly while I wondered if I would ever have sex again, mainly if I would ever see her naked again.

Forget limp dick.

I was sad dick.

So sad.

“You.” Finn pointed at me. “Order the pizza. I want to talk to Tatum for a bit, in private.”

“All right.” I grabbed my phone and watched with curiosity while he took her into her bedroom and shut the door.

He was back early.

Which meant only one thing.

His talk with his parents hadn’t gone well.

I only hoped that it wasn’t so bad that Tatum would be upset.

I didn’t have long to wait.

Fifteen minutes later, he came out, pale as shit, and said that Tatum had gone to bed early.

He fell asleep soon after his fifth slice of pizza.

And like an idiot, I couldn’t sleep.

Because all I kept thinking about was if she was okay.

So, amidst Finn’s snores and my brain telling me it was a bad idea, I snuck across the suite, opened her door and let myself in.


Chapter Twelve

Tatum

I heard the door open.

I hadn’t been sleeping anyway, just staring into the inky blackness of my room, listening to music, and holding my pillow like an upset teenager.

Which is exactly what I felt like.

Finn hadn’t told me everything, I’m sure it was worse than he was letting on with the parents, but that’s what he’d always done. Protect me.

I really wish he would have, but he didn’t.

He went home to absolute chaos.

Not only had my dad cheated on my mom—but they were getting a divorce, and the reason for all the money grabbing from our trusts was because he’d made some bad investments, and she had a shopping problem.

Neither one of them wanted to own up to their own issues, so they felt it was our duty as their children to help them out.

Finn about lost his shit.

They had a huge fight, which resulted in Finn needing to get a restraining order against his own parents.

My parents.

They were never the best, but I still loved them, and now as my birthday neared this summer, as Easter got closer and closer—we weren’t really a family anymore.

My parents were going to have to sell the house to keep up the lifestyle they were used to.

And the real kicker?

My mom hadn’t even asked if I wanted to keep anything from my old room, she literally donated everything because she couldn’t be bothered to deal with it.

To deal with my memories.

My yearbooks.

Pictures.

And my stuffed penguin that I’d left there over Christmas break and had every intention of grabbing during Easter.

The one my grandma gave me before she died.

Gone.

Was it horrible that I was more upset about my penguin than my parents’ divorce?

Finn had told me that we would make new memories, and he’d find a penguin that looked identical, but that only made me cry.

And then the guilt came.

Because he’d basically raised me, hadn’t he? He’d been my friend, my stand-in father, he’d taken me to all my basketball games in high school, and he’d done nothing but protect me.

And I’d betrayed him.

I’d used his best friend against him.

All of it felt so confusing and wrong.

“Hey.” Slater sat on my bed, he was holding a stuffed unicorn in his hands. He was at least wearing a white shirt and a pair of Nike sweatpants. “You okay?”

“No.” My voice was shaky, I’m sure he could tell I’d been crying. And honestly, I knew he didn’t owe me anything—after all, I wasn’t paying for his wisdom anymore, was I?

“Do you need to talk, or do you just need to be held?” he asked softly.

“Held.” I felt my lower lip wobble. “Is that a unicorn?” I asked after a few seconds of adjusting our bodies in my small twin bed.

He shrugged. “I hold you; you hold Horny.”

I smiled through my tears.

And Slater didn’t ask questions, he didn’t push me. He simply pulled back the covers, crawled into my bed, and pulled me against his rock-hard body, then in a whisper I would remember forever, said, “Spooning leads to forking.”

I laughed.

And that laugh quickly turned into a quiet sob.

And he stayed.

All night he stayed.

And for the first time in my life I knew what it was like, to be in a relationship where it wasn’t just about the physical.

But the emotional too.

And I knew in my heart that I couldn’t let him go.

Even though I should.


Chapter Thirteen

Slater

I held her all night.

And I did it because I wanted to, not because it was in the job description. Morning sunlight started peeking through the blinds—the last thing I wanted to do was leave her alone, not when she was clinging to me so tight.

Not when her legs were tangled in mine.

Not when the sheets were wrapped tightly around both of us.

And definitely not when I could smell her shampoo and almost taste her skin.

“Mmmm…” Tatum’s ass moved against mine.

I’d never been so happy to be the big spoon in my entire existence, but this was so not the time.

Not when she was vulnerable.

Hell, I did this for a living. She was exhausted, and her guard was down, her head would tell her it would help her heart. But I knew better than anyone—the heart didn’t heal just because you had a quick romp. If anything, it just heaped more guilt onto an already shitty situation.

“Are you feeling better?” I whispered, playing with pieces of her dark hair.

She didn’t answer, just held on to the arm that was draped around her stomach, holding her close.

I squeezed my eyes shut and tried not to think about how good she felt against me, or about the fact that my body had so many incredible ideas—on ways to spend the morning.

“I should go before we get caught.” I started to move.

“Stay.” She flopped onto her back, her eyes red and swollen from crying. They were such a brilliant blue I couldn’t look away. “Please? Just for a little bit longer?”

“I would.” I smiled. “But, I have a penguin to buy.”

She sniffled. “You don’t have to buy me a stupid penguin.”

“Um, first of all, penguins aren’t stupid, as proven by said penguin owner.” I pointed at her. “And second, I know I don’t have to, I want to.”

Her eyes filled with tears. “Okay.”

A knock interrupted what was going to be, probably the best kiss of my life. We jerked apart like teenagers getting caught by their dad when Finn’s voice filtered through the door.

“Tatum, you up yet?”

Her eyes were wide.

“I got this,” I whispered, “Just go with it.”

“You sure?” she mouthed.

I nodded confidently and then went over to the door and jerked it open. “Hey, best friend… did you make me coffee?”

“You.” His voice was low, it was menacing, and his eyes flashed like he was possessed by a demon.

I rolled my eyes and tried to feign ignorance. “Yes me, your best friend, trying to be a good friend since your sister’s sobbing interrupted my sleep last night.”

His face went from menacing to broken in a heartbeat. “Tatum?” He sidestepped me. “Why didn’t you come get me?”

“Because…” Her lower lip wobbled. “I don’t know.” She sniffed. “I was thinking about it, but I just didn’t want to move, and Slater came knocking around three a.m., and well, he let me cry all over him which means I probably owe him a favor or at least another burrito.”

I smirked at that. Because now whenever I thought of burritos, I thought of licking her taco.

Stop judging me.

I leaned against the doorframe while Finn pulled her into a giant hug. She mouthed “thank you” over his shoulder. I nodded and then stepped out of the room, fighting like hell with my own emotions.

I wanted to run back in and confess to Finn.

I wanted to tell him that someone was going to take his place as the rock in her life—and that someone was going to be me.

But first.

I needed to find a damn penguin.
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Thank God for Amazon. Not only did I find a penguin, but since we lived in Seattle, they were able to deliver it within the hour, making me the hero of the day.

I went to my phone to text her and realized that I actually didn’t have Tatum’s number, so I did the next best thing.

Slater8: So, I may have found you the most badass penguin on the planet!

UnluckyinLove: I wait with bated breath.

Slater8: I knew you would be pining all day, see? Just promise me no more tears today. I feel helpless when you cry.

UnluckyinLove: I think you squeezed them all out of me last night when you held me with your strong arms.

Swear on all that’s holy, my chest just magically puffed out.

Slater8: My arms and body are both available later, lucky you.

UnluckyinLove: I’ve always wanted a life-sized cuddle buddy.

Slater8: Let’s not get too hasty on the whole buddy party, though, yeah?

UnluckyinLove: Oh, so he regrets said friendship?

Slater8: He regrets not kissing you again.

UnluckyinLove: Well, I can pencil you in later if you’ve finally gotten your head out of your ass and want to do this.

Slater8: Why does it feel like you’re blaming me?

UnluckyinLove: Because I am! You’re the one that was mean and shoved me over into the friend zone and expected me to be so thankful I built a shrine.

Slater8: Wait, so does that mean you don’t have a shrine?

UnluckyinLove: No, but I have a doll I stick pins into. How’s that knee feeling?

Slater8: Ha ha—seriously?

Swear my knee started to feel a strain.

UnluckyinLove: Guess you’ll never know!

Slater8: Rude.

UnluckyinLove: You can take it.

I wanted to take her.

Slater8: Maybe.

UnluckyinLove: BTW is this allowed?

Slater8: What?

Was she talking about dating?

I started to immediately sweat.

UnluckyinLove: Technically, I’m a client.

I smiled down at my phone.

Slater8: Right, but I’m not technically in your pants so…

UnluckyinLove: If you hurry over here, you could be.

My heart hammered against my chest.

Slater8: Is that a promise?

It looked like she was typing.

And then she sent a photo.

In nothing but a hot pink bra with a knowing grin on her face.

I wasn’t paying attention at all, so even though I was walking back toward the dorms, I tripped on the flat sidewalk at least a dozen times, my eyes glued to the screen.

“You looking at porn or something?” Finn teased as he was exiting the building. “Let me see…”

“NO!” I roared. “I was just… my mom… sent me a funny quote.”

“Oh yeah?” He crossed his arms. “What was it?”

Damn it!

“Uh, it was ummm…”

“Dude, you can just read it from your phone. What’s with you today?”

A cold sweat broke out on my forehead. “Sorry, I didn’t sleep much last night, I was too busy hugging your sister and praying you wouldn’t break my body in half for attempting to keep her from crying.”

His face softened. “Sorry.”

Shit, that was a dick move on my part. “No, it’s fine, I was glad to help.”

“I’m so pissed at my parents I can barely tolerate the fact that they’re my blood relation.”

I winced. “Well, at least you don’t have to worry about money.”

“It’s not that.” He crossed his arms. “Money you can acquire, but family? Family, you’re born with, and ours is a piece of work. Tatum’s always wanted to be close with Mom, and the fact that Mom only cares about Tatum’s untouchable trust fund hurts.”

We both fell silent, our mood somber.

“Thanks, though.” Finn put his hand on my shoulder. “For being a good friend to her. I appreciate it. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have to run down to headquarters and see how the new recruits are doing. Ian said something about letting them start early, which means you and I get early retirement, which means no more girls hitting on us and asking if we can make them orgasm with the energy from their own bodies.”

I barked out a laugh. “That was such a good day.”

“I can’t believe you even tried.”

“Hey, never leave them unsatisfied.”

Finn rolled his eyes. “Right, I’ll keep you posted. Should be a while because of traffic.”

“No worries.” We fist bumped, and I made my way up the four flights of stairs to my room.

After that encounter with Finn, I realized that as much as I wanted to just devour Tatum whole, I would need a better plan of attack.

And I would need to make sure it wouldn’t ruin Finn and me.

An Amazon box was waiting at the door.

One of the bonuses about working for Wingmen was our mail actually got delivered to us since we had so much paperwork to turn in.

I grabbed the box, let myself in the main suite, and nearly swallowed my tongue.

Tatum was on her hands and knees cleaning something off the carpet, and I was staring like a man who’d never seen a perky ass before. She had on a pair of Adidas leggings and a cropped white sweatshirt.

She was gorgeous.

“Hey.” I was still staring.

“This wasn’t for your benefit, perv,” Tatum said in a teasing voice as she looked over her shoulder. “I stole another Diet Coke and spilled part of it on the carpet when I was trying to drink and text at the same time.”

“Hmm,” I leaned against the kitchen counter. “Karma, that’s what happens when you steal things that aren’t yours.”

“Riiight.” She stood and faced me, her hands on her hips. “But I was fully planning on making dinner tonight, so technically, it wasn’t stealing because we’d be even.”

I narrowed my eyes. “Dinner? What sort of dinner? Like dinner that comes in a box or dinner that you have to actually take time to prepare?”

Her lips twisted into a snarky smile. “Careful, you’re drooling.”

“Maybe I have reasons to drool that have nothing to do with dinner.” I snapped back. “Oh, also, looks like you missed a spot.”

“Did I?” Her eyebrows shot up as she got back down on her hands and knees. “Over here?”

“Farther.” I coughed.

She moved the wet towel across the spot a few times. “I think it’s out.”

“Scrub harder.” I grinned.

The motion caused her ass to move back and forth, back and forth. I was hypnotizing myself. Perfect.

“You know, the show isn’t free. Pay up.” She stood again and tossed the towel at me.

“Wait, that was a show? I thought that was cleaning.”

She rolled her eyes. “Finn just left.”

“Yeah.” My voice cracked. “I saw him downstairs.”

“He should be gone for at least two hours.” She closed the distance between us.

I reached for her and then jerked back. “I need to talk to him first.”

She sighed and hung her head. “Does that mean no sex?”

I nearly choked. “Sex?”

“Yeah, sex.” She licked her lips. “Did you need me to draw you a diagram?”

I let out a snort. “Sweetheart, I can make you scream so many different ways that your voice will go hoarse.”

Her pupils dilated. “OH?”

“That wasn’t helpful, was it?” I grumbled and ran my hands through my hair in my typical nervous gesture.

“Talking about screaming your name? No, not really helpful at all.” She smiled. “But, since we’re friends, I’ll let it go, we should still do something, though. You know, to occupy our hands and mouths.”

My throat went dry. “I have so many responses to that in my head. All of them inappropriate.”

“Figured.”

I shrugged. “Let’s binge-watch a show, then when Finn gets back you can get your ass back into the kitchen where it belongs—”

She flipped me off.

“—and cook for the menfolk.”

“Are you always this annoyingly condescending?”

“Only when I’m trying not to pin you against the nearest sturdy surface and strip you naked with nothing but my teeth and bad intentions.”

She gasped and then burst out laughing. “It’s gonna be a long two hours.”

“You’re telling me.” I winked and then went over to the couch. “What show you wanna start?”

“You pick.” She joined me just as I remembered the penguin.

“I have a surprise for you.” I grabbed the box and handed it to her.

Tatum’s blue eyes narrowed. “Is something going to jump out and scare the crap out of me?” She teased, and then her eyes filled with tears, she knew, I’d already told her, but it was cute that she wanted to play the guessing game.

“No, but I’ll remember that for next time.”

“Ah, there will be a next time? More gifts?”

I smiled at that. “Always.”

“Hmmmm.” She shook the box.

I gave her a look of complete horror. “What if there’s a live animal in there, puppy killer?”

She paled. “You got me a puppy?”

“No, but if I did, you would have just killed it!”

She ignored me and pulled open the box and then froze, her eyes locked onto the stuffed penguin. A slow smile spread across her face.

“Slater.” Her voice was barely above a whisper. “It’s perfect.”

“Please don’t cry.” I grabbed the box from her and set it down, then pulled her into my arms, the penguin squished between us. He had an orange and red scarf, and little pretend glasses on his nose. It was the only one Amazon had that hadn’t looked like it was plotting someone’s death.

She pulled back and squeezed the penguin. “Thank you for making me feel better.”

I brushed back some hair that had fallen across her right eye as a buzz of awareness snapped tight between us.

“I like you,” I said it like the idiot I was, but I wanted her to know—needed her to know. “And I promise you I’m not going to treat you like Jackass Jack.”

Tears filled her eyes. “He was a jackass.”

“He basically forced you away from your own University after spreading rumors of your nonexistent sexcapades around social media,” I pointed out. “He deserves to get run over with his own car.”

“Why his own car?”

I offered a nonchalant shrug. “More demeaning.”

She nodded. “You know almost everything there is to know about me since I’ve been confiding in you for the last year… but I feel like I don’t know anything about you.”

My body stiffened. “Yeah, well…”

“Good story.” She teased as she went over to the couch and sat, then patted the spot next to her.

“You do realize that guys don’t just blurt out all their feelings, right? And I’m a man of few words.”

She rolled her eyes. “You talk more than Finn, and he never shuts up.”

“Is this our first fight?”

She tossed her penguin at me. “Tell me something… about you.”

“Well…” I took a deep breath. “I was a huge nerd in high school.”

She gaped. “I don’t believe you, you’re like a sexual fly trap that buzzes too hot and catches way too many insects.”

I tilted my head. “Thank you?”

“It’s a compliment.” She burst out laughing.

“Yes, that’s what I often think when people compare me to a fly trap,” I teased. “And I’m serious. I had no clue how to dress, had no confidence, and slouched, I was a sloucher.”

She winced. “Which usually indicates a need to fit in.”

“Exactly. Which only made me get picked on more.”

“So, what happened? Did you hit a growth spurt or something?”

I smiled back at the memory. “My sister told me to stop feeling sorry for myself and said if I wanted to change, that I was the only one who could do it. I hit the weights the next day, discovered Proactiv, God bless them, went to therapy, and invested in myself. I’ll admit it wasn’t all positive, like oh good job, wayta focus on you, screw the others. I wanted revenge. Which my sister warned me about.”

Tatum pulled her knees to her stomach. “Did you get even?”

“I kissed my crush in front of her boyfriend and walked away with her in my arms, the entire senior class saw, and the entire school had a new leader by the time the last bell rang.”

She slow clapped. “That took balls!”

“It did, but then it became all I cared about that year and all I cared about when I came to UW.” My gut clenched.

She put her hand across mine. “I’m sensing this story doesn’t have a happy ending?”

“She was my best friend.” I glanced up at Tatum. “My sister.”

“Was? So, your sister who—”

“Died,” I confirmed as my heart threatened to explode in my chest. God, I never talked about this, even last year when I was asked to re-join Wingmen Inc and I finally got over Knox dating her and, in my mind, sending her down a dark spiral even I couldn’t pull her out of.

“She died of an accidental overdose. She’d been dating one of my best friends, and when they broke up, she just got worse. He was trying to get her help, and things were looking better, she’d been clean, but a psycho that went to school here was jealous of her, of the attention all of us gave her—Finn included—and she snapped, made it look like my sister did it on purpose. She was arrested last year, and we later found out there had been other victims. The woman was crazy.”

Tatum gasped and covered her mouth with her hands. “I can’t believe it!”

“Yeah.” I sighed. “That was three years ago, and last year I joined Wingmen again after a short hiatus. One of my friends—who’s now married to Knox by the way—helped me see the light and all that. She was almost hurt too.”

“That just goes to show, you don’t really know what goes on behind closed doors or in people’s heads.”

“Yeah.” I suddenly didn’t want to talk anymore.

Tatum must have sensed that, though, because in a flash, she was crawling into my lap and throwing her arms around my neck. And then her mouth was on mine in a possessive kiss that was over way too soon. “Thank you for telling me.”

I gripped her ass, my arousal was fast and evident, rubbing against her. “Thanks for listening.”

Her eyes darted to my mouth. “I’ll get off.”

“If I do it right, damn straight, you’ll get off. Screaming my name.”

That bit of sleaziness earned me a light punch to my shoulder. “I meant I’ll get up.”

“I’m already up.” I pushed against her again. “I really wish you wouldn’t leave.”

She laughed and wiggled her ass.

I bit back a groan and squeezed my eyes shut. “Damn, you feel good right there.”

“You feel so hard.” Yeah, I was going to get so hard I’d have to go to the ER if she didn’t stop. “And big…”

“Are you trying to kill me?” My voice cracked.

“No.” She moved again. “You just feel… like everything.” She moved again.

“Holy shit.” I could barely squeeze the words out. “Are you going to dry hump me then leave me with blue balls?”

“Well, I wasn’t planning on it.” She smirked. “But, since you brought it up.”

“Don’t you dare.” But even as I said it, I was pumping my hips up to meet her core. “This is a horrible idea.”

“For you, maybe.” She moaned, the sound low and guttural in her throat, and closed her eyes as her head lolled back and to the side.

That moan went straight to my aching dick, and I watched in rapt fascination as she moved against me like she was riding me. I was powerless to stop, and I was one hundred percent loving the view as I slid my hands under her sweatshirt and cupped her breasts over her sports bra.

“You really think…” I tugged her bra up and nearly died when I touched skin. “…that you can get off like that?”

“Oh, I know I can,” she said in a breathy voice. She smiled, even though her eyes were still closed.

“Hmm, I’ll do you one better.” I gripped her by the ass and flipped her onto her back and hovered over her straddling her body as I slowly unzipped my jeans and pulled them low enough for her to see exactly what she needed to finish her little experiment. “Lay back and close your eyes.”

“Are you seducing me now?”

“No, I’m going to get you off without touching you.”

“That’s physically impossible.”

“My hands won’t be touching you, but other parts that hate me right now are going to be avid participants.” I bent over and kissed her hard on the mouth and pulled down my jeans more, then pulled myself free from my briefs.

She let out a little gasp, and then I was between her legs. All of me, sliding against her roughly, I would hate myself later, but right now? Worth it.

“You see?” I whispered in her ear as I lightly kissed her neck. “Your leggings are just thin enough that you can feel my heat, can feel how hard I am for you, and with each thrust, your anticipation will build until you can’t take it anymore.”

Already she was moving against me, gripping my shirt and pulling me closer.

“That’s it, take what you need, Tatum,” I encouraged, sealing that promise with a kiss as I rocked hard against her.

I went faster.

She gasped into my mouth and bit down on my lip. Her entire body went rigid, and then she whispered my name against my tongue.

And all I could think was… worth it.

Totally worth it to be miserable and needing release.

With a shudder, she opened her eyes, locked them onto mine. “That was intense.”

“Mmm…” I kissed her nose. “Imagine what it would be like with no clothes.”

“Explosive,” she said quickly and then pressed her mouth to mine in a thankful kiss. “You make me feel both sexy and comfortable in my own skin.”

I kissed her back. “Good.”

Tatum reached for me, and as much as I wanted her to grip me hard with her delicate fingers, I knew, I was already taking things too far—already had several times, and my self-control was so far past slipping. “If you touch me, I won’t be able to stop, Tatum, and we need to, I need to. He’s my family; he’s—like a brother.”

“I know.” She cupped my face with her hands. “I know.”

I pulled away from her, tugged my jeans back up, and tried to think about something that would cool my arousal. War, disease, wildfires, famine, endangered animals, penguins in glasses, kitties… cute, soft, furry kitties, warm purring cuddly—damn it! For any right-angled triangle, the square of the length of the hypotenuse… ah, thank you, Pythagoras, for your theory on triangles.

As the memory of my high school geometry teacher’s voice droned in my head, addressing my immediate situation, Tatum disappeared for a minute and came back into the living room with a large fluffy pink blanket. We didn’t talk as we sat on the couch.

I turned on Netflix.

And she put her head on my shoulder.

And for the first time in my entire life, I was okay with holding back, with just being near her even though it was physically painful.

Like I said, worth it.


Chapter Fourteen

Tatum

I held his hand under the blanket like I was back in high school, trying to hide from Finn.

And Slater held on to me, squeezed my fingertips tight.

An hour later, when we were into episode two of Dead to Me, Finn came strolling into the room with what smelled like Chinese takeout.

I leaped off the couch. “Is that for us?”

“I’m disappointed.” Slater laughed. “You said you were cooking?”

“But—” I flashed a smile at my brother. “Fried pork!”

Finn rolled his eyes with a grin. “I got you fried pork, yes, and I got Slater his weird-ass dumpling roll things.”

“They aren’t weird,” Slater grumbled, getting to his feet.

I nearly choked when I realized he still looked ready to pound nails into the first surface that he encountered.

Luckily, Finn was digging in the bag.

I tossed the penguin at Slater and pointed down.

He gave me a what look, then quickly turned around and made a beeline to his bedroom, dropping the penguin back on the couch in the process.

“What’s his problem?” Finn laughed as he pulled out all the takeout.

My mouth watered. “Who knows? I’ve been forcing him to binge-watch with me—he knows it makes me feel better.”

Finn hesitated and then glanced up at me. “At least we have each other.”

“Yeah.” My voice shook. “We do.”

“You look happy, Tatum. I’m glad you’re liking school here. You making friends?”

“Yeah.” I needed to tell him, someone needed to tell him. “I mean you’re my friend, Slater’s my friend—”

“Slater!” He barked out a laugh. “Yeah, Slater doesn’t have friends who are girls, trust me, I mean I guess if you count Shawn his ex-roommate, but other than that, he doesn’t do it. Girls tend to get the wrong idea, you know?”

Yeah, I could totally see that.

But this was different.

“Did you start a new show without me?” Finn asked, interrupting my guilty thoughts.

“Sorry,” I grumbled. “But—”

He cut me off with a shake of his head. “I can’t believe you would binge without me. Are we not family anymore? What did you do? Find a replacement brother?” Another laugh erupted while I died a bit inside, nope, not a replacement brother.

So not the time to confess anything.

Slater reappeared in some low-slung sweats and a tank that showed off his impressive biceps, and I wondered how good he would taste if I just dipped him in soy sauce and licked.

He knew I was staring if his smirk was any indication. And yes, I may have stared at his ass in those gray sweats as he grabbed his food and then returned to the couch.

After some arguing, we decided we’d continue with episode two and catch Finn up.

I tried to sit near Slater, but Finn grabbed me and sat me directly in between them, where the fires of hell lived.

Where I existed.

I gulped and tried to eat despite the sand in my mouth, despite the fact that my brother was to my left, Slater to my right.

The lights were down low.

The blanket was on.

And since I couldn’t stomach any more food, I put it down on the table and leaned back, holding my penguin as a barrier between Finn and me.

I slid my right hand under the blanket and touched Slater’s thigh.

He stiffened, but his face gave nothing away.

I inched my fingertips higher. He seemed to stop breathing.

I kept going, pressing my palm against the front of his sweats. He shifted in his seat like he was getting more comfortable, and I used that opportunity to slide my hand under the waistband.

No briefs.

No boxers.

He let out a rough exhale.

And I gripped. Hard.

His right leg jerked.

“Dude, if you’re sleeping and jolting awake, I’m going to strangle you.” Finn didn’t look our way.

“Sorry.” Slater’s voice sounded drugged. “I was just trying to get comfortable, at least I’m not stuck with the penguin.”

Finn patted the penguin and kept watching while I moved my hand up and down.

Slater grit his teeth but said nothing.

I was about to increase my movements when Finn suddenly paused the TV. I jerked my hand away innocently.

“Guys, we need to talk.” Finn sighed. “I’ve been trying to act like it’s not a big deal, but it is…”

No, oh no. Tears filled my eyes. The guilt was almost too much.

“I’m so sorry!” I blurted, earning a panicked look from Slater, who looked ready to join in and then fall to the ground and beg for forgiveness.

Finn gave me a funny look. His blue eyes narrowed. “Tatum, it’s not your fault.”

“It’s not his fault either,” I said defensively.

“Damn right it is!” He roared. “Men are supposed to be leaders. I expected more of him!”

“Bro—” Slater’s voice interrupted. He released a slow sigh. “You’re right. I’m sorry.”

“It is what it is, you know?” Finn grimaced. “I just never thought that it would happen to us is all?”

“Er…” I shot a look toward Slater. “Us?”

“Yeah,” Finn looked ready to throw the remote. “I mean, Mom and Dad have no right to be so immature. We shouldn’t have to be the parents in this scenario. Mom knew better than to clean out your room as if you never existed. She did the same to me. I just don’t understand how money can make people so stupid and mean.”

I reached for his hand, part of me relieved that he wasn’t talking about what I had thought he was talking about. “Like you said, we have each other.”

Finn pulled me in for a hug. “I’d do anything for you, baby sis. I love you.”

Slater stood. “Hey, guys, I think you should spend some time together, I’m going to go work on a paper…”

He didn’t have a paper. I’d asked him earlier about homework.

I frowned, suddenly defeated.

He shook his head slowly.

And I knew.

He was ending this.

Whatever it was.

The sneaking around.

The touching.

The kissing.

“I’m sorry,” he mouthed.

And then he was back in the room, the door shut behind him.

“What was that about?” Finn asked.

“Hm?”

Finn jerked his head toward the door. “Slater just seemed bummed.”

“He’s…” I didn’t know what to say. “It’s been a long day, that’s all, and you know he didn’t sleep much last night because he was trying to make sure I was okay.”

“Ass better have slept on the floor.”

I smiled at that. “Does it really matter that much to you? I mean obviously, he’s your best friend for a reason—you rarely tolerate people who annoy you or you who you don’t trust.”

“Yeah, but…” Finn’s eyes flashed. “You deserve better.”

“Better than Slater? Your best friend?” I challenged.

“Yes,” he snapped. “You haven’t seen the trail of girls he’s gone through.”

“Is it as long as yours?”

“Very funny.”

“You shouldn’t throw stones from a glass house, brother.” I patted him on the shoulder.

He grimaced. “It’s different.”

“It’s not, but I’ll let you win this one because I know you’re sad about Mom and Dad.”

He let out a ragged exhale and pulled me in for another hug. “Thanks.”

“You’re crushing my penguin.”

“Where the hell did you find this anyway?” He pulled back and shook the penguin in my face.

“Oh um,” My cheeks heated. “Slater actually surprised me with it.”

“He did?” Finn said it slowly. “He went and bought you a stuffed penguin in between classes today?”

“Yeah.” I gulped.

“Huh.” Finn tossed me the penguin and yawned. “I think I might go to bed too.”

“All right.” I made my way over to my room and quickly shut the door, then grabbed my phone and sent off a message.

UnluckyinLove: Hey, I want to see you.

Slater8: I don’t know if that’s a good plan…

UnluckyinLove: Please?

Slater8: You grossly overestimate my ability to slither across the living room and into your arms without detection.

UnluckyinLove: Just tell Finn you’re sick and sprint in my direction.

Slater8: Because nothing says midnight rendezvous more than puke.

UnluckyinLove: Oh, I’m sorry, did you have a better plan?

Slater8: Yes, not sneaking around and having an actual discussion with him, so he knows that this isn’t a fling between us.

UnluckyinLove: It’s not a fling.

Slater8: I literally just said that.

UnluckyinLove: I just wanted to repeat it, because it’s true, because it terrifies me—how much I care about you.

Slater8: Damn it, brb I’m going to go tell your brother I’m puking my guts out and may crap my pants.

UnluckyinLove: Be still my beating heart! MY HERO!

Slater8: …

He must have figured out something because seconds later I jerked open my door to find Slater literally crawling behind the couch toward me.

It was unfortunate that Finn chose that moment to open the door and stare across the living room at me.

Slater paused; I could see his lips moving like he was cursing me to hell.

“You’re still up?” Finn leaned against the door.

“Yeah.” I fake yawned. “I just thought I heard something.”

“Slater’s got the shits.” He said it so nonchalant that I burst out laughing even though I knew it wasn’t true. My brother would stop at nothing to shove me away from his friend, wouldn’t he?

“That’s… too bad.” I said when I finally stopped laughing.

Slater held up two middle fingers behind the couch.

“I was thinking,” Finn said slowly. Oh good, he’d been thinking. Meanwhile, Slater had fake diarrhea and was hiding behind the couch like a criminal.

“Can it wait until the morning?” I asked, yawning again. Get the picture, bro!

“I’ll be quick. It was more of just an idea. You know great Aunt Nadine?”

I smirked. “I think the world knows her, but yes.”

“She’s back from her cruise in Panama and was texting me selfies that I don’t care to discuss considering the content, I think she got my number confused with someone else.” He shuddered. “At any rate, you know how much she loves you—and hates our parents just as much as Grandma did—what do you say we go visit her this weekend? Go out to dinner? See the cousins?”

It was the best idea he could have possibly had. I felt myself instantly relax. “You mean it?”

He frowned. “Of course, family’s important, and you know they’ve always been closer to us than our own parents anyway, I mean Mom and Dad went to Aspen for Christmas while we stayed at Jake and Char’s house last year.”

“True.” I sighed happily. “I love the idea. I think we should bring Slater.”

Finn’s head jerked up. “Bring Slater? Why?”

“Because, Aunt Nadine,” I said triumphantly. “And I think the entertainment will be worth it.”

He cackled out a laugh. “Yeah that’s brilliant, all right I’ll let her know. I promise we’ll get through this, all right?”

“Yeah.”

He started to shut the door.

“Hey, Finn, one more thing…”

“What’s up?”

“I have a crush on a guy.”

“I’ll kill him!” he roared.

“Stop.” I held up my hands. “I just need you to know that I like someone, and that my choices are my own, and that eventually, you’re going to have to understand that I’m not the same little girl I was anymore, all right? I don’t want to go behind your back.”

His jaw clenched. “Who is this dick-faced seducer of innocents?”

I gaped. “Was that a British accent?”

“Who!” His fists clenched.

“I’ll tell you when I’m ready. I just want your word you won’t kill him.”

He stared at me in angered silence.

“Tatum…” he growled.

“Your word, or I’m going to show him my boobs and run off to Las Vegas and make a living as a stripper.”

Finn cursed under his breath and mumbled. “I won’t kill him.”

“What was that? A little louder for the people in back?”

He glared. “I won’t kill him. Happy?”

“Extremely.” I grinned cheekily. “Now off to bed with you.”

He rolled his eyes and shut the door quietly behind him, while I opened my own door and reached for Slater’s hand, jerking him inside my room and slamming the door closed, locking us in.

His mouth was on mine in seconds, his tongue twisting with mine, his hands in my hair, pulling, tugging. He tasted like minty toothpaste, I wanted to lick him from the inside out.

We broke apart. Slater’s chest heaved as he cupped my chin. “So, at least he won’t kill me?”

“Oh that, I was talking about my other boyfriend.”

His eyes lit up. “So, I’m your boyfriend now?”

My jaw dropped. “N-no I mean—”

He silenced me with another kiss and smiled against my lips. “I like it. I want to be your boyfriend. I want to be a lot of things to you. And I promise I’m not going to fuck it up like the asshole that you left.”

For some reason, that made me feel like crying. “I know you won’t.”

“So now that I’m apparently losing control of all bodily functions in the bathroom…” He reached for my silky camisole and peeled it off my body. “I should make good use of my time.”

My eyes widened as a chill wracked my body. “Wait, you’re serious?”

“I’m going to implode if I don’t get inside you.” Slater kissed me hard across the mouth. “But I’ll wait if you want to. I’ll do whatever you want as long as you don’t make me leave.”

“No.” I smiled through my tears. “I won’t make you leave.”

“Good, now if you’ll excuse me, I have some nipples to tease.”

“Ah, so you’re going to turn yourself on and let me watch?”

“What the—?” He burst out laughing. “Cute, no I meant yours, not mine, not that I don’t have mighty fine nipples.” He flexed his pecs.

I just rolled my eyes. “You aren’t The Rock, but nice try.”

“He’s like ten of me.” Slater pointed out. “And ten of me would crush your body, meaning sex would naturally turn into a murder scene—not sexy.”

“Nope.” I looped my arms around his neck, and my breath came in short gasps. I was suddenly nervous. Nervous that we were doing this, that we were doing it behind my brother’s back, that we could ruin everything if he found out that his best friend was cupping my breasts with his hands in reverence.

I arched under his touch.

“There it is,” He flicked a nipple. “I love how sensitive you are.”

“Your hands are so warm.”

“And big, don’t forget big.” He lowered his head, licking and sucking, giving them both equal attention before lifting me onto my bed and tugging my sleep shorts down.

“Someone isn’t wasting any time.” I gasped when his mouth found mine again.

“I’ve wanted you since that first kiss, I’ve known you for almost a year without realizing it. Hell yes, I’m impatient. I should get an award for celibacy.”

I patted him on the shoulder. “Good job. I’ll make a nice little participation certificate for you later.”

“Aw, like best self-control of the year?”

“He says as he grips my naked ass.”

“Your ass should always be naked.” He squeezed and then pulled me toward the edge of the bed, licking the inside of my knee.

I squealed, but he held me there, his eyes locking on mine as he moved higher and higher until his head disappeared, and all I felt was the five o’clock shadow he was sporting against the sensitive skin of my thigh.

And then his warm breath against my most sensitive place. And then his lips and tongue—

“Slater!” I hissed out his name then clamped my lips closed. I couldn’t scream, my brother would come running, and Slater would probably die between my legs—but not in a happy way. “Do that again, slower…”

“Bossy…” The word vibrated against me, sending a ripple effect across all my vulnerable nerve endings. And then he was licking and sucking and doing exactly what I’d asked him to do.

My toes curled as he drew back to gaze into my eyes, his mouth swollen, his eyes lit up like he was high on me. Deliberately, he swirled his tongue over his lips as if to savor my taste.

“I want to touch you…” My voice cracked.

Slowly he drew back, and I leaned forward, reaching for the waistband of his sweatpants, jerking them down and allowing him to spring free.

With greedy hands, I took him.

He bit out an ugly curse and then reached for the bed to stabilize himself. “Yeah, I’ll last like zero seconds if you keep moving your hand.”

“That’s the point,” I said.

Sweat beaded on his forehead as he visibly struggled to maintain control. “No,” he said, his voice tight and hoarse. “The point is to be inside you.”

“Then what are you waiting for?”

Our mouths crashed together again. He mumbled condom against my lips.

Causing me to pull away and wince.

“Nooooooooooo…” He punched the penguin in the face and then shook his head at me. “I’m massively disappointed in your sleuthing skills. You get me to come all the way over here—”

“It’s literally twenty feet.”

“I risk life and limb—”

“You were crawling. There was no danger.” I giggled.

“And you have no protection?” Slater looked ready to strangle the penguin and then throw it out the window.

“Sorry.” I made a face. “I wasn’t thinking. Don’t you have something?”

“Yes.” He deadpanned. “In enemy territory. Why don’t I just stroll back into the war zone, grab a few condoms from your BROTHER,” he whisper-yelled the brother part. “And then I’ll stroll right back in here, lock the door, and we’ll get it on!”

I burst out laughing. “How funny would that be, though?”

“My death?” He winced. “Hilarious.”

“Slaterrrrrrrrr…”

Both of us were naked, ready, needy, dying.

“You could do it.” Slater crossed his arms and backed away; his gorgeous body was almost too much to take. “I mean, he thinks I’m sick, you could always stroll over there, let him think you need to borrow a calculator and swipe a pack of condoms from the same drawer.”

“Calculator? Really?” I shook my head.

“I’m not an amateur.” Slater grinned like he was proud of his genius. “Grab both, it’s dark, and he’s probably already sleeping anyway.”

I shook my head. “I’ll crack under pressure.” A sigh slipped out. “Guess no sex, unless you can prove your true Wingmen skills of persuasion and spying. I guess a real man would—”

“Fine, I’m going.” He jerked on his sweats and gave me a blistering kiss before squeezing his eyes shut and whispering. “Finn’s hairy ass, Finn’s hairy ass, Finn’s hairy ass.” He looked down and shrugged. “That’ll do.”

“I just witnessed that,” I muttered.

“And yet you’re still attracted to me.” Slater winked. “Amazing, isn’t it?”

“One of life’s mysteries.” I sighed and crossed my arms. “Now, off you go.”

“Promise you’ll write?” he teased.

“I would be the worst wartime girlfriend if I didn’t at least send you a few notes with perfume sprayed on them—your sacrifice is noticed, sir.”

“Parting…” He sighed. “Is such sweet sorrow. Just know, what I do, I do for King and Country.”

“We live in the US.” I pointed out.

“Shhhh, you’re ruining the mood.” After one more kiss, he poked his head out the door and strolled across the living room, confident as sin.

I watched as he opened the door to his own room.

It was dark.

I heard some talking.

He was so caught, wasn’t he?

I heard my phone buzz and quickly grabbed it.

Slater8: Abort, private. Abort!

UnluckyinLove: What happened?

Slater8: He’s trying to nurse me back to health and says he was being a bad roommate not going to the store for me, so now he’s awake and looking up natural remedies for diarrhea. Thanks, by the way.

I burst out laughing.

UnluckyinLove: Just think you could be having sex.

Slater8: I’m still going to sneak across, give me a few hours, I’ll wake you up with my mouth.

I shivered.

UnluckyinLove: Can’t wait.


Chapter Fifteen

Slater

If Finn didn’t stop asking if I was okay, I was going to grab my pillow and smother him with it until his legs stopped twitching.

“Bro…” I yawned. “For the last time, I’m feeling a lot better. Go to sleep.”

He gave me a worried look and then flicked the light off again. “All right, but online it says you need some Pedialyte.”

“I’ll grab some in the morning.”

“Cool, hey we have a family thing this weekend, wanna come?”

I grinned against my sheets. “Yeah, man, that sounds fun.”

“Well, it will be entertaining, my aunt is one of those crazy old aunts, the old bat’s still sexually active if I’m to believe what I saw from those pictures she tried sexting to me earlier.”

“Bro—” I looked up at him, blinking against the darkness. “How old is she?”

“Ninety-two.” He shuddered. “But it’s like her sex drive is aging backward.”

“I’m very uncomfortable with the direction of this conversation.” Well, my erection was gone, probably wasn’t ever coming back. Sorry, Tatum!

He barked out a laugh. “Just know if she pinches your ass; it’s normal.”

“The hell?” I wondered out loud.

“You’ll be safe.” He said, then muttered under his breath. “Mostly.”

“Can’t wait.”

“Slater?”

“Yeah?”

“Thanks… for being such a good friend.”

And the nail in the coffin was hit directly home.

Raw need and guilt battled in a chaotic war over what I should do. What was right and wrong, and what would happen if things went south.

But this wasn’t a fling.

She was my girlfriend now.

I could only pray Finn wouldn’t ask Leo to help him bury my body somewhere. We did always joke that the swing set at the park across campus was the best chance at not getting caught, considering it’s heavily wooded.

I gave my head a shake.

It was fine.

It would be fine.

My need for her won out. And I told myself he would understand when I knew that if the situations were reversed—I’d be damn near homicidal.

I still grabbed my cell phone, so I could turn on my alarm, then put in my air pods so that I was the only one who would hear it.

It was going to scare the ever-loving shit out of me.

But it would be worth it.

I closed my eyes and tried not to think too hard about it.

My alarm jolted me out of a dead sleep, I almost fell off my own bed and then remembered why I’d set it in the first place.

I quietly tucked my pods away, grabbed my cell, and then reached for the condoms in the desk drawer.

Of course, it made a noise when I opened it as if it suddenly decided it needed oil or something.

I winced when Finn flipped onto his back.

Heart pounding, I grabbed the box and shut the drawer, then opened the door to our room and bolted out.

I ran into the couch with my shin.

Nearly fell over the coffee table.

But finally made it to her door and let myself in.

The room was blanketed in darkness.

Tatum was sleeping on her side, her pretty vibrant hair lay about her, in stark contrast to the white sheets.

I touched her cheek.

Her eyes flickered open as a smile spread across her face. “Back from war so soon?”

“I walked all night, just to find you.” I winked.

“Run into any trouble?”

“A large sofa masquerading as a monster may have run into my body, but other than that, no, though I need to warn you, Finn said some shit about a crazy aunt and sexting so I may never get another erection again. Ever. Ever. Ever.”

Tatum clapped a hand over her mouth and laughed. “You’ll love her.”

“How about I just make love to you, and we forget about the erection-killing aunt, hmmm?”

Tatum’s eyes sparkled as she pulled back the sheet. My jaw dropped. “See something you like?”

“You’re naked.” Voice hoarse, I wasn’t sure if I could move from that glorious spot as the moonlight cast a sultry glow across her lithe body.

“And you’re still in clothes.” She grabbed the waistband of my sweats, snapping them against my skin.

I set my phone on her desk, grabbed a condom from the box—and gingerly pulled my sweats down, kicking them off my ankles as I joined her in bed.

I suppressed a groan, my eyes taking her curves, her naked skin kissing the soft sheets.

Just feeling her hot skin against mine was enough to undo me.

“You fit right here.” I pulled her against me in a heated kiss, and our tongues tangled as I pressed her down on her back and slid my hand up the side of her soft body.

“We fit,” Tatum agreed and then looked down with a mischievous grin. “Maybe.”

“Worried?” I dipped my head, dragging my mouth across her neck and down her chest. Damn, her skin was hot beneath my lips.

She wrapped her arms around me and moaned.

“Don’t be,” I pulled back and quickly tore open the foil packet and rolled on the condom.

She watched me like it fascinated her.

And then she licked her lips as if she was getting a sugary treat.

I kissed her hard across the mouth, my hands moved to her hips, positioning her below me as I pressed against her heat.

I knew she would be ready for me.

Because we’d had what felt like days of fucking foreplay.

Our foreheads touched, she exhaled my name and then hooked her legs behind me, pulling me all the way to the hilt. Her warm softness closed around me. My head fell back in pleasure as she squeezed, her internal muscles locking about me, holding me there in waves of pulsating heat, creating an intimate milking sensation that radiated from where we were connected all the way out to the tips of my fingers and toes.

“Shit, Tatum.” A moan wrenched itself from my throat, and I slowly rolled my hips. “Are you trying to kill me?”

Her back arched up to meet me. “The way you’re killing me right now?”

I pressed our palms together as I slowed my movements. Eyes locked, we smiled. It was a first for me, wanting to savor the moment, savor the girl.

“You’re beautiful, you know.” I groaned and took her mouth, tasting her lips, biting and sucking the sensitive skin there. “So damn beautiful.”

Her nails dug into my back with each thrust. “Right there.”

“Here?”

Her heat tightened around me again, sucking me toward dry.

“Or here?”

“Everywhere.” She squeezed her eyes shut as her hands dug into my hair. “I feel you everywhere.”

“Good.” I pressed an urgent kiss against her swollen lips. “I can feel you fighting it, Tatum…”

“Because…”

Of course, she would argue during sex. I would have laughed if I wasn’t breaking into a sweat by trying to hold back my release.

“It’s too good.”

“Tatum…” My voice had a warning edge to it as I slammed into her, knocking a pillow off the bed and causing the mattress to hit the desk, sending a few pencils flying too. “Let go.”

Instead of listening to me, she moved her right leg over my shoulder and smiled wickedly. “You first.”

“Son of a bitch.” I squeezed my eyes shut. “Is this a test? I think I’m losing.”

“Or winning; however you want to look at it.” She panted as I went so damn deep, I couldn’t hold back anymore.

My name exploded from her lips.

I clapped a hand over her mouth like I was trying to choke her out mid-orgasm.

Her eyes widened, and then I felt her release surge through both our bodies and fiery tension gripped my body as I followed her.

Thank God.

I collapsed next to her and quickly disposed of the condom at about the same time Finn knocked on her door then tried the handle.

Panicked, I pulled on my sweats, then did some sort of ninja jump toward the window and pulled it open.

“What are you doing?” she whispered as she clumsily pulled on a pair of pajama bottoms and a UW sweatshirt.

“It smells like sex in here!” I waved the room air toward the window like a maniac while she lunged for her perfume and spritzed it into the air.

“Tatum!” Finn sounded frantic. “Wake up! I heard yelling! Is Slater with you?”

I jumped onto the bed, grabbed one of her UW blankets, tossed it on the other unoccupied bed since it was a two-bed suite, and sat like I’d been sharing her room.

After I gave her the nod, she opened the door. Finn stomped in, his expression thunderous. His eyes narrowed in on me on the opposite side of the room, and then back at his sister, who looked like she’d just been fucked right into the weekend.

Not how I wanted him to find out.

“What’s going on?” His voice was low, lethal, and I could have sworn he was searching for a weapon while he asked the question.

“Slater came to check on me, and he fell asleep,” Tatum lied. “Apparently, I snore and woke him up. He tried to smother me with a pillow to get me to stop, so I yelled at him.”

I nodded emphatically. “Horrible snorer, then again, you already know that, right Finn?”

“Right,” Finn snapped, then sniffed the air like a damn bloodhound. “Why’s the window open?”

“Night sweats.” I offered. “She’s on her period.”

Finn’s face paled a bit. “Oh, uh, you need like… tampons or some Advil or something?” He started scratching his naked chest nervously.

When in a corner, mention menstruation. Worked every time.

“No, but that’s sweet.” Tatum reached up and kissed him on the cheek.

He sniffed again, but this time her hair.

She swatted him away. “What the hell are you doing?”

Slowly he locked eyes with me.

And I knew… he knew.

I wasn’t sure if it was the smell of me that gave us away, the open window, or the guilt on my face.

But he knew.

And he knew we were lying.

He stared me down and then slowly backed away, offering an easy smile toward his sister before going back to the door and then calling over his shoulder. “Nice try, her time of the month is the sixteenth.”

He closed the door behind him with a soft click, leaving us both gaping.

“Hurry!” I stumbled toward it. “We need a barricade!”

Tatum frowned. “What are you talking about? Even if he didn’t believe that he doesn’t think—”

“He does, though. Trust me, he does think, and his thinking is leaning heavily toward my death.” I did a small circle in place. “I think we’re going to have to move your desk.”

“We aren’t moving my desk! If he knew, and if he was angry, he would have said something.”

“His anger is in his silence… Do you know him at all!” Slater roared. “Shit, this is all my fault, I should have said something before thinking with my dick.”

“Wow, and here I thought you were thinking with your heart.” Tatum glared.

“I was, I am, but let’s not pretend that the tension hasn’t been unbelievably hard. No pun intended.”

Tatum sighed. “Okay I’ll admit it, if you’ll stop pacing, lock the door, and come back to bed, I’m exhausted, and I have class in the morning.”

“You want me to get back into bed with you, Delilah!?” I was sweating, profusely, tugging at my hair. My best friend was either going to murder me or worse, just stop being my friend—my family.

“Look.” Tatum cupped my face with her hands; they were warm, anchoring. “He’s my brother, he can’t just ignore us. He’ll get over it. And that’s if he knows. He probably suspects, but that’s all he has right now, and it’s like three in the morning, so let’s just go back to bed, and we can figure out what to do tomorrow, all right?”

I sighed. “Fine, but if he kills me and you wake up in a pool of my blood… I’m sorry in advance if it gives you night terrors for the rest of your life.”

Tatum just rose up on her tiptoes and kissed me.

And like a complete idiot.

I kissed her back.


Chapter Sixteen

Tatum

I was worried.

It had been two days.

And neither Slater nor I had seen Finn. His stuff was still in his room, but he was sleeping somewhere else.

Not good.

On top of that, he was reading texts but only responding in emojis that were personally offensive—Slater stopped texting after he got seventy-two middle fingers.

Seventy. Two.

I expected him to be pissed, but I expected yelling, and then maybe a bit more yelling and then hugging.

Not this.

Slater decided we still needed to go to my cousin’s for dinner, and I agreed, after all, maybe they could talk some sense into Finn—that is if he was still planning on showing up.

The drive didn’t take long.

Slater held my hand the entire time. In fact, he hadn’t left my side since that night, which made it even worse. I knew he was just as miserable, but we’d made our bed—literally, and now we had to lie in it.

We pulled down the insanely long driveway that led to the lakehouse, Slater’s eyes widened to saucers when we stopped in front of the iron gate. It opened for us immediately.

He pulled the Jeep around the front and cursed.

“What? What’s wrong?”

“I’m stealing that Ferrari. Hurry, distract everyone!” He teased.

I rolled my eyes. “He has more than one, but if you ask to see his cars, you’ll be lost in his garage for at least two hours.”

Slater looked ready to hump the yellow Ferrari in question. “And that’s a problem why?”

“Because it leaves me alone with Finn if he’s here, and it’s easier to kill a person when you get them alone.”

“Ah, wartime. I forgot. The car gave me momentary happiness.”

I smacked him in the chest. “Then what am I, you asshole?”

“Forever happiness.” He winked and kissed the back of my hand, then licked it.

There it was.

I burst out laughing just as the giant oak door swung open, revealing my aunt Nadine.

“TATUM!” She yelled it so loud that Slater flinched. It was always funny introducing her to people. They either looked ready to bolt or found her to be the most endearing and interesting woman around.

I figured Slater was probably looking at his soulmate.

“HONEY.” She batted a hand behind her like she was beckoning more family. “TATUM BROUGHT HER MAN!”

Slater and I both got out of the car.

Nadine engulfed me in a tight hug that popped at least three vertebrae back into place and then pulled away, her talons digging into my arms. She was wearing a white pantsuit, tall red heels, and was sporting matching red lips. She’d taken to wearing hats when her hair started thinning, and this one was black, tilted to the side, and could probably be a planet if given a chance.

“How’s that bastard of a father you have?” She grinned, a bit of lipstick smudged her scary white front tooth. “And don’t get me started on Karen, she’s the definition of a Karen, did you know? I think the name cursed her.”

“Probably.” I grinned. “But let’s not talk about that drama.”

“I heard we have other drama,” Her eyebrows shot up, and then she turned her attention to Slater. “You the man getting in her pants?”

“Uh…” Slater’s gaze darted to mine then back to Nadine’s. “If I answer honestly, are you going to use me as target practice?”

“Oh, don’t be silly,” she scoffed with a wave. “I reserve that honor for the pool boy. Love watching his lean legs darting back and forth, back and forth—he wears a speedo, you know.”

“Fascinating.” Slater burst out laughing. “And yes, I’m Tatum’s boyfriend.”

“Oh, so it’s serious! Finn will be so relieved! He thought you just wanted her parts!”

“Am I a used car?” I wondered out loud.

“Oh posh!” Nadine waved at me. “All right, let’s go make the introductions, and Slater, if I were you, I’d stand behind someone or something sturdy, I noticed a shotgun was missing out of the safe and well, our Finn isn’t the most levelheaded. He’s chased off guys before.”

“Boys,” I clarified. “And he’s not going to shoot you…”

Slater exhaled in relief.

“But, I mean, he may shoot next to you.”

“What?” Slater shrieked.

“Keep up!” Nadine’s heels clicked against the black marble floor as she led us into the large dining room. Dominating the room was a massive table that had been flown in from France.

It could seat up to forty people.

Finn was sitting next to my cousin Jake at the end. Jake’s wife Char Lynn was busy getting chicken nuggets settled on her kids’ plates.

It was only us in that massive dining room, and yet it still felt too small.

“Finn.” I took a tentative step toward him as he slowly stood. When he didn’t run in the opposite direction, I imagined I was safe. When I was finally in front of him, he stared me down for a few awkward seconds. “Finn?”

He had something behind his back.

Meaning he hugged me with one arm and then turned his gaze toward Slater. “Name your second.”

“Finn!”

Slater’s jaw dropped. “Did you—did you just challenge me to a fucking duel?”

“Swear jar!” Both of the kids grinned up at him, then repeated the F-word about ten times before Jake finally got them under control.

“Yeah,” Finn pulled a pistol that looked older than the table out from his back and held it calmly at his side.

Irritation and shock wrinkled Slater’s face. “I’m not going to fight you!”

“Well, it’s not very sporting of me to just shoot at you while you run your ass out that door. So, name your second. I am fair, after all.”

“Finn, stop it!” My voice came out far too shrill.

“Nadine.” Slater crossed his arms. “She’s probably a crack shot anyway.”

“I’m honored.” Nadine started tearing up. “Why, I even have a set of dueling pistols given to me by the King of Norway.”

“They still have royalty in Norway?” Jake wondered out loud.

“Not now, Jake,” Char hissed, “Can’t you see it’s a lovers’ quarrel?“

“The hell?” Finn’s façade cracked. “I’m not in love with my own sister!”

“That’s illegal,” Nadine said helpfully while I groaned into my hands. Worst dinner ever. “What? It is!”

Slater held up his hands in surrender. “Finn, I don’t want to fight you, I also don’t want you shooting at me.”

“Too late.” Finn held up the gun, and straight-up fired it to the right of where Slater stood.

“THE HELL!” Slater roared. “What’s WRONG with you?”

“You promised! You broke your promise!”

“I tried not to!” Slater roared. “Don’t you think I tried?”

Finn narrowed his stony gaze. “You should have tried harder!”

Slater threw his hands in the air. “That’s the damn problem, Finn! When you know, you know. It’s corny, I get it, but it’s pretty fucking hard to stay away from someone you’re falling in love with!”

I gasped.

Nadine started clapping, then reached for a bottle of wine in the center of the table and started pouring heavily into crystal glasses.

Jake and Char looked like they wanted popcorn, and the kids were shoving chicken nuggets up their noses.

“What did you say?” Finn held up the pistol.

Slater stared it down, and his words came out smooth and low, filled with quiet conviction. “I’m falling in love with her.”

“Oh, Slater…” Tears welled in my eyes as I made my way over to him. “I’m falling in love with you too.”

“I’m sorry I didn’t say it sooner,” Slater whispered, cupping my face and then claiming my mouth in front of my entire family.

“Using her as a human shield,” Jake called from one end of the table. “Solid choice.”

That earned him a smack in the head from his wife while she grinned at us.

And then Finn did the craziest thing, he burst out laughing.

Laughing!

Slater and I broke apart.

I narrowed my eyes in on my brother. “Have you finally lost it? Lost your mind? Do we need to call a doctor?”

He sat the gun on the table and then did a little bow. “I really should have gone to Hollywood.”

“Truth.” Jake gave him a fist bump while I gaped.

“Wine for everyone!” Nadine started passing out glasses like she had known it was going to be fine all along.

“Explain.” I glared at Finn. “Now!”

“I knew.” He took a gulp of wine and winked. “You do realize that every single message you guys exchange through the app can be seen by an admin, right?”

Slater winced. “How many admins we got?”

“Oh, you know.” Finn grinned. “Me, Knox, Leo, Ian, Lex…”

Slater turned and started banging his forehead against the wall. “So, all of you have basically known since we started up again?”

“It showed us that we had a re-enroll, and Leo got curious. He knew first, by the way. That’s why he invited you guys to dinner, to scope out if he should kill you or just tell me…” Finn shrugged. “I went to Wingmen corporate two days ago so that they could help me come up with a plan of action—I knew it was killing you guys, but I also knew you’d get sloppy, and wonder of all wonders, you make up the best story about shitting your pants.”

“I did not say I shit my pants,” Slater clarified. “I said I was… going… to.” He made a face.

I patted him on the shoulder.

“That was the best excuse you could come up with?” Nadine’s face twisted into a disgusted grimace as she gave an exaggerated shudder. “That you had the craps?” She sipped her wine. “Why not just say you needed to run to the store and grab milk?” She shrugged and sipped again.

Slater shook his head. “Bested by a ninety-year-old.”

“Nothing sexy about crapping.” She nodded solemnly.

“That’s what I said!”

“Not helping,” Slater elbowed me.

“Sorry.” I grinned and turned back to Finn. “So, you’re really not mad?”

“Oh, I was pissed at first. But I figured a little test would tell me all I needed to know.”

“And?” Slater took a step toward him. “Did I pass?”

“Yeah, best friend.” He held out his hand. “You did.”

Slater shook his hand and then pulled him in for a hug.

“Wedding time!” Nadine shouted.

I jumped and nearly spilled my wine all over her white pantsuit.

“Um…” I laughed awkwardly. “Maybe let us date first.”

“Okay.” She winked at me like we had a secret.

There would be no stopping her.

It was probably best to just let her do whatever she wanted, which meant if I was trying on wedding dresses in a few days—I’d just own it and apologize to a petrified looking Slater later.

Except, he didn’t look upset.

He looked… in love.

A happy sigh slipped out.

“Good job on that one, honey,” Nadine whispered while Finn and Slater talked on the other side of the table. “Has an ass made for heavy lifting.”

“Er, yes.” I stared at his ass. “I guess so?”

“Has he done it?”

“Done what?”

“Where they lift you by the ass and toss you against something then just… caveman all over you?”

“Um—”

“You should role-play. He definitely has the look of a man who knows his way around a thick rope.”

Flames licked at my face. “Maybe we should start dinner?”

“Mmmmm, those thighs could crack a walnut in two. Reminds me of farmer Steve, never really did know his last name, but the things he could do with his big toe—”

“DINNER TIME!” I shouted, earning the attention of everyone, including the kiddos who just grinned at me like I was their favorite—which, duh, I had to be.

“You’re no fun.” Nadine grinned and then pulled me in for a hug. “Know that I’ll always be here for you, peanut, all right?”

Tears welled in my eyes. “I’m so mad at them still.”

“Family…” She put her finger under my chin. “…is what you make it. Blood or no blood, you choose who you surround yourself with—now take a look around you, my dear—you’re surrounded by love.”

“I needed that.”

“And I need you. Always.” She sighed. “I’m off to find a bottle of champagne. Tonight, we celebrate! One down, one to go!”

“One down?” I frowned.

“One to go!” She pointed at Finn. “He’s gonna be a tough one, but I’ve already been having some lovely chats with Ian and Lex—I was an early investor, you know.”

“No, I didn’t, but it doesn’t surprise me.”

“How else do you think Finn got in on such a lucrative business? Pleasure Ponies, my ass. They don’t even realize I wrote the manual. Don’t have too much fun while I’m in the kitchen.”

The entire room had gone silent.

“Did you know that?” I asked to no one specifically.

“I knew we were early investors.” Jake cleared his throat. “But as far as Nadine goes, it’s oftentimes just best to let her come clean when she has the biggest audience or shock value, like today.”

“Terrifying.” Finn shuddered.

“You have no idea,” Jake muttered under his breath. “She lives with me.”

“In a guest house that’s the size of most hotels,” I pointed out.

“Not nearly far enough away,” Jake whispered.

“Heard that!” Nadine said as she returned, champagne bottle in hand. “All right, Slater, you do the honors, pop that cork hard!”

Slater shook his head. “Words I’ve never heard a ninety-two-year-old utter, and yet it’s so wrong it feels right.”

“My motto.” Nadine winked. “Now be a dear and make that champagne your bitch.”

He popped open the champagne.

And by the time the night ended, my face hurt from laughing so hard. It was everything I needed.

And I knew, in the end, Nadine was right.

I had my brother.

I had Slater.

My cousins.

And a terrifying aunt.

All was well in the world when she was ruling—and the world was a better place when they just let her do her thing.


Epilogue

Slater

“You know,” I was possibly a bit drunk from all the champagne and wine mixing, but I didn’t care, I was holding Tatum’s hand in front of Finn, and I was still alive!

Everyone had scattered around the house. The kids were in bed, the parents were reading to them.

And since we’d all had a lot of alcohol to celebrate my not death—we were going to spend the night. Finn had gone in search of more champagne like we needed it, and I was suddenly convinced that the best idea I’d ever had was to get naked with Tatum.

“You’re out of control.” Tatum laughed and then grabbed my hand and led me down a large hall, hell they were all large halls.

My glass was nearly empty as we stumbled blindly into a large dark room. She flicked the lights on.

“Holy shit.” I set my glass down on the nearest table and did a small circle. “Does that bed have… mirrors?”

“Another gift from some foreign prince or something,” Tatum rolled her eyes. “Aunt Nadine really does have the best stories.”

“I feel like we should send him a thank you note.” I grinned, ready to strip her bare on that bed. “Or at least flowers.”

“Eh, I’m pretty sure Nadine took care of that.” She winked and then pulled her white sweater over her head and dropped it to the floor. “So, you wanna—”

I didn’t let her finish her sentence as I scooped her up into my arms and slammed my mouth against hers, only coming up for air long enough to murmur her name as she made quick work of my pants shoving them to my ankles.

We stumbled toward the bed.

“I meant it,” I whispered reverently against her neck. “I’m falling in love with you.”

“Good,” She kissed me softly on the mouth. “Because if you weren’t, Finn would have killed you.”

“Are you saying I’m a bad shot?”

“I’m saying he used to be on a sharpshooter team in high school.”

I gaped. “All these years, and he never told me?”

She rolled her eyes. “You guys aren’t married, stop pouting and kiss me!”

So, I did.

Again, and again.

And when my lips felt bruised by hers, when my fingers couldn’t grab on to enough skin—the door swung open.

“Found more cham—”

Finn stopped talking.

Tatum squeezed her eyes shut like that would help her disappear; at least we’d had enough sense to pull a sheet over us before going at it.

“MY EYES!” Finn shouted. “I CAN’T SEE!”

“He can’t unsee.” I joked, then shut up when Tatum gave me a pained expression.

“My baby sister is making babies!” Finn shouted even louder.

“THERE ARE NO BABIES!” I matched his tone, earning the attention of someone else who barged into the room.

Of course.

Nadine.

She took one look at us and grinned. “Tatum, honey, don’t forget to show him how the strobe lights work.”

And with that, she grabbed Finn by the ear and led him out, shutting the door behind her.

“What just happened?” I asked the universe.

“You’ll forget all about that the minute the strobe lights are on.” Tatum giggled, and then I forgot about being caught.

I forgot about everything except our bodies joining beneath the weirdest mirror bed ever, and the strobe lights that seemed to mimic each passionate movement.

“I’m falling for you too.” She whispered her body tightening, sucking me in and keeping me there.

I kissed her, knowing she was close and then held her tight as her body pulsed around me. “Good.”

Falling in love with your best friend’s sister, probably not the wisest thing I’d ever done—but definitely, the best thing that could have ever happened.

Strobe lights and mirror bed.

Included. 




If you need to talk to someone, here are some resources that are available all day, every day.

Please know you are not alone.

 

The National Suicide Prevention Lifeline

The National Suicide Prevention Lifeline provides free and confidential emotional support to people in suicidal crisis or emotional distress

Telephone: 1-800-273-8255

For Deaf & Hard of Hearing: 1-800-799-4889

Online chat: suicidepreventionlifeline.org
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Breakup? They'll glue you back together again.

Depressed? They have the magic pill.

Lonely? Just spend a few minutes while they rub you down and you'll forget all about it.

And broken hearts? Well, that's their specialty. They'll fix you.

For a price…

 

I swore I wouldn't get involved.

But one holds my attention above the rest.

 

Knox Tate looks like a Viking — and getting pillaged is starting to look more appealing by the day. Though he's hiding something — all of them are. And the closer I get. The more I realize that some things are left better in the past.

 

Welcome to the new face of Wingmen Inc — You're welcome.
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We've all been there, some more than others, you know what I'm talking about, where you have the hots for the new business teacher.
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AVOIDING TEMPTATION
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I want her, but I don't want her to know I want her, and I definitely don't want to die before graduation, which is looking more and more likely considering we can't keep our hands off each other.

 

Something's gotta give, and I have an inkling I should probably start writing my eulogy now because that something is probably going to be me.
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THE SETUP

 

The first day she was sitting by herself — I felt sorry for her. After all, it couldn't be easy wrangling all the testosterone at Wingmen Inc as one of the only female office managers.
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Things would have ended there, except, my bosses need someone to test the new Wingmen App and since I was the only single guy on the floor — I was nominated, right along with the only single woman, the same one who thinks I need to use my fingers to count.

 

Apparently rumors of my sexcapades throughout college reached even her ears, because she wants nothing to do with me, which makes beta testing a bitch. I have thirty days to win her over and prove myself to my bosses.

 

Purchase The Setup HERE
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THE MATCHMAKER’S PLAYBOOK

 

Wingman rule number one: don’t fall for a client.

 

After a career-ending accident, former NFL recruit Ian Hunter is back on campus—and he’s ready to get his new game on. As one of the masterminds behind Wingmen, Inc., a successful and secretive word-of-mouth dating service, he’s putting his extensive skills with women to work for the lovelorn. But when Blake Olson requests the services of Wingmen, Inc., Ian may have landed his most hopeless client yet.
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Wingman rule number two: never reveal how much you want them.

 

Lex hates Gabi. Gabi hates Lex. But, hey, at least the hate is mutual, right? All Lex has to do is survive the next few weeks training Gabi in all the ways of Wingmen Inc. and then he can be done with her. But now that they have to work together, the sexual tension and fighting is off the charts. He isn’t sure if he wants to strangle her or throw her against the nearest sturdy table and have his way with her.

 

But Gabi has a secret, something she’s keeping from not just her best friend but her nemesis too. Lines are blurred as Lex becomes less the villain she’s always painted him to be…and starts turning into something more. Gabi has always hated the way she’s been just a little bit attracted to him—no computer-science major should have that nice of a body or look that good in glasses—but “Lex Luthor” is an evil womanizer. He’s dangerous. Gabi should stay far, far away.

 

Then again, she’s always wanted a little danger.
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