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  Chapter 1


Tyler


Sweat covers his brow, surrounding his narrow nose, and the way he grunts while hovering over me, like he’s shoveling dirt, is a total turnoff.
How is it that the stunning, tall, dark and handsome stallion who walked in here thirty minutes ago turned into a disgusting mess, stabbing me with a cock he clearly has no clue how to use?
“Yeah, fuck, baby,” he cries out, arching his back with one last pathetic thrust.
Pleased with himself, he rolls off of me, lying down with an arm slung over the pillow. Relieved it’s over, I watch him smirk and bite his lower lip. Except for his dick hanging out of his pants, drooping half-flaccid to the side, he’s fully dressed. I tug my pencil skirt over my hips, locating my panties on the floor.
“Can you get up, please?” I ask, stepping into my black 5-inch Louboutin heels.
“What’s the hurry?” Too busy getting rid of the condom, he caresses his dick affectionately as though it’s some sort of pet.
I jerk the comforter that’s twisted beneath his heavy body. “I have to wash this before my next client shows up.”
“Next client?” Offended, he stands up abruptly, freeing the blanket. “I thought I was the only one?”
“For a penthouse like this?” I laugh, dumping the comforter by the door and then slide the window open, hoping to air out the lingering scent of our encounter. “I have a few more interested buyers.”
“And are you planning to give them the same service you gave me?” He sneaks up behind me, reaching into my skirt and cups me, hard.
Such class. After a deep breath, I pull his arm out and turn around, meeting a dark brown gaze that screams he wants another go.
“No,” I reply, stepping back. “That’s not something I usually do.”
It’s true, I don’t. I didn’t become a great broker because my father, Richard Benedict, owns the top real estate agency in Montreal. I worked my ass off to get where I am today, to earn the sales I do, but once in a while, I’m overcome by the rush of having sex in another person’s house. 
My usual clientele is made up of older business men and millionaire couples, so when this young, good-looking man showed up today, it wasn’t long before I was leading him to the master bedroom with every intention of fucking.
The problem is, when I think back on his rough, slobbery kisses, bile rises in the back of my throat along with aggravation. Not only do I now need to clean this room, and throw the comforter in the wash before my next visit, I’ll also need a shower, too.
Without shame, I exaggerate what my friends call my agent smile. “So, what’s your offer?”
His expression darkens as his jaw drops. “That’s your thing? You fuck your clients for an offer?” He snorts. “And you think that was good enough?”
I chuckle. “No, I fucked you because I wanted to. But we both know that lay wasn’t worth the time. So, back to business. You seem like a smart man. This place is priced to move quick and I think you know it would be a mistake to miss out.” I shrug, leaving the room, then turn to add, “But if you’re not interested, you’re not interested. I’ll see you out.”
“Don’t bother.” He adjusts his dark blue silk tie, rolling his shoulders back, then brushes past me, slamming the front door on his way out.
I check my watch. Then wait.
One minute. Two.
I pack up my business cards and listing sheets.
Three minutes.
The door opens and Stallion Man sticks his head in. “I won’t go any higher than four-point-one.”
Hiding my satisfied smile, I reach into my white Vuitton handbag and pull out my cell. “I think we can work with that.”

*


While filling out paperwork for the sale, feeling better with each zero I write, I call my best friend Dominique.
“Hey, Ty,” she answers with a sniffle, causing my heart to pinch. 
“What’s wrong?” 
These past few years, Dominique’s been through the ringer, to say the least. After a horrible break up with her piece of shit boyfriend, David, and watching her mother lose her battle with cancer soon after, I feel like most days, Dom forces her way through life. She’s such a good person and deserves happiness—true happiness—but the saddest part is that she doesn’t know it.
“I’m so sick.” She hacks, and I pull the phone from my ear. “It’s like a cold mixed with a stomach bug. I’ve been puking all—”
“Eww, nope, don’t need the details. Thanks.”
“I’m so sorry for bailing on tonight. I know you were looking forward to it.”
“That’s all right. It’s only a stupid party.”  
“Any offers on the penthouse?” Another cough.
“Yeah, a big one.” I smile. “Just sold it.”
Her cheerful woo hoo comes out so feeble, I frown. 
“Want me to bring you some soup or meds?”
“No, thanks. Dad has Nathan running errands for me.” We laugh, imagining her younger brother going out of his self-centered way for another human being. “And I don’t want you catching this and messing up your busy weekend.”
“Right…” I shove the paperwork into my bag, remembering the property visits I have lined up over the next two days. The truth is, if I had the choice, I’d much rather stay in bed all weekend.
“You don’t sound too happy for someone who just made a gigantic commission.”
“I’m happy.”
Another sniffle, or a doubtful snort, I can’t tell. “Ty, you’re lying.”
“No, I’m not. Just tired, I guess. Nothing a party won’t fix.”
Even though I’ve opened the windows and made the bed, Stallion Man’s spicy cologne clings so heavily in the air I can taste it.
“I wish I was going with you,” Dom says, half-heartedly. I know she hates parties and is probably secretly relieved she’s getting a pass on this one. “I promise I’ll make it up to you as soon as I’m better.”
“Don’t worry about it. Rest up. I’ll call you tomorrow.”
“Okay, but not too early.”
“On a Saturday? Never. You know I won’t be up before ten, anyway.”
We say goodbye and I head downstairs, shoving my things into my Audi. Without having to pick Dom up, I have some time to kill, so I pass by the McDonald’s on my way home. It’s shit food for my shit mood, but I don’t care—I’m as desperate for the greasy goodness as I am for a shower.
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“Hang on!” I holler through gritted teeth, my thumbs working overtime. The phone keeps ringing, but I ignore it. I know it’s my best friend, Jesse, and that he won’t stop calling until I answer, but I have to keep playing until I beat this level. 
On Jesse’s third attempt, I finally reach a safe point and pause the game, tossing my controller to the side.
“What?” 
“Took you long enough,” Jesse says. 
“Sorry, busy.”
“New game?” I hear the smile in his voice. The guy knows me too well.
“Nah, Final Fantasy.”
“Not again.”
“Yes, again.”
“Which one?”
“The best one. Six. Well, to you lowly non-gamers, it’s Final Fantasy Three.”
He laughs. “Nerd.”
“Thank you,” I reply, taking absolutely no offence. “What’s up?”
“I forgot to buy queso. Would you mind picking some up on your way?”
“How are you not ready? You’ve been planning this party for months.” I tease, typing a reminder into my phone. “How much do you need?”
“Enough for thirty people?”
“Thirty?”
“Maybe more.”
“All right. Consider it done.” 
“Thanks, bro. Did you finally choose a costume?”
I glance down at the outfit that took me weeks to come up with and smile. “Oh, yeah. It’s gonna be great.”
There’s a heavy sigh on his end. “Please don’t show up here dressed like last year.”
“What was wrong with last year?”
“Dude, you showed up covered in paint swatches.”
“Fifty Shades of Gray paint swatches, to be precise.” Still pleased with my ingenuity, I chuckle. “That was an epic costume and you know it.”
Jesse’s hearty laugh booms into my ear. “It was, it was. I’m just hoping this year’s a little more creative, that’s all.” 
“It’s definitely creative. You’ll love it.”
“I’m sure I will. All right, buddy. See you soon. Don’t forget the queso.”
“What queso?” I joke before hanging up.
The only reason I’m going to this stupid Halloween party is because Jesse is like a brother to me and we sort of do everything for each other. But to be honest, I’d rather spend my Friday in, dressed in comfy clothes, eating junk and playing my game. 
Basically, like every other Friday night of my pathetically single life.

*


“What… the… actual hell?” Jesse stands in the doorway, his brows dipped with confusion. “Error four-oh-four?”
The priceless expression on Jesse’s face is totally worth the curious looks I’m getting from the other guests. I spin around, pointing at my back. “Costume not found.”
Jesse’s head drops with his smirk. “You are the biggest dork.” He puts a hand on my shoulder, guiding me into his loft, shutting the door behind me.
“Hey, at least I’m not the one dressed like Hasselhoff.” I point to his red shorts and the whistle hanging around his neck, before handing him a bag with five jars of queso. “I hope this is enough.”
“More than enough. And I’m a lifeguard, not Hasselhoff.”
I roll my eyes, smacking his bare chest with the back of my hand. “Whatever you say… Hasselhoff.”
I follow him into the kitchen, saying hi to a few friends. Costumed people pepper the open space and loads of bright colours fill my sight. Jesse reaches into the fridge, pulling out two bottles of Heineken. After cracking them open, we clink our bottles.
“Happy Halloween, Seb.”
“Same to you.” 
Spider webs hang from the bookshelves and windows. Creepy, bloody limbs and fake weapons lie on nearly every surface. There’s even a machine somewhere pushing out a constant stream of smoke that hovers above the floor, and a large, iron-looking cauldron filled with deep red punch on the kitchen island.
“You’ve outdone yourself, Webs. The place looks great.”
He grins, stroking his overgrown beard. It’s grown out over the last few months, and even if most of the women here keep ogling his Viking-like good looks, I’m not a fan of his new scruffy appearance. And I’ve told him so. But Jesse Weber never listens to anyone but himself—and I think that’s what I love most about the guy. 
An auburn-haired woman appears at his side, kissing him on the cheek, then wraps her arms around his neck. 
“Seb, this is Marsha.” Jesse pulls her against him. “Marsha, this is my brother from another mother, Sebastian Murano.”
She smiles, but doesn’t release her grip, dropping her head onto Jesse’s chest, clinging to him as if this is more than a casual hookup. I force a smile, wondering why I didn’t know about her before. There is nothing Jesse doesn’t share with me. Usually.
Marsha sticks herself between us, attacking Jesse’s mouth with her own, with absolutely no regard to my presence. Clearing my throat, I turn around and grab some Cheetos, but then the most beautiful person ever catches my eye. Time stands still, the handful of cheesy puffs hanging mid-way to my mouth.
Tall, with long, blond, verging on golden, wavy hair that stops a few inches above her ass—and quite the ass at that—she’s an angel disguised as a lion tamer. Matched with a black velvet top hat and coat, her red and black bustier strangles her waist and lifts her incredible breasts. Fishnet stockings wrap around legs that go on for miles, and the sexiest pair of gold knee-high boots completes the costume.
I stiffen at the breathtaking sight of the mysterious woman, then smack Jesse on the arm. “Who is that?”
Jesse forcefully extracts himself from Marsha’s stranglehold. “Who?”
“The blond with the whip,” I reply, and he follows my gaze. 
“Ah, that’s Tyler Benedict.”
I’ve heard the name before… My eyes go wide. “Your real estate agent?” 
Though Jesse had mentioned her before, I guess I wasn’t paying attention and assumed Tyler was a man. Silly, silly me.
“Former agent. She’s pretty, right?”
“She’s… magnificent.”
“Magnificent?” Marsha giggles, shoving my shoulder. “Seb, you’re a dork.”
“Thanks?” I reply with another forced smile. I don’t know what Jesse sees in her, but right now, I’m not a fan. Thankfully, Tyler distracts me from having to pay Marsha any serious attention. “Is she single?” I ask Jesse. 
“I think so,” he says with a shrug. “Why don’t you go ask her?” 
He gives me a gentle shove, but I hesitate. A woman like Tyler, stunning the way the ancient goddesses used to be, is entirely out of my league. 
Jesse seems to pick up on my reluctance and grips my shoulder. “You need to take a chance.” 
He’s right—I’ve been hiding behind fears for too long. My last relationship ended badly, but whereas my ex moved on quickly, I’ve been stuck in the past and dragging my heels. 
But all that needs to stop. So, rather than staying put like an idiot stuck in crazy glue, I force my legs to cross the crowded living room and seize that chance. 
Unfortunately, I don’t make it far. Some douche wearing a white sheet—and not much else—steps in my way, leaving me standing in the middle of the room with my metaphorical dick in my hand.






  
  Chapter 2


Tyler


Marsha.
Jesse met her two weeks ago, but she’s already hanging off of him as if they’ve been together for months. She seems nice enough, but something about her rubs me the wrong way. Then again, my bitterness could come from seeing them together. After all, here I am, single and obviously loving life. 
But that’s my own doing, isn’t it? I think. 
Most days, Jesse gets on my nerves, so I don’t know why I should even care who he’s with. A Viking God, he’s sexy, and makes no attempt at being bashful about it. Normally, I love a touch of arrogance in a man, but he’s also… sweet. Some women might enjoy a man with a heart of gold, but not me. I’ve never been attracted to nice guys and probably never will be. I prefer them rough around the edges, dark and mysterious. Red flags galore. 
Over the rim of my cup of Vodka-Cranberry, I watch the crowd of couples. A profound loneliness strikes deep in my chest, making me wish my wing-woman was here. Even if Dom’s probably asleep at this time, I contemplate calling her, but get distracted by a powerful pull from across the room. That’s been happening a lot tonight, and I’ve blamed it on how fucking killer my legs look in these boots.
When I turn around, I find the reason my skin feels flushed. A toga-wearing, dark-haired man with equally dark eyes offers me a smile that doesn’t hide his intentions. With a wide build and Mediterranean features like Stallion Man, this guy is even better looking. Regret stews in my gut when I remember what I did earlier—regret a scalding shower couldn’t wash away—and I tuck some strands of hair behind my diamond-studded ear.
As if on the prowl, he saunters my way. That familiar heated rush that hints at what’s to come returns, lighting me up from the inside out.
“Hey, I’m Joey.”
Shitty name, but that’s not important.
“Hi. I’m Tyler.”
“Nice to meet you. Are you a friend of Jesse’s?”
“I was his real estate agent.”
“Were you?” He scans my body, and I let him. People incessantly jump to conclusions before they find out what I do for a living. I’m not sure why, but some have even accused me of lying. “You don’t look like a realtor.”
And there it is. I sit my hand on my hip. “What do I look like?”
“You’re gorgeous. I assumed you were a model or actress or…” Again, he doesn’t hide the ravenous way he looks me up and down. “I’d never dream you were in real estate.” 
“That must be why I’m so good at it.” I wink, then watch him melt.
“I bet you are.”
Annoyed at myself for being so obvious with my flirting, I hold back an eye roll. 
Stuck in this perpetual sex-kitten role—one I created years ago to protect myself, as my therapist made me see—I feel like I can’t escape. This constant flirting/teasing/playing thing I do is growing so old and tiresome. Of course, I’d love to take Joey home to do nasty things with him, but then what? It wouldn’t turn into more simply because I’d never let it. And that’s what I’m sick of—the need to play the field so I’m not lonely, while knowing I’ll never let them be around long enough to become more. 
Joey gets closer, the intense scent of Cool Water and beer prickling my nose. “Hot costume, by the way.”
His brown eyes refuse to lift from my chest, so I do the same, slowly scanning down his exposed, hairless skin. “Yours is pretty good, too.”
He’s a waxer with a great upper body, even better six-pack, and a tapered waist that hides behind a toga, but the sex appeal stops there. Unfortunately, there isn’t much going on below the belt—scrawny calves scream he’s not into leg day. Thick thighs and muscular calves; that’s what I like. Rugby or soccer players have the best legs. Joey doesn’t strike me as the sporty type, but he’s sexy enough for a good time, which is all I’m after.
“What line of work are you in?” I ask.
“I’m in sales.”
“Sales? Fun.” Also completely vague.
While he brags about his latest achievement, the familiar sensation of someone watching me tugs from my peripheral, but unlike what’s been happening all night, this time it sends a pleasant tingle across my skin.
I shoot a quick glance over Joey’s shoulder, landing on the bluest eyes I’ve ever seen—bluer than Jesse’s, if that’s even possible. The guy is staring at me and has honey-coloured hair, a square jaw, and the most striking smile. He’s good-looking, but he’s dressed in a boring loose white t-shirt and unremarkable black sweatpants. I fight a yawn—who doesn’t bother dressing up for a Halloween party?
And yet, despite his cookie-cutter good looks, I’m incapable of tearing my eyes away from his intense, but bashful, gaze. He grins, showing off two deep dimples, and then he… waves. Like an actual wave. It’s the cheesiest thing ever, and I stifle a laugh, but something flutters in my stomach.
I shake the spell off and return my attention to Joey, who’s now rambling about his fitness regimen. “So, do you work out?” he asks.
“I do some yoga.”
“I can tell.” He studies my body, only this time there’s something sinister in his gaze. He leans in, his lips tickling the edge of my ear, his warm breath hitting me hard. “Want to go upstairs?”
“Upstairs?” There’s nothing up on the mezzanine except for Jesse’s bedroom.
Joey’s thick brow dips, but his grin speaks volumes. “So we can… talk.”
Talk. Right. Even if I know better, I consider it. For like a second. But there’s no way I’m doing anything at this party. An empty penthouse is one thing. A friend’s bedroom is another.
“I think I’ll pass.”
He recoils with a grimace. “You’re playin’, right?”
My forehead creases. “Nope, not playin’.”
The fury burning in his eyes sends a sudden chill across my exposed skin. He grunts and in a snap, all my attraction to him disappears.
“You know, you shouldn’t dress like that if you’re not looking to hookup,” he snaps, disgust marring his face. “Fucking tease.”
I see red, but blink back my rage, hiding behind a sip of my drink as he walks away. I wish I could say his reaction surprises me, but this happens when I don’t give them what they want. Men see one thing when they look at me, and more often than not, I take advantage of it. Only now, the niggling in my gut returns, along with a heavy self-loathing I’m not used to.
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Without looking too obvious, I watch Tyler while this half-naked clown corners her. I’d love it if she told him to fuck off, but it doesn’t seem like she will. Every smile she gives him, every word she says, feels like they should be for me and the fact they’re not makes my blood boil.
What is that about? 
Someone bumps into me, but I don’t dare look away. Then her gaze lifts and meets mine, stopping my heart and erasing all thoughts. Even my body goes numb.
I blink, then smile, popping the dimples everyone loves so much, and for some stupid reason, as if my limbs aren’t under my control, my hand goes up and I… wave. 
She reacts like any sane person would. Her face contorts into a what-the-fuck expression, and she shifts her attention back to Thor.
Discouraged, I return to the fridge to grab a second beer. Jesse has Marsha pinned against the counter, so I leave them be and walk around, pretending to be super interested in the books on Jesse’s shelves. There’s a mirror on the wall to my right that gives me the perfect view of Tyler. Only now she’s alone. 
Toga-asshole is gone. This is my chance. 
I comb my fingers through my hair, checking my reflection before heading over. 
“Hey.”
“Hi,” she replies and shoots me a fleeting glance before looking away. Compared to earlier, her perfect smile is gone and her glowing face has dimmed. I have no clue what Toga-prick did to make this happen, but a deep urge to hug her and make her happy grows in my chest.
“I’m Sebastian.”
Her sapphire blue eyes dart up. “Jesse’s bestie?”
Her tone makes me wonder what she’s heard, but I’m confident there’s nothing Jesse could have told her that would cast me in a poor light. “Yeah, but don’t hold that against me.” 
A soft smile hints at the edge of her ruby red lips, but when she aims those blue darts at my head, it makes me think she wants me… anywhere but here. “You’re Tyler, his agent?”
“Former agent.” Her blood-red fingernails catch my attention as she finishes her drink, then gazes longingly into the empty cup.
“Want another one?”
She shrugs, handing it to me. “Sure. Vodka-Cranberry.”
Let down she isn’t coming with me, I hesitate, unsure what to do. She stands there, her gaze travelling from the cup to me, then lifts an eyebrow. 
“You okay?”
“Sure. Yeah.” I rush to the kitchen, feeling the heat in my face.
When I return, she’s sitting on a sofa. I settle next to her. Up close, she’s absolutely stunning.
“Your costume is really cool, by the way,” I say. An expensive, feminine scent reaches my nose. 
“Thanks.” She keeps averting her eyes from mine, glancing over my shoulder.
“Is something wrong?” I follow her gaze. Across the room, toga-asshole chats with another girl. Douchebag.
“No, why?”
“Are you looking for that guy?” 
She laughs, a deep chuckle, shoving her hair back. “No, I’m not looking for him.”
“I’m happy to hear that. So, what do you—”
“Look, Sebastian,” she interrupts, touching my knee and I tense up. An enormous diamond ring on her right fourth finger catches the light and sparkles. “You seem like a nice guy, but I’m not interested.”
Woah, I didn’t even make it through small talk.
I play dumb. “Interested in?”
“Whatever it is you’re here for.”
“Damn. Did they write that on my shirt?” I glance over my shoulder, pointing at my back and sigh. “Because I specifically told them not to write ‘Sleazy Player’.”
Pleased with my sarcasm, I laugh, but my joke sputters out with Tyler’s disappointed expression. 
“Ah, you’re a smartass just like Jesse. Fun.” She rolls her eyes, but instead of turning me off, her haughtiness only makes her more endearing.
“Listen, I’m sorry if you got the wrong impression about me. You looked like you needed someone to talk to and I thought…” I stop, rubbing my chin, feeling like an idiot for thinking someone like her would give someone like me the light of day. “You know what? Never mind. My mother raised me to be a gentleman, so I’ll leave you to it.” I stand, offering her my hand. When the smooth, silky fabric of her cut-off glove hits my palm, a jolt goes through my arm. I breathe in deeply and smile. “Have a good night, Tyler.”
I leave, rolling my shoulders back, tilting my chin up, determined to keep my insecurities at bay. 
I’m a good guy and can offer someone a lot, but years of putting my hopes up, of investing in people who didn’t feel the same, left me feeling cursed or something. No matter how hard I search, and even when I’m sure I’ve found her, I can’t seem to lock down the one.
And I have no clue if Tyler even is the one. I might be barking up the wrong tree, yet again, letting my romantic heart control my rational thinking, but in those brief moments sitting by her side, something deep down in my gut told me Tyler Benedict might be damn close to what I’ve been looking for.






  
  Chapter 3


Tyler

There’s a huge run in my fishnets spreading from my knee up my thigh. I stick a finger into it with an internal cuss, while I stand in line for the one and only bathroom.
The party is great, but the last two hours have dragged and I’m ready to head home. Dominique is the only person who could save me from this rut, so I send her a text.
Me: Are you awake?
Dom: Am now. What’s wrong?
Me: Sorry! Nothing’s wrong. Feeling better?
Dom: I got so sweaty I had to take a shower, so… no? Guess the party’s shit?
Me: No, it’s good.
Dom: Then why are you texting me?
Me: Good point. I’m heading home.
Dom: Alone or…?
After making his rounds to nearly every girl here, Joey is now chatting with a pretty woman in a geisha costume. They’re hitting it off if his hand up her kimono is any sign. My thighs clench. He’s a prick, I remind myself, but then why am I craving his touch?
My shrink definitely has her work cut out.
Me: Alone. 100%. 
Dom: I’d invite you over, but…
Me: All good. Keep your germs. Kisses!
It’s my turn for the bathroom. I sit on the toilet, trying to decide if I should bother taking the stockings off or leave them on. I settle for leaving them on.
When I step out, Joey is in line, leaning against the
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