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About the Book

	 

	From romance author, Elle Easton comes a captivating college romance with sizzle.

	College playboy Graham Wolfe is about to make a deal with the devil. After losing his scholarship, he’ll do pretty much anything to stay at Hale University with his best friend since childhood, Hannah Grace.
Hannah is strictly off-limits and always will be. He’ll do anything to protect her—especially from guys like him. 

	Even if that means living a lie. One with dirty secrets and morally gray choices.  

	But can he manage to keep his secrets from spilling out, and more importantly, can he really live a double life without losing himself completely? 
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Chapter 1

	Graham

	 

	“Did you steal my hoodie again, Han?”

	My best friend, Hannah Grace, is notorious for borrowing my clothes and forgetting to return them.

	“I was cold,” she says, shrugging her long blonde hair over one shoulder.

	She was cold, ladies and gentlemen. Like that solves everything. I don’t bother pointing out that it was my only clean sweatshirt. Instead, I grab a fleece I find on my closet floor and give it a sniff. It’ll have to do. I throw it on over my t-shirt and jeans.

	“I’ll bring it back next time I come over. Are we still on for that Stranger Things marathon later this week, by the way?”

	I grin at her. “Absolutely.”

	She and I are from the same small town, but now we’ve both found our rhythm at Hale University—me here in the dormitory, since I’m here on scholarship and was admitted into the honors college based on my test scores and high school GPA. And her living off-campus in a two-bedroom apartment with her cousin Andi.

	Now all that hangs in the balance though. It’s a thought that makes my stomach lurch. I couldn’t even eat the breakfast burrito Hannah brought me. My entire future is on the line. All because of one stupid fuck-up. I can’t dwell on that now though.

	“Does Andi’s boyfriend have any ties I could borrow?” I say, turning toward Hannah.

	She scoffs. “What do you need a tie for?”

	“A job interview I have lined up this afternoon.” An internship, actually. I planned to stop by the mall after my econ test to buy a new dress shirt and tie. But the pale blue button down in my closet will do if I can borrow a tie. It would save me the trip and the money I don’t have.

	“I’ll text her right now.”

	Hannah rises to her knees from the spot where she’s been perched on my bed while I dressed. She grabs her phone and crosses her legs. I see the flash of her pink panties as she moves, and I force my eyes away in a big damn hurry.

	Thinking about her in ways I shouldn’t is practically one of my hobbies. In all our years of friendship, hooking up with her is the one boundary I’ve never let myself cross. Hannah is a good girl. Smart. Sweet. Kind.

	She cried once when a butterfly hit her car windshield. Oh, and she’s a virgin waiting for Mr. Right, which will never be me.

	Hence why noticing how pretty she is is a complete waste of time. It doesn’t help that she has no personal boundaries or modesty when it comes to me. When we watch TV, she regularly falls asleep on my shoulder. She’ll change into one of my t-shirts and crawl right into bed with me after a night of drinking. She actually trusts me too much. But I’d never hurt her or take advantage.

	“Han,” I say sternly, tilting my chin with a frown toward her parted knees. She closes them in a hurry with a cheeky look. My attraction to Hannah is like a ticking bomb, only I don’t know if it will go off in ten seconds or ten years.

	“Yeah, he has a tie,” Hannah informs me.

	I grab the hanger from my closet and hold up the pale blue shirt. “Will it match this?”

	Her thumbs get to work texting Andi again. “Yup,” she confirms. “It’s navy. That will look great with your eyes.”

	“Oh, thank God. I was worried.”

	She laughs and throws a pillow at me.

	“Come on. I have to get to class.”

	Hannah follows me to the door and lifts onto her toes to press a kiss to the stubble on my cheek. “Good luck on your test and the interview. Andi will bring the tie to the dining hall at noon.”

	“That works. Thanks, Banana.”

	She rolls her eyes. She’s hated that nickname ever since I gave it to her. “Go ace that test.”

	“I intend to.” I follow her out and lock up, trying not to psych myself out too much about how monumental today is.

	Last month, I found myself on academic probation after an incident with a fraternity I decided to rush got itself in some hot water. I only rushed Delta Sig because I thought it would look good on my résumé. It was our university’s business fraternity. They were known for hosting educational seminars and volunteer events. Turns out the guys also liked to party and host keggers. At my initiation one of the guys had some coke and the entire frat got shut down.

	My scholarship was revoked, which means I can no longer afford the tuition of forty thousand dollars per year. Which means I need to find a way to make a lot of money—fast.

	But I’m not going to stress about that right now. I need to ace my econ test, then I need to ace that interview, and maybe, just maybe, I can pull off a miracle and stay here.

	And since my mom got married—again—and took off with her new husband to Costa Rica, I have no home to go back to anyway. I never thought I’d be completely on my own at age twenty, but I am, and everything is up to me now. I’ve never known my dad and don’t have any siblings, none that I know of, anyway.

	That knot of worry is back in my stomach as I lock the door and then follow Hannah down the hall. Keep your eyes off her ass, dude.

	***

	 

	I tug at the tie, loosening the knot at my throat. I feel like punching something.

	My car broke down on the way to the interview for the internship, and I was over an hour late. I called a tow truck and had to take an Uber; I even called to explain the scenario to the receptionist. But in the end, it didn’t matter. They canceled my interview and told me not to reapply.

	Now not only do I not have a job, but I’m going to be out eight hundred bucks for a blown transmission.

	Running my hands through my hair, I release a long, heavy exhale.

	“Sucks about your car,” my friend River says, coming in through the open door. He lives in the honors dorm too but sleeps over at his girlfriend Andi’s place almost every night.

	“Sure does,” I echo.

	He flops himself down on my bed while I toe off my dress shoes.

	My phone vibrates from my pocket. When I fish it out, the screen flashes Hannah’s name, but I don’t answer. I don’t want to hear the concern or disappointment in her voice when I tell her the bad news.

	She’ll probably know soon enough from River anyway. He was dating Hannah’s cousin—which meant we were all just one big dysfunctional family.

	“Thanks for the tie,” I say, handing him the crumbled wad of navy silk.

	He balls it up and tosses it in the trash can across the room. “The thing’s cursed. I wore it to prom my senior year of high school, and my date broke up with me before the dance.”

	I roll my eyes. Seems like a waste to just throw it away. River’s family comes from money, though, so it’s not like he would get that.

	“What the fuck am I supposed to do now?” I groan.

	River knows all about my family life—or lack thereof.

	He hesitates, his eyes narrowing. “I didn’t want to bring this up, but I actually have an idea.”

	“If it’s selling drugs, you should know I already considered it.” But I decided I’m too pretty for prison, and I don’t relish the idea of becoming someone’s pincushion.

	“It’s not drugs,” he says, shaking his head. “But it’s also not exactly legal.”

	River’s as straight as an arrow, which means this entire conversation is throwing me for a loop.

	He comes from a happy home with two normal parents and two sisters, and they all went to church every Sunday. He’s as wholesome as a glass of milk.

	“Well... What is it?” I press, waiting.

	He pulls his wallet from his pocket and takes out a glossy white business card. But rather than handing it to me, he just stares down at it.

	“Riv?” I prod him.

	“I overheard these guys talking. Upperclassmen in my Intro to Philosophy class. I think they were taking it as an easy elective.”

	I raise one dark eyebrow, wondering where in the hell this conversation is going. River knows I need forty grand a year to stay at Hale U—could whatever that business card contains really be the answer to my problems? If so, why is he acting so hesitant to give it to me?

	“There’s this place downtown…called the Agency.” He hands me the card, and I take it, flipping it over twice before realizing it contains only ten digits—a phone number—and nothing else.

	“Okay?” My voice comes out sounding annoyed.

	He lowers his voice. “It’s an escort agency. I think it is, anyways. I was eavesdropping on their conversation. They were talking about this guy who worked there. A friend of theirs, I think. Apparently, wealthy women will pay for the pleasure of a young stallion to...” He lifts one eyebrow and sticks his tongue into the side of his cheek.

	I try to hand the card back to River, but he holds up both hands.

	“Apparently, if you’re good looking and cool with entertaining women…you can make upwards of two grand a night.”

	“Two grand a night?” I sputter the words. I could work twenty days and have my entire year’s tuition covered. Not that I’m actually considering it. I mean, could you imagine?

	“They accidentally dropped that card on the floor, and I snagged it after they left.” He says these words like he’s actually proud of his solution.

	“Come on, let’s go to the rec center. I need to blow off some energy.” Truthfully, I want to hit something. Or fuck someone, but I doubt either will actually help. Working out is the next best option.

	I set the card on my dresser and grab my gym bag.

	“Just...think about it,” River says as we head out.

	There is nothing to think about. I’m not going to prostitute myself out for money.

	“Most of the clients are just lonely, looking for a little conversation, someone to take them to their country club or a charity gala, that kind of thing.”

	I make a scoffing sound.

	“Oh, and apparently it helps to be hung like a horse,” River adds, smirking.

	I roll my eyes. He had seen me changing in the locker room one time, and I’ve never heard the end of it.

	“Just drop it, okay? I’m going to come up with something else.”

	I have to.

	 

	 

	 


Chapter 2

	Hannah

	 

	“Look how cute Graham is.” I hold out my phone for Andi to see. We’re in the crowded living room of Theta Kappa’s frat house holding red Solo cups of beer. 

	I’d texted Graham asking him to come join us at the party, and he’d replied back with a photo of himself dressed up for his big interview. 

	Just as I suspected, the blue shirt and navy tie combo was working for him. In the picture though, he looks ticked off. 

	“Awe. Look at his eyes!” Andi's gaze lifts from the phone to mine and she smiles knowingly at me before turning her attention to her beer and taking a large sip. I'm pretty sure Andi suspects that my feelings for Graham aren’t entirely platonic. As much as I try to hide it. 

	But, who could blame me? Half the girls at this college would fall all over themselves for a shot with him. First, he's ridiculously handsome, but he doesn't know it. Most of the time he dresses in hoodies and basketball shorts and forgets to comb his hair. He’s just over six-feet tall with a lean, athletic build. His hair is a warm mix of brown and blond, and his eyes are such a striking blue, framed by thick eyelashes. He always seemed to have a hint of stubble along his jaw line. To me, he was perfect. He was also an amazing bestie though, and since I knew he didn't see me that way at all, it was a crush I'd never acted on.

	 

	Hannah: What’s with the frown? 

	 

	Graham: Didn’t get the internship. 

	 

	Graham: I’ll explain later.

	 

	Now I’m the one frowning. I knew how important this internship was to him. The pay was top-notch and it was one of the few jobs that would actually work with his class schedule.

	 

	Hannah: Come out and have a drink with us. 

	 

	I include a winking emoji. 

	 

	Graham: I have to study for my chemistry exam.

	 

	Hannah: One drink? 

	I’m not above begging.

	My begging usually gets me what I want, but if Graham does come out tonight, I run the risk of watching him get handsy with some sorority girl—this party is crawling with them. It wouldn’t be the first time it happened.

	I’m pretty sure Graham’s oblivious to the fact that I’m actually a girl. He’s always kept me at arm’s length. 

	“Is Graham really going to get kicked out of college?” Andi asks, still watching me text with Graham, her smile now fading.

	A knot of unease settles inside my stomach. I’m quiet for a moment. ”He won't let that happen. He’ll figure something out.” 

	Andi nods, but she looks less than certain.

	I have to keep believing that though, because I have no idea what I'll do with myself if he wasn't here. He’s my person. And where would he even go? It wasn't like he had a good family situation to fall back on. 

	“I’m thinking about dropping that English class,” Andi says next, pulling me back into the moment.

	I take a sip of my beer and give her a puzzled look. “Why would you do that?”

	“That research project sounds like hell. A twenty-five-page report? Due in two weeks? Hard pass.”

	Our professor had handed out a grading rubric for our upcoming research assignment in class today. I remember Andi groaning and shoving it into her bag. I wasn’t stressed though, I knew what my paper was going to be about, I just needed to build up the courage to go through with it. 

	Andi leaned in closer since someone had just cranked up the music to a whole new level. “You still planning to do your project on your birthparents?”

	I nod. I found out I was adopted two years ago, but my adoptive parents didn't know I knew. Senior year of high school we completed a genealogy project where we had to submit our DNA to be analyzed. That was how I discovered I wasn't biologically related to my parents. Denial and maybe disbelief kept me from acting on the information, but as more time passed, some inner part of me needed to know. When our English professor introduced this semester's research and writing project, I knew I wanted to dive in and finally figure out my parentage once and for all. 

	Fifteen minutes later, Graham and River come strolling into the party. My smile brightens when I spot him. Andi squeals and waves them over.

	Graham looks like he just showered and is wearing dark jeans and a plain black long-sleeved t-shirt. He presses a kiss to my cheek. He smells like aftershave and mint toothpaste. My stomach tightens and my whole body hums with approval. 

	“Cheer up,” I say taking his face in my hands. The stubble along his jaw feels like sandpaper against my palms. Graham makes another pouting face, but this time, I laugh.

	He grins and helps himself to my cup of beer, taking a long swallow of the icy liquid.

	“Might need one of those,” he says. “But I can’t stay long. I do have to study tonight.”

	I nod. “I’m sorry about the internship. You deserve to have some fun though. Blow off some steam.”

	He rolls his eyes. “Yeah. It’s such bullshit. I’ll tell you what happened tomorrow when I can talk about it without wanting to hit something.”

	I pat his shoulder. He brings one arm around me, squeezing me tightly against his side in a half-hug. I love how his arms feel around me, but it doesn’t last long.

	“Come on, let’s grab a beer,” River says, and Graham nods, pressing a quick kiss to my temple before releasing me and following River across the room toward the kitchen.

	When they don’t return right away, Andi and I go off in search of them. River is standing in the kitchen near the keg, talking with one of the frat brothers who lives here. But I only catch a glimpse of Graham’s retreating back as he heads up the stairs with a girl I noticed earlier. She had long blonde hair which had been intricately braided and wore a cropped top with skin-tight jeans that screamed notice me! My heart gives a painful kick.

	“I’ll be right back. I need to go to the bathroom,” I say to Andi. My voice comes out steady, but inside, I feel anything but. I feel like I’m spinning out of control, like I’m on one of those tilt-a-whirl rides at the carnival, dizzy and sick.

	Andi’s eyes narrow, but she nods. I’m not quite sure she believes me, but I don’t care.

	Hurrying, I make it up the stairs in time to see Graham and the girl disappear into a bedroom. My heart hammers out a painful rhythm. I shouldn’t have followed them, but I’m too invested to retreat now. 

	The door doesn’t close all the way like I expect it to, and my feet stop moving, stuck here in the center of the hallway. I don’t dare move because I’m certain the creaky wooden floorboards will give me away. The music from downstairs is only a distant thumping sound up here, which means I can hear the faint rustling of clothes.

	“You want it?” Graham asks, his deep voice tight.

	I hate myself for it, but I dare to take one cautious step closer, then another, until I can see through the crack in the door.

	The sight isn’t one I expected. I thought they would be kissing. Their mouths moving together with heat and lust. That’s the kind of kisses I’ve fantasized about sharing with him. 

	Instead, Graham stands like a statue carved from stone, unmoving except for his chest, which moves with quick, shallow breaths. His gaze is downcast, focused on the girl on her knees between his parted feet. Her hands work quickly at undoing his belt buckle. I hear the clank of metal, and my stomach drops.

	I can’t see it from this vantage point, but it’s obvious the second she gets him free. Because her head bobs, and he releases a deep sound.

	“Fuck.” He groans, squeezing his eyes closed and working his fists into her hair.

	I force a breath into my lungs and stagger one step back.

	Finding the bathroom, I lock myself inside and take shallow, calming breaths. My reflection in the mirror startles me. My cheeks are flushed and my eyes look panicked. I close them and focus on drawing in a much-needed gulp of oxygen. 

	Then I take out my phone and open the app that brings me both excitement and shame. 

	Making sure my face isn’t visible to the camera, I tug up my shirt and began filming. I touch my breasts, freeing them from my bra as I film. 

	I'd like to tell myself that these two things aren't related. That Graham's rejection of me has nothing to do with why I'd chosen to create an online account on the app OnlyFans. My followers pay $49.99 a month to see the content I post. Mostly pictures of me in my bra and panties. Sometimes topless. I never show my face though. All of the likes and comments shouldn't matter to me, but somehow they boost my self-confidence in the slightest bit. 

	Graham would kill me if he ever found out. He thinks I'm pure and wholesome, and I guess I am—in most ways. That doesn't mean I don't have desires though. 

	I finish the video and review it, making sure my reflection can’t accidentally be seen in the bathroom mirror behind me. I’m very careful to protect my anonymity. I’m not a complete idiot. 

	As I click the button to approve the post, my brain is suddenly very preoccupied with the idea that if I ever accidentally left my phone out—with my sexy pictures on display—would Graham finally start seeing me in a new light? 

	It’s a secret I’ve kept hidden from him, and part of me would die of shame and embarrassment if he ever found out. He thinks I’m perfect. A good girl. In reality, I’m anything but.   

	I don’t want to be a virgin forever. I just want my first time to be with the right guy. That guy is obviously Graham. I just need to get him to see that. 
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