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    Evangeline 
 
      
 
    I lied, okay?  
 
      
 
    My family and friends think that I'm traipsing across Europe dominating one runway after the next and amassing a small fortune. But the truth is I'm in New York City, on stage at the auction, about to sell off my body to the highest bidder just to pay off the outrageous debt that I owe to my modeling agency. I’m only 22 but apparently, I’m already past my prime. 
 
      
 
    I’m scared and I’m humiliated. Still, I know that one month with a wealthy stranger will solve all my problems.  
 
      
 
    But the last person I expect to be placing bids on my (non-existent) virginity is Raphael Silver, my father's sexy and filthy rich best friend.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Raphael 
 
      
 
    I miss the good old days when closing a business deal meant cracking open a bottle of aged scotch with a rich old bastard in the VIP section of an upscale Manhattan strip club. But, this young, trust fund brat wants to take it up a notch.  
 
      
 
    That's how I ended up at this ultra-exclusive sex club, watching idiot billionaires bid at a virginity auction. This place is sleazy, even for me. I'm not the type of man who gets off on ‘paying for play’. Still, I'll go along with it just to get this new client.  
 
      
 
    But the last person I expect to see on that stage in a sparkly little outfit is Evangeline Brooks, my best friend’s way-too-young, way-too-tempting daughter. I can't help but notice that she's all grown up but I'll be damned if I let one of these scumbags get their hands on her. 
 
      
 
    I’ll do anything to protect her, even if it means buying her for myself. 
 
      
 
      
 
    COMING SOON. 
 
      
 
    Join Dirty Folks, my exclusive Facebook group, for updates. 
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    The much-anticipated conclusion to the Dirty Suburbs series 
 
      
 
    Gracie 
 
      
 
    "Did he cheat?"  
 
      
 
    That's the first question women ask when they learn that I'm separated from my husband. I always offer them a weak smile and assure them that, no, Daniel didn't cheat on me. The man is a lot of things, but unfaithful isn't one of them.  
 
      
 
    So then, naturally, the next question that comes to their mind is, did I cheat? Thankfully, they usually have enough couth to refrain from asking that one out loud.  
 
      
 
    The reality is that neither of us were unfaithful. We found a host of much more inventive ways to break each other's hearts. 
 
      
 
    But I'm just about sick of crying myself to sleep every night. And I hate the look of despondency on his face every time he comes over to pick up our son for the weekend. 
 
      
 
    We've both suffered for long enough. It's time to end this madness.  
 
      
 
    One of us has to be the bad guy. I guess that's gonna have to be me. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Daniel 
 
      
 
    "Are you dating?" 
 
      
 
    That's the first question women ask me when they learn that I'm separated from my wife. Hell no, I'm not dating. And neither is she. I swear – I'd kill any man that gets near my Grace. 
 
      
 
    People in this town assume that my marriage is over. But they don't know the lengths I'd go to for that woman. I'm not giving up on my wife. On my son. On my family. 
 
      
 
    I'm sick of falling asleep in a cold bed every night. I need her body curled up beside me. I need to wake up next to her. 
 
      
 
    She still loves me.  
 
      
 
    We've both suffered for long enough. It's time to end this madness.  
 
      
 
    One of us has to be the bigger person. I guess that's gonna have to be me. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    COMING SOON 
 
      
 
    Join Dirty Folks, my exclusive Facebook group, for updates. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Dirty Lover 
 
    The Dirty Suburbs Series (Book 5) 
 
      
 
      
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
    My roommate found her happily-ever-after in the middle of our lease. Don’t get me wrong – I’m glad that she found her prince and they’re shacking up. I swear I am. But I've got rent to pay.  
 
      
 
    So when my cousin offers to hook me up with a nerdy Silicon Valley programmer who spends his days writing code and watching Japanese anime cartoons, it seems like the perfect arrangement, especially for a timid, socially-awkward girl like me. But nobody warned me that said geeky programmer would be performing said boring activities while shirtless and dripping his libido-igniting pheromones all over my new sofa.  
 
      
 
    A girl like me can't handle all that charm and charisma in such a small space. Every time he smiles, it feels like I’m on the verge of a medical emergency and these heart palpitations are really starting to worry me.  
 
      
 
    He can't stay here. His effortlessly seductive energy is cutting minutes off of my life expectancy.  
 
      
 
    This living arrangement definitely isn't going to work. 
 
      
 
    Nicholas 
 
      
 
    I've got angel investors lined up around the block to fund my next project. Too bad I'm burnt out and lacking inspiration. I spent years working 18-hour days to build technology that will make a mark on the world. But it's taken a toll on me. I'm desperate for a change of pace. 
 
      
 
    So when a buddy mentions a low-key opportunity in a lazy little Illinois suburb, I jump on the offer. Now, I'm rooming with sweet, innocent Blakely. She’s got tempting curves, red curls and freckled skin that blushes every time I smile at her.  
 
      
 
    But the girl is full of secrets…and she's got dirty, dirty mind.  
 
      
 
    And now I've got a new project; corrupting that shy girl’s curvy little body. 
 
      
 
    "Dirty Lover" is book five in the "Dirty Suburbs", a series of stand-alone romantic comedies about the residents of small town Illinois. 
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    Chapter 1  
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    "You come here often?" 
 
      
 
    My fingers freeze over the screen of my smartphone. I literally take a moment to glance around at my surroundings because the last time I checked, I was hiding out in the walk-in pantry of my ex-roommate’s new kitchen, hurriedly jotting down a scene that began forming in my head somewhere between the salad course and dessert.  
 
      
 
    When I saw the way that Annaleigh’s eyes fluttered shut and the crimson flush that crept up her neck as she savored the experience of Prescott’s lips sealed to her cheeks, I knew I had to capture that moment for my upcoming novel. It was pure gold. 
 
      
 
    I wasted no time sneaking away from the engagement party to get those magical words typed into my phone. I've managed to get so lost in my thoughts as the story idea comes to life that, for a fraction of a second, I worry that I may have unknowingly been teleported to some sleazy nightclub where unimaginative pickup lines are an acceptable form of flirtation... 
 
      
 
    My eyes frantically drift over the shelves of pasta boxes, tuna cans and condiment jars. I sigh in relief. Still in the pantry.  
 
      
 
    I peek up at the blond-haired, green-eyed man in the crisp gray suit giving me his best Fabio-pose against the doorjamb. 
 
      
 
    "Excuse me?" 
 
      
 
    He smiles wide and repeats himself, louder this time, y'know, just in case the distant hum of the conversations and the cling-clang of silverware from the swanky dinner party carrying on down the hall drowned him out the first time. "Do you come here often?" 
 
      
 
    I groan inwardly. Such a shame. He has so much going for him. He even has dimples.  
 
      
 
    Yes, dimples.  
 
      
 
    And a strong, stubbly jaw and long, long lashes.  
 
      
 
    But unfortunately, he opened his mouth. And words started falling out of it.  
 
      
 
    Fantasy, ruined. 
 
      
 
    This is why I allow myself to get lost in my romance novels. This is why I choose to live vicariously through my fictional heroes and heroines – Darcy is my guy. Cullen is my mate. Grey is my master – because real-life guys say dumb shit like 'do you come here often?' when you're minding your own business in a walk-in pantry at an engagement party. 
 
      
 
    Is an intelligent conversation-starter really too much to ask these days? If this is all that the dating scene has to offer, I'm going to die a virgin.  
 
      
 
    Mr. Gray Suit is still standing there, waiting for an answer. My skin blazes when I realize that he's blocking the only exit and that there's no way out of here without dealing with him head-on. 
 
      
 
    Oh, boy... 
 
      
 
    One look at my crimson cheeks and he quickly decides to forgo any further subtlety. He leans in close, carrying the overbearing scent of his cologne with him. "So, are you gonna get out of here with me or what?" 
 
      
 
    Dude, come on... 
 
      
 
    That's one of the pitfalls of being a shy girl. Every guy I cross paths with thinks that his ‘utter irresistibleness’ is the reason for the blush semi-permanently etched on my cheeks. They’re too dense to realize that I’m really just clumsy and socially-awkward to boot and the thought of making casual banter – or god forbid, flirting – causes my heart to squeeze itself into my windpipe. 
 
      
 
    I give him a tight smile. "No." 
 
      
 
    What I really want to say is, ‘I've got a pretty little g-spot massager and a fresh pack of batteries at home. So, I’ll pass, you arrogant, misogynistic asswipe.’ But that would be rude. 
 
      
 
    He hikes a brow. "No?" As though he's never heard the word before.  
 
      
 
    Wow, entitled much? 
 
      
 
    "No, " I say again. 
 
      
 
    His lips form the most unpleasant scowl I’ve ever seen. “Why?” 
 
      
 
    I blurt out the first excuse that comes to mind. "I'm pregnant and I don't know who the father is."  
 
      
 
    Really, Blakely?  
 
      
 
    His eyebrows dart up and his face goes pale. "Uh, okay...g-good luck with that..." he stutters as he slowly backs out of the doorway. I clasp my hands over my mouth to suppress my laughter as he turns and hightails it back to the party. 
 
      
 
    Argh! The things women have to do to keep thirsty losers at bay. I take an easy breath now that he’s gone.  
 
      
 
    Ah-kay, back to typing out my story idea.  
 
      
 
    And as his lips trailed across her cheekbone, Leigh-Anna felt desire ripening in her loins. If she had her way, she’d allow Preswell to take her right here and now. But that would definitely not be proper or ladylike. Still, it delighted her immensely when his mouth brushed the lobe of her ear and his words spilt across her skin. “Oh, my dear, the things I will do to you once I get you alone…” 
 
      
 
    Gosh – why does fictional Annaleigh suddenly sound like a British aristocrat? 
 
      
 
    Backspace. Backspace. Backspace. 
 
      
 
    My irritation begins to deepen. Damn you, Gray Suit for showing up in here and throwing me off of my game. 
 
      
 
    Let’s try this again. 
 
      
 
    I immerse myself into getting those words out but it’s obvious to me that I’ve lost my flow. Still, I persist. I decide that even if I end up spending the rest of the night in here, I’ll just keep typing and deleting until I get this story right. 
 
      
 
    But before long, Annaleigh slips into the cupboard next to me, startling the hell out of me. She closes the door softly behind her and kicks off her high heels. She exhales a heavy sigh of relief as she wiggles her reddened toes. “Can somebody turn up the air conditioner in here? I’m sweating my tits off.” She fans herself with her hand. The girl is literally sweating under pressure. 
 
      
 
    I quickly shove my phone into the pocket of my dress. She and I are really close – she’s my cousin, my ex-roommate, my best friend, really – but I’m sure she'd be pretty freaked out to learn that she and her fiancé are my muses for Taken by my Bad Boy Lawyer, the erotic romance that I’ve been in here outlining this whole time. 
 
      
 
    "You okay?" I ask. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes roll up as if she’s trying to catch a glimpse of the false lashes hanging off of her eyelids. "These things are creeping me out,” she whines, “It's like having spiders' legs glued to my face." I titter softly at her plight. "And If Prescott's mother drops one more hint about being ready for grandbabies, I swear to god I’ll rip out my fallopian tubes and use them to strangle her." 
 
      
 
    I giggle. "Well, this is your engagement party. It's not crazy that people are thinking about what comes after marriage," I state diplomatically.  
 
      
 
    She glares at me as she sets a bare foot on one shelf and hoists herself up to grab a bottle of tequila hiding behind the breakfast cereal all the way at the top. "You're not helping, Blakes." She uncorks the bottle and takes a deep swallow. Then, she grimaces before stuffing a handful of cornflakes into her mouth. "I was two seconds away from a meltdown in there." 
 
      
 
    Annaleigh is a tomboy who lives in sneakers and old hoodies. Tonight, she had to flat-iron her hair and put on lipstick…I know she's suffering.  
 
      
 
    She watches me with a mixture of suspicion and excitement on her face. "So, what the hell were you doing in here with Ambrose Carlton?" 
 
      
 
    I tip an eyebrow. "Ambrose Carlton?" 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Ambrose Carlton. Prescott's college buddy from Connecticut. He's gonna be the best man. A ‘little birdie’ told me they noticed him slip out of here a few minutes ago.” 
 
      
 
    "Oh..." Mr. Gray Suit, a.k.a., Asswipe. 
 
      
 
    "Sorry, I assumed that you'd ask a guy his name before dragging him into my pantry to make out." She laughs, nudging me in the ribs.  
 
      
 
    "As if," I scoff. "He cornered me with some pathetic pick-up line. But don't worry. I scared him off. As far as he's concerned, I'm about to make my debut appearance on the Maury Show." I slick my hand over my little muffin top. "Gonna try and find the father of this little bastard I'm carrying." I grab the box of cereal from her. 
 
      
 
    "What?!" She gives me disappointed eyes. "I was really hoping you two would hit it off. He's about to make partner at the consulting firm where he works." 
 
      
 
    I roll my eyes and laugh quietly. "I don't care who he is. He's a jerk." 
 
      
 
    "Blakely, he's cute. And he was flirting."  
 
      
 
    "He's creepy, Annie." I shove cornflakes into my mouth. 
 
      
 
    A disapproving expression covers her face. "Keep up that attitude, and you and your hymen won't be parting ways anytime soon." 
 
      
 
    "Whatever," I mutter.  
 
      
 
    Her eyes narrow in on my face. It's lecture time. "Y'know, eventually you're gonna have to step out on your book boyfriends and spend some quality time with a human boy if you want your happily-ever-after."  
 
      
 
    Is the condescension really necessary, Annie? 
 
      
 
    I may be the oldest virgin in the state of Illinois but I'm not going to settle for a sleaze just to get the deed over with. I'm not exactly comfortable with my body. My hips are way too wide and the little paunch of my tummy won't go away. My red hair refuses to be tamed and the sprinkling of freckles on my face is just a preview of the spots covering the rest of my body. It's important that I gave my virginity to someone I feel comfortable with, someone who makes me feel safe, like I can let my walls down. I don't think that's too much to ask. 
 
      
 
    Before I can explain that to her, the door swings open and her brother, Wesley, stands in the doorway glowering at us. "Oh give me that!" he hisses, grabbing the liquor out of her hands. "It's your engagement party. Go mingle!" 
 
      
 
    "I don't wanna," she whines, donning the perfect pout. 
 
      
 
    He gives her sharp eyes. "Annaleigh. Go." 
 
      
 
    Like a cantankerous child, she slips into her shoes and stomps back to the party, grumbling under her breath. 
 
      
 
    Wesley's eyes settle on me as he slides the tequila onto the shelf. "And you, I've been meaning to talk to you all night." 
 
      
 
    "What's up, cous’?" I ask sweetly. 
 
      
 
    "You still have that empty room since Annaleigh moved out?" 
 
      
 
    I nod. "Yeah. Why? You coming back here to Reyfield?" I question excitedly. Wesley moved out to Silicon Valley a few years ago to work at a tech start-up. I'd love it if he came back home. I miss him. He's one of the few people I'm really close with. I’m elementary school when the bigger kids would pick on me for being freckle-faced and red-headed, Wesley made it his mission to defend me even if it meant getting his skinny ass kicked every now and then. 
 
      
 
    He chuffs. "Not a chance that I'd move back to this town. But I do have a friend I just found a temporary gig for out here. It'll only last a few months. He needs somewhere to stay." 
 
      
 
    Uncertainty immediately begins to rumble in my belly. "Uh... I don't know about having some strange guy living in my apartment. I was hoping to get one of my classmates to move in." 
 
      
 
    Wesley flicks a wrist dismissively. "Nicholas is a big tech dork. All he does is write code and watch Japanese anime cartoons all day. You won't even know he's there." 
 
      
 
    Unfortunately, that isn't enough to calm my anxiety. I have a tiny circle of people I feel comfortable with and I'm not exactly jumping at the idea of opening that circle up.  
 
      
 
    "Blakes, I'm not sending you a mail-order bride. Just someone to split the bills with for the next few months. I'm sure you could use the extra cash." 
 
      
 
    I sigh. He's right about me needing help with the rent. I've been struggling a little since Annaleigh got engaged and moved in with Prescott. She offered to continue paying her share of the rent until the end of the lease but it didn't feel right to keep taking her money when she's living on the other side of town.  
 
      
 
    "Come on, Blakes. It won't hurt. He's a good guy. I swear. A computer geek. Totally benign." 
 
      
 
    Wesley will just keep pressing until I eventually give in. I know it. "Give me some time to think about it," I bargain. 
 
      
 
    He grins victoriously as if he’s already won. "Good.” He slips an arm around my shoulder and pulls me out of the pantry. “Now, let's go find Annaleigh before she tries to escape again." 
 
      
 
    Ugh! My phone is burning a hole in my pocket but I guess my novel-writing will have to wait. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    Nicholas 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    "You come here often?"  
 
      
 
    I chuckle under my breath without tearing my eyes away from the screen of my laptop. It's Saturday night and I'm sitting in the company of a female at a Silicon Valley bar with a pathetic guy-to-girl ratio. I don't have to be a genius – which, by the way, I am – to figure out what's about to happen here. (And I really don't want to break my concentration, especially when I'm so close to finally debugging the source code of Wesley's latest piece of shit software.) 
 
      
 
    There are really only two possibilities; one – some fresh-out-of-college-straight-to-the-Valley tech intern just drank half his weight in cheap tequila and has finally worked up enough courage to hit on the only pair of XX chromosomes in the building; or, two – some pretentious loser in an expensive suit and gelled back hair (a.k.a. a newbie venture capitalist) is feeling extra brave after watching a dozen pickup artist videos and now happens to think that he can snag any woman he wants because he ‘stands out’ in the crowd of sex-starved techies with poor hygiene roaming around the bar right now.  
 
      
 
    Tonight, I'm betting on douche-in-a-suit. 
 
      
 
    But either way, I know Emily, and this guy is about to get his balls handed to him in a picnic basket. 
 
      
 
    No, I'm not an empath (just the opposite, actually). It's just that, we go through this song and dance every time we set foot in a Silicon Valley social establishment where alcohol is served.  
 
      
 
    Error message again? Congratulations on writing another garbage piece of code, Wesley! I keep pounding away at the keys. 
 
      
 
    The guy's voice rings out once more. "Can I buy you a drink?" 
 
      
 
    This time, Emily grunts. She always does that when she's getting annoyed. "No, thank you," she says through gritted teeth. 
 
      
 
    The little prick decides to be persistent. "Why not?" 
 
      
 
    I've gotta say that I respect him for his tenacity. This is Silicon Valley, after all. No one makes it in this town by taking 'no' for an answer. 
 
      
 
    In my periphery, I see Emily slam her empty mug onto the bar and swivel her stool toward him. That's when I look away from my screen because this is going to be entertaining.  
 
      
 
    Ding-ding-ding, we have a winner. Douche-in-a-suit, it is...And they say I have no social awareness. I'm getting really good at this shit. Years of practice, my friends. Years of practice. 
 
      
 
    She narrows her eyes. "Why don't I want you to buy me a drink?"  
 
      
 
    The guy offers her a smile. I think he's trying to be charming. Too bad Emily doesn't respond to 'charming'. To her, it’s a sign of weakness and when she smells blood, she pounces.  
 
      
 
    "Because I'm assuming that you have a penis. And I don't like those very much. Now, shoo!" She flicks a wrist at him and he scurries away like the annoying little pest that he is. She turns to me and grumbles. "Do I have to wear a T-shirt that says 'I'm a raging lesbian' every time I go out for a drink?"  
 
      
 
    I consider her idea for a moment. “It would have to be in a neutral color that would match well with all your other clothes. And a fabric that stays cool when it’s super hot out but is sufficiently warm on chilly nights. Come to think of it, maybe you’d want to buy a selection of ‘I’m a raging lesbian’ T-shirts just in case –" 
 
      
 
    Her eyes spin into her skull as I offer my sage advice. "That was sarcasm, Nicholas." She glares at me before turning back to the counter, shaking her head and muttering, "This town full of men who overanalyze every menial thing yet can't pick up on glaringly obvious social cues. It's alarming." 
 
      
 
    I laugh, bringing my beer mug to my lips for a long swallow. The dark ale is smooth and bitter on its way down my throat. "At least some of us are trying." I set my beer down on the counter.  
 
      
 
    "Not hard enough." She gives my shoulder a rough shove. 
 
      
 
    I have to say that I connect better with technology than I ever did with humans. Technology is easy to figure out; it's about math, equations, data. Humans run around in circles when you ask them a direct question then they expect you to pick up on their body language and vocal cues.  
 
      
 
    I prefer to spend my time deciphering a malfunctioning robot any day. Humans give me migraines. 
 
      
 
    Emily isn’t done ranting, though. "And you should have gotten mad, by the way. That would have been the appropriate response. That guy totally just came up and hit on me when we're clearly sitting here together." She slides my drink across the counter to her and takes a long swig. 
 
      
 
    My shoulder juts up nonchalantly. "So?" 
 
      
 
    "It's against guy code for a dude to hit on a girl who's hanging out with another dude." 
 
      
 
    My fingers fly around on the keyboard. Hmm…Maybe if I just remove this block cluster and replace the script with a plug-in...Maybe that would solve my error message problem.  
 
      
 
    “Are you even listening to me, Nicholas?” she flares angrily.  
 
      
 
    "He probably saw the resemblance between us and knew that we're related. No way we're on a date." I smirk, adjusting my glasses on my nose. Emily and I would never be mistaken for relatives with her paper white complexion and hair that's almost just as pale, she’s a stark contrast to my dark hair and the copper undertones of my skin. I honestly don’t know how she manages to stay so pale here in California. The girl needs a serious melanin infusion. 
 
      
 
    "Oh so now you’re a master of sarcasm, aren't you, asshole?" She chuckles. “I can’t keep up.” 
 
      
 
    I look her deep in the eyes. "Emily, do you all-of-a-sudden have a stepbrother fetish I should know about?" I'm on a roll. I’m getting good at this humor thing, too.  
 
      
 
    She tries to smother down her laugh. "All I'm saying is that you should have gotten pissed." 
 
      
 
    Normative social behavior is overrated. I could give a fuck about complying. I motion to the bartender for a refill. "Emily..." I growl in a scolding tone. "Don't tell me how to feel. There's an app for that." 
 
      
 
    She slumps against the back of her barstool when I utter our inside joke. The seven-year-old inside joke that turned us both into multi-millionaires just a few months ago at the tender age of 25. The corner of her mouth tips up and I have no doubt that she's ruminating about the stacks and stacks of cold, hard cash sitting in her bank account.  
 
      
 
    The bartender sets a fresh pitcher in front of us. Emily fills her mug and lifts it to me. "Can we just toast again to how fucking rich we are? 
 
      
 
    I laugh, picking up my glass and clinking it against hers. "To how fucking rich we are!" I take a long drink. 
 
      
 
    Just then, Wesley comes tromping into the bar, looking like a Silicon Valley stereotype; bed head, graphic tee, hoodie, sneakers, FitBit.  
 
      
 
    "Hey guys!" He tips his chin at Emily while clapping his hand against mine in a very manly (and almost violent) greeting. 
 
      
 
    Emily eyes him sharply. "You back from your sister's engagement party? You bring any cake?" 
 
      
 
    He slips his messenger bag off of his shoulder and hands her a Tupperware container. "Eat this, woman," he grunts. "Me and Nicholas have some man things to discuss." Emily doesn't hear him. She’s too busy licking frosting off her fingers and barking at the barman for a plastic fork. 
 
      
 
    "So, how's my baby doing?" he asks, slipping onto the barstool across from me, motioning to my laptop. 
 
      
 
    "Your software is garbage," I say as I search through a coders’ forum for a solution to that damn error message.  
 
      
 
    He grins. "Jeez – you're losing your touch, Magic Nick." 
 
      
 
    I snarl at him. “I just invented a revolutionary app that betters the lives of Aspies everywhere, I sold that app to one of the largest venture funds in the Valley and I pocketed several million dollars in the process,” I remind him in a dry tone. “I’m definitely not losing my touch.” 
 
      
 
    Wesley shakes his head at my over-defensive response. "Sarcasm, man. Sarcasm." 
 
      
 
    I laugh a little, feeling silly. "Oh..."  
 
      
 
    I turn back to the computer. I hit 'enter' and another message screen pops up. Error: 712. Ugh, what the hell is error: 712? Time to hit up Google. 
 
      
 
    "Seriously, though if you keep developing crap like this, you'll never get funded." 
 
      
 
    He winces. "Ouch, Nicholas!" He clasps his hands over his heart. "Do you have to be so direct? Can’t you ever sugar-coat things?" 
 
      
 
    I shrug. My friends are often offended by my blunt honesty, but I can't help it. It's just a part of who I am. 
 
      
 
    Emily pipes in. "Wes, not everyone is cut out for the Valley. Some of us were just born for this wild ride. Others weren’t,” she says in a superior tone. Those two are always bickering or competing over something. He shoots her a dirty look but it doesn’t shut her up. “Me and Nicholas are about to build the next Spotify. You think we hit it big when we sold Conquer? Well, we're about to blow that out of the water this time!" 
 
      
 
    I squeeze my eyes shut. We are so not having this conversation again. Emily's been trying to convince me to develop a new app with her. Yes, the last project we worked on together was wildly popular and made us wildly rich. But I don't have the energy to start from scratch again. I can't do the 18-hour days anymore. I can't do the never-ending mental hamster wheel. I'm burned out. I need to...withdraw. At least for a little while. 
 
      
 
    "Em, I told you. I'm taking some time off. A sabbatical." 
 
      
 
    "What is wrong with you? 24-year-olds don't take sabbaticals. They hustle. They grind." 
 
      
 
    I shake my head, resolute, feeling that oh-so-familiar wave of mental and emotional fatigue wash over me at the mere thought of building a new app at this point. "Sorry. I can't. Not right now." 
 
      
 
    "By the way, about your sabbatical,” Wesley pipes up, “you still want that job I’ve been telling you about, right? When I was in Reyfield, I talked to a friend at town hall. They're still looking for a systems administrator to help them transition to a newer system. It's a temporary gig but it could be good for you. Give you a few months to operate on autopilot, clear your head. If you want it, just say the word."  
 
      
 
    I turn my eyes to Emily. "I’m gonna take you up on that offer, Wes. It’s official. I’ll be ready to leave in a few days." 
 
      
 
    She turns up her nose at me. Do I stink or something? "We have the world at our feet, Nick. And you’re going to give it all up and move to Middle-of-Nowhere, Illinois? To be a systems administrator? C'mon, bro!" Ah...disapproval; that's the expression on her face. 
 
      
 
    When my mother divorced Emily’s father, mom got to keep the Venice Beach condo. Harry got to keep the San Diego townhouse. Emily and I got to keep each other. Partners in crime, we were. It's been seven years and that still hasn't changed.  
 
      
 
    Until now.  
 
      
 
    'Cause I've got to get the hell out of this place. For my sanity. I can't keep up with the breakneck pace of Silicon Valley. And with the money from the sale of our app sitting in the bank, I don't have to. 
 
      
 
    I just hate that I'll be leaving Emily behind. 
 
      
 
    "It'll be temporary. Just for a few months." I try to be reassuring. 
 
      
 
    Wesley scoots his stool closer and leans in. "And if you decide to go, I've got a place where you can stay. I already told you about my cousin, Blakely. She would be a great roommate for you. She's quiet, sweet, she minds her own business." 
 
      
 
    Emily sighs. "Yeah, I guess she seems cool. Like a solid person. And she's fucking pretty, too." 
 
      
 
    Wesley nods. "Yeah, Blakely is a good pers—" he spins to Emily. "Wait, you ran a background check on my little cousin?" 
 
      
 
    Emily scoffs. "Ha! A background check? I hacked into her Facebook account and her phone logs!" 
 
      
 
    "What the fuck, Em?" Wesley throws up his arms.  
 
      
 
    She shrugs a shoulder, completely unapologetic. "Had to make sure I wasn't sending my dear brother off to the boonies to live with a serial killer."  
 
      
 
    Ignoring Wesley's protests, I turn to Emily. "So what did you find?" 
 
      
 
    "Nothing that's a risk to your safety. But let's just say, the girl has got some interesting hobbies and a very creative mind." She smiles widely, rubbing her palms together. 
 
      
 
    I shake my head and tap a few keys on the computer, taking one last shot at resolving the glitch in Wesley's software. "I don’t have the energy to try and figure you out, Em," I mutter with eyes trained on the screen as I refresh the software. And..."Bingo! It works!" 
 
      
 
    Wesley bounces out of his seat to hover over my shoulder. "It works?" 
 
      
 
    "You were missing a closing parenthesis, idiot!" I shove his shoulder and quickly save the information to a flash drive. I hand it to him and shove my laptop into my backpack. 
 
      
 
    Emily rolls her eyes. "All that trouble over a fucking syntax error? Amateurs."  
 
      
 
    I ease out of my seat, stretching my arms over my head. "It is what it is." I yawn. "But I'm gonna call it a night."  
 
      
 
    "Are you serious, Nick?" Emily groans. "Party pooper. This might be your last hurrah before you move to that god-awful town no one's ever heard of." 
 
      
 
    I tsk at her. "If you wanna hang out with me, you'll come over and help me pack tomorrow." 
 
      
 
    "Um...I'll pass,” she chortles. 
 
      
 
    I bump fists with Wesley. "Thanks, man," he says as he pockets the thumb drive. “You’re a lifesaver!” 
 
      
 
    I salute him before turning to Emily. "Call me tomorrow, Em," I tell her as I move toward the exit. 
 
      
 
    I hear her calling after me, "And tell your new roommate to change her password. That shit was way too easy to decrypt." 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    This is not how you make a first impression. 
 
      
 
    I glance over my shoulder and scowl at my reflection in the bookstore's glass door. My crazy red hair sticks out every which way from under the trucker cap pulled low on my head and the coffee I dropped on my sweatshirt earlier left a huge brown stain. Plus, I had to apply about a liter of concealer to hide the fact that I'm running on exactly two and a half hours of sleep. So now, instead of your classic dark circles under my eyes, I have sickly-looking green circles.  
 
      
 
    Fantastic! 
 
      
 
    I'm not usually so unkempt but I was on a deadline. I barely managed to submit the final manuscript for Taken by my Bad Boy Massage Therapist to Amazon a few minutes before coming down here to interview my new potential roommate. 
 
      
 
    And of course, the minute you hit 'submit' on one manuscript, it's time to get cracking on the next. This self-publishing game is crazy. 
 
      
 
    But it's also lucrative if you do it right. Or so I've heard. Some authors are bringing in $100 000 per month. I'm nowhere near that end of the spectrum but I'm freaking proud of where I am right now. I've only been self-publishing for a short time but I'm earning a steady $500 or $600 extra each month. And that's much more than some of my professors are making off of their writing as they continue to secretly peddle for traditional publishing deals between classes. 
 
      
 
    (Yes, I'm talking about you, Professor Cohen! You gave me a 'C' on my Creative Fiction Writing paper, meanwhile my stories are reaching audiences you can't even fathom...Jackass!) 
 
      
 
    I've been self-publishing in stealth mode for months, unbeknownst to my nearest and dearest. Sure, I've had a few close calls, like when my sister, Isla, walked in on me while I was putting the finishing touches on the menage scene in Taken by my Bad Boy Uber Driver but generally, family and friends have no idea what I'm up to and are constantly trying to figure out why I'm so secretive when I'm on my computer. 
 
      
 
    I would die of shame if they ever found out. 
 
      
 
    Anyway, my first royalty check went toward a down payment on a car and I've been making my monthly payments out of my Amazon checks ever since.  
 
      
 
    My novels have also paid for refurnishing my apartment. Annaleigh was a slob. She never took care of our furniture and she didn’t give a damn about maintaining tidiness. She used to say that cleaning and decorating our rundown apartment was like putting lipstick on a disfigured pig. So when she moved out, I quickly gave up on trying to clean her pen ink and pasta sauce out of my used-to-be-white couch. I upgraded my furniture. Now I'm basically living in an Ikea catalogue. Everything is cute, cozy and color-coordinated. Just the way I like it. 
 
      
 
    My disfigured pig has got swag! 
 
      
 
    That's one of the reasons why I'm reticent to get a new roommate. I like the way I'm living and I don't want anyone to disrupt that. Go ahead – call me a ‘neat-freak’. But I can't afford to pay my rent all alone. I tend to go a little overboard with my spending so even with my student loans, my book royalty checks and the tiny salary I'm pulling as a part-time receptionist at my sister's yoga center and spa, I'm barely making ends meet.  
 
      
 
    Yup, I've gotta curb that spending... 
 
      
 
    But in the meantime, I need a roommate. I'm just really nervous about having some guy under my roof.  
 
      
 
    I'm not good with guys. They make me nervous and red-faced and stuttery.  
 
      
 
    I draw comfort from the fact that this Nicholas dude is a tech nerd. Wesley swears that he won't get in my way. He'll stay in his corner and I'll stay in mine. Should work out just fine. 
 
      
 
    I glance up from my seat at the picnic table in the narrow hallway just outside of the campus bookstore. My eyes meet Annaleigh's and she sticks out her tongue at me from behind the cash register. I laugh. She insisted that I meet up with Nicholas here so she could keep an eye on us – y'know, just in case he's a serial killer.  
 
      
 
    Anyway, he just texted to tell me that he'll be running a bit late. He got stuck in traffic because of the rain then he took the wrong exit on the highway and has to loop around.  
 
      
 
    I should probably pull out my laptop and get to work on my next manuscript but after last night's all-nighter, my eyes can't stand another second of staring at a computer screen. So, I people-watch to kill the time.  
 
      
 
    A beautiful couple walks by, talking and laughing giddily. They look so happy. Inspiration strikes immediately.  
 
      
 
    I grab a pen from my canvas tote bag and the random stack of napkins sitting on the table in front of me as my mind moves into action. I jot messy notes down, expanding and embellishing and expounding upon what I just saw. I imagine in detail what their relationship must be like; the dates they go on...the gifts they exchange on anniversaries...their sex life. 
 
      
 
    Yes, I sit around daydreaming about other people's sex life. I'm a writer. We do weird shit like that.  
 
      
 
    Anyway, the plot starts thickening, the storyline starts forming in my mind. And just like that, book six in the Taken series, Taken by my Bad Boy Study Buddy, is born. 
 
      
 
    She wasn’t the type of girl that Kendrick would usually go for – although Gina was beautiful with her wind-blown hair and gray-flecked eyes, her interest in organic chemistry consumed most of her waking hours. Kendrick, being a jock, was failing the class and had only paired up with Gina to successfully complete his assignments. It was his only hope of finishing the class with a passing grade. But now that his lips were moving over hers for the first time, it was obvious that the Bunsen burner between them wasn’t the only thing on fire. 
 
      
 
    I re-read my work. Oh, yeh. Totally hot. I continue to scribble away. 
 
      
 
    Soon enough, the building's main entrance door swings open and I glance up as a tall, broad-shouldered man hustles in from the rain. He pushes back the hood of his gray sweatshirt with a big, masculine hand and reveals a messy head of thick, dark hair.  
 
      
 
    Something tightens in my stomach as I watch him shrug the hoodie off of his towering frame with movements that are simply powerful and virile. He pulls his glasses off of his face and wipes them with the hem of his T-shirt, briefly revealing his taut abs and his narrow waist. He's examining the campus map, a single droplet of rain clinging to his full bottom lip and I have the inexplicable urge to walk right up to him and lap up that drop of water with my tongue. 
 
      
 
    Mmm, now that’s what inspiration looks like...  
 
      
 
    With one swift motion, he turns my way and our eyes collide. I try to look away but it's too late. He smiles and my heart jumps right into my throat. I just sit there unresponsive, transfixed by his rugged beauty. 
 
      
 
    As the door closes behind him, a gust of wind sends my napkins fluttering in all directions.  
 
      
 
    "Fuck!" I whisper frantically as I dive under the table to chase down my wayward, salacious notes. The words 'fisting', 'anal' and 'peppermint lube' flash before my eyes. They're all scribbled onto those napkins that are trying to fly away from me. 
 
      
 
    Shit shit shit! 
 
      
 
    I'm on my hands and knees, scraping damp, ink-blotted napkins off of the wet floor and shoving them into my tote when a pair of well-worn Chuck Taylors appear in my periphery.  I look up way too fast and – bang! – my head crashes into the underside of the wooden table.  
 
      
 
    Now I'm staring up into the handsome face of the wet hottie who just strolled into the building. I’ve got stars in my eyes and I can’t tell if it’s because I’ve got a concussion or if it’s because I’m looking straight into the glimmering eyes of a demi-god.  
 
      
 
    With a large palm, he brushes water from his brow. "You okay there, Blakely?" 
 
      
 
    I gaze up at him, my mouth hanging open in shock, a stark contrast to the neutral expression on his face. How does he know my name? "Blakely?" I mutter the word like I don't even recognize it. 
 
      
 
    His eyebrows furrow with confusion, his brown-eyed gaze studies my face. "You're Blakely, right?" 
 
      
 
    I lick my lips nervously. "Y-yes?" 
 
      
 
    He stretches that enormous hand out to me. "I'm Nicholas Sullivan. Wesley's friend." 
 
      
 
    I fall back onto my ass and stare up at him.  
 
      
 
    Okay, this is not how you make a first impression. But hot damn! 
 
      
 
    I had expected a geek, lanky and pale from lack of sun exposure, deficient in facial hair with mild to semi-pungent body odor. Instead, a six foot two inch, dark-haired reincarnation of James Dean stands in front of me. Handsome in a classic Old Hollywood sort of way but with a rugged, tussled bad boy vibe, and so smart it shows in his twinkling brown eyes. 
 
      
 
    I place my shaky, ink-stained palm in his. His thick fingers clasp around mine, trapping my hand in a blanket of softness and warmth as he helps me to my feet. If his gesture was meant to stabilize me, it's having the opposite effect. My knees feel like cat tail bushes swaying in the wind.  
 
      
 
    Careful, careful movements take me back to my seat. I look up and find Annaleigh staring at us with wide eyes and amusement on her brow. Her smartphone is angled straight at us and I blink when her flash nearly blinds me.  
 
      
 
    I frown. She winks.  
 
      
 
    Nicholas sinks into the seat opposite mine, his broad back facing the bookstore.  
 
      
 
    The front of his shirt is wet, clinging to his skin and emphasizing his sculpted chest. His bulging forearms stretch the thin fabric. His expression remains blank as he blatantly examines my face. His gaze lingers on my lips for a long moment then his own mouth curves into a smile. I clear my throat and look away, feeling clumsy and self-conscious, cursing the fact that I'm sitting here in my ridiculous cap with my ridiculous hair.  
 
      
 
    After an eternal moment, he pulls a rental application form from his bag and slides it across the table to me. 
 
      
 
    Right...the rental application. 
 
      
 
    I focus my gaze on the paper and force myself to breathe despite my light-headedness. "So, Wesley tells me you're a programmer?" 
 
      
 
    "A developper, actually." 
 
      
 
    Aren't those two things the same? I don't ask for clarification because he says it like I'm supposed to know the difference.  
 
      
 
    "Ah..." I say casually, nodding my head. His focus falls to my lips again and settles there for a while before bouncing back to my eyes. He smiles. 
 
      
 
    God, help me.  
 
      
 
    Now, I'm stuttering, desperate to relieve myself of the tension building in my body. "So, um, you, uh, build software?"  
 
      
 
    He shifts in his seat and his long legs fall open, his knees brushing mine under the table. My lips part and a wispy gasp falls out of my mouth. He doesn’t move away. He's totally unaffected. Meanwhile, I'm suffering from sensory overload. He's so good-looking and he smells like rain and soap and pheromones. And now, his body is touching mine. My face runs hot as a thrill skitters up my thighs, hitting me square in the lady parts. 
 
      
 
    I slam my legs shut, crossing them one over the other to avoid further contact with the sexual livewire in front of me.  
 
      
 
    He seems oblivious to my agony as he continues to speak. "My stepsister and I developed Conquer: For Aspies, a cognitive app available for both iOS and Android systems that focuses on alternative communication methods and socioemotional learning instead of pathology as a means to help people with Asperger's Syndrome and other disorders on the autism spectrum to interpret social cues and formulate appropriate responses in social situ—" He stops himself mid-sentence and glances at my befuddled expression. A boyish grin comes to his lips. "Right...Most people don't understand what the hell I'm talking about when I say that." 
 
      
 
    I bite the inside of my mouth to hold down the smile fighting its way to my lips. I'm loving his little moment of self-awareness. Can a man be sexy-as-hell and cute at the same time? 
 
      
 
    He backtracks to explain himself. "Basically, aspies – people with Asperger's disorder – are hardwired differently from neurotypical – ‘normal' – people." He draws air-quotes around the word. "They have difficulty interpreting social cues, so just now when you crinkled up your brow and your eyes narrowed in on me, I figured it probably meant you didn't understand what I'd said and that you might need an explanation. Aspies aren't usually able to pick up on those cues, unless they've had years of cognitive therapy. So, my stepsister and I built an app to address that problem." 
 
      
 
    I swallow hard, not quite sure what to say. "Wow..." 
 
      
 
    Our eyes lock across the picnic table and we stare at each other for a long instant. It's a weird experience for me. I usually have a hard time looking strangers in the eye. But just this once, I give myself permission to hold his gaze despite the chaos taking place in my belly. I mean, he's hot, he's smart and he gives a damn about other people. This guy has got it goin' on. 
 
      
 
    I struggle to catch my bearings. "And h-how long are you in Reyfield for?" 
 
      
 
    "A few months. To help install a new computer system at town hall." 
 
      
 
    "Oh..." I squirm in the heat of his penetrating stare. 
 
      
 
    We sit quietly for a beat until Nicholas speaks in a husky voice. “You have a beautiful mouth.” 
 
      
 
    My cheeks are scorching as my throat closes up. My pussy just shuddered hard enough to make my teeth clatter. He didn’t say it in a sleazy  way, but it sure was blunt. 
 
      
 
    He continues to stare. “Wesley never mentioned that you were so pretty." 
 
      
 
    My heart does a somersault that would make an Olympic gymnast green with envy. 
 
      
 
    Wesley never mentioned that you were so pretty, either... 
 
      
 
    His teeth sink into the corner of his plush bottom lip as he casually scratches his thumbnail over his chin. And why the hell is that so sexy?  
 
      
 
    Anyway, that's when I know that I can't live with him.  
 
      
 
    He's too...much. Too everything. I can hardly stand it. 
 
      
 
    I gather up my belongings with quick, clumsy movements. "I—I'm sorry, Nicholas. It turns out, uh, I don't think I need a roommate after all." 
 
      
 
    "What?" Surprise shines through his perfect features.  
 
      
 
    Standing to my feet, I continue to stutter. "No, I, uh..."  
 
      
 
    I what?  
 
      
 
    I find your gorgeousness overwhelming and exhausting? I have a lady-boner just looking at you? I might have a spontaneous orgasm if I hear you say my name one more time? 
 
      
 
    He stares at me with sharp eyes and the hollow of his jaw ticks. He's quiet for a long, uncomfortable moment.  
 
      
 
    Then, he pulls a thick wad of cash out of the pocket of his jeans and slaps it down on the table. My eyes bulge out of my head as I stare at it.  
 
      
 
    He leans forward to catch my eyes through the lenses of his glasses and whispers in a gravelly tone that makes the nerve endings stand at attention all over my skin. "Four months' rent in advance, Blakely." His eyes are firm and commanding as he thrusts his hand out to me. "Now, hand over the keys."  
 
      
 
    My heart gallops against my ribcage. My cheeks are on fire. My eyes dart around to see if anyone's watching when I grab the money and push it into my bag. Then, I shove my hand deep into my pants pocket and slap three jingling pieces of metal into Nicholas' outstretched palm. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” he says with a maddening, little smirk. He stands from the table, grabbing his bag and his sweatshirt. “I’ll see you at home.” 
 
      
 
    I swallow hard, my insides quivering as I watch him walk away. That was really hot! So very alpha! 
 
      
 
    The realization is dizzying – I have a new roommate. And he just dominated the fuck out of me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    Nicholas 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I plop myself down onto the couch next to my computer and run a hand over my bare chest. It’s hot as fuck in this apartment and it isn’t even May yet. The air conditioner doesn’t work and the living room windows are jammed shut, refusing to budge. We’re going to melt like popsicles in this apartment once summer really sets in.  
 
      
 
    The entire apartment needs work. Half of the electrical outlets don’t work, there’s a huge crack in the wall above the front door. Don’t get me started on the bucket collecting water under the leaky bathroom sink. And whatever architect thought it was a good idea to put the washer and dryer outlets right in front of the fire escape in the kitchen deserves to get his license taken away and his ass kicked.  
 
      
 
    This place is a dump. 
 
      
 
    I sigh in frustration and shove a hand into my pocket, pulling out the small plastic bottle. I’ve been here for nearly a week and I’m still feeling out of sorts. I’ve never been a big fan of change but I figured that hitting the reset button and coming out here to Reyfield would have been a good move for me. Maybe I was wrong because my anxiety has flared up hard-core since I’ve been here. I roll the small plastic bottle back and forth in my palm. Dozens of tiny blue pills sneer at me, taunting me.  
 
      
 
    I probably should be back on my meds but the side effects just kill me. So instead, I crane my neck from side to side as Miyasaki's Dwarf Warriors loads on the screen. I shove the pills back into my pocket and take a swig of my beer. It's good to take a load off after spending the day on autopilot, upgrading software on the town hall computer servers. 
 
      
 
    This new job of mine is far from my long-term plan. It's definitely temporary. But I find it oddly calming and at least my mind isn't racing all the time. Eventually, I'll get back to the Valley and I'll build another piece of important software that will change lives. But for now I just need to take it easy, sleep eight hours a night, catch up on my manga cartoons, be a regular person.  
 
      
 
    A regular person who sits on the couch and consumes mind-numbing entertainment after a day of pointless busywork at the office. A regular person who gets home early in the hopes of catching a glimpse of his ridiculously hot roommate before she locks herself in the bedroom for the night. 
 
      
 
    God, Blakely… 
 
      
 
    The girl is so insanely gorgeous.  
 
      
 
    She has bright green eyes and thick, fiery red curls bouncing down her back. She tries to make herself small but it's impossible for her to hide with that hair. And those curves. I want to run my tongue along those curves, that freckled skin. I’m in love with the shape of her body. But she's painfully shy. She won't even hang around in the same room as me for more than a few minutes.  
 
      
 
    I know that she works a lot and she's in school, too, and I know that I'm not too great at reading body language, but if I didn't know any better, I'd say that she's been deliberately trying to avoid me. Why exactly? I haven't figured that part out yet. But all of my attempts to make conversation with her have fallen flat, resulting in her scurrying off into her bedroom and shutting me out. 
 
      
 
    I can’t help but wonder what exactly goes on in that pretty little head on the rare occasion that she allows herself to look at me. 
 
      
 
    I've never been interested in deciphering women and their unspoken intentions. My brain is hopelessly mis-wired when it comes to solving the cryptic puzzle that is female non-verbal communication. But for the first time, I care. I want to know what she thinks of me. I want her to like me. But I plan on keeping that thought to myself because I don't want this living situation to get awkward. (And boy do I have a talent for making things awkward.) Although the apartment itself is shit, I like sharing this space with Blakely. 
 
      
 
    Just as the opening credits begin to roll, my FaceTime app starts ringing. I hit ‘answer’ and Emily's pale, little face appears on my computer screen. 
 
      
 
    "Well, hello stranger." She smiles so hard that her eyes half close. Ha! She misses me, I think. 
 
      
 
    "Hey," I say, maximizing my FaceTime window so that it covers the whole screen. 
 
      
 
    "How's life out in the middle of nowhere?" she asks, turning up her nose. 
 
      
 
    I shrug one shoulder and bring my beer to my lips. "The Internet connection could be faster but other than that, I'm not complaining." 
 
      
 
    She laughs. "Serves you right for abandoning me and moving across the country. I give you one week until you're going stir-crazy out there without a stimulating project to work on and you're dying to get back to the Valley." 
 
      
 
    I'm a cerebral type. I'm used to having projects that stimulate my mind, problems that need solving. Yes, I’m definitely a project junkie. Expound. Execute. Exit. That’s been my motto for a long time. And yes, life in Reyfield is pretty idyllic. No complex enigmas to solve. But I'm sure that I'll survive. 
 
      
 
    "I'm doing just fine, Em." 
 
      
 
    "And how's your hot, little roomie? Please tell me that the two of you are hooking up." Her eyes squint with mischief. 
 
      
 
    I scoff. "Emily..." 
 
      
 
    "What? She's pretty and from the digging around I've done, I can tell she doesn't have a boyfriend. And you really need to get laid, Tight-Ass." 
 
      
 
    I sigh. "It really isn't like that between Blakely and me. Honestly, I don't think that we've spent more than five minutes in the same room in the time that I've been here. And I have no intention of pursuing her.” 
 
      
 
    Emily is quiet for a while and then she says in a small, hesitant voice. "Is it because you're scared to tell her about...” – she tilts her head suggestively to the side – “…y'know?"  
 
      
 
    Ugh! Not this conversation again. "It's not like we're over here painting each other's toenails and chumming it up. I hardly see the girl. She's always at work or in class and on the rare occasion that she's home, she locks herself up in her bedroom like she thinks I'm going to attack her with a chainsaw or something,” I growl defensively, “So, why would I share my most personal information with her, anyway?"  
 
      
 
    "Uh, how about the fact that the two of you share five hundred square feet? I know that you're good-looking and girls interpret your aloofness and overall strangeness as charming but eventually, your roommate’s going to have questions about your behavior.” 
 
      
 
    "Okay, let's get one thing clear. I'm not ashamed that I have Asperger’s. I just don't see a reason to broadcast it to people who don't need to know." 
 
      
 
    When I tell people about Conquer: For Aspies, they think that it’s just another cool app and that I’m a genius for having designed the concept. They rarely ever guess that it’s my own personal struggle with the illness that was my motivation.  
 
      
 
    Aside from a few minor quirks, I no longer display the classic signs of the disorder on a regular basis. The long-winded, one-sided monologues on obscure topics regular people have never heard of. The heightened sensitivity to loud noises and bright lights. The inability to censor my thoughts before they come gushing out of my mouth. The rigid, unyielding adherence to order and routines. I have all of that under control now.  
 
      
 
    For the most part.  
 
      
 
    Yes, I still have difficulty communicating and understanding things from other people’s perspective, and sometimes humor just goes straight over my head, but it’s no longer debilitating.  
 
      
 
    Growing up, my mother spent every dollar she could get her hands on doing whatever it took to suppress the symptoms of my Asperger’s (and all the related conditions). That meant weekly sessions with my legion of therapists and hundreds of hours of cognitive treatment and every medication she could convince a doctor to write a prescription for. As far as she’s concerned, she lost two husbands over my weirdness and she wasn’t willing to lose any more. She’d say that my treatment was money well spent. 
 
      
 
    My stepsister huffs. "Wow! Oversensitive, much? You must really like this girl.” 
 
      
 
    “Would you stop it?!” 
 
      
 
    “I hate how you hide behind that stupid diagnosis to avoid getting close with anybody," she rattles on, completely ignoring me. “If you want to be happy, you’re gonna have to let go of your labels.”  
 
      
 
    I hate when she does that. She thinks she knows me better than I know myself. 
 
      
 
    I’ve opened up to Emily about my illness and my feelings toward it. But it’s not something we speak directly about these days. We tiptoe around it but she knows that it’s always lingering in the back of my mind. A person doesn’t just get over the fact that his father left because he was too weird to deal with.  
 
      
 
    "Emily, you’re not listening to me," I grind out. I think I'm getting a headache.  
 
      
 
    "I just don't want to see you hurting yourself anymore. Just tell Blakely the truth. Give her a chance to understand you, to get to know you." 
 
      
 
    "It's none of her business!" I shout. I hate losing control like this but Emily pushes me there every time. She's so nosy and she never takes ‘no’ for an answer.  
 
      
 
    Her shoulders drop and so does her smile. I think I've hurt her feelings. But it's not like she didn't deserve to be yelled at. I wish she would stop pressing my buttons.  
 
      
 
    I lift my glasses and massage the bridge of my nose to ease my irritation. “Look, Em,” I say softly, “Blakely isn’t interested in me, okay? So, there’s no reason to tell her about my condition.” 
 
      
 
    She sighs, defeated. “Fine. I’ll drop it.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you.” I feel the tension melt out of my shoulders. 
 
      
 
    "I'll see you next month when I come out there to take you to your new doctor," she says quietly after a drawn-out silence.  
 
      
 
    "You don't have to fly all the way across the country to take me to a doctor's appointment. That's ridiculous." I try to shrug it off like it’s no big deal, but I know why she’s doing this. I’ve been seeing the same healthcare professionals for years. I’m not looking forward to opening up to someone new. Change has always been a big sticking point for me. 
 
      
 
    "No, that’s not ridiculous,” she says gently, “that's love. Now, stop trying to fight me. I'll see you next month." 
 
      
 
    I exhale roughly. “Bye, Emily.” 
 
      
 
    “Bye, Nicholas.” My screen goes blank. 
 
      
 
    I grab the pills out of my pocket and stare down at them again. I hate to admit it but Emily's right. A part of me is scared that a gorgeous girl like Blakely would want nothing to do with me if she knew just how broken I am. Thanks to years of cognitive therapy and social training, I've learned sophisticated ways of managing my illness. My app has certainly helped –  I'm better at reading social cues now and I generally respond more appropriately in social situations – but I'm not perfect. I'm not normal. And every so often, my mask slips and reveals all the weird little pieces of me that could never fit. I don't want to risk Blakely's rejection. So I'll just keep my distance. 
 
      
 
    That's my final decision. I've resolved to keep my distance.  
 
      
 
    But twenty minutes later when the front door swings open and she steps inside with those wide green eyes avoiding all contact with mine and those soft cheeks instantly turning red, just for a moment, I second guess that decision. 
 
      
 
    And I wish I could be good for her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5  
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I’m pacing my carpeted bedroom floor, listening to the sound of water hitting the tiles in the bathroom. Waiting…Waiting…Waiting... 
 
      
 
    I hear the groan of the faucet shutting off. Then the groan of the hinges as the bathroom door opens and closes. Then the groan of the wooden floors as Nicholas pads down the hall to his bedroom whistling a Frank Sinatra tune under his breath. 
 
      
 
    Yes, he's into Frank Sinatra. 
 
      
 
    Be still my weeping vulva. 
 
      
 
    I open my bedroom door a crack and peek out into the hallway. No sign of him. The coast is clear.  
 
      
 
    Grabbing my yoga studio uniform and my toiletries bag, I tiptoe across the hall, trying to sidestep all the creaky spots in the floor.  
 
      
 
    Yes, I'm trying to avoid him.  
 
      
 
    Because every time he tries to make conversation with me, I say something stupid or I feel my face heating up. I couldn't get any more awkward if I tried. So, I'm going to keep contact with him to a minimum until his time in Reyfield is up and he goes back to whatever sexy-geek utopia he comes from. 
 
      
 
    But just as I’m about to shove the door closed behind me, I see it... 
 
      
 
    The toilet seat is up.  
 
      
 
    I stand there at the entrance to the steamy bathroom where my new roommate just finished his shower and stare wordlessly at the lifted toilet seat as dread twists in my stomach.  
 
      
 
    I have a male roommate and he leaves the toilet seat up. And he doesn't close the shower curtain. He also leaves his toothpaste on the edge of the sink with the cap flipped open. 
 
      
 
    This was a bad idea. This isn't going to work.  
 
      
 
    The man is maddening. He's equal parts endearing and infuriating. Half the time, I want to strangle him for being so damn charming. The other half, I want his mouth and his hands on me. So, I just hide out in my room because he's fucking overwhelming. 
 
      
 
    "Hey Blakely." 
 
      
 
    A deep, raspy voice rings out behind me. Startled, I spin around to find him standing there, shirtless, sculpted abs still dewy from the shower with my Martha Stewart bath sheet wrapped around his tappered-in waist.  
 
      
 
    His dark eyes go to the toilet and he throws me an apologetic half-smile. "Sorry about that," he says as he reaches around me in the narrow doorway, stepping one foot into the tiny bathroom and flipping the toilet seat down.  
 
      
 
    Every hair on my body stands stiff in its follicle as his bare chest brushes against my arm. I feel a sizzle in my nipples and those traitorous suckers turn to little stones.  
 
      
 
    "There. All better," he announces with a smile.  He grabs my moisturizer from the decorative caddy sitting atop the toilet tank and gives me a wink before he turns back toward his bedroom, whistling under his breath.  
 
      
 
    I think I've been standing frozen in the same spot for the past five minutes. Only now, my nipples are buzzing and I'm pretty sure there's a wet spot in my panties. 
 
      
 
    He wasn't supposed to be this good-looking. 
 
      
 
    When I accepted Wesley's offer to hook me up with the perfect roommate, he'd promised me a nerdy Silicon Valley programmer who spent his days writing code and watching Japanese anime cartoons. He never mentioned that said geeky programmer would be performing said boring activities while shirtless and dripping his libido-igniting pheromones all over my new upholstered Crate and Barrel ottoman. A girl like me can't handle all that charm and charisma in such a small space. Every time he smiles, it feels like I’m on the verge of a medical emergency and these heart palpitations are really starting to worry me. 
 
      
 
    He can't stay here. His effortlessly seductive energy is cutting minutes off of my life expectancy.  
 
      
 
    This living arrangement definitely isn't going to work. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Annaleigh's wedding is only a few days away, which means that it's time to commence the mandatory frivolous girlie activities.  
 
      
 
    This morning she and her maid-of-honor/future sister-in-law, Evangeline, started the day by dragging me to a hot yoga class at Prasanna Light Oneness Studio and Spa, my sister’s yoga retreat center where I work part-time. Then, we had full-body massages, mani-pedis and girl talk.  
 
      
 
    And by ‘girl talk’, I mean Annaleigh showed Eva pictures she took of Nicholas the day I met him outside of the bookstore. Then Eva spent the next 45 minutes trying to convince me to ‘bone’ him. Classy dame, she is. The conversation went something like this; 
 
      
 
    Annaleigh hands Eva her phone where a photo of Nicholas is on display. Eva fans herself dramatically as she drools over the photo. "Now Blakely, if that man doesn’t get your panties wet, then you’re dead inside," she quips.  
 
      
 
    The manicurist tucks her head into her chest and titters. I shoot her a look that says, Mind your business, lady! Annaleigh laughs. "Agreed. And he’s totally hot for you, Blakes. Did you see the way he was looking at you that day?" 
 
      
 
    I think back to the way he stared at my lips across the picnic table. And the instant dampness at my core confirms it – I'm not dead inside. Not by a long shot. But thanks for your concern, girls. 
 
      
 
    Anyway, next on the itinerary is a light lunch at the Herbivore Café with a few other friends. But first, I break away from them for a few minutes to go check my work schedule. 
 
      
 
    "Hey sweetie," my sister says exhaling roughly as I poke my head into her boho-style office.  
 
      
 
    I smile at her. "Those worry lines are gonna stick, Isla," I scold playfully as I take her in, sitting at her desk surrounded by order forms, receipts and other paperwork. I know she hates that side of the business but she says it's a necessary evil. 
 
      
 
    "Urgh! You know how I feel about all this admin stuff. It's the worst." She forces a laugh, dragging her fingers through her hair. 
 
      
 
    I drop into the seat opposite her. "I'll gladly take some of it off of your hands," I offer innocently, giving her a sweet smile. She doesn’t need to know about my ulterior motives. I'm desperate to pick up as many shifts as I can just as an excuse to stay out of my apartment. 
 
      
 
    Nicholas has taken over the place. 
 
      
 
    His shoes are kicked off by the door. His favorite energy drink takes up an entire shelf of the refrigerator. His potent masculine scent has invaded every room.  
 
      
 
    Everything about him is everywhere, haunting me. And I don't know what to do about it. I've been in a state of hyperarousal since the day I met him and it's starting to fray my nerves. The fact that he walks around shirtless ninety percent of the time isn't helping at all. He’s all I think about.  
 
      
 
    He’s even worked his way into my current novel. Taken by my Bad Boy Roommate should probably be re-named Blakely’s Big, Fat, Dirty Fantasy that’s Never (Ever) Gonna Happen. 
 
      
 
    Hmmm…That actually has a nice ring to it. Maybe I’ll make it a standalone.  
 
      
 
    Isla sighs as she grabs the binder containing the work schedules. "You're a god-send, Blakes." She examines the messy sheets of paper. "I can give you an extra shift on Tuesday at 3:30." 
 
      
 
    "Perfect." I almost bounce in my seat with relief. "Anything on Friday night?" I ask. 
 
      
 
    "Sure," she says absentmindedly. "The other girls never want to work Friday nights. They've always got 'big plans’." She draws air-quotes. "A new date every weekend. Reyfield isn't exactly rife with bachelors so I don't get it." 
 
      
 
    That’s very true. Single men under 45 are a rare commodity in this town. Most of the males in this small Chicago suburb have prosthetic hips and are nursing-home-ready. The women around here get vicious whenever one of the few young, attractive guys of Reyfield go on the market. I know that as soon as they lay eyes on Nicholas and his broad shoulders and his juicy lips, it will be the Great Civil War of Reyfield over him. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, by the way, Wesley tells me he hooked you up with a new roommate?" Isla tosses out excitedly. 
 
      
 
    My eyes stay glued to the schedule. "Uh-huh," I say noncommittally. I pray to god my face doesn’t start pinking up. 
 
      
 
    But my sister isn’t done with the subject. "What's his name? Is he cute?" A wide grin nearly splits her face in half. 
 
      
 
    I shrug and try to act too cool to care. "His name is Nicholas. He's all right, I guess." Why is my voice so high-pitched right now? 
 
      
 
    Isla collapses against the back of her chair and roars with laughter. "Ah! You think he's cute!” she coos. “Aww, Blakes!" She reaches across the table and taps my hand like she's petting a vulnerable little kitten. 
 
      
 
    I spew a string of unconvincing denials but Isla just continues to giggle. "I didn't come here to be mocked," I say, turning up my nose at her. I take a quick snap of the schedule with my phone and bound toward the door. "I'm getting out of here. I’ve got to meet up with Annie, Evangeline and the gang for lunch. Bridesmaid duties." 
 
      
 
    "Can I come over to meet him next week?" she shouts after me. I pretend not to hear her, hurriedly closing the door behind me. 
 
      
 
    I love my sister like crazy. Ever since our parents died, she’s been the only constant in my life. But I won’t sit here, dishing to her about who’s cute and who isn’t. We’re not in middle school. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    At the sound of the doorbell, I leap out of bed and charge out of my room. I've been waiting for this delivery all day. 
 
      
 
    My heart does its usual tap dance routine as I barrel past the living room and see Nicholas sitting on the couch shirtless, watching a movie.  
 
      
 
    "Hey Blakely." He casually throws that smile my way and I nearly trip over my own feet. 
 
      
 
    "Hey," I practically whisper with my head down, undeterred on my clumsy voyage to the door. Thankfully, he turns his focus back to the movie instead of trying to pursue a conversation with me. 
 
      
 
    I yank the door open and the postal service guy stands there with my package tucked under his arm. His eyes do a predatory sweep down my body before he flashes me a smirk that betrays his nasty thoughts. "Hey there, pretty girl," he growls, a toothpick hanging off the side of his grin. 
 
      
 
    My systems go on high alert. The guy is good-looking enough. Dark hair, blue eyes, medium build. But he just gives off this I-don't-take-no-for-an-answer vibe that's really not cool. 
 
      
 
    He spits out his toothpick behind him and bites down on his bottom lip as he stretches the signature clipboard to me. "Got a big, special package for a special, little lady." 
 
      
 
    God - how does he make such a simple sentence sound so slimy? 
 
      
 
    I sign quickly and pass the paper and pen back to him before he hands me the wide, flat Hewlett Packard box. He pauses for a second and stares at me before propping his hip up against the doorframe, crossing his feet at the ankles. He lowers his voice. "Hey, I get off work in about an hour. What do you say I swing back over here and help you set up that new laptop?" 
 
      
 
    With the box tucked under my arm, I take a step back, gripping the doorknob. "Uh, no thanks." 
 
      
 
    His eyes settle on my breasts making me feel dirty. "You sure –" he stares down at his pad for my name "– Blakely? Mmm. What a nice name." 
 
      
 
    I force a smile. "I'm sure." I try to swing the door shut. 
 
      
 
    He sticks his foot out to stop me. "Come on, baby. I don't bite." 
 
      
 
    Okay. Now, I'm panicking. I try to recall the self-defence moves I saw on the Ellen Degeneres Show that one time. Should I strike him first or wait until he puts his hands on me? 
 
      
 
    I feel a presence closing in over my shoulder right as I'm about to start hyperventilating. "Don't worry about it, dude," Nicholas roars as his arm slides around my waist and he pulls me deeper into the apartment. "She has a man around here to take care of those sorts of things." He stands between me and the mailman, never taking his grip off me. 
 
      
 
    The guy stumbles back from the doorway, his hands up in surrender. "Was just being helpful, man. No harm, no foul." 
 
      
 
    "Well, your help isn't needed," Nicholas snares, all tough and alpha. 
 
      
 
    The man continues to grumble as he hightails it back to his waiting truck. 
 
      
 
    Nicholas slams the door behind him and faces me. “You okay?” 
 
      
 
    I nod. “Yeah.”  
 
      
 
    “You sure?” 
 
      
 
    I'll admit I’m a little shaken up. There’s no telling just how insistent that guy would have become if my roommate hadn’t intervened. But I’ll be fine. “I’m sure,” I promise him. 
 
      
 
    I risk a peek past his glasses, into his eyes. They’re some nice eyes. Coffee brown with specks of gold and radiating warmth. How come I never noticed before? Maybe because I've been staring at my feet for the past three weeks. 
 
      
 
    He studies me for a while and when he’s satisfied with what he sees, his arm drops from around me. As he turns back to the couch, I give him a little smile and say, “Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    Seeing Nicholas stick up for me pushed all my hot buttons. I love a possessive alpha male, a man who makes me feel safe.  
 
      
 
    Except that Nicholas isn’t my man. He’s my roommate. 
 
      
 
    Le sigh... 
 
      
 
    “No problem,” Nicholas says as he resumes his movie. His expression has gone neutral again. 
 
      
 
    With my new laptop under my arm, I head toward my room. 
 
      
 
    “Leave that on the kitchen table,” he calls out to me. 
 
      
 
    I spin around to look at him. “Leave what on the kitchen table?” 
 
      
 
    “Your new computer,” he says, “I’ll set it up for you. Y’know, download all the programs, install the anti-virus, transfer your files over –” 
 
      
 
    “No!” I shout a little too hastily. 
 
      
 
    He gives me a strange look. “Um…” 
 
      
 
    Now, he's just being misogynistic as hell, implying that I need a man to set up my computer. I don't need his help. I’m a woman of the millennium. Hear me roar! Well, maybe not ‘roar’ roar because I’m Timid Blakely, but you know what I mean. 
 
      
 
    But aside from all that feminist stuff, the thought of Nicholas playing around with my files, particularly my manuscripts, particularly my newest manuscript, is enough to cause convulsions in my chest. 
 
      
 
    No, thank you! 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got really good anti-virus,” he offers again. “Most people don’t adequately protect their computers against hackers –” 
 
      
 
    I shake my head insistently, holding the box tightly to my chest. “I’m good. I don’t have anything worth hacking on my computer. So, no thanks on the anti-virus and stuff.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m a tech expert,” he reminds me, “It’ll take me a fraction of the set-up time that it would take you.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s all right.” 
 
      
 
    “Blakely…” He pins me with those intense eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Really, I don’t need help.” 
 
      
 
    His lips pull into a frown. His shoulders slump in defeat. “Suit yourself, then.” 
 
      
 
    For a second, I allow my eyes to connect with his again and I instantly get lost. I feel all light and effervescent on the inside. God, he’s gorgeous. I break his gaze and continue toward my bedroom. 
 
      
 
    I close the door softly behind me and tear the box open, digging around for the manufacturer’s instructions. I settle on my mattress and open the computer in front of me.  
 
      
 
    It’s going to be a long night. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘Glamorous’ by Fergie plays in the background as I dot the nude gloss onto my mouth and rub my lips together. I had to leave my laptop charging on the kitchen table since none of the plugs on this side of the house work. Thankfully, the speakers are really powerful and the sound carries throughout the apartment. I lean back to take in my reflection in the bathroom mirror. 
 
      
 
    This bridesmaid’s gown isn’t half-bad. It’s a dusty rose chiffon maxi cut low in the back and cinched tight at the waist by a rhinestone belt with a thigh-slit so high it should be illegal. It obscures my wide hips and thanks to the Spanx I’m wearing underneath, my paunch isn’t a problem today. I spin around to get a good look at myself in the mirror.  
 
      
 
    Yeh – I look good. 
 
      
 
    I’m glad that Evangeline took it upon herself to pick out the gowns because if left to her own devices, Annaleigh would have her bridal party walking down the aisle in classic rock band t-shirts and ripped boyfriend jeans. 
 
      
 
    I wiggle my butt to the beat as I pick up my rhinestone choker and bring it to my throat, attempting to clasp it behind my neck. I’m wearing fake nails, though, something I don’t do often. The damn hook keeps slipping, making each attempt to secure it unsuccessful. 
 
      
 
    I grunt in frustration. I should have gone over to Evangeline’s to get dressed. But I got preliminary notes on Taken by my Bad Boy Roommate back from my new editor, the extraordinary EllenEdits, this morning. And they weren’t good. I think back to all the things she’d said. 
 
      
 
    EllenEdits: Unoriginal. Formulaic. Unrealistic. This book reads like you’ve never gotten laid in your whole life.  
 
      
 
    BJ Hamilton Writes: Wow! That’s harsh, Ellen! 
 
      
 
    EllenEdits: Hun, if I don’t say it, your readers will. Take the blowie scene in chapter 12 for example.  Do limbs even turn that way? Unless your neck is on hinges, it's impossible to give a blowjob in that position. It was so incredibly awkward. 
 
      
 
    I’m paying a handsome sum for her unfiltered honesty. And well, I couldn’t argue with her opinion since I’ve never actually given a blowie. 
 
      
 
    Anyway, I started working on my re-writes and that’s how I lost track of time. I know I should have probably pushed it off until after the wedding but writing means so much to me. It’s my outlet, my escape, my savior. Y’see, when I was a kid, everybody in school would tease me about my red hair and freckles so, I would stay in my room and read. All summer when everyone else was out playing hopscotch and going to camp and having first kisses, I was perched on my little twin bed surrounded by books. As I got older, I started writing and people stopped teasing me straight to my face, but my love for hiding out in fictional worlds grew stronger with time. I am so grateful for the opportunity I have now – I get to tell my stories and complete strangers pay money to read them. So, excuse me if I get a little carried away sometimes. 
 
      
 
    Anyway, now I only have minutes to spare before I have to jump into my car and hightail it to the church before the start of the ceremony. 
 
      
 
    “Argh!” I groan loudly when one of the nails pulls away from my nail bed and I still haven’t been able to hook the damn necklace. 
 
      
 
    There’s a tap at my door. “You okay in there?” 
 
      
 
    Fuck…Nicholas. 
 
      
 
    He left for a jog a while ago and I’d assumed he wouldn’t be back until after I left the house. Because of the music, I hadn’t even heard him come in. Knowing that he heard my loud, weird outburst causes embarrassment to rush to my cheeks.  
 
      
 
    His voice rings out again. “Blakely?” His face appears in the crack of the bathroom door and before I have the chance to assure him that I’m okay, he pushes the door open. 
 
      
 
    He’s dressed in a white sleeveless t-shirt and athletic shorts with sweat dampening his forehead. His face is still flushed from his run and his damp clothes mold to his skin. He is so fucking sexy. 
 
      
 
    His eyes jaunt down my body at a leisurely pace. I try to read his expression and for a second, I worry that maybe I don’t look as good as I thought. But then, he bites down on his bottom lip and his eyes sweep over my face.  
 
      
 
    "Blakely, you look fucking hot…” he breathes. 
 
      
 
    A shiver runs through me at the compliment. I can’t help but take a little step back. The thrill of his words is that forceful. 
 
      
 
    He flashes an impish smile. "That may have been a bit too blunt, huh?" 
 
      
 
    “N-no. It’s okay. Really,” I stammer, “Thanks.” 
 
      
 
    He smiles softly. His gaze falls down to my hands where I’m clutching the choker between my fingers. He tips his head in that direction. “You need help with that?”  
 
      
 
    I give him a little nod and I set it in his palm. He moves behind me, draping the necklace around my throat. My belly tingles from his proximity. His warm, minty breath skirts my flesh and the hairs on the back of my neck stand at attention as he clasps the hook effortlessly. 
 
      
 
      
 
    His hands settle on my shoulders and he slowly turns me around. "All done," he whispers in a husky voice as his hands travel down my sides, smoothing out the wrinkles in my dress. His eyes follow the path of his hands and when his fingers find my hips, they flex against me causing a groan to slip past my lips. The playful smirk he usually wears is gone, replaced by lust so raw, so severe that it almost scares me.  
 
      
 
    "You're the most beautiful thing I've ever seen." The words seem to pour out of his mouth without his volition. Like it's something he can't control.  
 
      
 
    He stares at me through those thick glasses and it's almost as if the lenses were a magnifying glass focused straight into my soul. I want him. And in this moment, I'm sure he knows it. And I don't even want to hide it. 
 
      
 
    I swallow hard, licking my bottom lip and his musky scent surrounds me. My eyes are on his mouth. I want to feel it on me. I want to feel the weight of his body pinning me down. The urge has never been stronger. He moves closer, burying his nose in my hair. My body keens toward him, my breasts seeking contact with his rock hard abs. The heat of his body is so inviting. I just want to collapse against his strong chest and wrap his arms around me, drowning in his masculine fragrance. 
 
      
 
    His lips are so close. I swear he's going to kiss me. And I'm going to need a heart transplant. 
 
      
 
    But just as my lips part and go in search of his, the song changes. Another upbeat pop tune comes on, yanking us out of the moment. Nicholas pulls back. With a brusque step away, he releases his grip on me. “You’re gonna be late,” he mumbles. 
 
      
 
    Right…Annaleigh. The wedding. 
 
      
 
    “I should go.” My voice is so quiet and lustful that I can hardly hear it over the blood whooshing in my ears.  
 
      
 
    I step out into the hallway and take one look back at him just as he grabs the hem of his shirt and pulls it over his head. I just about swoon. "Enjoy your friend's wedding, Blakely."  
 
      
 
    The door closes slowly and through the thin wall, I hear the shower turning on. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    Nicholas 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It’s messing with my head. 
 
      
 
    I’d never wanted to kiss somebody so bad in my life, seeing Blakely standing there in her flowy pink dress with her hair cascading over her shoulder and her fair skin on display. And when I got close to her to clasp that necklace around her neck, my mind quickly gallivanted into inappropriate territory. A reckless part of me wondered what it would take to make a girl like her wet. I wondered what it would be like to make her come all over my hands, all over my tongue, all over my cock. 
 
      
 
    I try to put a stop to the thoughts but damn, I want her. My erection won’t let the subject go. 
 
      
 
    This is fucked up. 
 
      
 
    I throw open the freezer and stick my head inside to cool the hell off. The cold air billows into my face, chilling my cheeks. Calm down, buddy. 
 
      
 
    Since my head is in there anyway, I decide to grab a frozen pizza. I rip it out of its packaging and slide it into the oven. I try to move my attention to something other than how badly I want to bang my roommate but it’s no use. My cock is as hard as titanium. She’s at a wedding right now. Probably meeting tons of single douchebags trying to get their dicks wet the moment they lay their eyes on her. And here I am pining over her like some fool. 
 
      
 
    I need release. 
 
      
 
    I go into my bedroom and lie on the bed, pushing my pants down around my ankles. I jerk my rod roughly and I can’t help but imagine Blakely on her knees in front of me. She’s wearing that dress. The one she wore to the wedding. She looks like a fucking angel.  
 
      
 
    An angel with a cock in her mouth. 
 
      
 
    I chuckle at the thought but I come so hard that I see stars. 
 
      
 
    Lying there, panting, I struggle to catch my breath. Sweat beads on my forehead and my heart beats fast. Is it hot in here, or what? 
 
      
 
    And what’s that smell? 
 
      
 
    The next thing I know the fire alarm is shrieking throughout the apartment and the sprinklers are flinging water everywhere. Shit!  
 
      
 
    I leap off of my bed, nearly tripping over my pants. I rush into the smoky kitchen and flick off the oven switch. Opening the oven door, toxic clouds burn my eyes.   
 
      
 
    That’s what I get for defiling my innocent, little roommate in my mind. 
 
      
 
    Thankfully, there’s only smoke. No fire. But my throat is sore from the scent of charred pizza. I switch off the water valve on the wall and the sprinklers shut off. After lots of effort, I manage to get the window open.  
 
      
 
    Only then, do I take a deep breath. I look around me and survey the damage. My dinner is a goner and gray smoke fills the room. Plus, every surface is drenched. Clean up is gonna be a bitch. 
 
      
 
    Goddamit! The Universe has a fucked up sense of humor. 
 
      
 
    And just when I think it can’t possibly get worse, I notice Blakely's brand new laptop sitting on the kitchen table. Opened. Charging. Wet. 
 
      
 
    Fuck! 
 
      
 
    I spring into action, knowing that every second counts. I act fast, switching off the power breaker before disconnecting the computer from the charger and turning it off in the hopes of preventing damage. Luckily, I don’t get electrocuted. I bring the laptop into my bedroom and set it on the bed. “Ah, fuck me!” I grunt. No time to feel sorry for myself, though. 
 
      
 
    I commence Operation: Save My Roommate’s Laptop, cursing myself all the way. 
 
      
 
    After wiping it down with a dry towel, I find a screwdriver to take it apart. I have to work quickly to ensure that the circuit boards don't get damaged. I dry off all the components as best I can, even using the vacuum cleaner to suck out some of the water.  
 
      
 
    I keep an eye on the clock as I work. I have no idea what time she’ll be back from the wedding. I reassemble the machine and hold my breath as it boots up. Everything is looking good so far. The screen is fine and I don't notice any shorts. To login, I shoot Emily a quick text and ask her for Blakely’s password. (Even though she just changed computers, most people use the same password across multiple devices.) Of course, Emily has tons of questions about what I’m up to. I give her the cliffnotes version of the situation as I log in. 
 
      
 
    I open a few programs to make sure everything is running as it should. When I open the word processing software, the last document Blakely was working on pops up. Its title catches my eye. 
 
      
 
    Taken by my Bad Boy Roommate: A Bad Boy Romance. 
 
      
 
    Pause…What?! 
 
      
 
    Of course, that piques my curiosity. I scroll further down the page and begin reading. 
 
      
 
    It starts out innocently enough. Rick, a tall, dark and handsome tech genius from Silicon Valley moves in with Bailey, a broke red-headed college girl. They each try to keep to themselves as best they can.  
 
      
 
    Blahblahblah… 
 
      
 
    Next thing I know, the female protagonist is giving herself a heck of an orgasm while sitting on the washing machine and daydreaming about her roomie as his clothes pass through the spin cycle. It’s all described in vivid detail. 
 
      
 
    Shock runs through my system as my cock twitches in my pants. I can’t take my eyes off of the screen. The more I scroll through the document, the more intrigued and horny I become. 
 
      
 
    A few paragraphs later, it becomes crystal clear. My innocent, virginal roommate is writing painfully awkward smut...about me. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It’s just after midnight when I close the door quietly behind me just in case Nicholas is sleeping. The lights are off and the place is quiet. He must already be in bed. 
 
      
 
    I shake out my umbrella and lean it against the wall to dry. I slip out of my coat and my heels, glad that Annaleigh's wedding festivities are finally over. Watching my friend tie the knot was a beautiful and emotional experience. She looked absolutely stunning in an ivory-hued, empire waist gown with minimal lace and beading. Prescott shed a few macho-tears during the ceremony and his mother gave a long, drunken speech at the reception, reiterating her readiness for grandchildren. And Ambrose Carlton, the sexually-overzealous best man? He avoided me like the plague all night, almost as if he thought he’d be accused of fathering my mythical fetus if we somehow ended up in the same photo or something. 
 
      
 
    All-in-all, it was a great day but now, I just want to rip this dress off and fall into bed.  
 
      
 
    As I tiptoe past the kitchen, I falter midstride when something catches my eye on the table. 
 
      
 
    My computer. Open. The pale light of the screen glowing in the dark. 
 
      
 
    That’s when it hits me. I forgot it there this afternoon. I was playing music on it as I got ready for the wedding and then Nicholas came in with his sexy, distracting self and I forgot my laptop on the kitchen table! 
 
      
 
    Fuck! 
 
      
 
    I guard my computer under lock and key. I don't let anyone near it. It contains the most private of information. My romance manuscripts. Seeing it sitting casually on the kitchen table is giving me a brain aneurysm. I’d be mortified if Nicholas saw what I’ve been up to.  
 
      
 
    "Hey."  
 
      
 
    My hand flies to my pounding heart as I spin around to face my shirtless roommate.  
 
      
 
    "Nicholas!" 
 
      
 
    "Had a bit of an accident here tonight," he says sheepishly. "Tried to make dinner but I nearly burned down the building instead." He chuckles lightly.  
 
      
 
    That's when the charred smell hits my nostrils. My eyes move slowly back to the table. "My computer..." 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, about that...the smoke triggered the sprinkler system and your computer got drenched—" 
 
      
 
    "Oh my god!" I gasp, hurrying into the kitchen to inspect the damage.  
 
      
 
    Nicholas' hand shoots out in front of him. "Don't worry. I fixed it. Good as new." 
 
      
 
    I grab it off of the table and cuddle it in my arms like a precious baby, poking at a few buttons to make sure it works. 
 
      
 
    "I'm sorry. I put the pizza in the oven. And then, I got distracted. I’m really sorry,” he rambles on. 
 
      
 
    I speak through gritted teeth. "That was really careless of you." My entire body is hot with restrained rage. 
 
      
 
    "Come on, Blakely. Don't be mad. It was an accident." 
 
      
 
    Cradling the laptop closer, I glare at him. "Well, there's a thin line between accident and irresponsible," I snarl. I don’t mean to be a bitch about this but I put this computer on my credit card. I haven’t even started paying for it yet. 
 
      
 
    I spin on my heel and march in the direction of my room. He's coming after me. "Blakely, aren't we gonna talk about it?" 
 
      
 
    The edge in his voice causes the hairs to stand on the back of my neck. Somethin’ tells me he’s not talking about the water damage anymore. "About what?" I ask carefully. 
 
      
 
    "Y'know..." He tilts his head suggestively in the direction of the computer in my arms.  
 
      
 
    I silently pray to god he isn't insinuating what I think he's insinuating.  
 
      
 
    But my whole world comes crashing down when he smirks and says, "Taken By My Bad Boy Roommate?"  
 
      
 
    All the blood drains from my face and adrenaline spills into my veins. I feel a panic attack coming on. "That is private!" I pant, suddenly feeling winded. "I can’t believe you looked at that! What you did was a major invasion of my privacy!" 
 
      
 
    He watches me, aghast. "Um...you're basing your kinky protagonist on my image and likeness. That's actually an invasion of my privacy." 
 
      
 
    We square off in the dim hallway, emotions crackling in the space between us. I’m pissed and humiliated and Nicholas looks as smug as ever. 
 
      
 
     "So, what are you gonna do?" I growl, challenging him. "Sue me?" I hold his gaze for a long moment before I spin on my heel to walk away. Then I feel his fingers wrap around my wrist, his breath is hot on my neck.  
 
      
 
    "No, I don't plan on suing you." He says dryly. He spins me toward him. 
 
      
 
    Both of our bodies pulse wildly. The air is so thick I can hardly breathe. I wish he wasn’t shirtless right now. I wish his broad chest wasn’t rising and falling delectably with his every labored respiration. I wish that the space between my thighs wasn’t throbbing madly. This is a formula for something dangerous and sexy and forbidden. I can feel it pulsing in my blood.  
 
      
 
    "I was being sarcastic, you asshole." The words are whispered in a lusty tone. 
 
      
 
    "You want me to apologize? Okay, I’m sorry." 
 
      
 
    My skin tingles where his fingers are wrapped around my wrist. "That was the most insincere apology ever..." I shrug out of his grasp. I try to stand tall, to look confident. But every part of me feels weak with the way he's looking at me.  
 
      
 
    "Can I ask you something?" he says in a raspy voice. 
 
      
 
    I glare at him but I don’t walk away. Instead, I ask, "What?" 
 
      
 
    "What happens next?" 
 
      
 
    My pussy throbs at the question. My eyes drop to the floor and my throat closes around my words. 
 
      
 
    "Don’t be embarrassed, Blakely. Look at me. And answer the question…What happens next?"  
 
      
 
    My eyes hover around his feet. He tips my chin up with a finger. I take a long, shaky breath before my eyes focus on him for a second. I have to look away again. I can't stand the intensity in his stare. 
 
      
 
    "You're not very good with eye contact, are you?" I hear the smile in his voice. "Me neither. To me, eye contact is the worst. Locking eyes with someone sort of feels like barging into their personal space. Like looking into their soul, without their permission. Do you know what I mean?"  
 
      
 
    I nod. It's like he plucked the thought right out of my mind.  
 
      
 
    "Now tell me – What happens next in your story?" 
 
      
 
    I swallow, looking up at him. My reflex is to run away from him but something inside whispers that it's okay, it's safe to open myself up to him. "Writer's block..." I whisper, "they're supposed to kiss but I don't know how..." God – I feel so vulnerable talking to him about this. I’ve never spoken to anybody about my writing. 
 
      
 
    Nicholas is silent for a while as he contemplates my words. But then his eyes reach across the narrow space and hook on mine. He takes the laptop from my grip and sets it at our feet. 
 
      
 
    "Well maybe he's supposed to approach her in the hallway…" – he steps closer, lessening the space between us – "And they're supposed to have a fight...and he'll apologize. She won’t accept. So then, he'll put his hand on her hip..." – his fingers settle on my waist before sliding slowly over the curve of my ass –  "and he'll bury his face in her neck because she smells like strawberries. And summer by the lake." I shiver when his nose touches my flesh and his lips graze my throat,  "and he won't go in for the kiss directly. No – he'll put his mouth on her jaw" – his lips trail across my chin – "and she’ll hardly be able to breathe. Maybe he’ll slide his fingers into her hair” – his nails grate tenderly across my scalp – “...how does that sound?”  
 
      
 
    I can barely nod in response. “Maybe…”  
 
      
 
    He burrows into the curve of my neck. “Yes. Maybe that's what happens..." 
 
      
 
    I sense his hesitation, his pause. Impatience ticks in my blood. I want to feel him. I want to taste him. But I'm too heady to even move. So I just whisper. "What happens after that?" 
 
      
 
    He angles my face, more confident now. “He’ll tilt her head back…and her lips will part…and then…"  
 
      
 
    The moment his lips brush over mine, my knees go weak. Thank god his hands are gripping my waist, holding me firm against him. I breathe in his scent and a little moan escapes my mouth into his. My lips separate and he seizes the opportunity, sliding his tongue through the small space and I moan again as it touches my lips. His mouth is so soft and warm against mine. I think I’m going to die. 
 
      
 
    I’m kissing my roommate. I’m kissing my roommate. And I don’t want it to stop. 
 
      
 
    My hands glide up his rippling abs and lock around his neck, holding tight. He groans when I scratch my nails along the back of his head. The heat between us intensifies and I feel him losing control. He kisses me harder, his hands clenching at my ass, separating the cheeks. I feel my arousal liquefying and pooling in my panties. 
 
      
 
    His command of my body is so powerful. His kiss is so dominant. I’m aching to give him anything he wants. My body is begging for his hands all over, for his mouth all over. God – I may be a virgin, but right now I’m willing to go as far as he’ll take this. 
 
      
 
    Instead, he pulls away, panting, his breath fanning over my swollen lips. “Maybe he's supposed to kiss her like that...” 
 
      
 
    "Yes," I whisper, trembling in agreement, "maybe that's what’s supposed to happen." My pulse has never throbbed so violently, I’ve never felt so needy.  
 
      
 
    He crouches down and grabs the laptop. He places it in my shaking hands. His fingers skim the length of my throat before clasping around the sensitive flesh. He leans in and his lips brush the lobe of my ear. His tone is gravelly and low. "Now go write that." 
 
      
 
    With slow movements, he backs away from me and then disappears into his room, leaving me flustered and breathless and wanting him more than ever. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    Nicholas 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    God. 
 
      
 
    Why the fuck did I kiss that girl? Why did I put my hands on her? 
 
      
 
    She’s good and sweet and innocent. And I taint everything I touch. But there I was with her in the hallway, kissing her, touching her, devouring her like the selfish bastard that I am.  
 
      
 
    Now, I’m lying in bed staring at the ceiling, beating myself up, feeling guilty for all the things I want to do to her. But damn, if I got another chance to kiss her, I’d probably do it all over again. I wouldn’t be able to stop myself.  
 
      
 
    I’m horny as fuck. I’m aching to be inside of her. I wonder how far she would have let me go if I hadn’t snapped back to my senses and stopped that damn kiss.  
 
      
 
    That kiss… 
 
      
 
    She tasted just as sweet as I’d imagined. And she was so soft. And those little sounds she made were designed to drive a man crazy. The feel of her hands on me was almost too much. I’m hard as nails just thinking about it. I momentarily consider jerking myself off again but I remember how well that turned out the last time.  
 
      
 
    A little voice in the back of my head whispers, she’s just down the hall… 
 
      
 
    I could just go knock on her door. And ask her to let me inside. Then I’d kiss her again as I peel her out of those frilly, little polka dot panties I saw in the washing machine the other day. I’d touch her pussy, tease her clit, slide two fingers up her little cunt until she was creaming all over my hand. And then, I’d pull her onto my cock and let it swell inside of her, stretching her, pumping into her until we were both delirious and coming hard. 
 
      
 
    What the fuck is wrong with me? 
 
      
 
    I’m delusional. Maybe I need to have my meds changed. Of course she wouldn’t be interested in that. Blakely Hamilton is a good girl.  
 
      
 
    But maybe she isn’t… 
 
      
 
    I saw those words in black and white on her computer screen. I know all the naughty things her imagination can come up with. She wrote those things about me. She’s fantasizing about me. She wants to take my cock as badly as I want to give it to her. 
 
      
 
    Still, that doesn’t matter. She doesn’t know anything about me. Poor innocent thing doesn’t know what she’s in for with a guy like me. She doesn’t know better, but I do. 
 
      
 
    God, give me the strength to stay away. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It takes more than a little inner encouragement to step out of my bedroom the next morning. My heart is hammering in my throat as I make the seemingly-endless procession from my room to the kitchen.  
 
      
 
    He kissed me last night. 
 
      
 
    He pressed me into his body, sealing me in his warmth, and he kissed me. He stole the breath from my lungs, he stole the strength from my knees and he bruised my mouth with his full, solid, electric lips. His tongue barged into my mouth and set my whole body on fire. 
 
      
 
    My virgin cunt wept, aching from wanting to feel his fingers and his shaft in me. I had never been so horny, so ready to be fucked.  
 
      
 
    And boy, did I have lots to write about when I crawled under my covers. The words just flew off of my fingertips as my characters came alive. Halfway through my writing sprint, my hips were circling against the comforter, moving on their own. Sliding a pillow between my legs and rubbing my pussy against it only made me hornier. I was so hot that I had to put my computer aside and give myself a quiet orgasm that just barely relieved the tension growing inside of me. It wasn't enough. I'm still buzzing, still aching for him. My body is so wound up.  
 
      
 
    I freeze in the entrance to the kitchen, sensations firing and misfiring through my blood as I watch him working at the sink. He's shirtless with sweatpants hanging low on his toned, round ass. The muscles in his back work overtime, bunching and relaxing as he scrubs the burnt pizza off of the baking tray from last night's cooking disaster. The faint smell of charred dough and tomato sauce still lingers in the air, adding to the discomfort in my throat. The washing machine churns away in the corner. 
 
      
 
    The urge to run back into my room is so strong. I want to hide from the intense desire I feel for him. When you've held onto your virginity for as long as I have, you’re quite familiar with the perils of sexual frustration. But this feeling is different. It's intense and all-consuming and it's directed exclusively at the man sharing these four walls with me.  
 
      
 
    Yes, Blakely…the man sharing these four walls with you. Your roommate. The guy you have to face everyday. Get yourself together, girl! 
 
      
 
    "Good morning." My voice cracks as I muster the fortitude to step into the kitchen.  
 
      
 
    Nicholas shuts off the pipe and grabs the towel from the hook as he turns to face me. "Good morning, Blakely, " he rasps. 
 
      
 
    My temperature spikes at the sensation of his eyes on me. He’s so intense. So virile. 
 
      
 
    "Did you sleep well?" he asks as he leans a hip against the counter and trains his full attention on me.  
 
      
 
    I nod because no words can squeeze past the enormous knot in my throat. I set my computer on the table and plug it into the charger.  
 
      
 
    “I hope I didn’t wake you up with the washing machine.” He tips his chin in the direction of the washer. 
 
      
 
    “No. No, you didn’t.” 
 
      
 
    Two large strides and he's standing so close I can feel waves of heat radiating off of his body. "How's your writing going?" 
 
      
 
    I blush and my chest rises on a sharp intake of air. "Good." I can’t believe that someone knows about my writing. It’s been my biggest secret for the longest time. And now, here I am discussing it with Nicholas.  
 
      
 
    Disappointment comes to his face. His mouth turns down and his eyes fill with remorse. "I was kind of hoping it was going to shit." 
 
      
 
    I laugh in shock at his bluntness. "What? Why?" 
 
      
 
    He licks his lips discreetly and his voice turns husky. "Because I was hoping that you still needed inspiration…” His tone drops lower. “I really want to kiss you again." His focus latches onto my mouth and he honest-to-god looks like he's about to eat me whole. He traces a finger across my bottom lip. "You're so fucking delicious." 
 
      
 
    I turn the color of beets and stumble backward. I gaze up at him from under my lashes, feeling silly over my reaction. He literally makes me weak in the knees. “I-I’m good for now,” I stammer breathlessly. It’s a lie. I’ve run out of ideas again and my manuscript has stalled. 
 
      
 
    A determined look shapes his brow. He leans in close enough that I can feel the heat of his breath on my lips. "Oh, well. I guess there’s always next time…If you ever find yourself hunched over that keyboard in the middle of the night and drawing a blank, you know where to find me." With that, he turns to pad toward the hallway.  
 
      
 
    Lord – I have never felt such an urge to tear off my panties and offer myself up. This man is going to break me. I feel the space between my legs growing slippery with need. 
 
      
 
    I don't know what possesses me in that moment, but I can’t let him just leave. There's an otherworldly force pushing me forward.  "Nicholas. Wait..." 
 
      
 
    He stops and faces me. My heart drums erratically and shaky strides draw me to him. What the hell am I doing? The heat of his body seems to reach out and draw me closer. My nervous tongue swipes my lips. I want to kiss him. I want to reach up and pull his face to mine, feel his fuzzy cheeks under my fingertips. Instead, I stand there, mute with anxiety. 
 
      
 
    The pad of his finger touches the corner of my mouth and slowly traces the outline of my top lip and then my bottom lip. "Blakely, I'll ask you again – how's your writing going?" 
 
      
 
    I swallow against the urge to lie. Instead, I retreat from his reach and log into my computer. "I've hit another wall," I say as I angle the screen toward him. "They've kissed, but now I don't know what should happen next." Frustrated, I shove my fingers through my hair as he leans over the table, perusing the screen. 
 
      
 
    I watch his profile as he reads. Thin lines appear on his face. Concentration is so damn sexy on him. The temptation to run my hands over the ropey muscles of his back, to press my breasts to his ribs is strong.  
 
      
 
    He straightens up and faces me, completely silent, his eyes fixed on mine. 
 
      
 
    "What...?" I ask in a quiet voice so afraid that he'll tell me I have no talent and I should pick up a new hobby.  
 
      
 
    My eyes dip to the floor. But on their way down, they catch on something; his growing erection under the soft fabric of his sweatpants. 
 
      
 
    "Let me show you, Blakely." He coils his fingers around mine. "I want to show you what happens next."  
 
      
 
    I gasp, my nipples tingling at the offer. "Nicholas..." 
 
      
 
    My belly clenches needily as his hand climbs the back of my neck, pulling my face closer. His lips brush across mine, so quick, so soft I feel my chest curving closer for more contact. Even with my eyes closed, I can tell that he's smiling. He's toying with me. But I don’t want to play.  
 
      
 
    I push forward and this time, his mouth crashes down on mine. A range of lusty sensations sweep through my body. His tongue presses past my lips and tangles with mine. He holds me flush to his bare chest and I feel the heavy thud of his heart vibrating between us.  
 
      
 
    Sounds I'm not familiar with pour out of my body. This is all so new, so disorienting. For a moment, it feels like I'm living someone else's life. Maybe one of the heroines from one of my books. But then, I hear Nicholas groan my name as his hands slide down the bend of my spine, and I'm reminded that it's me, in my kitchen, with my roommate.  
 
      
 
    Winded, I pull back slightly and he rests his forehead on mine. 
 
      
 
    "I was aching all night to kiss you again, Blakely. I was dreaming about tasting this soft little pink mouth." He tastes me again with deep and languid strokes of his tongue. When he breaks the kiss, I sway on weak knees. He sits his hand on my waist and his fingers crawl across my sensitive flesh. "Let's explore this story together, Blakely. Let's take this piece of fiction and turn it into a fucking biography." 
 
      
 
    I twist a lock of hair around my finger as anxiety riots in my belly. "I want that," I groan, knowing it's time to tell him the truth. "But Nicholas…I'm a virgin." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
    Nicholas 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    She’s a virgin.  
 
      
 
    Fuck – she’s a virgin. 
 
      
 
    I don’t know why I’m surprised. The always-shy eyes and constantly blushing cheeks should have been a dead giveaway. But I guess that after I found her naughty little manuscript, I ruled out the possibility that someone with such a filthy mind isn’t actually writing from experience. 
 
      
 
    Now that I know that precious, little Blakely has never given herself to another man, I should stop. I should stop kissing her, stop touching her. But I don’t want to. I don’t think I can. 
 
      
 
    I want to be the first man, the only man to get inside of her. The desire is so strong, so territorial. 
 
      
 
    I want to see the look of pain and pleasure and abandon in her eyes as my cock tears through her innocence. I want to plunge my shaft between the lips of her pussy and drown in a heat that no man has ever felt before.  
 
      
 
    But I know I shouldn’t want that. 
 
      
 
    My self-restraint finally wins out. I take a step away from her, letting my hands fall away from her body.  
 
      
 
    She’s a virgin. 
 
      
 
    “Please, don’t stop, Nicholas. Don’t stop kissing me.” A chill skitters across my skin when I hear her begging for me. I can hardly believe my ears. 
 
      
 
    “What?”  
 
      
 
    “Don’t stop kissing me just because I’m a virgin,” she pleads in her quiet, understated way.  
 
      
 
    And man, hearing her beg is the best. It’s almost as if her words are reaching into my pants to give my cock a firm tug. The difference between right and wrong go down the spin cycle as I grab hold of her and hoist her roughly onto the washing machine. There’s so much urgency in my movements, so much lust.  
 
      
 
    But Blakely doesn’t seem taken aback at all. She’s right there with me, roughly grabbing hold of my face and crushing her sweet lips to mine. I feel more alive than I ever have. I’m completely desperate to taste every part of her. Settling between her thighs, I clench her fiery hair in my fist and pull her neck back. A sound so primal, so raw escapes her lips when I grate my teeth along her throat. I suck on her flesh with no regard for the fact I’ll bruise her tender skin, leaving marks and sore spots behind. A thrill runs up my spine when her fingers find their way under my shirt and claw their way up my sides. 
 
      
 
    The machine switches cycles and I feel a wicked desire tightening in my stomach. I shove my hands under her ass and pull her pelvis closer to mine. I angle her body for the perfect contact, thrusting hard against her center. Her moan fills the air. She abandons herself to me. 
 
      
 
    I can feel how much she wants me.  I can smell it in the air. Even through the layers of clothing separating us. 
 
      
 
    And suddenly, this – making out with her on the washing machine – isn’t enough. 
 
      
 
    I pick her up and she wraps herself around me. I push aside everything on the kitchen table. It all falls to the floor like a clichéd movie scene. I lay her down on the table and now she’s spread out for me. Like a crazed caveman, I grab at the legs of her pants, pulling them down her body. Her pale, shapely thighs are bared to me and when her legs fall open, there’s a visible wet spot at her core. Yes, her arousal is seeping through the crotch of her pink cotton panties. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, Blakely,” I groan, “you’re killing me right now.” 
 
      
 
    She writhes on the table, her body begging for me. “Touch me, Nicholas.” 
 
      
 
    I don’t waste a second. I push her panties aside and find her pussy, silky and wet. After just a few strokes, my hand is completely coated, soaked in her juices. “God. This is insane,” I mumble, “You’re so fucking ready for me.”  
 
      
 
    I lean over the table and kiss her, swallowing her groans as my fingers circle her pulsing clit. She holds my head in place, almost like she’s afraid that I’ll stop, that I’ll change my mind. 
 
      
 
    Not a chance.  
 
      
 
    She grinds her greedy pussy against my fingers as pleasure surges within her. A tortured scream rips from her throat. “That’s it, Princess. Don’t hold back.” With my free hand, I cradle her breast, massaging it tenderly as she comes for me. It’s a long and hard climax that turns her trembling body red. 
 
      
 
    I rip off my shirt and my pants as she recovers, lying there all beautiful and satiated with her crazy hair and her sweaty skin. But when I step out of my boxers and climb on top of her, angling my rock-solid cock over her pussy, something instantly changes in her face. 
 
      
 
    Blakely recoils, panting, and looks at me with wide eyes. “Are you going to fuck me?” The vulnerability in her voice, the innocence on her face – they jolt me. 
 
      
 
    What the fuck is wrong with me? Am I about to take this sweet girl’s virginity on the fucking kitchen table? What the fuck, you Neanderthal! 
 
      
 
    I stumble off of her, running a hand over my mouth. “Shit – I’m sorry,” I mutter feeling like an asshole, “I got carried away.” 
 
      
 
    Blakely rises up, propping herself up on her elbows. She purses her lips and jams her thighs shut. “I – I – it’s okay,” she stutters, “I got carried away, too. I just – I’m sorry. I –” 
 
      
 
    “No, don’t apologize.” She’s done nothing wrong. I’m the one who obviously can’t control myself. One taste of her and I’ve completely lost my mind. 
 
      
 
    She climbs gingerly off of the table and crouches to gather her pants from the floor. “I’m sorry, Nicholas. I really am.” 
 
      
 
    And she scurries away to her bedroom. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I’m so fucking disappointed in myself. 
 
      
 
    The perfect opportunity presented itself. Nicholas was naked, on top of me, touching me the way I’ve been fantasizing about. And I chickened out. I ran away when what I really wanted was to give him all of me. I wanted to give him my virginity. 
 
      
 
    Now, he’s the one avoiding me. 
 
      
 
    Instead of watching movies on the couch like he usually does, last night he went straight into his room when he got home from work. He made a quick cameo in the kitchen this morning to grab an energy drink before heading to work, but he ducked out of the house before I built up the courage to raise the topic with him. It’s almost like he feels he’s done something wrong or that he’s taken advantage of me. 
 
      
 
    And me? After one hell of a ‘self-love’ session under my covers, I was up writing into the wee hours of the morning. When he touches me, it’s like magic. The words just flow off of my fingers. 
 
      
 
    But it’s not enough. I want more. 
 
      
 
    I want it so bad I might even be able to pin down my shyness for long enough to act on my desire. 
 
      
 
    I pace back and forth in the tiny foyer until I hear keys in the door just after 6:30 in the evening. 
 
      
 
    “Blakely.” Nicholas steps into the apartment carefully, moving slowly, almost as if he’s afraid that he’ll spook me. 
 
      
 
    I don’t want to beat around the bushes. I need to just say something to him before I lose my nerve. “I need to talk to you,” I state past the lump in my throat. 
 
      
 
    With wary eyes fixed on me, he kicks off his sneakers on the mat and slides his backpack off of his shoulders. “Sure.” He follows me into the kitchen and sits at the table across from me. 
 
      
 
    I pull in a deep breath. I already feel like I’m chickening out again. I can’t do this. I can’t just look him in the eye and tell him that I want him to be the first man I have sex with. I’m not the kind of girl who makes statements like that. I don’t just grab the bull by the horns (or maybe I should say, by the balls) and take what I want. I’m the type of person who usually just takes what comes to me. It’s usually the scraps. 
 
      
 
    But now, I want him. And he’s the whole package. Tall and handsome. Smart, kind and cocky as hell. Plus, I know that he knows exactly what to do with my body.  
 
      
 
    When I imagine losing my virginity, I want it to be with someone like him. If I’m honest with myself, that’s why I started writing Taken by my Bad Boy Roommate in the first place. I wanted to express my deepest fantasy, get it all out on paper. So, why does Bailey get to have all the fun with Rick? Why do my fictional characters get to be more alive than I do? 
 
      
 
    Nah, it’s time for me to woman up and take what I want. 
 
      
 
    And what I want is to fuck my roommate. 
 
      
 
    Now, if only I could get the words out of my mouth. 
 
      
 
    I spend so long trying to formulate my first sentence that Nicholas ends up speaking first. “I’m really sorry about the other day –” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t be,” I say quickly. I pause, then sigh. “I just wish I hadn’t bolted before we finished what we started…” 
 
      
 
    Nicholas’ eyebrows dart up in surprise. He swallows hard causing his Adam’s apple to bob, but he says nothing. 
 
      
 
    “All my life, I’ve been the quiet girl in the shadows letting life happen to me, hiding from the spotlight, too timid to really be myself,” I admit, “None of my friends know about my writing. I’d be mortified if they found out the filthy things I write as BJ Hamilton. When I found out that you’d read my manuscript, I almost died…but then you kissed me…and I felt more alive than I ever have.” I take a deep breath and sit up straighter in my chair. “I needed you to kiss me like that, Nicholas. I still need it.”  
 
      
 
    His eyes narrow in on my face. His expression is so serious it almost scares.  
 
      
 
    I immediately feel like an idiot for putting myself out there like that. I back peddle. “I – it really helped with my writer’s block.” 
 
      
 
    He looks at me like he knows I’m bullshitting. “I don't beat around the bushes Blakely and I don’t play games so if you have something to say to me, say it. If you want something from me, just ask.  Don't expect me to figure it out.  That's the way my brain is wired.” 
 
      
 
    I pull in a deep breath. "Okay. What I'm trying to say is, I like the way it feels when you touch me. And I want more. I want everything. I want you to take my virginity."  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
    Nicholas 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I look at her like my eyes are about to fall out of my head. My fists are on the table, balled so tight that they’re turning white. She can’t be saying the words that I’m hearing. My mind is fucking with me. 
 
      
 
    “Blakely…” 
 
      
 
    “I want this, Nicholas,” she persists. “I write about sex all day. My characters get more action than I do. It’s ridiculous,” she laughs coyly. “I just want to feel a little bit of that. I just want to experience all the things I write about.” 
 
      
 
    “Wait – so you want to practice…your sex scenes…with me? You want to use me as your guinea pig?” 
 
      
 
    Her face goes red. “Oh my god,” she whispers, “don’t say it like that. You make it sound so dirty. But, that’s the gist of it.” 
 
      
 
    I’ve never heard a more tempting offer but I can’t accept it. She deserves so much more than a guy like me. I have too many rough edges she could hurt herself on. “I’m sorry, Blakely. I can’t.” I wouldn’t be able to forgive myself if she woke up tomorrow or the day after and regretted this decision. I can’t allow myself to take advantage of her vulnerability. 
 
      
 
    She looks away from me, cheeks red, eyes downcast. I think she might be embarrassed. There's nothing to be ashamed of. I need her to know that. 
 
      
 
    With a crooked finger, I lift her face to mine. "You’re not the problem, Blakely. It’s me," I whisper. “You’re absolutely perfect. I’m the one who doesn’t deserve you.” 
 
      
 
    Her bottom lip trembles and tears rise to her eyes, the pain of my rejection broadcast plain as day on her face. 
 
      
 
    “Shit,” I mutter, shoving my fingers through my hair. I have to make her understand that I’m saying ‘no’ to be a good guy, not because I don’t want her. 
 
      
 
    “Blakely, you’re fucking gorgeous and I’m so attracted to you. But you probably already know that. It’s just that, I’m not the guy you need.” 
 
      
 
    She pushes away from the table like she’s about to stand up. “I’m sorry. I just thought you wanted…” Her shaky words trail off. 
 
      
 
    I reach out and touch her lips. “I do. You’re insanely beautiful. But me…I – I…” How do I explain this to her without telling her how broken I am? I’ve got Asperger’s, dammit. I could never be the type of guy she needs. I could never give her the type of connection she’s looking for.  
 
      
 
    I’ve never really been in a relationship. All the girls that I’ve fucked have eventually come to the conclusion that I’m an insensitive, anti-social, unemotional jackass who doesn’t give a damn. It’s not that I didn’t want to be good to them. I just didn’t know how. Romance doesn’t come natural to me. Reading a woman’s mind is a game I don’t even try to embark on. As an aspie, expressing my emotions and understanding other people’s emotions is hard. Figuring out social cues and dating rules is next to impossible. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, do I look fat in this?” Girl – if you look fat, I’m gonna tell you that you look fat. That doesn’t mean I love you any less. 
 
      
 
    “Babe, why didn’t you get me flowers for our anniversary?” Please explain to me why giving you a handful of dead plants is somehow a socially-acceptable way of expressing how crazy I am about you. 
 
      
 
    “Sweetheart, you say that you love me but you don’t have any pictures of me in your house.” I don’t need pictures of you in my house. I’ve already memorized every spot, every wrinkle, every line on your face. I know the exact shade of your skin, the texture of your hair, the shape of your eyes. I have a detailed recollection of the slope of your breasts, the curve of your hip, the jiggle of your freaking thighs. So why exactly do I need pictures, too? 
 
      
 
    You can see how my way of approaching relationships could be problematic…  
 
      
 
    It’s not that I’m trying to be an asshole. I just don’t understand all the social constructs that are expected to show someone that you really care about them. 
 
      
 
    And Blakely’s a romance writer, for crying out loud. Her expectations are going to be way high and I won’t be able to meet them. Plus, she thinks in metaphors and similes and figures of speech. Me, my brain is wired for literal input only. Sarcasm usually goes straight over my head. 
 
      
 
    So, as much as I’m attracted to Blakely, pursuing anything with her will only lead to her getting her heart broken. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t need you to be my boyfriend. I don’t need you to fall in love with me. I just need you to take my virginity, teach me about sex...There’s so much I don’t know.” 
 
      
 
    I should say ‘no’, flat out but my resolve isn’t strong enough to resist her. I’ve never wanted anyone so badly. And, she’s determined to do this. “But, why me? We hardly even know each other. Just a few days ago, you refused to even be in the same room as me for more than a few seconds.” 
 
      
 
    Her face can’t possibly get any redder. “Oh god. I feel really stupid right now." She gets up, tripping over her chair. "Forget we ever had this conversation. Please." 
 
      
 
    "Blakely,” I say gently. “Sit.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry,” she mumbles retreating toward the exit. “Forget I said anything.” 
 
      
 
    “Blakely!” I growl her name in a commanding tone and she looks up at me with alarm in her eyes. “Sit!” 
 
      
 
    Slowly, she sinks into the chair and her eyes stay fixed on her lap. 
 
      
 
    “Now, tell me – why are you choosing me for this?” I demand. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes finally blink up at me. “Because, when you kissed me the other night…” Her fingers feather her lips. “I’d never felt anything like that.” 
 
      
 
    “It was just a kiss…” 
 
      
 
    “And then, you touched me…And I came so hard I couldn’t even remember how to breathe...I need you to go all the way.” 
 
      
 
    I can’t fight off the smile coming to my lips. This woman is determined. She knows what she wants. Even though she doesn’t know what she’s getting into. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes blink shyly at me. Her cheeks grow redder. I can tell it’s taking every morsel of her inner strength to have this conversation. 
 
      
 
    “So, you’re curious?” I ask with a half-smile. 
 
      
 
    She pulls in a steely breath and nods.  
 
      
 
    I can’t let her off that easy. I need to hear the words falling past her innocent, little lips. “Say it. Tell me what you want.” 
 
      
 
    She swallows hard and her lips tremble. “I want you to touch me.” 
 
      
 
    "Mmm, Blakely. I want to touch you. I want to take you to my bed and touch you all over. And I want you to touch me, too. I want to discover all of your body's little secrets. I want to make you feel good...and I want you to write all about it." 
 
      
 
    She gasps, her breasts heaving. 
 
      
 
    I grow painfully hard at the idea of having this beautiful, lush body all to myself. Excitement takes over. I don’t want to wait one more minute. 
 
      
 
    I stand, taking her hands in mine. A look of shock covers her face as I pull her to her feet and press her body against mine. My hands slide under the hem of her shirt and glide up her smooth skin. She’s so soft and warm. My fingers slip under the lacy side band of her bra and I pull it down until her perfect breasts pop out of the top. She groans, curving her spine as I cradle her breasts in my palms, teasing her pebbled nipples with my touch. 
 
      
 
    My lips touch the lobe of her ear. "Go into your bedroom." I reach down and cup the fleshy globes of her ass, spreading the cheeks apart. "And get on the bed. Take off your clothes." A wicked sensation seizes my chest. "Let's see if we can find a creative solution to your writer's block." 
 
      
 
    She looks up at me, her green irises almost completely eaten up by the darkness of her lust. She swallows hard and moves past me taking a shaky journey down the hall. My eyes stay fixed on that ass and a thrill rolls through me as I visualize all the filthy things I'm going to do to that curvy, plump, virgin body. 
 
      
 
    I’m going to defile the fuck out of her. And despite the voice in my head telling me to back away, I’m going to enjoy every minute of it. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I don't know what the hell has gotten into me. 
 
      
 
    All I know is that my panties are soaking and I'm lying in my bed waiting for my roommate to come in and have his way with me. That sounds fucking crazy. 
 
      
 
    Nicholas brings something out in me. A hunger I had only read about in my favorite smutty books. I'd always assumed that it was exaggeration. That those authors were just spinning tales to make money, embellishing their stories to sell their readers a fantasy. But now here I am, horny to the point of delirium. If Nicholas walks through that door and tells me to get down on all fours and crawl to him, I'd do it.  
 
      
 
    With a smile on my face. 
 
      
 
    After an eternity, the door opens and Nicholas steps inside. My heart beats hard and my sweaty palms clench my comforter. I watch him and he watches me. Anticipation pulses in the air. His domineering presence fills the tiny, shadowy room making me feel small and fragile before him. 
 
      
 
    “Good. You’re naked for me.” My belly sizzles from the heat in his tone and my pussy spasms hard. 
 
      
 
    Panic sets in immediately when he flicks on the light. His eyes travel along my body and I turn red from self-consciousness. “No, please. Turn that off.” 
 
      
 
    “Why would I do that?” Confusion covers his face. 
 
      
 
    I want to hide beneath the comforter. “I – I…” I’m fat. I don’t feel beautiful. My muffin top and cellulite are all I can think about. 
 
      
 
    His eyes go narrow. “Don’t you dare tell me that you don’t love your body. Because that would be ridiculous.” 
 
      
 
    “There are just some things about it that I don’t feel comfortable with,” I say in a voice so small it’s barely audible. 
 
      
 
    He pauses for a moment and studies my face. Then, he sticks a hand out to me. “Come here.” 
 
      
 
    I hesitate, but he insists. We have a standoff for a while, eyeing each other down. Eventually, I cave. I get up from the bed and plod over to him, fully nude. Oh my god.  
 
      
 
    He pulls me in front of the mirror and stands just behind me. "Look at yourself, Blakely.”   
 
      
 
    I don’t even recognize myself right now. Who is this audacious (and somewhat pudgy) woman standing naked in front of the mirror with a man? Sort of looks like Timid Blakely Hamilton but no fucking way it is. 
 
      
 
    Nicholas heaps on the praise and it actually sounds genuine. “Look how beautiful you are. Look at that wild red hair." He spins a curly lock around his finger. "Look at those gemstone green eyes. I've been fantasizing about the way you'd look at me as I bury my cock in your sweet little pussy. And those lips, soft and pink. The first time I saw your lips, I knew I had to kiss you. I didn't know anything about you or about your life. But I knew I had to taste those lips." 
 
      
 
    My arousal liquifies, streaming down my thighs like a river of desire. "Nicholas..." 
 
      
 
    I feel his erection lengthening against my spine when I whisper his name that way, all throaty and desperate. "And don't get me started about this body, Princess. Don't get me talking about these breasts..." His palms slide over my heavy globes, weighing and squeezing them.  
 
      
 
    My nipples tighten into little nubs in his hands. I hiss low on my breath, my eyelids heavy from the sensation.  
 
      
 
    "I love how soft you are," he groans as his hands move down. My body seizes as I grow self-conscious over my plump belly and the chub that no amount of vinyasa yoga seems able to rid me of. "It's so feminine, so fucking inviting, Blakely. You have no idea." 
 
      
 
    His arm circles around my waist, his fingers slipping between my thighs. My flesh sizzles where his fingers trace a slow path across my flesh. Patience and self-restraint play on his face. Meanwhile, I'm melting right there in his arms. 
 
      
 
    A hiss bursts past my lips as his fingers work back and forth, strumming my clit. My eyes flutter shut because it feels so good, too good. "Open your eyes, gorgeous. Look how beautiful you are." 
 
      
 
    I don’t know the woman in the mirror staring back at me. She isn't shy or self-conscious, she isn't insecure about her body. She's carefree. She has completely abandoned herself to the man who is pleasuring her with so much skill it's almost as if he’s known her forever, he's been touching her forever. It isn’t long before I’m coming, soaring high with pleasure, moaning his name. 
 
      
 
    I collapse against his chest, completely spent and insanely content. I've never felt this free and uninhibited before.  
 
      
 
    "That was so good," I whisper, my eyes locking on his in the mirror.  
 
      
 
    He grins. “We’re just getting started, Princess,” he says, “…but I think we’re gonna need a plan.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
    Nicholas 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I got carried away with Blakely that morning in the kitchen.  
 
      
 
    In my eagerness to pleasure her body, I nearly took her virginity right there on the kitchen table. But that’s not how it’s supposed to happen. When a woman offers a man her virginity, it’s his responsibility to make sure that the occasion is special, something she’ll remember with fond memories. 
 
      
 
    At least that’s what the internet forums I’m reading say. 
 
      
 
    So, now that I’ve had a few days to come to terms with the idea that this beautiful woman is willing to let me deflower her body, it’s time to approach the situation with a level head. It’s time to make a plan just like I would if I were building an app or launching a startup. There are things she wants to learn and it’s my mission to teach them to her.  
 
      
 
    Even if I’m yet to learn them first myself. 
 
      
 
    Yes, I’ve had sex with different women but I never really cared enough about what the experience was like for them. I never made notes about what it took to get them off or what they really enjoyed. As long as I got to shoot my load, that was always enough for me. And the women never complained so I guess they were satisfied. Who knows? 
 
      
 
    I want things to be different with Blakely. I want to give her the thrill of a lifetime. So, I’ve immersed myself in extensive research. I was up into the wee hours of the morning studying the female body and what it takes to get it to a satisfying climax. Yes, yes – a lot of that involved watching hours of porn, but I also perused women’s internet forums and read scholarly articles. I complied pages and pages of notes and ideas. If there’s one thing that aspies are good at, it’s research, collecting data. We’re known to become a bit obsessed when we find a subject that interests us. And the subject of becoming Blakely Hamilton’s Sex Hero interests me very, very much.  
 
      
 
    When she gets home from work, I’m sitting at the kitchen table, armed with pen and paper. 
 
      
 
    “Hey…” she says as she comes in and sets her keys on the table.  
 
      
 
    “Hey…” 
 
      
 
    Shyness covers her eyes as usual, but this time, there’s something more when she looks at me. A glint of desire and curiosity and eagerness. It makes me my chest tighten. 
 
      
 
    I make a conscious effort to keep my expression neutral even though my lust for her is boiling in my veins. “Do you have a minute to talk?” 
 
      
 
    She shrugs her jacket off of her shoulders and sits in the chair opposite me. “Yeh. Sure.” 
 
      
 
    “Before we…y’know...” I tilt my head suggestively. 
 
      
 
    “Have sex?” she giggles.  
 
      
 
    I feel a little silly for dancing around the word. “Yes, have sex.” Let me try this again. “Before we have sex, there are a few things I think we need to discuss.” 
 
      
 
    Her brows knit with scepticism. “Things like what?” she asks. She glances at the notepad in front of me and giggles. I love the sound. I don’t hear it often enough. Up until this point, she’s been so shy with me, so reserved. I love seeing her open up. “Wait – are you about to interview me?” 
 
      
 
    I give a short laugh. “I guess.” I tap my pen against the table, blatantly staring at her lips. I can’t wait to get my cock between those lips. “Nothing too formal. I just want to understand where you’re coming from, establish your expectations.” 
 
      
 
    She holds out a hand defensively. “I told you – I don’t expect you to be my boyfriend or anything,” she blurts out, “I’m not looking for a relationship.” 
 
      
 
    That’s technically the right answer – I couldn’t give her a relationship even if that’s what she wanted – still, my chest twinges a little bit hearing her say it. 
 
      
 
    “Good.” I nod in agreement. “I don’t want a relationship, either.” 
 
      
 
    She continues, “I just want to have sex. When I write my stories, I want to be speaking from experience, not just imagination. And most of all, I want to get rid of my freakin’ hymen!” 
 
      
 
    I throw my head back and laugh loud. She’s so cute. A curious, little girl who wants to experiment. "So you're giving up your virginity in the name of art?" 
 
      
 
    She blushes. “I guess…That’s part of the reason.” 
 
      
 
    I pull the notepad closer and scribble down the title at the top of the page. Mission: Corrupt Blakely’s Body.  
 
      
 
    She peers over at my notes and laughs. “Seriously?” 
 
      
 
    “This project deserves a name that’s worthy of it.” 
 
      
 
    She giggles again and it’s thoroughly satisfying, being the reason she’s laughing. I expected her to be anxious about this. But she’s taking it in stride and it’s getting me to lighten up, too. 
 
      
 
    Grinning, I turn back to the paper with a ready pen in hand. “So, you say you want me to teach you – what exactly are you trying to learn?” 
 
      
 
    She twists her puckered lips to the side, contemplating the question. “Uh, I’m trying to learn everything, I guess. I don’t know much about sex at all. I don’t know what to do, I don’t know how to start, I don’t know what it feels like. So, I’m pretty much open to all of it.” I jot messy notes down as she speaks. 
 
      
 
    “You’re gonna have to be more specific than that, Princess. I like to know exactly what I’m getting into so that I can be prepared.” 
 
      
 
    She looks so uncomfortable that I swear she’s about to pass out. I sigh. 
 
      
 
    “Fine,” I say, turning over the page and shoving the notebook her way. “Write down your wish list.” 
 
      
 
    “My wish list?” 
 
      
 
    I nod, projecting all the faux-confidence I can muster. “Give me your top three. What are the three things that you most want to learn?” 
 
      
 
    I watch her delicate throat move as she swallows nervously. Her skin is still bruised by the hickeys I put on her the other day. With a shaky hand, she begins to write in an elegant, feminine script. 
 
      
 
    #1. Oral sex – giving and receiving 
 
    #2. Doggy style 
 
    #3. Cowgirl position 
 
      
 
    My cock lies heavily in my lap as I imagine doing all those things with this sweet girl. I hope she can’t tell how tense my body is getting just reading her list. I reach to take the notepad back from her but she isn’t ready to give it up just yet. 
 
      
 
    “Can I add one more thing?” she asks shyly. 
 
      
 
    My tongue rolls over my lips. “Sure.” 
 
      
 
    I almost come out of my own skin when this innocent little girl writes: 
 
      
 
    Bonus: #4. Anal 
 
      
 
    Good god – is this what a heart attack feels like? 
 
      
 
    I had been worried that Blakely wouldn’t been able to handle what she’s asking me for, but now that I’ve seen her sex wish list I’m realizing that maybe I’m the one who might be in over my head. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 18  
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
      
 
    I didn't go for the Brazilian wax.  
 
      
 
    I guess I'm just not woman enough. But still, I needed to tame the ‘forsaken kingdom’ in my underwear. Basically, I needed a little grooming in the nether regions. So I (very discreetly) booked an appointment with Prasanna’s in-house esthetician to get the situation under control. Now that I’m all neat and trimmed, I feel mighty fine as I walk into the employee break room after my shift on Friday night. 
 
      
 
    "Hey Blakes," Isla says with a smile. She’s sitting at the table enjoying a magazine and having a snack after instructing her 6:30 vinyasa flow class. 
 
      
 
    "Hey." 
 
      
 
    "Interesting plans for the weekend?" She’s smirking for some reason but I don’t pay it much mind. I’m too lost in my nerves about what’s going to happen once I get home.  
 
      
 
    Tonight is the night. Tonight is the night. 
 
      
 
    I shrug, feeling my cheeks heat up before the lie even spills out of my mouth. "Nothing special." I turn my back to her and grab a granola bar from the cupboard. 
 
      
 
    “Really?” She doesn’t look convinced as she takes a sip of her soy hazelnut latte. I’m sure she’ll be wired for hours to come, drinking coffee at this hour of the night.  
 
      
 
    "Annaleigh is still on honeymoon and Evangeline is probably catwalking her way down some runway in Europe so I don’t have any plans." 
 
      
 
    "Well, what about a girls’ night out?” she offers, “Just you and me and a few drinks at the Opal Lounge."  
 
      
 
    Feeling cornered, I bite the inside of my cheek. "Uh, I think I’ll just go home. Put my feet up. Enjoy a movie."  
 
      
 
    She furrows her brows mockingly. “And let your freshly-coiffed bikini line go to waste?” 
 
      
 
    I sputter a cough when my snack goes down the wrong pipe. 
 
      
 
    She knows. God, I’m embarrassed.  
 
      
 
    "Well, well, well. Look who’s low-key boning her roommate after she said she wasn’t interested in him." She laughs jeeringly. “Did you really think you’d manage to give your va-jay-jay a makeover in my spa and I wouldn’t find out?” 
 
      
 
    She’s right about one thing – it was silly of me to think that my sister doesn't have tabs on absolutely everything that goes on in this building. "I am not boning my roommate...in the present tense,” I mutter.  
 
      
 
    "And what does that mean?" 
 
      
 
    I sigh, trying to act nonchalant as I grab a bottle of water from the fridge. "I sort of asked him to take my virginity." 
 
      
 
    “What?!” Isla spits out. Her coffee goes flying across the table. I cringe all the way to my toes.  
 
      
 
    Why the hell did I just admit that out loud? To Isla, no less? She’s going to judge me. She’s going to see me differently. I know that I’m an adult and I shouldn’t care about other people’s opinions of me but her opinion matters. I respect my older sister and I don’t want her to think that I’m a whore. 
 
      
 
    But I’ve been dying to get this off of my chest.  
 
      
 
    My roommate is about to pop my cherry. I need someone to tell me that this is crazy…Or that it isn’t. I don’t know. I need to talk it through with someone. Usually that someone would be Annaleigh or even Evangeline. But they’re not here right now. Isla is. 
 
      
 
    “I asked him to take my virginity.” 
 
      
 
    She grins deviously. “Go Blakely! Look at you taking charge of your sexuality!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh my god,” I groan as I sit opposite her. “Am I a whore?” 
 
      
 
    My sister furrows her brows. “Not at all. It’s the twenty-first century. A woman has every right to ask for what she wants. Especially in the bedroom…But it’s such a bold move. It’s just so…not like you, honey. I’m surprised, I have to say.” She chuckles, flipping a few pages of her magazine. “Looks like your roommate is bringing out the freak in my little Blakely, huh?” 
 
      
 
    He’s definitely bringing something out in me. There’s a part of me that roars to life every time I’m alone with him. I want to explore that side with him and learn everything there is to know about myself.  
 
      
 
    I’m silent for a while and Isla glances up at me. “Are you having second thoughts?” 
 
      
 
    “No, not second thoughts, per se…I am a little nervous,” I admit. 
 
      
 
    “He isn’t pressuring you into anything you don’t want to do, is he?” The protective momma bear in her is sharpening her claws. I can tell. That makes me laugh. 
 
      
 
    “God no! He’s been a perfect gentleman about this. He even asked me to write him a list of the top three things I want to try. Sort of like a sex wish list.” I can’t believe I’m telling her all these things but I can’t shut myself up.  
 
      
 
    Isla’s eyes light up with excited curiosity. “You’ve got to tell me. What’s on your sex wish list? Spill!” 
 
      
 
    I toss my head back and laugh. “No way! That’s private!” I still have my boundaries! 
 
      
 
    She scrunches up her nose at me. “Too filthy for words, huh? You little freak!”  
 
      
 
    All I can do is laugh. I’m so not about to detail my fantasies to my big sister. I’ve already dished enough secrets for one night. 
 
      
 
    She reaches over and puts her hand on mine. “As long as you’re sure you’re ready and he’s the person you want to do this with…”  
 
      
 
    I’m surprised that she’s being supportive. I’d expected her to be scolding and judgmental. But then again, Isla has always been supportive of me even though I haven’t always been eager to open up to her. Maybe it’s safe to be transparent with her, after all.  
 
      
 
    “I’m ready,” I say, happy and anxious and confident. It’s a mix I can’t remember ever feeling before, “and he’s the person”. 
 
      
 
    “Good,” she smiles, “then it’ll be beautiful, Blakes. Sex can be a beautiful opportunity to connect with someone on the deepest level.” 
 
      
 
    For some reason, that statement scares me just a little. I’m not looking for a ‘connection’. I just want to do the deed and learn a few things that I can put in my books. That’s all I’m after. It’s all I want…right? 
 
      
 
    “Good luck, baby girl.” She pushes away from the table, smoothing out the wrinkles in her shirt. “Now, if you’ll excuse me. I’ve got to go count some money and pay some bills.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t work too late. It’s Friday night, after all,” I call after her. 
 
      
 
    She waggles a finger in my direction. “You don’t worry about me. Now, go get that cherry popped!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 19 
 
    Nicholas 
 
      
 
      
 
    When I hear Blakely’s key in the doorknob, I set a slice of pizza on each plate. She steps out of her sneakers and hangs her coat in the front closet. It takes her longer than usual. It’s almost like she’s steeling herself, preparing herself to face me. I'm pouring wine into two goblets as she steps into the kitchen.  
 
      
 
    "Hey," she says in that quiet, reserved way that brings out the dominant, protective side of me. 
 
      
 
    "Hey." I grab her by the hips and pin her body to the wall. She gasps when I lean in and steal a long, deep kiss. I've wanted to do that all day. 
 
      
 
    I pull back and she smiles at me, eyes twinkling in the candlelight. She's so beautiful. 
 
      
 
    Yep, I’ve set up candles. And wine. And soft music playing on low. Some romantic shit if I do say so myself.  
 
      
 
    I know that she said she just wants to lose her virginity, to get it over with. But I want it to be special for her. I want tonight to be a night she never forgets. So, I did my research and the look in her eye tells me that I may have hit the mark. 
 
      
 
    “I hope you’re hungry,” I say as I bury my face in her neck and taste her sweet skin, “I got us some dinner.” 
 
      
 
    "Dinner?" she asks, looking at the table with a subtle smile on her face.  
 
      
 
    I nod. "Yup. But after my frozen pizza disaster the other day, I realized it's a better idea if I got takeout." 
 
      
 
    She giggles, touching a tiny hand to my cheek. Blood rushes straight to my cock at the contact. And when she rises onto her toes and brushes her lips to mine, my head goes light. This girl has no idea the effect she has on me.  
 
      
 
    "I'm gonna go freshen up," she says, "be right back." I watch as she disappears down the hall. She’s only gone a few minutes but it feels like an eternity. I literally have a catalogue of things I want to do to her body tonight. And I can hardly wait another minute. Every second that I’m not inside of her is painful. 
 
      
 
    When she comes back, I pull her chair out and watch her sink gracefully into the seat.  
 
      
 
    "You look amazing, Blakely." She always does but tonight she looks absolutely angelic in her white blouse with lacy accents. I can't wait to get her out of it, though, to expose all of her milky flesh to me. I can’t wait to pull off the elastic in her hair and watch it tumble around her shoulders in a sea of fiery waves. I can't wait to see those soft lips locked around my shaft. 
 
      
 
    Her gaze flitters down to the plate in front of her. "Thank you," she says modestly. The girl just doesn't know how gorgeous she is.  
 
      
 
    "Is pizza okay? You aren't some health nut who has something against pizza, are you?" 
 
      
 
    She laughs. I love making her laugh, seeing her peek that pretty head out of her shell. "Not a chance. When it comes to pizza, the diet book goes out the window." 
 
      
 
    "Good."  
 
      
 
    I watch her take a bite. Her eyes shut as she savors it and she makes a tiny little sound that stirs something in the core of my stomach. I almost jump across the table and pull her into my arms when her tongue darts out to lap up the sauce smeared on the corner of her mouth. She glances up and sees me watching her. Her eyes immediately go shy. 
 
      
 
    "How was your day?" I ask before her self-consciousness has a chance to take over and drag her back into her shell. 
 
      
 
    She looks at me like she has a million things she wants to tell me. Instead she just says, "Good." She offers a small grin. "How was yours?" 
 
      
 
    "Good." My eyes flicker down to her shirt. The way her breasts peek out the top of the lace is almost too much. "I thought about you today…" I confess softly. 
 
      
 
    Even in the candlelight, I can see her cheeks deepen in color. "I thought about you, too. A lot." My heart picks up speed when she says, "I'm excited for tonight." 
 
      
 
    This girl is going to kill me. "Tell me, what are you so excited for?" 
 
      
 
    Her lips twitch. "Don't make me say it..." she begs. 
 
      
 
    I hold her gaze. She looks hypnotized. "Say it. Tell me you're excited to feel my cock inside of you. Tell me." 
 
      
 
    "Nicholas..." 
 
      
 
    "Say it." 
 
      
 
    She pulls in a hard breath. "I'm excited to feel your cock inside of me." 
 
      
 
    I grin wide as the bastard twitches victoriously in my pants. 
 
      
 
    But Blakely isn't finished. "My pussy is wet from thinking about it all day," she whispers.  
 
      
 
    Taken aback by her admission, I sit in stunned silence for a moment. "Shit..." I mutter under my breath.  
 
      
 
    She seems to enjoy my reaction. "I've been squeezing my legs shut this whole time trying to get my cunt to stop spasming. But it's not working." She leans across the table causing her breasts to spill forward. "I really need you to touch me there," she breathes. 
 
      
 
    I shift in my seat, not sure how much more I can restrain myself. "Careful now, Blakely. " 
 
      
 
    She seems emboldened by my reaction. "You're the one who always tells me to be direct," she says with a shaky voice and mischief in her eyes. "I need your cock, Nicholas. I need you to pop my cherry." 
 
      
 
    Fuck the pizza.  
 
      
 
    I can't wait any longer. I leap out of my chair and go around to her. She yelps when I scoop her out of the chair and into my arms. "Are you done tormenting me, you little tease? Because things are about to get very serious in this house." 
 
      
 
    A carefree laugh shoots past her lips as she tosses her head back. "I'm ready, " she says and swipes her wine goblet off the table. 
 
      
 
    Like a caveman on a mission to claim what’s mine, I stomp down the hall to my bedroom. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 20 
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
      
 
    I take one last gulp of wine before Nicholas removes the goblet from my hand and playfully pushes me back onto the mattress. He sets the empty glass on the bedside table and turns back to me, his eyes glowing with lust in the twinkling candlelight.  
 
      
 
    Oh god. This is really happening. I'm really lying in Nicholas’ bed and he's about to take my virginity.  
 
      
 
    His eyes stay on me as he stands at the foot of the bed. Reaching behind him, he yanks his shirt over his head in the sexiest way imaginable, mussing up his hair, and flings it to the corner. My breathing thickens as I scan his perfectly sculpted torso and powerful arms. Everything is tight and muscular.  My fingers twitch to run over his bronzed skin. He undoes his belt and pushes his jeans down to his ankles. I feel wetness pooling in my panties when my eyes travel down to his boxer-briefs and see his package, full and hard, stretching the fabric. I tremble at the thought of him stretching me, filling me all the way.  
 
      
 
    He slides the underwear down his toned legs, revealing his large, steely shaft to me. I whimper audibly. It's so thick and at least nine inches long. How is he supposed to fit all that rod into my virgin pussy? 
 
      
 
    He holds my gaze as his fingers curl around his cock. "I'm so fucking hard for you, Blakely. Look what you do to me." 
 
      
 
    "Nicholas..." I whisper his name. Just a few minutes ago, I'd been brave, filled with lust, I'd provoked him, nearly begging him to fuck me. But now that he's about to rip me open, I'm trembling, my nerves getting the best of me. But I won't let fear hold me back. Nicholas is the man I want to give my virginity to and he's standing right in front of me. I want him. Now. 
 
      
 
    My shaky fingers rise to the buttons at the front of my shirt. Just as I'm about to open the first one, he stops me with a hand covering mine.  
 
      
 
    "No, Princess," he growls. "I'm gonna undress you." He climbs over me, his legs straddling my hips. His cock settles in my valley as he works at removing my blouse. "It's like unwrapping my present on Christmas morning." 
 
      
 
    Once he rids me of my top and bra, her pulls my skirt and panties from my body. I squirm uncomfortably, completely naked for him. He sits back on his haunches and looks down at me. 
 
      
 
    His fingers trail over my collarbone, down to my breast. "I can't believe I get to have all his," he whispers as he squeezes the fleshy globe. "All this is mine. At least for tonight." 
 
      
 
    It’s all too real now that he’s touching me. 
 
      
 
    "Nicholas – I'm scared," I blurt out and immediately feel stupid and weak for uttering those words, ruining the moment.  
 
      
 
    Maybe his should be annoyed or pissed at me for still having doubts, but he’s not. He looks at me with tender, patient eyes. "Talk to me. What are you scared of?" 
 
      
 
    “What if I just freeze up?” I whisper, “What if I don't know what to do?” 
 
      
 
    A glint of mischief flashes in his eyes. “Don’t worry. I'm gonna teach you how to take this cock, Blakely. I'm gonna teach how to ride it, how to suck it, how to take it from behind, how to spread your legs wide so I can sink into you and hit that spot so deep you'll see stars." 
 
      
 
    I gasp sharply, pulling an excess of air into my lungs. His blunt words cause need to spin deep in my belly.  
 
      
 
    He touches my jaw, tilting my face to him. "You're safe with me. Don't you know that?" 
 
      
 
    I give him a small nod. I do feel safe with him. Always. If I'm going to have any man ripping through my innocence, I want it to be him.  
 
      
 
    "If do anything you're not comfortable with, just tell me and I'll stop immediately. Don’t be shy...” 
 
      
 
    He’s waiting for my permission to continue, but still, I hesitate. “Is this gonna make things awkward between us? I mean, once we have sex, are things gonna get weird around here?” 
 
      
 
    He shakes his head, utterly confident. “Of course not,” he says shooing off my concerns with a flick of his wrist, “as long as we have a plan and as long as we stick to it, everything will be fine.” 
 
      
 
    Biting my lip, I consider his words. “Yeh – you’re right.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I pause, looking up at him, my heart about to break open from trusting him so completely. I steel myself, resolving once and for all to just go with the flow and surrender my body to Nicholas. 
 
      
 
    He holds my gaze until he’s sure that I’m okay, and then his eyes fall back to my body spread out on his bed. "Open up. Let me see that pretty pussy, Princess. Let me look at you." 
 
      
 
    Holy fuck! Is it even legal to talk like that? All I know is that his words are sexy as hell. 
 
      
 
    I purr, too turned on to be self-conscious. I abandon myself to the lust flaring in my blood. My legs fall wide open.  
 
      
 
    “Damn,” he whispers as his eyes settle on my center. I feel my slickness spilling from my body and trailing down between my pussy lips. This bed is going to be so wet. Nicholas braces my thighs and pushes then even further apart. Then, his fingers are at my core, holding my silky lips open. “So fucking beautiful…” 
 
      
 
    His thumb slides over my sensitive nub, gliding through my wetness. I throw my head back, crying out. The sound is sharp and desperate.  
 
      
 
    He freezes, looking up at me with wide eyes. "Am I doing it wrong?"  
 
      
 
    "Don't stop," I beg nearly on the verge of tears. "You're doing it right. So right." 
 
      
 
    So, he does it again and again and each time my body winds tighter and my need grows more urgent. He speaks softly to me, whispering sweet, dirty words as he strokes me tenderly in my most sensitive place. And he keeps going, touching me until I’m flying over the edge, static sizzling in my blood with the orgasm. 
 
      
 
    He allows me to recover, waiting patiently while I regain my senses. “That was…That was…” I can’t find my words. 
 
      
 
    He looks down at me, a cocky half-smile curving his mouth. “That was a preview, Blakely. We haven’t even gotten to the main event yet.” 
 
      
 
    My heart pounds upon hearing that. "What happens next?" I ask, sounding breathless and intoxicated with anticipation. 
 
      
 
    "Lesson number one-point-one," Nicholas growls as he crawls down the bed, settling between my thighs. With a feather-soft touch, he traces his fingers up the inside of my thighs. "Oral sex: receiving." 
 
      
 
    I shiver with excitement, whispering his name so quietly that he probably doesn't hear it over the racket of my pounding heart.  
 
      
 
    He presses his face close to my core and blatantly sniffs me. 
 
      
 
    Yes, he sniffs me. Like a dog in heat. 
 
      
 
    "Jeez, the smell of your pussy has me hard as a tree trunk." 
 
      
 
    And looking at him burying his face in my mound has me flowing like a river. With the first swipe of his tongue against my opening, I toss my head back and mewl. 
 
      
 
    I don't know if I can handle this. I thought I knew what I was getting myself into but this is way more erotic than I expected.  
 
      
 
    Oh, god.  I'm not gonna survive this. 
 
      
 
    Meanwhile, Nicholas is completely oblivious to my plight. He merrily swipes his tongue over my nether lips, lapping up my juices like a man who's dying of thirst. His hands slide under me and he fondles my ass cheeks as his tongue pierces into me. 
 
      
 
    "God!" I scream out, squeezing my eyes shut against the sensation. My entire body tenses, overwhelmed.  
 
      
 
    He breaks away from me, looking up with a smirk. "You can just call me, Nicholas. Mr. Sullivan if ya nasty." He winks. 
 
      
 
    I burst out laughing. Really? Janet Jackson lyrics right now? 
 
      
 
    He pinches my ass playfully. "That's it, Blakely. Loosen up. Relax." 
 
      
 
    I pull in a deep breath and let the tightness melt from my muscles. Nicholas kisses my pelvic bone with puckered lips. Then, he sucks my clit into his mouth, manipulating the tiny nub in small, sweeping circles. 
 
      
 
    I cry out, writhing against his lips, grinding on his mouth. His stubbly cheeks stimulate the sensitive flesh on the inside of my thighs as his hands cup my ass, lifting me slightly for a better angle. And then his tongue is inside me again, the soft warm flesh fucking my tight channel in gentle strokes. His thumb comes to my clit where he rubs me with increasing speed. 
 
      
 
    "Tell me how it feels, Blakely. Describe it to me." 
 
      
 
    Are you serious right now? My brain is in read-only mode at the moment. I can't formulate sentences. I can’t express myself. I can only feel. I can only groan. 
 
      
 
    "Tell me." His tongue spears in and out of me. 
 
      
 
    "Tight," I blurt out. "Tight like I'm going to explode. And alive. Every inch of me is alive. I feel so much. I feel everything." 
 
      
 
    The orgasm begins building in my muscles, tingles forming at my core and radiating outward to my limbs. 
 
      
 
    "Shit!" I groan. "Nicholas. Shit. I'm coming." 
 
      
 
    His thumb continues to torture me as he eats me. My cries grow louder. 
 
      
 
    He clutches my hips, trapping my mound to his mouth. I’ve soaked his face, my slickness covers his cheeks, nose and chin. He really doesn’t seem to mind. And dammit – what a turn on! 
 
      
 
    I struggle to control my screams but I can’t. I cry loudly, thrusting my pussy on his face. Everything in me tightens, coiling so taut that inevitably, it breaks.   
 
      
 
    I throw my head back on the sheets and my spine arches off of the bed. I grasp around for something to hold onto as I soar through a world-stopping orgasm. 
 
      
 
    When I finally manage to regain a filament of my sanity, Nicholas presses his lips to my throat and collarbone over and over. I feel soft and pliable under the tender contact.  
 
      
 
    "That concludes lesson one-point-one, young grasshopper." Nicholas stares down at me with a conceited grin. "Any questions?" 
 
      
 
    Breath still shaking, chest still heaving, Shy Blakely still out cold, I look up at him with a grin of my own. "Can you do that again? " 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 21 
 
    Nicholas 
 
      
 
      
 
    When I open my eyes the next morning, I’m not sure whether last night was just a dream – a hot, erotic, filthy wet dream starring my shy and sexy good-girl roommate – or reality. 
 
      
 
    But by the time I roll out of bed, it all comes back to me in vivid detail. Blakely in my bed, on her back, squirting her desire all over my tongue. Shit. Last night really happened. And that was just lesson 1.1.  
 
      
 
    I run my hand down my face, feeling overwhelmed. I was supposed to fuck her last night. I didn’t. I’m stalling. I know. But even with the candles burning and the music on low, something didn’t feel right. One look at her after I ate her pussy the second time, and I could see that she was spent and delirious. So, I decided to let her rest and rebuild her strength. There’s no need to rush when we have more than enough time. 
 
      
 
    So, we've still got the remaining items on the wish list to go through. Just that thought has my cock growing heavy and my chest growing tight.  
 
      
 
    And it’s not just a physical reaction. My emotions are getting involved, too. My heart felt full last night, full enough to split open. Blakely made me feel needed when she looked up into my eyes, begging for my touch. 
 
      
 
    Needed. It’s not a feeling I’ve experienced much in my lifetime. Actually, I felt like a hindrance, a burden for most of my childhood. I felt like me and my disorder were a strain on my parents, their finances and their patience. So much so that my father left and my mother blamed me for it. So eventually, I went numb. Immersing myself in technology, I carved out a little nook just for me. But last night when Blakely looked at me all willing and vulnerable, I felt the courage to crawl out of my cavern and share space in hers. It felt nice. Very fucking nice. And the fact that it’s only temporary is bugging the fuck out of me right now. 
 
      
 
    Jesus.  
 
      
 
    I’m starting to crack. How am I supposed to keep my cool about this girl? One night with her and I'm already feeling unsteady. What's gonna happen to me once I actually have sex with her? 
 
      
 
    I’m fucking screwed because I can’t allow myself to want her. I’m damaged and I can’t let my wounds infect someone so pure and innocent. Besides, she’s not looking for a relationship. She says she only wants sexual experience. (And she means it. Last night after she settled from all her orgasms, she went back to her bedroom to write. She didn’t stay with me and try to talk and cuddle like other girls do.) Once she gets what she’s after, we’ll be done. We’ll go back to just being roommates.  
 
      
 
    I pad into the kitchen and there she is, leaning against the kitchen sink nursing a hot cup of coffee, eyes locked on the laptop screen sitting on the counter next to her.  
 
      
 
    "Morning," I say running a hand through my messy hair. 
 
      
 
    She beams, absolutely glowing in the morning light. "Morning."  
 
      
 
    I'd been concerned that a girl like Blakely would be totally weird the day after, that she'd feel guilty or shy. But here she is, all carefree and beautiful, being her breathtaking self. 
 
      
 
    Her red hair is pulled into a messy ponytail at the nape of her neck. She's wearing yoga pants with a spandex top that squeezes her perfect breasts together. She looks well-rested and energized and I'm pretty sure it has everything to do with last night.  
 
      
 
    "How do you feel?" I try to keep my eyes on her face instead of her cleavage.  
 
      
 
    She grins at me.  
 
      
 
    She has such a pretty face. She smiles at me, and I feel like I’m flying. When we met, she was so shy and guarded. Having her open up to me now is the best. Like I must be doing something right. "I feel great. I got so much writing done last night. I sent it off to my editor and she loves it."  
 
      
 
    "That's awesome, Blakely." My gaze locks on hers, exploring the depths of those emerald pools. 
 
      
 
    Her expression goes solemn. "Thank you, Nicholas. You're really helping me take my writing career to the next level." 
 
      
 
    Her words are like cold water splashed in my face. A reminder that she's not doing this for me. She's doing it for her writing, her stories. Not because she feels anything for me.  
 
      
 
    Sex, Nicholas. This is about sex. The most beautiful girl wants to fuck me. That’s not exactly a hardship. 
 
      
 
    She spins toward her laptop, giving her ass to me. "I can't wait for the next lesson." She sets her coffee cup down. 
 
      
 
    I go up behind her, pressing my shaft into the curve of her back. "Well, we could get started now..." 
 
      
 
    She looks at me over her shoulder.  "What do you have in mind?" She asks teasingly, eyes batting coquettishly. 
 
      
 
    Shoving down my hurt feelings, I grab a hold of her ponytail and jerk her head back firmly. I seal my lips over hers and she gives in, curving her spine and moaning softly. One hand settles at the apex of her thighs, cupping her pussy while the other brushes over her breasts.  
 
      
 
    "Lesson one-point-two," I rasp out, "oral sex: giving." 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 22 
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I'm on my knees on the kitchen floor looking up at Nicholas, waiting for his instructions. He wants to put his cock in my mouth and I want to suck it. The idea turns me on. 
 
      
 
    He looks down at me with eyes full of control and authority. His regard makes my core pulse. "Take my cock in your hands..." he whispers roughly. 
 
      
 
    My hands rise slowly to the drawstring of his sweatpants and I undo the knot, my eyes hooked on his. Nobody has ever looked at me the way he does. It's a mixture of dominance and helplessness at once. Like he has no choice but to take control of me, like he just can't resist me. It makes me feel a little bit of fear and a little bit of power and a whole lot of lust. 
 
      
 
    I lift his cock out of his boxers. It's heavy and long, thick veins pulsing within and just a drop of pre-cum glistening on the wide crown. I inhale shakily. 
 
      
 
    "Rub it, Blakely. Touch it." Desire darkens his features and thickens his voice. I feel my own lust soaking through my panties as my fingers curl around the shaft and pump its length.  
 
      
 
    "Good girl," he growls watching the movement of my hand as I work him back and forth from root to tip. His thumb swipes over my bottom lip before pressing against the flesh, pulling it down. A moan rolls out of my mouth.  
 
      
 
    Pre-cum beads on the tip of his cock and I lick my bottom lip. I want to taste it so much.  
 
      
 
    Nicholas' hand covers mine and he guides his cock to my mouth. "Open up, baby." 
 
      
 
    I swallow as my lips part and he slides his length into my mouth. We both moan as the salty liquid hits my tongue, mixing with my saliva. I wrap my lips around him, trapping his cock in the warmth of my mouth.  
 
      
 
    "Good," he groans, releasing my hair from its ponytail with a soft tug, "now, suck it." 
 
      
 
    I’m tentative at first. Teasing him with clumsy, unsure sucks and licks. He speaks to me in a thick, commanding voice, telling me just how he wants it. Telling me to purse my lips tighter, to suck him in deeper. 
 
      
 
    Goaded by his uninhibited lust, I quickly find my rhythm and instinct takes over. My head bobs back and forth as I welcome his shaft into my mouth, devouring him inch by inch.  
 
      
 
    Nicholas' eyes squeeze shut and his head tilts to the side. "That's it, Princess." 
 
      
 
    My hands brace his hips as I take him in and out, increasing the speed and swallowing as much of him as my body will allow. And then his hips start working, rolling against my mouth, shoving deep into my throat. I take in as much as I can but the last few inches of that monster cock just won't fit. 
 
      
 
    I gag, loving the sensation. Everything about this is new and exhilarating. The tastes, the textures, the sounds. Even as my eyes water and I struggle to breathe, I open my mouth wider and take more of him in. My fingers crawl to the inside of his thighs and cradle his balls, caressing them gently. His fingers comb into my hair and tighten against my scalp, causing a delicious pain. He groans my name.  
 
      
 
    His thrusts relent a little. He looks down at me, hesitancy in his eyes. I hold his gaze waiting for instructions as tears of strain roll down my face. 
 
      
 
    "Blakely," he says tentatively, vulnerability in his voice, "There's a soft spot just past my balls, before my asshole..." I nod, know exactly what he's asking.  
 
      
 
    I stroke my fingers over that sensitive spot and his knees buckle instantly. His fingers curl around the lip of the counter behind him and he hisses. 
 
      
 
    I smile around his cock, stroking him again and again. He thrusts into my mouth. Saliva hangs from my chin. My hands are slippery. My eyes burn. 
 
      
 
    God, this is a mess. 
 
      
 
    But I don’t relent. It's the hottest thing I've ever done. Down here on my knees, I don't think I've ever felt sexier, more in control. I’m still finding it hard to believe that it’s me, Shy Blakely, getting my freak on in the kitchen like nobody’s business. 
 
      
 
    And when I feel his climax building in his pulsing balls, my fingers venture further. I circle his anus with tender strokes of my index. His body speaks to me telepathically, asking for just a little more.  
 
      
 
    I can do this. I can do this. 
 
      
 
    I'm not exactly a puritan. I mean last night I spent nearly two hours riding my roommate's tongue. 
 
      
 
    It takes a bit of courage but when I finally build the strength to slide the tip of my digit into the hole, his body goes tense and his head falls back as he roars, shooting his seed down my throat.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 23 
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I stomp into the kitchen and toss my phone onto the table. 
 
      
 
    Nicholas looks up from his bowl of sugar-frosted cereal with a hiked brow. “You okay there, Princess?” 
 
      
 
    Ignoring the effervescence I feel in my blood when he calls me that, I flop into the chair across from him. “Yeah, I’m fine,” I say. I have a throng of ‘first-world problems’. Nothing he would possibly be interested in. 
 
      
 
    He kicks me under the table. “C’mon. Spill. What’s wrong?” 
 
      
 
    I don’t want to unload my superficial grievances on him but it sure would be nice to get things off my chest. The softness in his eyes tells me that he’s willing to listen.  
 
      
 
    I sigh. “We had a really hectic day at the spa today. People cancelling at the last minute and demanding that I reschedule them at impossible times. Plus, I got a few bad reviews on Amazon. Some really insensitive reviews. And to top it all off, my best friend Annaleigh is still on her honeymoon so I was supposed to go to the spring festival down by the river with my other friend Evangeline tomorrow but she had to fly back to Europe for a modeling gig. Basically, I have no one to go with. I actually really wanted to go. For the cotton candy, if nothing else.” I giggle, feeling like a vapid fool rambling and complaining like this. (I stop myself from reminding him that I’m on my period, too. He already made that awkward discovery when he tried to get me in his bed this morning.) “There. You happy? I just spilled all of my superficial problems to you. Now you can make fun of how petty I am.” 
 
      
 
    “Not petty at all, Blakely. You have every right to vent if you’ve had a bad day,” he comforts me, leaning back in his chair, “and I’ll go to the Carnival with you tomorrow.” 
 
      
 
    My insides spark when he makes the offer. A thrill whooshes through my stomach. “You’d go with me?” 
 
      
 
    He lifts a shoulder. “Why not? We’re roomies. We can hang.” 
 
      
 
    I chuckle at his choice of words. “We can ‘hang’?” 
 
      
 
    “Yup,” he says on a nod like it’s the simplest thing in the world.  
 
      
 
    I consider his offer for a second. Of course I want to go with him. I like spending time with him. He’s funny and sweet and staring at him is not an adversity. But a little voice in me asks if his offer means something more. I quickly smother the stupid thought. Of course it doesn’t mean anything more. He’s just being nice. Can’t a guy be nice to you without wanting to be your boyfriend, Blakely? 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” I grin. “We’ll hang. We’ll go to the carnival together.” I feel dizzy from the rush of excitement. 
 
      
 
    He gets up from the table with his empty bowl and rinses it out in the sink. His neutral expression is a reminder not to get too carried away. It’s not a date. We’re just hanging out. He all but said it himself. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, I’m about to throw some popcorn in the microwave and watch some anime. Wanna join me?” 
 
      
 
    Before I’d met Nicholas, I wouldn’t have even considered watching cartoons. What a waste of time. Especially when I have writing to do. But right now, his offer is as irresistible as he is. 
 
      
 
    And I’m thrilled that he wants to just chill out with me, even though I’m on my period. Most guys avoid you like the plague until you’re done with all that menstruating stuff.  
 
      
 
    “I’d love to watch anime with you.” 
 
      
 
    He grins excitedly. “You’re gonna really enjoy this,” he says. “Dwarf Warriors is a masterpiece.” 
 
      
 
    I’m sure I won’t but whatever. 
 
      
 
    “Grab some sodas,” he instructs me, “and I think there’s Jello in the cupboard.” 
 
      
 
    “Jello? I haven’t had Jello since I was a kid.” 
 
      
 
    “Which is exactly why you’re having it tonight.” 
 
      
 
    I giggle as I peer into the pantry for the goodies. I glance over my shoulder, sneaking a peek at him while he puts the popcorn in the microwave. 
 
      
 
    I’m really starting to enjoy his company. A lot. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 24 
 
    Nicholas 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Ten minutes into the movie and Blakely's sleeping. Curled up on the other end of the couch, she's absolutely perfect with her mouth slightly parted and light snores bursting past her lips. 
 
      
 
    I probably shouldn’t tell her about the snoring, though. She'd turn raspberry red and probably wouldn't make eye contact with me for a week. 
 
      
 
    And I like her eyes. I want those pretty green crystals looking at me. 
 
      
 
    And I like her mouth. Her hair. The curve of her hip. The fleshy mounds of her ass.  
 
      
 
    I like a whole lot about the girl. Not just physical stuff. I like all her contradictions. All her oxymorons. She's quiet but I know that she's tough. She's shy but it doesn't take away from her intelligence. Plus, she's kind and hardworking.  
 
      
 
    But most of all, I like the way she lets her guard down with me. The protective shield that she holds so tight around her, it slips away when it's just me and her... 
 
      
 
    God, would you listen to yourself, Nicholas?  You're pussy-whipped before you've even had sex with her.  
 
      
 
    I had hoped that something would happen between us tonight. I know that she’s on her period but I still wanted to get her pretty lips wrapped around my cock. Yes – that would mean deviating from the plan. And it really isn't in my nature to deviate from the plan. Ever. 
 
      
 
    But this is nice, too. Just sitting here on the couch, watching her face glowing in the light of my computer screen, watching her chest rise and fall as I wonder what she's dreaming about.  
 
      
 
    Too bad she's not my girlfriend. Too bad she never could be. She's way too innocent and pure. The dark shadows of my world would swallow her up and by the time she gets spit back out, she'd be changed. She'd never be the same.  
 
      
 
    So, as much as I want her, I just have to settle for this. 
 
      
 
    Watching her balled up on the couch as the computer lights bounce off her sleeping face, listening to her snores rise above the audio of the movie, I have to let that be enough for me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 25 
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The enormous stuffed alligator Nicholas just won for me is tucked under my arm as we make our way through the crowd. My fingers tingle to lace with his as we walk side by side but I won't make a fool of myself. I keep having to remind myself that he's just my roommate-slash-temporary-lover. He’s definitely not by boyfriend. 
 
      
 
    My crush on him is pathetic. It's glaringly obvious that he doesn't feel anything for me. When I look him, my heart turns into an erratic base drum, meanwhile, he just gazes right through me with vacant eyes and a platonic smile. He’s nice to me – very nice – and he knows exactly what to do to make me buck underneath him and scream his name. But he doesn’t feel anything romantic for me. He doesn’t see me ‘that way’. 
 
      
 
    Yes, the fact that he's helping me discover my sexuality does complicate things a little. Giving your body to someone is the very definition of intimacy. But this is the 21st century and sex can be casual and fun without all those antiquated labels and rules and expectations.  
 
      
 
    That's what me and Nicholas are doing. We're making our own rules, setting our on goals and shunning traditional expectations. And holding hands at the carnival? Going steady? Falling in love? That's not part of the plan. 
 
      
 
    If only my heart would get with the program. 
 
      
 
    Other girls have been making eyes at him all night but he’s ignored them. He’s either totally blind to women trying to hit on him or he’s trying to be polite to me and not hurt my feelings. Either way, I’m glad that he’s not responding to their advances because I don’t know how I’d feel about having to share his attention right now. 
 
      
 
    We stop for cotton candy and I dig into the cloud of colored sugar like a child, getting my fingers stained and sticky. "My god. I freakin’ love cotton candy. I always have." 
 
      
 
    Nicholas looks over at me with an amused expression. "I thought I liked it too. But apparently, you're a bigger fan than I am." 
 
      
 
    I rip off a huge piece, barely able to stuff it into my face. "When I was a kid,” I say with a full mouth, “my dad would take me to the fair. It was our thing. My sister, Isla, she thought she was too cool to come with us and my mom didn’t like the crowds so it was always just me and him. We would even drive to neighboring towns just for the cotton candy and candied apples and funnel cakes." I giggle at the memory. 
 
      
 
    Nicholas doesn’t say anything. His hand settles on my waist so he can guide me to a bench overlooking the water. My blouse lifts slightly and his fingers flit my bare flesh. I feel fireworks exploding in my spine.  
 
      
 
    I draw in a sharp breath to steady myself. He doesn't even seem to notice.  
 
      
 
    "So how come you didn't drag your dad along to the fair today? Did you get too cool to hang out with your old man, too?" I’m sure that he’s only teasing me but there’s something dry and stiff in his voice. 
 
      
 
    I bite the inside of my lip. Tears burn the corners of my eyes. "Both of my parents died, actually. Seven years ago." 
 
      
 
    I look up at him, expecting words of comfort or sympathy. Instead he just stares at me for a long while with an unreadable expression before looking off into the distance, jaw clenched tight. I have no idea what to make of his reaction. 
 
      
 
    The silence stretches on until the opening notes of Frank Sinatra's Come Fly With Me comes on over the speakers. The performer on the stage nearby starts to belt out the beginning notes. 
 
      
 
    Nicholas reaches for me, pulling my hand into his. "Dance with me." 
 
      
 
    I recoil, trying to yank my hand from his. "What?" 
 
      
 
    "Dance with me." He hops up to his feet. 
 
      
 
    I give him the crazy eye. "No!" This guy just completely shut down when I told him about my parents' death and now, in the blink of an eye, he wants to dance? No, thank you. 
 
      
 
    My refusal doesn’t deter him though. He starts snapping his fingers and jiving in front of me, attempting to lure me to my feet. I don't want to smile. I try to fight it. But eventually, I give in when the crowd starts forming around him, coaxing me to participate. He grabs the cotton candy from my hand and tosses it into a nearby trashcan. I should be pissed that he threw out my treat but I'm mostly dazed by the handsome and charming but oh-so-complicated man dancing in front of me like no one's watching. 
 
      
 
    I try to bury my blazing cheeks in my palms but he takes my hand and pulls me up, wrapping his arms around my waist. Holding me close, he sways me left and right, then he spins me around and around.  
 
      
 
    And now I'm laughing as the crowd cheers. I struggle to keep up with his moves but I'm having fun. I'm so very aware of all the eyes on me but for once enjoying myself feels more important than worrying about the opinions of other people. 
 
      
 
    The song fades to the end and a round of applause breaks out. Nicholas takes a deep bow. Playing along, I do a curtsey and our little audience loves it. He pulls me close, tightening his body around me in a gesture that feels intimate and comfortable. I forget to feel shy or self-conscious. I’m too wrapped up in him, I’m too lost in his dark eyes and his dazzling smile. 
 
      
 
    People break away from the crowd and go about their own business. Nicholas' fingers are tangled with mine.  
 
      
 
    "You need to replace my cotton candy," I say sternly, trying to bite back my smile.  
 
      
 
    He glances over at me and smirks. "Why would I do that when you have leftovers all over your mouth?" 
 
      
 
    I gasp in horror. "You just let me put on a show in front of all those people when I have blue food coloring on my face?" I huff in anger. 
 
      
 
    "Sorry, I only just noticed it," he says solemnly as he wipes his glasses on the hem of his shirt, “I swear.” Then he shrugs. “You’re way hotter than everybody here, anyway. Blue lips and all.”  
 
      
 
    I roll my eyes even though he sounds perfectly genuine. But my tummy flutters at the idea that this guy finds me so pretty.  
 
      
 
    He touches his fingers to my lips. "Here. Let me help you." 
 
      
 
    My mouth tingles as he wipes the sugar away. "Did you get all of it?" 
 
      
 
    He shakes his head and tries again. "It's stained on or something." 
 
      
 
    I groan. "Really?" I feel my face heating at the idea of having to walk around all evening with blue stains on my face. 
 
      
 
    Nicholas steps closer and tightens his grasp on my hips. "This should do the trick," he says in quiet growl just before his mouth covers mine. He suckles my lips with his warm, plush flesh, drawing them between his teeth for soft, playful bites. His tongue probes through the opening, mingling with mine in a languid motion. 
 
      
 
    My knees nearly give way when kisses me like this. My arms wrap around his neck as I melt against his solid body. His big, warm hands slide down the back of my shirt causing my core to spasm readily. By the time he pulls away, I'm winded and mildly delirious, far from steady on my feet. 
 
      
 
    Nicholas inspects my mouth. "There. All clean." His voice is hoarse and deep. 
 
      
 
    I'm still dazed, staring into his eyes when I hear a familiar voice calling my name nearby. I turn back and see my sister and her fiance weaving through the crowd toward us. 
 
      
 
    "Hey..." I rasp out breathless and disoriented. 
 
      
 
    Isla gives me a shrewd smile that lets me know she saw that kiss. I blush hard, fighting a grin away from my lips. Thankfully, she doesn't tease me or even mention that very out-of-character PDA session. Instead, she turns to my roommate. "I'm Blakely's sister, Isla, and this is my fiancé, Reuben." 
 
      
 
    He shakes her hand and then Reuben’s. "I'm Nicholas." The men exchange greetings and Reuben visibly sizes Nicholas up. My future brother-in-law is very protective of me so I’m not surprised to see him assessing Nicholas for any signs of assholery.  
 
      
 
    I’m eager to break the tension that’s gathering in the air. “Are you two enjoying the carnival?” I ask. 
 
      
 
    Reuben’s attention turns to me and he half-smiles. "I'm trying to convince this lady to grab some corndogs before we go up to the gallery to wait for the fireworks," he tells us.  
 
      
 
    My health conscious sister scowls. “As if I’d eat corndogs!” 
 
      
 
    Reuben laughs and says, "You two are welcome to tag along." 
 
      
 
    I look to Nicholas and he smiles with that irresistible Old Hollywood charm. "Sounds good. What do you say, Princess?" 
 
      
 
    My heart beats faster when he calls me that. In public. "Sounds good." My stomach buzzes with restrained pleasure. 
 
      
 
    Isla claps her hands together excitedly. "Good! Let's go grab some snacks. No corndogs for me. I think I saw mango-on-a-stick over there." She takes Reuben's hand and turns toward the concession stands, pulling him through the crowd.  
 
      
 
    Nicholas slides his arm around my back and gently tickles my ribs. He presses his lips to my ear. "You feel better?" 
 
      
 
    My brows furrow with confusion. "About what?" 
 
      
 
    "You looked so sad when you talked about your parents'. I didn't like it. I wanted to make you feel better." 
 
      
 
    I smile at the strange man walking next to me and his equally strange ways. It all makes sense now. That dance was his way of empathizing with me. All things considered, it was so much more thoughtful than simply offering impersonal condolences.  
 
      
 
    "Yes, I feel better. Thank you." 
 
      
 
    His eyes register the small victory as we step up to the snack counter. “Good.” He pinches my ass and I yelp.  
 
      
 
    "Hey!"  
 
      
 
    “You okay?” Isla asks over her shoulder. 
 
      
 
    Nicholas and I share a look. “Yes! I’m great!” I answer quickly. My roommate smirks at me.  
 
      
 
    He's cheeky as hell and – fuck it – I’m diggin’ him. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 26 
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I smile to myself as I read the message from my editor.  
 
      
 
    EllenEdits: What the hell has gotten into you, B.J.? Or ‘who’ has gotten into you? :) It's like you're a whole new person. Your writing is so damn passionate. 
 
      
 
    B.J. Hamilton Writes: lets just say i'm using the services of a very skilled 'consultant'!! 
 
      
 
    A string of excited emojis show up on my screen and I titter quietly, stretching out on my bed. 
 
      
 
    EllenEdits: Care to share?  
 
      
 
    I prop my chin up in my palm and consider it. This is a person I've never met, sitting behind a computer screen halfway across the country. I can be candid with her in a way I never could with my sister or my friends.  
 
      
 
    B.J. Hamilton Writes: my new roommate has been 'assisting' in very creative ways ;) 
 
      
 
    EllenEdits: I KNEW IT!!!  
 
      
 
    EllenEdits: I knew there was something different about your writing this time around. It has so much more depth. 
 
      
 
    B.J. Hamilton Writes: yes he's really helped me flesh out the sex scenes 
 
      
 
    EllenEdits: Honey, it's not just the sex scenes. It's the emotion, the dialogue, the character development, everything!! You’re bleeding on the page like a woman in love <3 
 
      
 
    My fingers freeze over my keyboard when I read her words. 
 
      
 
    In love? 
 
      
 
    Panic rises from my toes all the way up to my belly. 
 
      
 
    I'm not on love with him. I'm not. I'm not. This sex arrangement is a project. A joint venture between me and my roommate to make my book the best it can be. I'm not in love. With him. Oh god. 
 
      
 
    Yes, I spend most of the day thinking about him. His silly quirks like the way he tickles my ribs just to make me squirm. And the way he always plugs my laptop into the charger whenever I leave it hanging around the house. And the other day he downloaded a bunch of binaural instrumentals for my writing sprints to help make me more creative. 
 
      
 
    Plus, I adore the way he smells. The way the power of his stare reaches out to me from behind his glasses. The way he kisses me after an intense orgasm.  
 
      
 
    We had such a good time hanging out with Isla and Reuben at the fair. Nicholas and Reuben talked about startups and technology while Isla made indiscreet swoony faces and I had to kick her under the table where we were sitting. Several times.  
 
      
 
    On the walk home, Nicholas had held my hand. He apologized for his insensitive reaction when I mentioned my parents’ death. He said that he isn’t good dealing with death and loss and parents, in general. He shared (sparse) details about his family life growing up, being best friends with his step-sister and his mother’s string of divorces. I told him about growing up shy and self-conscious and getting picked on for my red hair and freckles. I feel like we really connected, sharing such intimate things with each other. I’ve been feeling so strongly for him ever since. 
 
      
 
    But love? Love is such a big word. It’s such a big feeling. 
 
      
 
    Fuck. 
 
      
 
    The more I mull it over in my mind, the more it seems like a possibility. A probability.  
 
      
 
    Maybe I am. Maybe I’m in love with my roommate.  
 
      
 
    That definitely was not part of the plan. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 27 
 
    Nicholas 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I’m lying in my bed, staring up at the ceiling. My chest is constricted. My stomach is tight. And I’m trying to figure out how the fuck things ended up this way. 
 
      
 
    I’m in love with my roommate. 
 
      
 
    I can’t go a second without thinking about her. She’s so pretty and soft, feminine in all her ways, so sweet. But she has this little flame inside of her. It’s been growing. Her confidence has been emerging and I’ve had the privilege of witnessing it. 
 
      
 
    Blakely Hamilton is more than the girl that I’m temporarily rooming with. She’s a woman. She’s coming into her own. And I haven’t even popped her cherry yet. 
 
      
 
    I feel completely out of control when it comes to her. This sex arrangement between us is only temporary but I’m not sure I’ll be able to shake off these feelings once we’ve made our way through her wish list. Maybe I should just end things now… 
 
      
 
    A knock at my bedroom door startles me. It swings open slowly and Blakely stands there wearing nothing but a big t-shirt.  
 
      
 
    One look at her and my heart stops.  
 
      
 
    With the dusky light filling the room, I have to strain to make out her features. But I see the vulnerability and the eagerness in her expression. I sit upright and watch her. 
 
      
 
    “It’s time,” she whispers with a feathery lilt to her voice. “I’m ready.” 
 
      
 
    My heart expanding against my ribs, I get up and go to her. All thoughts of breaking things off with her have melted away. Her nipples press against the fabric of her shirt as her chest rises and falls, betraying her nervousness.  
 
      
 
    My body roars to life. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t be scared, Princess,” I whisper as my lips touch hers, “Tonight, I’m going to give you what you need.” 
 
      
 
    A groan escapes her when I touch my mouth to her neck. I lift the fabric of her shirt and pull it over her head. She curves her spine, pressing her chest to mine. I hum with excitement, seeing her beautiful skin exposed to me.  
 
      
 
    I cup her breasts, kissing her throat as I roll her nipples between my fingers. She purrs as her arms come around me and she pushes my pants down my legs. She says my name. 
 
      
 
    That sound. I love that sound. 
 
      
 
    My lips pause in their exploration of her body and I pull back to look at her. She’s so beautiful. And now I’m glad that I waited. I’m glad I didn’t fuck her that day on the kitchen table or the night when I’d set up the candles and music. We weren’t ready then…But we’re ready tonight. She’s ready tonight. 
 
      
 
    The time is right. Her eyes are glowing. Her breasts are ripe. Her body is prepared…And I love her. 
 
      
 
    I love her. 
 
      
 
    The words are on the tip of my tongue as I pick her up and carry her to the bed. I feel them clawing against the back of my throat as I spread her out on my mattress. They’re screaming for release as I pull off my shirt and climb on top of her. 
 
      
 
    She laces her arms around my neck and smiles up at me. 
 
      
 
    “What are you grinning about?” I ask in a quiet voice as I trail my fingers down her soft belly. 
 
      
 
    She bites her bottom lip shyly. “I’m just glad it’s you. I saved myself for such a long time. But now, I’m glad to be giving myself to you.” 
 
      
 
    I can’t find words to tell her how much I appreciate this gift. “Oh, girl…oh, girl…” That’s all I can think to say. 
 
      
 
    She’s too sweet. Too wonderful. My heart can’t take it. So, I kiss my way down her body and spread her legs wide, I eat her until she’s crying and plunging into ecstasy.  
 
      
 
    While she recovers, I grab a condom from my drawer and sheathe myself in the latex. She invites me in, opening her legs for me. “You want me, Princess?” I ask as I brace myself over her. The question isn’t meant to be seductive or even teasing. I spent such a long time feeling useless and unwanted before I met her and a part of me still finds it hard to believe that this angel wants any part of me. 
 
      
 
    She reaches up and strokes her fingers along my cheek. “I want you. Please, Nicholas. I need you.” 
 
      
 
    I shiver as I run the cloaked head of my erection through her wet folds. She sighs lustily, her body begging for more. I pause one last time, giving her one last opportunity to change her mind, but when she hoists her legs around my hips, locking her ankles behind my back, I know that our fate is sealed. 
 
      
 
    With one tender thrust, I push through her entrance and she stretches around the crown of my cock. Leaning over her, I drop my head down, closing my eyes briefly and bracing my weight on my arms. It’s so intense and we haven’t even started yet. 
 
      
 
    I glance down at her to gauge her response. Her eyes shine up at me, lusty and eager. Just looking at her, I almost lose it and slam straight into her, balls deep. But I restrain myself. Instead, the over-analytical side of my brain swings into action. I try to think back to all the videos I watched and the articles I read just for this moment.  
 
      
 
    I want to get it right. I want to get it right. I want to get it right. 
 
      
 
    This moment is so special for her. If I fuck it up, there’s no going back. 
 
      
 
    She runs her hand down my arm, wearing question marks in her eyes. “Are you all right? You seem really tense.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want to hurt you…” I whisper. 
 
      
 
    For some reason, that causes wetness to gush from her body. “Just do it. I’m not scared. I trust you.” 
 
      
 
    I smile at her. Whether she knows it or not, she just gave me permission to let go and stop worrying about getting it down to a science, about using the right algorithms and formulae to give her an experience she’ll always cherish. 
 
      
 
    Because maybe making love isn’t a science. Maybe it’s an art. And I have the most perfect canvas laid out in front of me, miles of milky white skin to paint with my fingers and tongue. And a beautiful, willing girl who wants to color outside the lines with me. 
 
      
 
    “Hold on, okay?”  
 
      
 
    She nods and grasps my biceps so tightly that I can feel her nails cutting into my flesh. 
 
      
 
    I sink a little deeper into her and I moan throatily. She’s so tight, her virgin flesh straining around my cock. Her eyes press shut and sweat dots her forehead as I push even deeper into her until my shaft is pressing against her hymen.  
 
      
 
    Her eyes pop open and there’s pure fear in her expression. “Kiss me,” she begs, “kiss me through this part.” Her body is completely rigid. 
 
      
 
    I won’t deny her the pain-relief she’s seeking so I dip my head until our lips catch. I graze my mouth against hers and suck on her flesh as I rear my hips back just a little. While she enjoys the diversion of the kiss, I pump my pelvis, hammering straight through her walls. 
 
      
 
    Her pained cry is muffled by my lips as I intensify the kiss for her sake. I give her a moment to recuperate from the shock of having me inside of her. She recovers quickly and soon, I’m fucking her in long, slow strokes. 
 
      
 
    I’m fucking her. Yes, I’m fucking her. 
 
      
 
    She isn’t a virgin anymore. She just lost her cherry on my cock. Pride, lust, awe and a million other emotions fill my blood. I stroke her cheek and our eyes connect in the dim room. 
 
      
 
    “Nicholas…” she breathes, relief in her tone, tension dissipating from her body. She laughs softly, a giddy, happy laugh. 
 
      
 
    I laugh, too. Being in her body is so intense and beautiful. It only augments all the things I already feel for her. 
 
      
 
    We find a rhythm, slow and sensuous. I strum my index along her clit to heighten the sensation. Her legs close tight around my hips as the final filaments of pain fade away, completely replaced by pleasure. And now, I’m fucking her harder, picking up the pace, digging deep into her. Her moans are rising, filling the room.  
 
      
 
    My tempo grows hard and punishing as our bodies slap together. Blakely moans my name, she begs me not to stop fucking her. I lose myself in my lust and my love as her pussy hugs my throbbing cock with each pump. 
 
      
 
    Now, she’s shaking beneath me, wrapping her legs tighter. “I’m coming, Nicholas,” she groans as her body clamps down on mine. As the orgasm sweeps her up in a whirlwind of sensations, I come too, getting swept up right along with her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 28 
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I look different. 
 
      
 
    Leaning close to the mirror, I observe my skin up-close. It bears a healthy flush and it seems to have evened out over the past few days. 
 
      
 
    My eyes seem bigger and brighter, too. And they’re worldlier. Like they’ve seen some stuff…Some toe-curling, back-bending, world-shaking stuff. 
 
      
 
    But I think my smile is the biggest difference. I can’t stop grinning and I don’t want to. There’s a warm feeling in my blood ever since I let Nicholas inside, literally and figuratively. There’s this freedom that comes with abandoning yourself completely to another person, trusting them fully with your body…and your heart. 
 
      
 
    I need to bottle up this emotion and sell it at the spa. It’s the ultimate beauty potion. Me and Isla will be rolling in dough in no time.  
 
      
 
    Nicholas’ Good Lovin’ – available in 250 ml and 475 ml portions. I can see the pretty packaging now. 
 
      
 
    I know, I know…I told him that I only wanted him to take my virginity, that I wasn’t looking for love, that I was only interested in his sex tutelage.  
 
      
 
    But now, I’m crazy about him. At this point, I can’t imagine ever sharing my body with another man. Every time we come together, it’s intimate and passionate, explosive. The chemistry between us is undeniable. And we laugh together. He makes me feel safe. He understands me. I could hide out all day in the little world we’ve built between these four walls.  
 
      
 
    Which is exactly what we plan to do today. It’s Saturday and, for once, I’ve called in sick from the spa (although I’m not sure if being stiff and deliciously achy from Lesson # 2: Doggie Style, is a legitimate illness.) Anyway, I plan to let Nicholas wreck my body with orgasms today and tomorrow. 
 
      
 
    Staying in bed and playing house with my roommate until Monday rolls around? #WeekendGoals. 
 
      
 
    “Blakely, pizza’s here,” Nicholas calls from right outside the bathroom door. 
 
      
 
    I open the door a crack and stick my head out. “Did you pick out the movie?” I’ve made two unsuccessful attempts at watching Dwarf Wars this week. I’m praying that he won’t subject me to that torture again. I swear the only good thing about anime is that I get to watch it while wrapped up in Nicholas’ big strong arms. 
 
      
 
     “I’ve come up with a compromise,” he announces. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yeh?” I ask in a flirtatious tone. “What’s your compromise?” 
 
      
 
    He gives me a boyish smile. “You get to pick the movie if you give me a blowie.” 
 
      
 
    My ears perk up and I open the door the rest of the way. He stands there with his sculpted chest and arms on display. “That’s your idea of a compromise?” I ask in a snarky tone, planting my fists on my waist. 
 
      
 
    He furrows his brow. “Sounds pretty fair to me.” One shoulder juts up. He’s so fucking cute but he’s clueless when it comes to sarcasm. 
 
      
 
    I hook my fingers into the waistband of his sweatpants and pull him into the bathroom. Licking my lips, I sink to my knees. “Well, I don’t know what’s in it for you, but it’s a win-win for me.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 29 
 
    Nicholas 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Blakely rolls her hips, grinding her pussy onto my dick. She leans forward and her nipples graze my bare chest, driving me wild. My hands slide over her ass, spreading those cheeks apart.  
 
      
 
    Her skin is warm and flushed all over. Sweat beads on her forehead. I've lost track of how many orgasms we've shared tonight. This is the lesson three: cowgirl style (the last official lesson, aside from the very, very taboo bonus lesson), I guess we both want it to count. 
 
      
 
    She moans my name as she sits up and gazes down at me, running her fingernails down my chest. I hiss as I watch the space where all nine inches of my shaft get lost in her rippling channel. Just over a week ago, she was a virgin. Now, her little cunt is molded to my dick, stretched out to fit me just right. 
 
      
 
    And now that our lessons are coming to a close, I'm just supposed to stop? Stop kissing her? Stop fucking her? Stop needing her as if she was the only thing holding me together? 
 
      
 
    I promised her I'd be able to walk away. But now that I've had her, can I just turn my back on the truest connection I’ve ever felt? 
 
      
 
    Falling into her is so easy. She makes it so damn easy. 
 
      
 
    I can't keep her. I know that deep down – I'm a neurotic freak – but I've never wanted anything the way I want her. 
 
      
 
    Fuck. Life isn't fair. 
 
      
 
    I stick my thumb in my mouth, wetting it and then run it over her little clit. She hisses, bracing her hands against the headboard and picking up speed, riding me harder.  
 
      
 
    She comes hard, shaking and pulling on her hair. I follow right behind her. She collapses on top of me, cheek pressed to my heart, hands splayed on my chest. In a matter of minutes, she falls asleep in my arms. And it feels good. Way too good. 
 
      
 
    She isn't mine. Why do I have to keep reminding myself? This possessiveness that I feel is out of place. It wasn't part of the plan, it wasn't part of the project.  
 
      
 
    I need to get away from this girl. For her own good. She may get hurt but she has no idea how tarnished I am. I don’t want her to end up tarnished, too. 
 
      
 
    So this time, I'm the one who climbs out of the bed and tiptoes back to my own room because I know that if I let myself spend the night with Blakely in my arms, I'll never let her go.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 30 
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I'm dancing around the kitchen, feeling silly and happy. Goddamn – I'm in love!  
 
      
 
    Yes, I'm in love with my roommate.  
 
      
 
    We're so good together. He's got to feel it too, right? I'm not the only one feeling all this, am I? I think about the way he touched me last night, the way he looked at me...Yeh, he feels it. 
 
      
 
    And I know it isn’t what we agreed to. He agreed to be my sex tutor, nothing more. But things are different now. We’re on the same page, I just know. 
 
      
 
    I sing along to the Ed Sheernan song in my head as I toss a handful of berries into the blender. I image that it's Nicholas saying those words to me, telling me how much he loves my body. I giggle at the thought.  
 
      
 
    Shaking my booty, I hit 'frappé' and watch my fruits transform into a creamy breakfast smoothie. I pop the top off of the cup and take a hearty swallow. Mmm...a smoothie has never tasted this good. It could be the dried plums that I threw in. Or it could be the fact that I'm in L-O-V-E. 
 
      
 
    God, I'm corny. 
 
      
 
    But it doesn't matter because Nicholas likes me just the way I am. At least I think so. 
 
      
 
    And this love thing is really good for my writing business, too. I woke up in the middle of the night and realized that he'd crept out of bed. I grabbed my laptop and started typing. The words just flew off of the tips of my fingers. I'm confident that Taken by my Bad Boy Roommate is my best work yet. Everything thing in my life just flows now. Everything is good. 
 
      
 
    Nicholas pads into the kitchen, wearing jogging shorts low on his hips, his carved torso on glorious display, his hair a tussled mess. "Hey," he says as he tosses his t-shirt over the back of a chair. 
 
      
 
    "Hey!" I chirp as he leans into the fridge and grabs the orange juice. "No, here," I say as I intercept the juice box, setting it on the table. I slide the smoothie into his hand. "Try this." 
 
      
 
    He pauses and gives me a look I can't interpret before taking the smoothie with a sigh. He takes a sip as though it's a great big chore. The crease between his brows, the tension in his jaw. What’s up with the moodiness, Handsome? 
 
      
 
    I try to ignore his sullen demeanor, still riding my love-high. "Tell me that isn't the best smoothie you've ever had," I dare him with a great, big smile.  
 
      
 
    He just shrugs a shoulder and shoves the drink back my way. "It's all right. I don’t like the dried plums." 
 
      
 
    Okay, now he's managed to deflate my bubble and uneasiness is beginning to build in my bones. "You okay?" I ask, examining him closely. 
 
      
 
    He gives me his back as he grabs a glass from the cupboard. "A little tired. That's all." His shoulders are bunched tight and tension pinches his back muscles. 
 
      
 
    I run a hand over his shoulder as he pours out his juice. "Y'know, I'm really good at massages," I offer, "My sister taught me a few things at the spa."  
 
      
 
    Did he just flinch or am I imagining things? 
 
      
 
    "I don't need a massage," he says, sounding defensive. He steps out of my reach and chugs down his juice. He doesn’t even look at me. 
 
      
 
    "Okay..." I drag the word out, completely confused by his behavior.  Last night, he was all over me. Now, this? I'm aching for that connection, to feel close to him again. His weird attitude is starting to sting. "Hey, we should get out of the house tonight. Wanna go catch a movie after work?" I say hesitantly. I hate being so needy but I'm just looking for a way back in with him. 
 
      
 
    He practically chucks his empty glass into the sink. "Not in the mood." Before I can get another word in (and make an even bigger fool of myself), he grabs his t-shirt and stomps out of the kitchen. “Going for a run.” 
 
      
 
    My stupid heart aches when I hear him slam his front door behind him. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 31 
 
    Nicholas 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I wrap my soapy fingers around my cock and jerk it roughly. The sound of the water slapping the ceramic tiles drowns out my grunts. 
 
      
 
    I feel like a fucking idiot. Here I am masturbating when the girl I'm in love with is in the next room, nursing the heart I broke.  
 
      
 
    I want her so bad it hurts. I haven’t touched her for days and my chest literally aches. But I can't have her. I don't deserve her. I never should have touched her in the first place. I never should have kissed her or fucked her or held her hand like we could be something more. And now, we're both hurting. 
 
      
 
    The look in her eye the other day in the kitchen, it still haunts me. I humiliated her. I embarrassed her with my rejection. I felt like the world's biggest asshole but I had to do it because she might be falling for me and I can't let that happen.  
 
      
 
    If she knew better, she’d know that she’s better off without me. 
 
      
 
    My drop my head to the tiles and growl as ropes of come shoot from the tip of my cock. The release does nothing to alleviate my guilt. In fact, I just hate myself even more as I stand there under the stream, trying to catch my breath. 
 
      
 
    I hear the faint sound of the bathroom door popping open and shuffling on the other side of the shower curtain. When I pull the barrier aside, I see Blakely standing there completely naked, red hair falling around her shoulders, curves misty from the steam of the shower. 
 
      
 
    My entire body goes tense. I want to reach out and grab her, pull her to me, hold her, fuck her, love her. And I almost do it, I almost give in. But it wouldn't be fair to her to drag her any deeper into my world. 
 
      
 
    "Blakely, don't do this," I beg, in a husky voice, feeling my defences weaken just from looking at her. That beautiful fiery hair, those perfectly full breasts, her lush hips, her shapely thighs. I want all of her. My cock grows heavy again.  
 
      
 
    She takes a step forward, her eyes on the stiff shaft hanging between my legs. "Nicholas, I..." She steps into the shower, her hands fall to my chest, sliding over my wet skin. She presses kisses to my pecs. Every inch of me cramps with need. She's the only girl I've ever wanted...and I can't have her. 
 
      
 
    I grab her firmly by the wrists to stop her before I do something selfish, something that will hurt both of us in the long run. "Blakely. Don't,” I growl tightly, giving her wrists a rough squeeze. “The project is over. We need to stop." 
 
      
 
    Her eyes shoot up to mine and they shine with the sting of rejection. I know that the water running down her cheeks isn't just from the spray of the shower. 
 
      
 
    She's crying. Because of me. It makes me want to rip my own hair out. 
 
      
 
    "Am I that appalling?" Her voice trembles. "Or am I just horrible in bed? You'd rather jerk off in the shower than be with me?" 
 
      
 
    God no, baby! You’ve got it all wrong! "It's not that simple, Blakely." It's the only explanation I'll offer her. 
 
      
 
    She roughly wipes the tears away from her eyes. "Well...I think I have my answer." 
 
      
 
    With angry movements, she pulls the curtain aside and steps out of the shower. She yanks her towel off of the rack and stomps out of the bathroom, leaving a trail of water and a broken heart behind her.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 32 
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I never knew I could be that desperate. To throw myself at a man the way I did with Nicholas. That's a new low for me. A new low for womankind. 
 
      
 
    But I couldn't stop myself. Nicholas is the only man I've ever felt this way for. I thought that I could let down my guard with him. He's the only man who's made me feel safe since my father died.  
 
      
 
    I gave him my body and my heart and now he wants neither one. 
 
      
 
    Sitting at the kitchen table in my pajamas, I plug in my laptop and open up my email. I had to take the day off from work today. I'm too crushed to play the happy, welcoming yoga studio receptionist. The only reason I even left my room is because it's the middle of a Wednesday afternoon and Nicholas is sure to be at work. I can't face him right now. I wish I knew how to make myself stop thinking about him. 
 
      
 
    My computer automatically connects to messenger and a name pops up on my screen. 
 
      
 
    EllenEdits: B.J. what the fuck?! 
 
      
 
    My eyebrows hike up as I try to figure out what has her so worked up. 
 
      
 
    EllenEdits: This story started out as one of the best romances I've read all year. And now it's just a depressing mindfuck. I'm at 97% with no HEA in sight and I can guarantee that I'm gonna run out of Xanax just to get to the end of it. You have some major rewrites to do or your readers are gonna hate you. 
 
      
 
    BJ Hamilton Writes: it's honest and it's real and if they can't handle it then i don't need them reading my work 
 
      
 
    EllenEdits: Are you serious right now? Your fans deserve a happily ever after. Your characters deserve a happily ever after. 
 
      
 
    Y'know what? I thought I deserved a happily ever after. Instead, I got discarded by the only man I've ever shared my body with. Life isn't fair and my readers need to get with the program. It's unethical for me, as writer to keep feeding them the illusion of true love when Nicholas has completely shredded my belief in the concept.  
 
      
 
    Love is bullshit. And I don't want to be a part of it anymore.  
 
      
 
    EllenEdits: Did that boy go and break your heart, BJ? Is that what this is about?  
 
      
 
    Just as I'm about to tell her that my personal life is none of her business, I hear keys jingling in the lock. Fuck - what's he doing home so early? 
 
      
 
    The door swings open too fast. There's no time to hide. I slam my laptop shut just as Nicholas steps into the room carrying grocery bags. 
 
      
 
    "Hey." Just the sound of his voice does a million things to my body. Heat, rage, desire and sadness roll through me at once.  
 
      
 
    I refuse to meet his eyes, to let him see how much he affects me. "Hey." I focus on gathering up my computer and yanking my charger out of the wall. 
 
      
 
    "I noticed that you ran out of almond butter," he says diplomatically as he sets a jar on the table. 
 
      
 
    I glare at it without looking at him. "You shouldn't have. I'm going to the grocery store tonight." 
 
      
 
    He shrugs. "It's no problem. I figured I'd pick it up since I was already there. Y'know, to make your life a little easier." 
 
      
 
    To make my life easier? Is this guy for real?  
 
      
 
    If you want to make my life easier, help me understand how one minute you have your cock buried so deep in my I can feel it all the way to my heart and the next minute, you won't even touch me. 
 
      
 
    I don't answer. I focus on wrapping up my laptop wire.  
 
      
 
    He continues speaking, trying to force a conversation. "I'm about to do a load of laundry. Let me know if you have any reds."  
 
      
 
    Seriously, Nicholas? Seriously? 
 
      
 
    "Yeh, sure," I mutter, increasingly annoyed by his attempts to ignore the 800-pound gorilla in the room. 
 
      
 
    As I trudge past him, he grabs my arm. I finally look up into his eyes. I hate myself for the flutter of need I feel low in my belly. "They're having a bonfire tonight. Did you hear about that?" He sticks a flyer out to me. "If you aren't doing anything later, we should go. As friends." 
 
      
 
    As friends... 
 
      
 
    Friends don't stab each other in the heart with hot daggers. 
 
      
 
    I swallow back my emotions. "I can't…I have a date." The lie whooshes past my lips before I have a chance to censor it. 
 
      
 
    His eyebrows jump high on his forehead like he can't believe that anyone would actually want to date me. 
 
      
 
    Fuck you, Nicholas!  
 
      
 
    I leave him standing in the kitchen and hurry into my room. I put my laptop on the table and flop into my bed. I cry into my pillow for what feels like hours. I can't believe that things turned out this way. He was the only guy I trusted to give my virginity to and I had to go fall in love with him like a fool. Now my heart is shattered and I still have to live under the same roof with him and face him everyday. God, I’m a fool. 
 
      
 
    When I finally pull myself together, I wipe my face and sponge on a dozen layers of makeup. I put on the shortest, tightest, most scandalous dress I own (a gift from one of Evangeline’s modeling excursions) and a set of heels that scream 'sex'. I stuff a bunch of sweats into an overnight bag and I step out of my room.  
 
      
 
    I cross Nicholas in the hallway, carrying a pile of fresh laundry from the dryer. His eyes scan my body and there's no denying the want written on his face.  
 
      
 
    Good! Eat your heart out, asshole! 
 
      
 
    "You're going on your date?" he asks, doing a quick pivot and following me to the door. 
 
      
 
    "Uh-huh," I say noncommittally.  
 
      
 
    "In that?" His eyes linger on my skimpy excuse for a dress. 
 
      
 
    "Yup." I set my overnight bag down on the door-side table to slide into my jean jacket. 
 
      
 
    He eyes the bag and his chest all but vibrates with anger. "When are you coming back?" 
 
      
 
    I face him with a sigh. "That's really none of your business, Nicholas." 
 
      
 
    He stands there speechless as I grab my bag and step out the door.  
 
      
 
    "Don't forget to lock up," I throw snarkily as the door swings closed. 
 
      
 
    A weird sense of satisfaction comes over me as I make my way to my car. I know that it's immature but seeing that little bit of jealousy on his face is immensely gratifying. Still my vindication is fleeting, quickly replaced by the reality that he doesn't really want me. Yes, he had a little caveman moment but at the end of the day, he's the one who broke things off. 
 
      
 
    Sighing with a heavy heart, I pick up my phone and scroll through the contacts. I hit ‘dial’ and Isla answers after a few rings. "Hey, Blakes." 
 
      
 
    "Hey...I need a place to stay for a few days..." 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 33 
 
    Nicholas 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I didn't sleep that night. 
 
      
 
    Fantasies of Blakely riding me like a crazed cowgirl streamed through my mind, alternating with nightmares of her riding someone else.  
 
      
 
    I almost couldn't take it. Lying there powerless in my bed while she was out with some other man, giving him that sweet little body I marked for myself, practicing the things I taught her.   
 
      
 
    She never came home that night. And she’s been sleeping out frequently ever since. She doesn’t talk to me. She doesn’t look at me. She leaves the house in scant little outfits that should be reserved for the bedroom. My bedroom. Basically, we’re back at square one. Back at that place we were stuck at for weeks after I moved to Reyfield. 
 
      
 
    Is she trying to kill me? 
 
      
 
    I broke that pussy. I took her innocence. And now, I can’t stand the thought of another man fucking her. But I have no right to fight for her. If I love her the way I think I do, I’ll let her be with someone better than me. 
 
      
 
    I look at the clock. Twelve minutes past midnight and she still isn’t back. It’s gonna be one of those nights again, one of those nights when she doesn’t come home. 
 
      
 
    Pacing the living room floor for so long, your legs eventually go numb. And you start to get bags under you eyes for lack of sleep. 
 
      
 
    I can’t do this anymore. 
 
      
 
    Something’s got to change. 
 
      
 
    Tonight. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 34 
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
      
 
    Isla sets a mug of warm matcha tea into my hands and sinks into the bright purple velvet couch across from me.  
 
      
 
    She eyes me solemnly as she pulls a blanket around her shoulders. "Okay," she breathes, "Before I say this, let me preface it by saying that you’re welcome to stay here as long as you like. But you're my sister and I love you and I know that you're not happy here...Blakely, you have to go home." 
 
      
 
    My head throbs. It's been throbbing for the four days that I've been here. This situation with Nicholas is stressing me out. I always knew that if things went south between us, our living situation might get awkward but I didn't know that I'd get hurt this badly. It feels like my heart got caught on barbed wire and it's bleeding out into my ribcage. I can't go home. Every word he says to me is like a boot pressed into my chest. 
 
      
 
    "I can't, Isla," I say in a weak voice, "I can't face him."  
 
      
 
    The other night I barely stopped crying for long enough to pour out my heart to her. I told her everything that happened with Nicholas. She's been helping me keep it together. God knows I would have fallen apart already if it weren’t for her. 
 
      
 
    She sighs. "Has it ever occurred to you that you might have it all wrong? Maybe you’re wrong about Nicholas’ reason for acting the way he did. Maybe there’s more to the story." 
 
      
 
    I roll my eyes. "Yeh, I'm sure he's at home pining over me right now." 
 
      
 
    Isla's face goes stern. "I saw the way he looked at you. I saw the way he kissed you. Those weren't the ways of a man who was just after a few wild nights with you. He cares about you, Blakely...He loves you. You owe it to yourself to figure out why he's pushing you away." 
 
      
 
    I weigh my sister's words. What if she has a point? Am I willing to risk my heart to find out if she’s right? 
 
      
 
    If this was a romance novel, this would be the point in the plot where the protagonist's secret child or his scheming, blackmailing ex is revealed, or the genetic mutation that is slowly frying his cells and transforming him into a werewolf. But my life isn't a romance novel and Nicholas' only excuse for hurting me is that he's an asshole. 
 
      
 
    Isla insists, though. "Think about it, Blakely, think about it long and hard." 
 
      
 
    My mind scans all the morsels of information I know about him and the life he was leading before he came to Reyfield. His family. His mother's string of divorces. His step-sister and the app they built together and sold in exchange for a small fortune. His career. His job at town hall.  
 
      
 
    Nothing. Nothing stands out. No clues as to why he suddenly stopped wanting me. 
 
      
 
    I pull the throw blanket hanging off of the edge of the couch and drape it around my shoulders. All the blood drains from Isla’s face. “Hun, I don’t think you want to be wrapped up in that blanket,” she says with a grimace. 
 
      
 
    I glance down at it confused. It looks perfectly fine to me. “What’s wrong with it?” 
 
      
 
    Her cheeks go red. Isla never blushes.  
 
      
 
    Uh-oh. 
 
      
 
    “Reuben may have fucked me on it the other night when we were hanging out in front of the fireplace. And we may have made a mess.”  
 
      
 
    "What?!" I drop the sheet like it’s radioactive. "Isla!" 
 
      
 
    She scoops it off the floor with wistful eyes. "I can’t tell you how many orgasms I’ve had on that blanket…” Her gaze scans the room. “And on that rug…And with my back pressed against that window…” She titters at my shock-face. “Sorry hun, my house is a sex dungeon. Just thought you should know.” 
 
      
 
    "Maybe I should go home!" I storm toward the guest bedroom in search of my overnight bag. 
 
      
 
    Her laugh bellows down the hall. "Hey – I warned you. You're welcome to stay but it’s at your own risk." 
 
      
 
    Within an hour, I'm in my car.  
 
      
 
    My heart pounds as I drive back to my apartment. The idea of seeing Nicholas again is making me sick with nerves. I have to sit in my parking spot for a few minutes just to get myself together.  
 
      
 
    When I finally push through the front door, the apartment is dark and quiet. Nicholas' running shoes aren't on the welcome mat. His computer isn't sitting on the coffee table. His shirt isn’t hanging off the arm of the couch. 
 
      
 
    An uneasy feeling hits me instantly. 
 
      
 
    Oh god oh god oh god 
 
      
 
    He's gone. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 35 
 
    Nicholas 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    "Hey, Pretty Lady. You must be dehydrated from being so hot. Let me buy you a drink." 
 
      
 
    Emily turns to me, pointing a thumb over her shoulder. "Is this guy for real?" 
 
      
 
    I peek at the suit with the slicked back hair and the new-money smile standing behind her. I'm way too dejected to be amused right now. 
 
      
 
    I think I just rolled my eyes. 
 
      
 
    He tries again. "You'd better get a Sex-on-the-Beach because that's where this night is headed for me and you." 
 
      
 
    Emily tsks, still giving him her back. She speaks as if he isn’t standing right there. "He's not even trying to be clever. Just gross." 
 
      
 
    He slides a hand down the side of her arm until he's cupping her elbow. Emily looks like she's about to strike him with a beer mug. "Baby, you gonna give it to me or what?" 
 
      
 
    Okay. Enough is enough. “Come on, man,” I roar, irritated, "She's a fucking lesbian. Can't you tell?"  
 
      
 
    The guy's eyes go wide with realization as he takes another look at my stepsister. "Aw man," he mutters. Grumbling under his breath, he hangs his head in disappointment and trudges away. 
 
      
 
    Emily breaks into applause next to me, wearing the delight of a proud parent. "There's the misogynistic hero that society expects you to be! I always knew he was in there somewhere under all those layers of indifference!" She dramatically wipes a fake tear from her eye. 
 
      
 
    "Whatever," I grumble, spinning my empty beer mug on the counter in front of me. I'm not in the mood for her ribbing even though she has the best of intentions, just trying to cheer me up. 
 
      
 
    "Jeez." She pounds a fist into my shoulder. "Would you lighten up, Nick?"  
 
      
 
    Lighten up? 
 
      
 
    The girl I'm in love has been getting pounded non-stop by some mysterious small town Casanova who picked up the pieces when I broke her heart.  
 
      
 
    Sorry. I can't ‘lighten up’.  
 
      
 
    Emily downs a gulp of beer, her eyes still on me. "Y'see, all this misery you're going through?" She waves an unsympathetic hand in my direction. "It's all self-inflicted. You've brought it all on yourself." 
 
      
 
    "She's got a new boyfriend," I huff tersely, not at all interested in her lecture. 
 
      
 
    "So what? She gave you her virginity. Trust me – you're the one she wants. She'd dump the new guy for you in a heartbeat." 
 
      
 
    I shake my head. "You just don't get it, Em." 
 
      
 
    "Well, enlighten me. What don't I get?" 
 
      
 
    I grunt. If I tell Emily that the reason I ended things with Blakely is because of my disorder, she'll talk my head off, chastising me until the bartender throws us out at closing call. So I keep my mouth shut, pressed into a flat line. 
 
      
 
    Emily sighs. "Nicholas. She will choose you over the other guy. That's just the way the female heart works. You took her virginity. She has a special place in there just for you." 
 
      
 
    That's part of the problem. Whether she's dating someone new or not, I'm no good for her. Blakely is sweet as cotton candy. She deserves the very best. And the thought of her ruining what might be a good relationship just for the damaged man that I am...I can't let that happen. I don’t expect Emily to understand. 
 
      
 
    My stepsister shakes her head, muttering to herself. "I told you to step up to her and tell her how you felt, but nnnooooo. You chose to be stubborn. And now, you're moping around like somebody just hacked your mainframe and planted a virus in your source code." 
 
      
 
    What? 
 
      
 
    I look at her and chuckle. "Okay. Enough love advice from you, Emily. Can we just sit here quietly so I can mope with dignity?" I feel bad enough as it is. I don’t need her rubbing my predicament in my face. 
 
      
 
    “No!” she shouts defiantly. “I will not let you mope with dignity. I will shame you into admitting that you’re wrong, you’re lying to yourself. I’m tired of tiptoeing around the issue, Nicholas. It’s time to face it head on.” 
 
      
 
    I glance at her out of the corner of my eye as she pulls up her phone and dials a few numbers. I grab the bartender’s attention and order another round of beers because what else am I good for, really? 
 
      
 
    Emily’s voice bellows out. “Hello Christina…” she says in a sour tone and my blood runs acidic in my veins. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck!” I mouth, staring her down.  
 
      
 
    She’s speaking to my mother. My mother. Come on, Emily. That’s low, even for you.  
 
      
 
    She ignores my grimace and continues. “Yes, I’m sitting here with your son, watching him sabotage the one relationship he’s ever invested himself in and I think that it’s time you finally tell him the truth.” 
 
      
 
    My eyebrows furrow. What the hell is she talking about? 
 
      
 
    Emily’s eyes roll into her skull. “Don’t play dumb with me, lady. I know the real reason your first marriage ended, and your second, and your third. Your poor son has been walking around all these years with the burden of thinking that his disorder was the reason for all of your failed relationships. He thinks that he doesn’t deserve love. You’ve got to tell him the truth. Now! Tell him why you can’t keep a man.” 
 
      
 
    I can’t just sit here and listen to this. I need to know what Emily’s getting at. I grab the phone from her and bring it to my ear.  
 
      
 
    “Mom, what the hell is Emily talking about? What is it that I don’t know?” 
 
      
 
    My mother’s voice trembles on the other end of the line. “I always hated that little bitch!” she mutters. I hear the familiar sound of ice cubes clinking against the sides of her favorite crystal tumbler as she enjoys her nightly scotch. 
 
      
 
    “Stop beating around the bush,” I say, eyes glued to my stepsister, “Tell me what’s going on!” 
 
      
 
    My mother growls. “Is that anyway to talk to your m—” 
 
      
 
    “Stop stalling” I demand. 
 
      
 
    The woman snarls. “I’m a lesbian, goddammit! I’m a fucking lesbian! The feeling of a man’s hands on my body makes my skin crawl! The thought of lying with a man makes me sick! There! Are you and the devil's little pale-ass spawn happy now?" 
 
      
 
    Everything in my world freezes. My head spins. Whoa! 
 
      
 
    “You’re a lesbian? That’s why your marriages fell apart?” 
 
      
 
    “Fuck you for judging me, Nicholas!” she spits out. 
 
      
 
    I shake my head in disbelief. “I don’t care that you’re a lesbian. But how could you let me go all these years thinking that I was the reason no man wanted to stay with you, that I was too fucked up to love?” 
 
      
 
    I hear her take a loud swallow. I imagine her in her floor-length pink satin duster, holding her tumbler of scotch daintily between her thumb and forefinger as she speaks. “It was the fucking ‘80s. My parents were high-society. Your father’s family was rich. There was a lot of stigma surrounding homosexuality. Our family’s arranged the marriage. I went along with it because what choice did I have? And when you came along a few years later, all lanky and strange…I don’t know, okay? Once you came along, I didn’t have to face the truth anymore. Yes, you put a strain on my marriage, but it was already cracked open long before you made your appearance.” 
 
      
 
    I’m hot with rage, betrayal stinging my lungs. “You just let me believe…” my words trail off. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, okay! It was easier to blame it on you than to accept responsibility for it.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes turn to Emily. “And how did you know?” 
 
      
 
    She holds up her hands defensively and leans close to the receiver. “I’ve only known for a few weeks!” she says. “I say her at a Meet-Up for women in the closet. I went to offer support to a friend. And she was there.” 
 
      
 
    “Is that true?” I ask my mother. 
 
      
 
    She sighs. “It’s true.” 
 
      
 
    “This is fucking insane.” I feel like everything I’ve ever known about myself and my worth just got shot to shit. I guess I should feel free now that I know the truth but instead, I just feel like a stranger to my own self. 
 
      
 
    My mother continues to ramble on in her drunk slur but I just end the call and toss the phone to Emily. 
 
      
 
    “Y’see, Nicholas –” 
 
      
 
    I get out of my seat so brusquely that my stool topples over. “Don’t!” I growl, jabbing my pointer in her direction. “Just don’t!” 
 
      
 
    She calls my name as I stomp out the door. Yeh, I left her with the tab. I hear she has a few million sitting in the bank so I think she’ll manage just fine. 
 
      
 
    Shock still pulses through my body but now, I’m filled with remorse too. I built my self-image on a lie, a lie told by my mother, a lie that cost me the only woman I’ve ever loved. 
 
      
 
    And now it’s too late to do anything about it. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 36 
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    This isn’t healthy. 
 
      
 
    He’s gone. I should be trying to forget him. Instead, I spend every free minute Internet stalking him. And the information about him is scant, at best. His Facebook profile is barren. He hasn’t posted in months. Same with LinkedIn. Google searches don’t reveal much, either. 
 
      
 
    So I end up digging around on the website for Conquer : For Aspies. The site describes the app as a cognitive aid designed to help people with Asperger’s and other autism spectrum disorders to choose appropriate communication cues and social responses.  
 
      
 
    According to the website, Asperger’s disorder is a neurobiological developmental disorder on the higher-functioning end of the autism spectrum. Symptoms vary from person to person, presenting as mild in some while severe in others. The disorder is most commonly characterized by deficiencies in social interaction and nonverbal communication. Because of their odd behavior and failure to observe social norms, aspies are often ostracized and bullied by others. Although most aspies are educated in the mainstream education system, many also require additional special cognitive and behavior training.  
 
      
 
    Reading that description breaks my heart. I can relate, though. I know firsthand how hard it is to feel like you’re on the outside looking in just because you’re a bit different. I’ve always been shy and self-conscious, mainly due to my blindingly-red hair and the freckles littered all over my skin. It’s funny, though, because when Nicholas would put his arms around me, my strangeness didn’t matter to me anymore. He made me forget about all the things that made me different. I felt safe in our little world.  
 
      
 
    And then he left, and I realized that that sense of security was a lie. 
 
      
 
    On a heavy sigh, I bring my attention back to the website. There’s a long section listing off several examples of how Conquer: For Aspies can help Asperger’s sufferers. But it’s the section that drills down on the symptoms of Asperger’s Syndrome that really captures my attention. As I read through it, it starts to remind me of Nicholas. 
 
      
 
    Difficulty making and maintaining eye contact. 
 
      
 
    Check. I remember that day in the hallway when he told me that looking into someone’s eyes felt like staring into their soul without permission. I’d agreed wholeheartedly with that statement. 
 
      
 
    Flat affect and lack of facial expressions. 
 
      
 
    Check. Nicholas’ face is always so difficult to read. He always has this ‘game face’ on which makes it impossible to gauge what he’s thinking. 
 
      
 
    Difficulty understanding personal space and other boundaries. 
 
      
 
    Check again. Nicholas definitely has an issue with understanding personal boundaries. I remember when he went snooping through my laptop and found my manuscript. He couldn’t seem to understand why his invasion of my privacy upset me. 
 
      
 
    Plus, there was the day when we met outside of the bookstore. His leg brushed against mine under the table. I was dying of discomfort and he seemed cool as a cucumber. 
 
      
 
    Difficulty understanding sarcasm and implied meanings. 
 
      
 
    Oh god. Don’t get me started. 
 
      
 
    The more symptoms I read, the more obvious it becomes to me – Why didn’t I realize this before? – Nicholas has Asperger’s Syndrome.  
 
      
 
    My heart goes tight immediately. Could that be the reason why he refused to carry on a relationship with me? Is that why he ran away? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 37 
 
    Nicholas 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I’m lying across my bed, feeling utterly useless. I’ve never felt so unmotivated in my life. I glance across at the army of pill bottles sitting on my bedside table. The medical profession tells me that those bottles hold the solution to my problems.  
 
      
 
    I know better. 
 
      
 
    Nothing else will make me feel better. Nothing but holding Blakely in my arms again.  
 
      
 
    I miss that girl. I miss her shy smile, her green crystal eyes, her wild red curls. I miss the way her fingers feel on my skin. I miss the way she looks laying beneath me, primed and ready for me. 
 
      
 
    Fuck – I thought that going to Reyfield would uncomplicate my life. I went there in search of reprieve. But now, I’m more twisted up than ever. I don’t know how I’m going to put myself back together again. This time, I’m out of ideas. 
 
      
 
    My laptop starts ringing, indicating that a Facetime call is coming through. I almost ignore it. Emily’s been trying to reach out to me ever since that night at the bar. But I need space and time to get my thoughts in order. I just learned the truth – my parents didn’t divorce because of me. I wasn’t so unlovable that my father chose to walk away. But knowing the truth isn’t exactly a magic solution. In some ways, it makes me feel worse. It makes me feel like an idiot for throwing Blakely away based on a false premise. It makes me hate my mother for making me hate myself.  
 
      
 
    And does the fact that my Asperger’s wasn’t the reason for my parents’ split automatically erase the fact that I’m a socially-awkward freak who relies on an entire pharmacy of drugs just to function somewhat normally? No, not really. I still behave inappropriately in social situations. I still say the wrong things. React in the wrong ways. I could still embarrass her in public. Fail to be there for her in the ways that she needs me. I might still end up letting her down. I wouldn’t be able to forgive myself for doing that. 
 
      
 
    So, yeh, I have some things to work out before I can just go back to drinking beers and chatting with Emily at the bar like nothing’s changed. 
 
      
 
    But thank god I glance up at my computer anyway because it’s Blakely’s name flashing on the screen. 
 
      
 
    I prop myself up on pillows and run a hand through my messed up hair. My heart riots in my chest. I just want to see her. To hear her. 
 
      
 
    “Hey Blakely,” I say as I answer the call. 
 
      
 
    But the sight of her is like a punch to the gut. Her nose is red and her eyes shine from crying. Something’s wrong. Something’s wrong with my pretty girl. I swear to god – if that new guy hurt her in anyway, I’m gonna –  
 
      
 
    “You have Asperger’s…” 
 
      
 
    She blurts out the words. The accusation in her tone slices through me and her expression is one I never wanted to see on her face. It’s pure disgust. 
 
      
 
    She’s disgusted by me. 
 
      
 
    That was always my biggest fear. That she would find out about this and she would be disgusted by me. Just like I thought my father was. Just like my mother told me her legion of ex-husbands had been. 
 
      
 
    I sit there silent, ashamed, and she sobs quietly wiping her eyes with a tissue as fresh tears spill down her cheek. “Got nothing to say?” she asks sharply, her voice cracking. 
 
      
 
    “Blakely – I should have told you–” 
 
      
 
    “Yeh, you should have told me,” she spits out bitterly, “You should have told me instead of running away from me…That is why you ran away, isn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    All my emotions bubble up to the surface. I curl my fingers into fists in an attempt to keep my shit together. “I get it. You’re mad that I didn’t tell you. You’re mad that I let you get involved with me without telling you that I have this repulsive disorder. I didn’t deserve to have you in any way. But I got greedy. I’m sorry. I should have never touched you –” 
 
      
 
    She laughs resentfully, shaking her head as if in disbelief. “What?!” 
 
      
 
    “It was wrong of me to take your virginity knowing how broken I am.” 
 
      
 
    “Shut the fuck up!”  
 
      
 
    Her eyes are narrow, her lips pulled tight. Her outburst surprises me. She has my full attention now.  
 
      
 
    “You are absolutely clueless, Nicholas!” Her sadness has fully morphed into rage. “I’m mad that you thought you couldn’t tell me. Like you thought I’d reject you if I knew the truth. You thought you were broken so to avoid talking about the ‘problem’, you broke me. That’s what I’m mad about, Nicholas! I gave you my body and whether you wanted it or not, I gave you my heart. I put all of my trust in you. And you didn’t trust me! You couldn’t see that I wouldn’t give up on you over a simple fucking diagnosis probably made by a group of fucking shrinks who don’t know you the way I do, who’ve never seen the sides of you that you showed me. I would never give up on you just because you have Asperger’s!” 
 
      
 
    She’s shaking now as she sobs and my heart feels like its being crushed by my guilt. She’s right. I never gave her a chance to decide for herself if she wanted to be with me. I made that decision for her without giving her a say. 
 
      
 
    But, I did it to protect her. She doesn’t know what it’s like to be with a person who has Asperger’s. She may think that she can handle it. But she can’t. I can’t love her the way she deserves. I can’t connect with her on the level that she needs. As much as I want her, I can’t be with her. 
 
      
 
    “Blakely, I made the right decision. It’s killing me. Can’t you see that? But it was the right decision. I’m not the man you need. I can’t be the man you need.” 
 
      
 
    She sniffles one last time. “We’re both better together than we are apart and if you can’t see that, then you’re a fool...” 
 
      
 
    Her face disappears from the screen when she disconnects the call. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 38 
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The past few weeks have been hell for me. Since Nicholas left I’ve been falling deeper and deeper into my funk. I haven’t been taking care of myself, I’ve been eating pure junk, I haven’t been in touch with my friends. 
 
      
 
    It hurts so bad that the man who holds all of my secrets, knows all of my weaknesses, he didn’t trust me enough to believe that I could do the same for him.  
 
      
 
    Yes, there’s a lot of stigma around mental illness. People make lots of inaccurate judgments about someone when they reveal that they’re suffering from a disease of the mind. But I thought that Nicholas knew me better than to think that I was that superficial.  
 
      
 
    I take a greedy swallow of wine as thunder rolls in the distance and raindrops beat against the windowpane. A flash of lightning sparks up the sky and I pull my sheets up to my chin. I think I’m getting a headache. Or maybe it’s my anxiety thumping in my body. All I know is that it feels like my heart’s been scooped out and replaced with a hollow drum. My stomach’s upset, too. I really wish hadn’t spent the past few days drinking cheap red wine and watching sappy chick flicks.  
 
      
 
    I’m startled when I hear the front door open, banging loudly into the wall. I sit up straighter in my bed, clutching the sheets. I’m too hung over to rush to out of bed and inspect the situation.  
 
      
 
    A shadowy figure appears in the doorway, water dripping from his drenched clothes. Nicholas takes a step forward and light from the streetlamp outside illuminates his face. 
 
      
 
    Time freezes as we stare at each other.  
 
      
 
    My heart is beating so hard, it hurts. He’s here. He’s standing right in front of me. I don’t know what it means but I can’t help the hopefulness fluttering in my stomach. 
 
      
 
    He digs a hand into his bag and pulls out a little clear bottle full of pale green pills. He slaps it onto the dresser. "Sertraline," he says, "it helps with the anxiety but I don't take it everyday because it literally gives me the shakes. And it makes food taste like cardboard." He sets a bottle of white capsules next to it. “Methylphenidate keeps the OCD under control…for the most part.” He sighs. “Then there's desipramine and nortriptyline for the depression." His eyes fill with shame as he gives the bottles a shake. "I should probably be taking these, because giving you up is the most depressing thing I've ever done...” His voice drops to a whisper. “I want you so bad there’s no way to even explain it,” his voice cracks, “but it’s not just Asperger's, Blakely. It's a whole lot of shit." 
 
      
 
    I climb out of bed, approaching him one tentative step after the other. Standing on my tiptoes, I pull off his glasses and set them next to the pill bottles. I cup my hands on his cheeks and look straight into those dark eyes. "Your flaw isn't that you have Asperger's, Nicholas. Your flaw is that you think your Asperger’s makes you unlovable." 
 
      
 
    He gives my words a moment to sink in. I don’t break his gaze and when he tries to look away, I redirect his attention to me because I want him to know how much I mean this. “Blakely…” he groans, “I want you. More than I’ve ever wanted anything. But I’m going to break you.” Seeing his vulnerability tears straight through my heart. But it lets me know that I can be vulnerable with him, too. 
 
      
 
    “I’m broken without you,” I whisper. “You make me stronger. You make me bold. You make me like who I am. Nicholas, please – I need you to see that. You’ve changed my life in so many ways. All of them good.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not like the guys you know, the good regular guys who can give you all the nice, normal things you need.  
 
      
 
    I smile softly, his words sounding silly to me. “Why would I choose ‘regular’ when I can have you? Okay, I get. Some doctor put a whole bunch of labels on you. But so what? It doesn't change how I feel around you."  
 
      
 
    "How do you feel around me?" There’s so much pain in his tone. 
 
      
 
    "When I'm with you, I feel like I've finally busted through my cocoon. I feel like maybe I can fly.” 
 
      
 
    “You don’t understand–"  
 
      
 
    I cut him off unapologetically. “I’m not all that different from you. Why can’t you see that? I’m socially awkward, I can’t maintain eye contact, I’d rather hide out with you than be anywhere else." 
 
      
 
    He exhales a long breath, accepting that he’s not going to change my mind. His thumb trails across my bottom lip. “Fuck, I don’t want to do without you.” 
 
      
 
    Tears blur my vision. “Well, you don’t have to.” 
 
      
 
    And just like that, all the passion we’ve been restraining explodes. 
 
      
 
    Our lips collide with urgency and lust. His hands are in my hair, pulling, tugging, getting lost. He angles my head, fucking my mouth roughly. 
 
      
 
    He walks me backward until I bump into the bed and fall onto it. He’s on top of me in an instant. His weight crushes me into the mattress. I’m as wet as an umbrella in a rainstorm.  
 
      
 
    Argh – what a horrible metaphor… 
 
      
 
    Fuck it. I can't come up with insightful figures of speech when I'm this horny. 
 
      
 
    We fumble about in the dark, completely unwilling to take our hands off of each other. I peel the wet clothes off of his body. He yanks my t-shirt over my head and smooths his hands down my sides.  
 
      
 
    He kisses me all over, whispering against my skin, telling me how happy is to have me in his arms. I reach for a condom from my bedside draw, so eager to have him inside. I’ve been away from him for too long. At this point, I don’t want an inch of separation between us. He sheathes himself quickly. 
 
      
 
    Nicholas grips the sheets beside my head as he fucks me, hard and deep, each stroke bursting with passion. He hits me in all the right places, he says all the right words, he touches me just the way I need it. And when we orgasm together, it’s loud and primal and so, so satisfying. 
 
      
 
    He collapses next to me and we hold each other, tangled in the bed sheets, listening to the rain and the sound of our synchronous breathing. 
 
      
 
    “I’d give you anything, Blakely. Anything you want, anything you need…” he whispers and my heart stops. 
 
      
 
    I roll over in the sheets and he looks afraid.  
 
      
 
    But hopeful. And open. And genuine. Everything I’ve wanted him to be. 
 
      
 
    I touch his cheek with my hand, looking deep into his soul. “Oh, Nicholas. You’re everything that I need.” I pull his arms around my waist and place kisses against the humid skin of his chest. I hear his audible sigh of relief as he lets go of the breath he’d be holding onto. 
 
      
 
    He presses his lips to my scalp, holding me tight. “I just want you to be happy.” 
 
      
 
    “I am happy,” I say, “Now that you’re here…” I exhale and settle into his warmth. “But you do owe me a lesson, though.” I look up at him and his eyebrow hitches in the darkness. I giggle into his chest. “Yup – my bonus lesson. Lesson four: Anal.” 
 
      
 
    His cock gallops between us. “Shit…” he hisses as he flips me onto my back and climbs on top of me. “I won’t keep you waiting…”  
 
      
 
    I spread my legs for him. “Don’t keep me waiting, baby.”  
 
      
 
    I watch as he soaks his index and middle fingers with his tongue. “Lesson four,” he breathes as his fingers stroke my eager asshole before pressing inside, “Anal...” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 39 
 
    Nicholas 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Blakely flips casually through the loose-leaf pages sitting in her lap. She’s proofreading her latest manuscript, Taken by my Bad Boy Tax Consultant. 
 
      
 
    Her book titles are utterly ridiculous. Her series has legions of raving fans and dedicated buyers, though so I guess the joke’s on me. 
 
      
 
    Hearing my soft laugh, she looks up at me. She’s curious. I grin at her, trying to keep my expression neutral. She touches her hand to my cheek and kisses my lips. I squeeze her hand, so grateful that she’s here with me. 
 
      
 
    She’s done everything to show me that she’s committed to making this work. She even dropped everything and flew all the way out here to California to come to doctor Howard’s with me. When I told him that I have a girlfriend and that I really want this relationship to last, he recommended a few couples’ therapy sessions. This is the first one.  
 
      
 
    I still can’t believe that she’s sitting here with me, that she didn’t bolt when she found out how messed up I am. I kiss her knuckles and she looks at me like she’s about to melt. My cock twitches just at her expression. 
 
      
 
    My girl is so fucking beautiful. I consider myself lucky that she’s even willing to give ‘us’ a chance. She says that she can handle my condition. Well, this is the ultimate test. 
 
      
 
    “Nicholas Sullivan?” 
 
      
 
    I look up at the short woman holding a clipboard to her chest. I nod. 
 
      
 
    “The doctor will see you now,” she says with a smile. She points at the open door at the far end of the corridor. 
 
      
 
    I feel Blakely’s body shift. She’s nervous, think. I can feel her tight energy. I read her better than I’ve ever read anyone else. Maybe because I never cared what anyone was thinking until her. But despite her reservations, she holds my hand tightly. “Let’s go,” she says with calm assurance. She stands, wiggling her arm to coax me to my feet. 
 
      
 
    I rise and she leads the way down the hall to the doctor’s office. She twists her hands and shakes them out as she walks, taking deep, centering breaths. A wave of guilt sweeps over me. I shouldn’t be putting her through this. I grip her shoulder from behind, halting her movements. 
 
      
 
    "Blakely, if this isn't what you signed up for, then I understand." 
 
      
 
    She watches me with steely eyes. "Are you kidding me? I'm here, Nicholas. You've got me in your corner." 
 
      
 
    Filaments of doubt still linger in my gut. 
 
      
 
    Blakely takes my hand. "I read somewhere once that the underlying theme of every great romance novel is 'love conquers all'. That can be true for our story too.” She grins. “For the longest time, I was locked. Nobody could get to me because I was shut tight. But you came and you managed to find a way to squeeze inside. And now, I'm wide open for you. I want you to feel safe like that with me, too.”  
 
      
 
    I take a moment to look at her – I mean really look at her – and that’s when I know that it’s fine, it’s safe to share this part of myself with her. She’s so perfect for me.  
 
      
 
    “Man – I fucking love you,” I blurt out, shocking her and shocking the hell out of myself. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes go wide and she stalls for a moment. And I fear that I’ve just fucked everything up with my big, out-of-control, uncensored mouth. But then, the biggest smile tears across her face and her cheeks light up with a deep blush. “I love you, too,” she whispers shyly. 
 
      
 
    My heart does an acrobatic move I can’t even describe when I hear the words. I lean down and cup her face in my hands. I kiss her hard, not caring about all the people milling about around us. She’s all that matters anyway. When we pull apart, it’s like a whole new universe has unfolded around me.  
 
      
 
    I’m going to marry this girl someday. 
 
      
 
    The thought jolts me and the rest of my life quickly flashes before my eyes. Blakely Hamliton is in every scene. 
 
      
 
    "Now let's get this therapy session over with so we can get home." She walks on toward the doctor’s office. “I’ve got writer’s block so you know what that means – it’s gonna be a long night, guinea pig.” She tosses a wink over her shoulder and I can’t help but reach down and pinch her ass. 
 
      
 
    I’ve got the prettiest, funniest, smartest girl in the cosmos lying in my bed every night, begging for my cock, my mouth, my heart. And she tells the whole world about it, writing about our sex life all in vivid detail and making a cold hard cash from it. 
 
      
 
    Damn – I’m the luckiest bastard alive. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Epilogue 
 
    Blakely 
 
      
 
    18 months later… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    "Come on!" Nicholas yells as he grabs my arm and as dashes past the tall, tangled hedges. 
 
      
 
    Shrieking, I sprint behind him up the walkway toward the tiny, yellow brick house nestled behind the overgrown bushes. Holding fast to the hoodie of my windbreaker, I run straight through a huge puddle of muddy water, splashing my pants in the process. 
 
      
 
    Fantastic!  
 
      
 
    I double over at the top of the stairs, cold and wet and breathless, trying to compose myself. "This was such a bad idea," I grumble bitterly.  
 
      
 
    Nicholas had insisted on going for a run despite the heavy rainclouds that had been weighing down the sky all morning. As soon as we hit Pomelo Street, it had started coming down and in ten seconds flat, it was a torrential downpour. Now, he stands back on the balls of his heels, totally unaffected while I feel like I'm about to pass out in a breathless, hypothermic heap. 
 
      
 
    He flicks a wrist dismissively. "Ah, it's just a little rain." 
 
      
 
    I'm trying not to be rotten right now but he is truly pissing me off. You see, yesterday was my birthday and he didn't even mention it. It’s well-known that people with Asperger's have a hard time with birthdays, anniversaries and other special occasions. They just don't get the importance of them. I know that Nicholas loves me. He shows me in the little things he does.  
 
      
 
    So right now, I have to remember not to be a surly, passive aggressive bitch. 
 
      
 
    The past 18 months have been wonderful. And challenging. But without a doubt, they've been worth it. We've both grown in incredible ways as individuals and as a couple. I've learned to believe in myself and be confident in my worth. Nicholas is becoming more comfortable with his condition and he doesn’t go out of his way to hide it anymore. And together, we've been unstoppable. I'm now consistently earning five figures a month from my writing and the Taken Series has an unbelievable crowd of die-hard fans always clamouring for the next release. I'm living my dream. I wouldn't have been able to do it without Nicholas. Not only has he been my willing muse and the most awesome inspiration a girl could ask for, but he also joined forces with Emily and developed Conquer: For Writers. It's an amazing cognitive aid for writer's block and tech giants are already putting in very handsome offers to buy it. 
 
      
 
    (And by the way, I eventually had to come out and tell my friends about my writing because when I gifted Isla a gorgeous Coach purse for Christmas, she staged an intervention for me after managing to convince herself that I was either dealing drugs or sitting at the top of a very elaborate pyramid scheme. Now, she's BJ Hamilton's biggest fan, demanding advance copies of every book and pimping the hell out of my writing to her yoga students.) 
 
      
 
    So basically, everything is amazing. Nicholas and I are living our very own fairy tale. Except that every now and then, he skips buying me a card on a holiday. You know what? I can live with that. 
 
      
 
    I look over at him and smile. "I love you." 
 
      
 
    He walks over, pulls me to him and plants his mouth on mine. "I love you." 
 
      
 
    Our lips press together again and his hands run down over my ass, weighing each handful in turn. I feel my pussy coming to life. I thread my fingers in his wet hair as the kiss grows passionate.  
 
      
 
    A car horn in the distance jolts me out of my trance, reminding me that we’re making out on some stranger's front porch. "Shit – we need to get out of here before the neighbors call the cops."  
 
      
 
    "Ah, where's your sense of adventure?" He chuckles as he walks over to the front window, shielding his eyes to peek in. He casually jiggles the handle of the front door and it opens. 
 
      
 
    I slap my hand over my mouth. "Oh my god – what are you doing?" Another thing about Aspies is that they tend to be a bit impulsive. But this goes way beyond impulsive and straight into dangerous territory. 
 
      
 
    He steps inside. "Let's go warm up," he calls over his shoulder and suddenly, he's Goldilocks and I'm terrified of what will happen when the three (or four or five) bears get home. 
 
      
 
    "Get out of there," I scold, backing away toward the stairs.  
 
      
 
    No answer. 
 
      
 
    “Babe! Get out of there! Now!” 
 
      
 
    Long silence. 
 
      
 
    "Blakely, you've got to check this library out," he calls finally, "These people are BJ Hamilton superfans. They have the entire Taken Series in paperback!" 
 
      
 
    Well, that sparks my curiosity.  
 
      
 
    I step through the front door, totally Goldilocking it up myself. I mean if these homeowners have bought each of my books, they won’t be that mad to come home and find me in their living room, right? And yup, there's a bookshelf stocked with my books. I gape at it in awe. “What the –?” 
 
      
 
    "SURPRISE!!!"  
 
      
 
    I yelp, nearly emptying my bladder on the foyer's dark wood floors when all my family and friends pop up from around the corner.  
 
      
 
    Eva and Annaleigh with Prescott, too. Isla and Reuben. Even Wesley and Emily are standing here grinning at me, taking turns hugging the fuck out of me. 
 
      
 
    That's when I notice the shimmery tin foil banner in the living room, hanging over a table of my favorite junk foods (including cotton candy). 'I DIDN'T FORGET YOUR BIRTHDAY! ', it announces in bright colors. 
 
      
 
    Gasping for air, I glance over my shoulder at Nicholas for an explanation.  "What the hell is going on?" 
 
      
 
    He's bursting with pride for having pulled this off. "Happy Birthday, Princess." He gathers me in his arms and kisses me.  
 
      
 
    "I thought you forgot..." Now, I feel bad for having been hasty and prejudging him. 
 
      
 
    "Never." 
 
      
 
    I pull back and look around the room. "Wait – whose house is this?" Whoever owns this place has impeccable taste. Upholstered sectionals, geometric tables. And look, they have a throw blanket just like the one that mysteriously went missing from our apartment a few weeks ago.  
 
      
 
    Nicholas looks at me and says something I was not expecting.  "This is our house, Blakely." 
 
      
 
    “Our house?” My head snaps left and right. Things begin to look familiar. Some of Nicholas’ Dwarf Warrior memorabilia on the living room shelves. Pictures of us sitting on the coffee table. My mother’s ceramic vase on the kitchen table.  
 
      
 
    “Aren't you sick of living in that rundown apartment?” Nicholas asks. That’s a rhetorical question if I’ve ever heard one. 
 
      
 
    “Our house…” The idea begins to settle in. I walk around, cooing and taking everything in as my guests snicker at my reaction. Several smartphones are aimed in my direction, recording. I don't care. This is the best moment ever and I won’t mind getting to play it back a few million times in vivid color. 
 
      
 
    When I spin around to Nicholas again, he's down on one knee. Oh my god.  
 
      
 
    "What do you say, Princess? Will you be my roommate? Forever? Will you marry me?" He holds a glittering diamond ring out to me. 
 
      
 
    I giggle with tears in my eyes as I sink to my knees in front of him.  
 
      
 
    This guy…This guy… 
 
      
 
    He’s everything. I’m so glad I met him. So glad I fell in love with him. So glad I had the courage to fight for him when it mattered most. 
 
      
 
    "I'll be anything you want me to, babe." 
 
      
 
    I mean it – I'll be his roommate, his friend, his lover, his confidente. I'll be his wife. 
 
      
 
    Forever.  
 
      
 
    THE END <3 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Quick note from the author: 
 
      
 
    Oh my god! 
 
      
 
    I’m about to drop. It was really overambitious of me to promise you two books five days apart. But rest assured that Dirty Farmer will be up for sale as promised. I’m about to get my caffeine IV all set up and we’ll be good to go. Lol.  
 
      
 
    That said, I’m going to take a break from pre-orders just to see how it goes because those things are crushing (although they do keep an author disciplined). So no, there isn’t a pre-order link at the back of this book, but rest assured that Dirty Silver and Dirty Forever are currently in progress and I can’t wait to bring them to you this summer! Stay up to date with my progress by joining Dirty Folks, my Facebook reader group: https://www.facebook.com/groups/368971220152406/ 
 
      
 
    Anyway, I’m so happy that you’ve read Dirty Lover. I’m in love with Blakely and Nicholas. I love how much they had in common without even realizing it, I love that they were both oddballs and what I love most is how they learned to embrace their weirdness and each other to find their happily ever after. I hope you found something special about them to love, too. 
 
      
 
    Thanks for your continued support :) 
 
      
 
    Cheers, 
 
    Cassie-Ann xoxo 
 
      
 
    P.S.: Don’t forget that Dirty Farmer will be available in just a few days so keep an eye on Amazon for it! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Dirty Silver (The Dirty Suburbs Series – Book 7) 
 
      
 
    [image: ]   
 
      
 
    Evangeline 
 
      
 
    I lied, okay?  
 
      
 
    My family and friends think that I'm traipsing across Europe dominating one runway after the next and amassing a small fortune. But the truth is I'm in New York City, on stage at the auction, about to sell off my body to the highest bidder just to pay off the outrageous debt that I owe to my modeling agency. I’m only 22 but apparently, I’m already past my prime. 
 
      
 
    I’m scared and I’m humiliated. Still, I know that one month with a wealthy stranger will solve all my problems.  
 
      
 
    But the last person I expect to be placing bids on my (non-existent) virginity is Raphael Silver, my father's sexy and filthy rich best friend.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Raphael 
 
      
 
    I miss the good old days when closing a business deal meant cracking open a bottle of aged scotch with a rich old bastard in the VIP section of an upscale Manhattan strip club. But, this young, trust fund brat wants to take it up a notch.  
 
      
 
    That's how I ended up at this ultra-exclusive sex club, watching idiot billionaires bid at a virginity auction. This place is sleazy, even for me. I'm not the type of man who gets off on ‘paying for play’. Still, I'll go along with it just to get this new client.  
 
      
 
    But the last person I expect to see on that stage in a sparkly little outfit is Evangeline Brooks, my best friend’s way-too-young, way-too-tempting daughter. I can't help but notice that she's all grown up but I'll be damned if I let one of these scumbags get their hands on her. 
 
      
 
    I’ll do anything to protect her, even if it means buying her for myself. 
 
      
 
      
 
    COMING SOON. 
 
      
 
    Join Dirty Folks, my exclusive Facebook group, for updates. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Dirty Forever (The Dirty Suburbs Series – Book 8 ) 
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    The much-anticipated conclusion to the Dirty Suburbs series 
 
      
 
    Gracie 
 
      
 
    "Did he cheat?"  
 
      
 
    That's the first question women ask when they learn that I'm separated from my husband. I always offer them a weak smile and assure them that, no, Daniel didn't cheat on me. The man is a lot of things, but unfaithful isn't one of them.  
 
      
 
    So then, naturally, the next question that comes to their mind is, did I cheat? Thankfully, they usually have enough couth to refrain from asking that one out loud.  
 
      
 
    The reality is that neither of us were unfaithful. We found a host of much more inventive ways to break each other's hearts. 
 
      
 
    But I'm just about sick of crying myself to sleep every night. And I hate the look of despondency on his face every time he comes over to pick up our son for the weekend. 
 
      
 
    We've both suffered for long enough. It's time to end this madness.  
 
      
 
    One of us has to be the bad guy. I guess that's gonna have to be me. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Daniel 
 
      
 
    "Are you dating?" 
 
      
 
    That's the first question women ask me when they learn that I'm separated from my wife. Hell no, I'm not dating. And neither is she. I swear – I'd kill any man that gets near my Grace. 
 
      
 
    People in this town assume that my marriage is over. But they don't know the lengths I'd go to for that woman. I'm not giving up on my wife. On my son. On my family. 
 
      
 
    I'm sick of falling asleep in a cold bed every night. I need her body curled up beside me. I need to wake up next to her. 
 
      
 
    She still loves me.  
 
      
 
    We've both suffered for long enough. It's time to end this madness.  
 
      
 
    One of us has to be the bigger person. I guess that's gonna have to be me. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    COMING SOON 
 
      
 
    Join Dirty Folks, my exclusive Facebook group, for updates. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    All boxed up! 
 
      
 
    Get your Esquire Girls boxed sets today! 
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    Join my mailing list to keep up to date with all of my future books :) 
 
      
 
    [image: Screen Shot 2017-01-04 at 3] 
 
      
 
    You can also find me on Facebook and Instagram. 
 
      
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
This bad boy is
obsessed with
your body

i

CASSIE-ANN L. MILLER





images/00002.jpeg
 ADifty Suburbs
Novella

Y





images/00001.jpeg





images/00004.jpeg
CASSIE-ANN L. MILLER

IS OVER

UP ALL NIGHT

P
e
Q
z
w
=
=
o«
O
e
w
>
S

IN YOUR ARMS TONIGHT

WHEN THE NIGHT

The Esquire Girls Series

Amber's Comalete Story (Books 1-4)






images/00003.jpeg
ol

This bad boy
wants happly
ever affer






images/00006.jpeg
CASSIE-ANN L. MILLER

w
~N
<
i}
@™
<
w
o
el
i}
(a}

BLINDED BY DESIRE
DESIRE, UNTAMED

The Esquire Girls Series

Ruthie's Complete Story (Books 1-4)






images/00005.jpeg
CASSIE-ANN L. MILLER

YOURS ALWAYS
WAITING, ALWAYS

L
vl e
33
Q=
e
o8| 5
Al
o)
gz
=
23

re Girls Series
Mcdison’s Complete Story (Bocks 1-4)






images/00008.jpeg





images/00007.jpeg
" CASSIE-ANN L. MILLER
.-

| =
7
i}
=
Q
=
%]
T
=
|12
wd
[®)
>
i
@

w
2
=
z
=
2
i}
=
o
=
<

MOMENTS WITH

HAILEY

The Esquire Girls Series

Haley's Complete Story (Books 1-4)

«Q
it
bd
vd
<
i
ES
w
ol
il
z
Ly
=
(9}
=

o
|
Z|
|
=
QO
=
=l
i
[a]
Z
zZl
1=






