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FALLING FOR HER FAKE BOYFRIEND – BOOK 1
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An innocent proposal, a dark secret...can love bring them together?

As if life isn’t complicated enough for Holly Jackson. Firstly, she’s struggling to finish college on limited funds, then her former guardian and aunt is calling her bluff on having a boyfriend—since in her aunt’s opinion, single girls are single because something is wrong with them. Period.

When she asks her neighbour Evan to pretend to be her beau, knowing very little about him, except he’s hot and smart, she might get more than she bargained for...

Evan Knights can’t believe his luck when the cute neighbor from down the hall asks him to pretend to be her boyfriend—just for the weekend. Trouble is—there’s nothing pretence about his hot feelings for her. When Holly tells him she’ll return a favor to him, his mind is set on having a night of mind-blowing unforgettable passion. Will his sizzling attraction be too hot for her to handle? 

But he’s hiding a dark secret. Getting too close to Holly might be too risky. But isn’t love all about risks?
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Chapter 1
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Holly’s fake boyfriend checklist:

Choose a name that’s believable and easy to remember. Check.

Make sure you have shared interests like vampire movies. Check.

Make sure that he lives in a town far away. Check.

Create a fake email account and send romantic emails to self. Check.

Get the fake-a-text app on iPhone and have a conversation with fake boyfriend to show family as proof of relationship. Check.

“Just tell her the truth,” Abigail told her friend Holly as they sat in Starbucks sipping coffee on campus.

“I wish it were that easy, Abby. I thought about that but I just can’t handle her treating me like a scum or defective human being. Besides it sounds better than it’s none of your freaking business auntie—can I get my educational allowance now please.”

“It’s that bad, huh?” Abigail almost choked on her coffee when she stifled a laugh.

“You’d better believe it. The S word is not to be mentioned in the Jackson household. I’m already the outsider of the family thanks to my aunt. She never hid her resentment towards my mother and I know she doesn’t like me.”

It was not easy for Holly Jackson whose single mother died a few years ago. It had been a devastating blow. Just when her mother was getting her life back together and getting ready to move out of subsidized housing, she'd fallen ill.

Her aunt Petra, her mother’s older and snobby sister took over and handled the insurance money that was left for Holly—only she also helped herself to a grand portion of it when most of it was for Holly’s education.

Holly couldn’t wait to move out and be on her own. She’d been so withdrawn after her mom’s death that her aunt had considered having her see a psychologist or stay in some group home out of town. Her mother had been rebellious as a teen and got pregnant with her before finishing high school.

Holly was so determined not to live that same life. Her mother had been alienated from the family until her death.

Finally when Petra took Holly in along with her three daughters, including the one getting married in a few weeks, she felt uneasy around Holly and started picking on her, making suggestions that something was wrong with “that poor child.”

Holly made sure she applied to college where she’d have to live on campus or near campus. Anything to get away and have some peace in her life until she’d figured out her life and where she was going. She was hoping to land an entry-level position at a New York ad agency and eventually work her way up to creative director or something. Or maybe even open up her own ad agency later.

That was her dream and she was going to focus on reaching it by working hard and studying hard while trying to push the cold reality and un-pleasantries of being the odd ball in Aunt “Perfect” Petra’s life. 

Her aunt was obsessed with the idea that women needed to get married and raise a family.

Holly was determined to get a good education and a decent paying job—something her mother didn’t have.

Besides, it wasn’t as if guys came knocking down her door anyway. At least not guys she was interested in.

“So now you have to come up with a plan to materialize your boyfriend you’d been telling her about?”

“Well yeah. It wasn’t as if I volunteered the information. I mean every time I visited, it was like; don’t you have a boyfriend yet? Accompanied with a look of disgust. Or how come you don’t have a boyfriend? What’s wrong with you? She even got Grandma worried about me. She even told my grandma she thinks I could be a lesbian, which is fine, but I'm not.”

“Okay, so now being single means you’re gay?” Abigail rolled her eyes and shook her head. She then took another sip of her coffee.

“I’ve got enough worrying about like begging her for my own money. I wish mom had left it in my name and not grandma’s.”

“So wait a second. Shouldn’t your grandmother be your guardian then?”

“Yeah, but after her stroke and partial memory loss, Aunt Petra became her power of attorney and gained control of the insurance money.”

“Oh?” Abigail looked aghast.

Holly was so grateful to have a good friend like Abby on her side. She’d always validate her feelings and side with her. She was always cool and full of ideas.

“So you’ve been holding up the pretence of a boyfriend pretty well with your texting app and fake name and shit, now what?”

“Well, she’s insisting that I attend the wedding in a few weeks, saying that it’s a family reunion and the anniversary of mom’s death. Like she really cares. Anyway, she told me to bring Alex?”

“Who’s Alex?”

“Fake boyfriend. I thought it was a good name at the time.”

“Shit girl, you really dug yourself in deep this time. Now you’ve gotta find a guy named Alex and drag his ass down to Brooklyn next weekend.”

Holly sighed. A lump climbed in her throat. Shit, why hadn’t she told her aunt it was none of her business or accept the pity and degrading comments and comparisons with her “normal” daughters. She drew in a deep breath. Telling her aunt that he was sick or that he would be out of town next Saturday was not going to help. Besides, her aunt was already dubious of her claim.

Her cousin had even joked that she’d be an old spinster and nothing more because she repelled men like insect repellent. Again that withdrawn-something-must-be-seriously-wrong-with-her label that Aunt Petra had fixed on her when she was a fifteen-year-old orphan. My, how six years have gone by so fast.

“Girl, don’t look so down. There is a way out.”

“There is?” Holly looked dubious.

“Yes, girl. Where there’s a will, there’s a way. Just ask a guy to pretend to be your man for that weekend. End of discussion. Then you can pretend to dump him afterwards.”

“What? Abby that would be taking deceit a little too far, don’t you think?”

“Got a better idea, Hun? No, wait. Just tell your aunt that you’ve been faking having a boyfriend because you didn’t want her all up in your business, and therefore you can’t bring him because he exists only in your mind.”

“Okay, fine. I...” Holly froze when a gorgeous tall guy walked through the glass door of the café. It was him! The swoon-worthy guy that just moved into her building. Her hot neighbor down the hall. The new guy in her building.

Shit!

Evan.

Evan Knights.

She knew that because a delivery came to him one day on her floor and she’d heard the courier confirming his name before letting him sign for it.

Though she hardly saw him smile, he often looked serious like he had a lot on his mind. Something about him drew her in like a magnet.

He was sinfully sexy. Tall, deadly gorgeous with a perfectly symmetrical face and chiselled cheeks that look like they could dodge a bullet. Dark tanned perfect skin with body art and hard, firm ripped muscles. Beautiful dark mousy hair and gorgeous exotic-looking ocean-blue eyes that sparkled. He looked even more stunning today.

Holly’s jaw fell open. She had to pick her tongue up off the floor and close her mouth quickly to stop herself from drooling.

She started fantasizing about him again. Her nipples tightened under her lace bra aching to be stroked by him. Like that would ever happen. Heat climbed to her cheeks. Her heart raced in her chest and heat surged through her veins to the point where she thought she would be scorched inside.

Holly was ashamed to admit to herself that she was hot for this guy. There was just something about him. The space between her legs throbbed with desire for him every time he was near. He had that kind of effect on her. Like that never happened to her before around any other guy. She would fantasize about what his rock hard body would feel like close to hers, and how good he would feel inside her, thrusting inside her between her legs until she came with an explosive orgasm. Not that she’d ever had an orgasm before.

Great! Now that tingling sensation between her legs was happening again, and her folds felt moist against the front of her thong panties.

Stop thinking about him like that, Holly.

Why did this guy have that effect on her whenever she saw him? This was wrong. All wrong. She hardly knew him. It was crazy. The whole butterflies springing in her belly and her sex pulsing.

No man had ever had that effect on her—and she never got that close to him. In the elevator was about it, inhaling the tasty fresh scent of his aftershave.

Whenever she bumped into him in the building on her way from class, he was always coming from the gym, freshly showered with silky semi-wet hair. He looked irresistible in every way.

Untouchable.

Right now he was wearing a white t-shirt with displayed his strong muscled arms and his broad shoulders. She could tell his abs were firm and ripped under that shirt. Holly licked her lips as embarrassment surged through her and dried her saliva.

Evan was swoon-worthy hot but so out of her league.

Just a personal fantasy that would never come to see the light of day. Heck, she wouldn’t even be in his building on the upper side, if it weren’t for her rich classmate, Birgitte who felt sorry for her when she found out Holly could no longer afford campus housing.

She’d been tutoring Birgitte in her weak subjects anyway, so Birgitte was so thankful and didn’t mind returning a favor.

Just then Abigail’s eyes followed Holly’s gaze. When she turned her head back to look at Holly, she grinned. “Ooh, damn girl. He. Is. Hot.”

“Yeah, I believe his name is Evan. Evan Knights.”

“Ooh, girl. A real knight in shining artwork.”

Holly grinned. “He recently moved into my building down the hall. Or, I should say, he moved into Birgitte’s building, since she’s been nice enough to let me stay with her in her spare room rent-free.”

“Oh, right. That rich bitch that put you up in her crib.”

“She’s not a bitch,” Holly protested quietly. “She’s nice to me. Though her parents do make serious bank.”

“Seriously? What are they millionaires?”

“Birgitte never really talks about them. I just know her folks are doing all right and I helped her out with her bio assignment and she was really grateful. She told me she would have flunked out and they would have cut her off from her allowance or inheritance or something if I hadn’t helped her pass. Anyway, she found out I was sleeping at the library and offered me a place to stay until things picked up for me. I could never afford to stay in that nice new condo high rise by the college, if it weren’t for her.”

“So in other words, you know the cute guy in the building? And you haven’t jumped his bones, because...?”

Holly rolled her eyes. “Is that all you can think about Abby?”

“Hell yeah! When a guy that hot comes along...hey, why don’t you ask him?”

“Ask him what? To be my fake boyfriend? Are you crazy?” Holly asked incredulously. She suddenly felt flustered. “I could never do that.”

“Why not?” Abigail arched a brow.

“He’d think I’m crazy or desperate for one thing. What if he has a girlfriend?”

“Hey, I’m not suggesting you date him for real. Just put it this way, ask him if you could exchange favors.”

“Favors? Like what kind of favors?”

“I don’t know. Do his dishes for the month. Iron his clothes...give him good head...” Abigail murmured the last part of her sentence under her breath. Her lips curled into a sly smile.

“What?” Holly flushed.

She was ashamed to admit that her pussy jumped at that thought. Suddenly, she imagined Evan’s hard length between her lips and imagined what he would taste like and feel like inside her mouth.

Clean thoughts, Holly. Keep your thoughts clean...

“Only kidding, girl. Just think of something. Make it sound casual like it’s just a small inconvenient thing to please your family. And tell him you’ve broken up with your real ex but didn’t want to let them down. Tell him it’s a cultural thing.”

“A cultural thing? Why would I say that?”

“Haven’t you heard that in some cultures women are under pressure to produce a boyfriend to let their families know they are thinking of marriage at some point? In fact, there are rent-a-boyfriend agencies in places like China.”

“You’re kidding me, right?”

“Girl, I kid you not.”

“Shit, he’s looking this way.” Holly’s heart jumped in her chest. She felt her lungs squeeze hard to breathe. She could feel the heavy heartbeats pounding like a race horse on a track. Heat surged through her veins and climbed to her cheeks.

Gosh, he’s only a guy, Holly. Just a guy.

A hot-looking one at that. Almost perfect. Everything about him was.

“Ask him,” Abigail persisted under her breath.

“No. I can’t,” Holly whispered back as she held her head down trying to avoid his gaze. Her heart pounded hard in her throat. Butterflies exploded in her belly.

He was sexy as hell. She’d never seen a man so drop-dead gorgeous before Evan. She just couldn’t strike up a conversation with him, not even if she tried.

She looked up surreptitiously as if looking around the café for someone and caught another glimpse of him.

Look at those sculpted hard biceps, she noted. He must work out hard at the gym. And those beautiful tats.

There was always something about a guy with inked body art down his arm that turned her on. Resonated with her. He oozed some sort of bad-boy charm, adventure, confidence, resilience, and a don’t-mess-with-me kind of attitude.

In other words, he was unreachable in her books.

Probably a jock. Probably had more than one girlfriend. Or many super-model looking girls lined up to be with him.

A supermodel, Holly was not. Not even close. She was as modest as any girl-next-door type. She didn’t have any fancy designer stuff or tricked out mani-pedis done every month. She was a girl on a budget just trying to get by.

After Evan paid for his drink, he turned around and walked out of the store...and out of Holly’s life.

“Well, you know what they say?” Abigail said as she took another sip of her coffee before placing the cup back on the table. “Opportunities are never lost; someone will take the one you missed.”

“Abby! You’re supposed to be my friend,” Holly growled.

“What’s the point of being your friend when you never take my advice? You know he was trying to make eye contact with you, right?”

“He was?” Holly’s heart leaped in her chest.

“Yeah, silly. You need to seriously ask the guy out. He was looking right at you, girl.”

“Fine!” Holly huffed, “I’ll do it. I’ll ask him if he could come with me next weekend as my fake boyfriend.”

“When do you plan on calling him?” Abigail cocked a brow, sounding dubious.

“T-tonight. Yes, that’s right. Tonight after my elective Bio lab.”

“Okaaaay,” Abigail smirked. “Fifty bucks says you won’t.”

“Are you kidding me?” Holly grinned and shook her head. “We’re on. Just have my money ready.”

“Yeah, whatever, girlfriend.”

Holly and Abigail both had a good laugh over the situation while sipping on their luxury hot drinks. It sounded pretty pathetic and unreal come to think of it.

Holly really needed an ice-breaking feeling to calm her nerves. Nothing like making light of the situation just in case it all blew up in her face later.

That way at least her dignity would still be intact. Well, maybe.

Still, she couldn’t get over the feeling she got whenever Mr. Evan Knights was around her. Gosh, he’d only just moved into her building last month. Birgitte usually knows all the guys on the campus but she’d been away for a month on a family emergency in Connecticut. So she probably hadn’t even gotten a chance to see him yet. Holly hoped Birgitte would be returning soon or else she would have to move out of the building.

And then how would she get to meet Mr. Evan Knights. It wasn’t as if they shared any classes—or interests or anything like that. She wouldn’t even think about going to the gym. Sure, she took walks to get exercise, but she was ever so self-conscious of her curves and her body that it wasn’t an option for her. Though she knew a lot of girls liked to frequent the gym as some sort of pick up joint. Again, she was the shy-type—and yeah, she had some trust issues. Hence, why she was still single.

Holly’s head was still dazed in a whirlwind over this mystery Knights guy who’s got all the girls’ tongues wagging on campus. But he kept mostly to himself. Though she’d see him with some of the guys once in a while heading to the gym. And it looked as if he shot a few hoops at the basketball court judging by the gear he would wear coming from that gym.

No, she wasn’t stalking him, but she did take note.

But the question was, how was she going to approach him now?
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Chapter 2
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Evan just finished bench pressing two-hundred-and-sixty pounds of iron weights at the campus gym and placed the weights back down. Music played in the background as the gym was in full swing. He noticed some girls over by the treadmill giggling and looking in his direction, whispering to each other. He tried to ignore it.

Sweat moistened his skin. He picked up his white towel and pressed it to his forehead. The workout facility was near the indoor basketball court in a state-of-the-art facility with tall ceiling to floor windows so one could see outside—mostly the grounds and students hurrying to their next class. He had a pretty good view of the Starbucks where he just got his bottle of water where he also caught yet another glimpse of that sweet ass quiet girl in his building. He’d found out through another student that her name was Holly Jackson. She was a shy quiet little thing. So different from the other girls on the campus. Hell, she was different from any girl he’d ever seen or met.

She saw him come into the café and turned her head the other way. What was with her? Little did she know that it only turned him on even more. What was it about that girl?

Whatever it was, his cock jumped hard whenever he did see her. He was willing to bet she was a good girl. He’d always see her around with tons of textbooks and always in the library.

Evan thought of how much he would love to have his cock buried deep inside her sweet pussy as she tightened around his hard dick while he thrust inside her harder and harder and faster and faster. He’d pleasure her with so much sweetness she would forget her own name while calling out his.

Evan drew a deep breath.

Yeah, right. She was probably someone he should stay the heck away from. She didn’t seem like a run-around one-night-stand type. But oh, he would love a night with her. He was often a good judge of character but he should keep as far away from her as humanly possible—at least until he clears his shit up.

The doorman in the building confirmed Holly never had guys coming there and even when her roommate was out of town, she was home alone. Except for her friend that came to see her once in a while.

“Not bad, bro.” Cory, his adopted brother couldn’t help but grin while Evan put the weights back. “But not as good as me, of course.”

“You’re a piece of shit, you know that?” Evan teased his brother.

“You know me all too well, bro,” Cory shot back with another grin. The two often bantered with each other just for the heck of it.

Just then, Holly and her friend walked out of the Starbucks. His eyes followed her and penetrated her. She wore a nice pair of jeans that really hugged her hips and that sweet ass of hers. She had a nice tiny waist to accentuate her round ass just the way he liked it. An hour-glass figure with nice rounded breasts. He wasn’t into skinny girls, only women with curves in all the right places.

Cory’s eyes followed his brother’s. “Who’s the good-looking chick?”

“She lives down the hall on my floor.”

“Have you had her yet?”

Evan gave his brother a scorching look. Heat drove through him. If it were any other girl, he wouldn’t care, but this girl was...different. Heck, he didn’t know her personally, but he’d been keeping tabs on her.

“She’s a good girl.”

“The best kind to get with. What’s wrong with you, bro?”

“I’ve only just been on campus a month, remember?”

“Oh, right. Hey, wait a minute. You don’t really like her, do you?”

“I hardly know her,” Evan lied. He knew a lot more about her than she knew.

“Hey, don’t get too close, okay? You don’t want her to find out about your secret, right?”

“Do I look stupid to you?”

“I don’t think you want me to answer that,” Cory teased.

Evan grinned and shook his head. He’d been thinking about asking Holly out before, but it would be a mistake. He couldn’t risk her finding out about him. No one on campus knew about his background and he had to keep it that way.
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Chapter 3
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“So what are you going to wear to ask him out?” Abigail asked Holly over the phone.

“What do you mean?” Holly said, looking at the half dozen outfits on her bed. She wished Birgitte was there to give her some tips and advice on what to wear but then again she wouldn’t tell Birgitte the real truth, now would she? She’d probably think she was nuts or something.

“I’m not sure yet. Maybe a T-shirt and jeans.”

“T-shirt and jeans?”

“Well, what else am I going to wear? Cut-off shorts and a bra? Yeah, that would look classy.”

“Yeah, whatever, girl. Okay, you’ve got a point. But remember, you actually want the guy to agree to go out with you, right?”

“That’s true.” Holly sighed deeply. Abigail, as usual, had a point. She didn’t want to give Evan the wrong ideas, but she also didn’t want him to brush her off either. She really needed him to do this one favor for her. Goodness, what had her life come to? Was she that desperate to get her auntie and cousins off her back and save her face and prove to them that she wasn’t a social deviant or social freak in their eyes.

Part of her wanted to just forget about it and chant who the hell cared what people thought of her. But the truth was, everybody cared what people thought of them at one point or another, right? We wanted to prove that we’re okay and that we could get another person interested in us, if we wanted to, right? We wanted to be accepted at least to a point. 

She hated fitting in to other people’s expectations. But she had to get her overbearing guardian off her back just this once, so that she could live out the rest of her life in peace. 

––––––––
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Later that evening, Holly found herself outside Apartment 1801. Evan’s apartment. 

This is it. Could be the most humiliating day of my life but here goes for nothing...

She drew in a deep breath and knocked. 

She had tried on a dozen outfits earlier, not sure of what to wear. Then she received phone consultation from Abigail the fashion princess and decided to wear a simple snug fitting jeans short –not a Daisy Dukes, but something more casual and a crisp baby blue t-shirt with the words Destiny written on it. Simple and ambiguous at the same time. 

She really didn’t want to wear a corny design or rude message to give the wrong impression of herself. She also avoided her Let’s Stay Green shirt to avoid giving the impression that she was a nerd—which in a way, she was.

She waited. And waited. Nothing. Not a sound. Was he in the shower or something? 

“Right. This must be a sign. Bad idea, Holly,” she whispered under her breath as she turned around to walk back to her apartment...

Evan heard the door knock but had just gotten out of the shower. Once he’d finished drying he slung on his boxers and a pair of jeans and made his way over to the door.

He opened it to find no one there. Then he looked down the long hallway and saw her.

Isn’t that the cute chick that lives down the hall?

She had the finest ass, he thought to himself watching her walk towards her apartment. Just looking at her from the back view made heat surge through his body and his cock hard like a rock in moments. He’d always thought she was kind of cute and shy. Not like the other girls on campus. She seemed modest and always had her nose in her books. 

He’d noticed her coming in late from her job and the light on in her apartment from the outside made him wonder if she always pulled an all-nighter when she studied. He’d never seen her around at the campus parties or clubs. But he did eye her in the café sitting with a coffee and a friend. She’d made no eye contact with him so he’d just shrugged and walked away. 

Most girls threw themselves shamelessly at his feet and flirted with him around the clock. Hooking up with his cell number that they’d gotten probably illegally from one of their friends who works at the gym as a membership clerk.

But this chick Holly, if he could remember correctly, was hot and she didn’t act like it. He’d heard someone call her that once so he assumed that was her real name. They’d always bumped into each other on the stairwell or elevator or on campus but made no formal introduction beyond talking about the weather or how huge the campus was when she was lost going to her class.

He wondered if she had knocked and called out to her. “Hey, did you just knock?” he said in a low voice and she froze on the spot. That was weird. Slowly she turned around, chewing on her sexy lips. There was just something about her that he found captivating. Something about her that pleased his body.
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Chapter 4
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“So you want me to pretend to be your fake boyfriend for your cousin’s wedding in a few weeks,” he said to Holly in a low sexy voice that sent pleasant shivers down her spine. 

Damn! He was hot as hell. It should be illegal to be that good looking and oh, his abs, his biceps. Shit! This tall delicious man was the epitome of excellent physical health. She was salivating and it didn’t help her concentration much when he was inches from her half naked. His muscular body exposed from the hips up. Broad shoulders and narrow hips—there was something about that combination that made her pulse race.

Holly had just explained to him the whole situation and as her friend Abigail had advised, she made it sound like a no-big-deal situation. 

Guys don’t like desperate. 

The decent ones tend to look away. Kind of like the bank. If you need a loan from them, better let them believe you really don’t need it, if you want to secure it. If that made any sense at all.

Holly was acutely aware of his sinfully sexy dark eyes penetrating her, surveying her body, her face as he pondered what to say next to this outrageous proposal. Then a grin of amusement touched the corner of his luscious lips and she felt a sense of relief. Maybe he didn’t think she was stark crazy at all.

“I know the feeling. I’ve got family just like you have. Always up in your business.”

“Thanks. Glad you know how it is sometimes.”

“Can I get you anything?” he said as he went over to his open kitchen area.

“Sure. I’ll just have a glass of water, thanks,” Holly murmured, her heart beating hard and fast in her chest. Could she really go through with this? What must he think of her? But he didn’t actually agree to anything yet, she reminded herself. 

She leaned into the comfortable leather couch and looked around his gorgeous apartment. He seemed to have expensive leather furniture and a huge Flat Screen TV covering almost the entire wall with a futuristic looking sound system

And all kinds of trophies and awards on his display shelf. 

“So, how is it that a girl as cute as you don’t have a boyfriend?” he murmured as he handed her a tall glass of fresh spring water from a bottle. Tingles erupted in her stomach when his smooth tanned hand brushed hers. It was like electricity. A powerful magnetic surge that shot through her veins.

“W-well, I just don’t have the time right now. Studies and everything...my job, you know. Just want to keep my life simple right now.”

“I get it. Don’t blame you.” 

He wasn’t a man of many words, Holly noticed. But he had a captivating aura about him.

“Got a lot of awards,” she commented, “all from sports.” 

She noticed basketball trophies, hockey medals and even a little league coach of the year award. This guy was well-rounded. Being active didn’t seem like a problem for him. 

Evan grinned. A dimple appeared on his smooth cheek and she thought she was going to melt. He looked so sexy. His slight stubble gave him that bad boy look, yet his eyes danced when he laughed.

“No.”

“Oh?” Holly sounded dejected, hoping she didn’t assume the wrong thing.

“Well, what are they for?”

“Nothing really,” he said as he drank his beer, his eyes fixed on Holly.

He smiled as he walked over to her. She caught his delicious scent that delighted her nose. He smelled of fresh clean soap. But she still found his sexy half naked body...a bit distracting.

“Let’s get to know each other,” his tone softened, changing the subject. 

Butterflies tingled inside her.

Let’s get to know each other?

Well, duh. Of course, they needed to learn a lot about each other for their charade they were planning to pull next weekend, right?

He got so close to her she thought she would faint in his arms. His sexy sweet-scented cologne was deliciously intoxicating. So were those ocean-blue eyes of his. Damn, he was sexy as hell. She’d never met anyone so...intriguing and sexually compelling like Evan before.

“W-what?” she said breathless. “Listen, I’m not that kind of...”

“You want me to pretend to be your boyfriend at your cousin’s wedding, right?”

“Um, yeah,” she said as heat rose to her cheeks. 

“Well don’t you think we should get some facts straight in case they ask us questions?” His electric blue eyes penetrated her and she felt warm all of a sudden. Her panties felt moist and heat pulsed between her thighs. If she were honest with herself, she knew she wanted him in between her legs. Her nipples ached to be stroked by him.

Stop it, Holly. Focus, girl. 

You’ve got a lot on your plate right now. No time for relationships right now.

Damn! It had been like forever since she’d had a boyfriend. Yeah, her hormones were out of control right now. And it didn’t help a bit that Evan was so distractingly gorgeous. 

Why does he have to be so damn sexy? I can’t think or concentrate in his presence.

“In case they ask us questions?” she echoed. 

“Right.”

“Oh, my goodness! So you’ll do this for me?” she said, breathless, unable to contain her emotions. Was she hearing correctly? Did Mr. Evan Knights just agree to help her out by becoming her fake boyfriend next weekend? She heard his confirmation but it wasn’t registering to her brain yet. 

“Yeah,” he confirmed, “but my escort fees could run in the thousands for overnight stays,” he said in his deep silky voice with coolness in his tone.

Holly’s heart exploded in her chest.

Escort fees?

Shit! 

What have I gotten myself into?

Her jaw fell open and she felt the color drain from her face and her body. Just what the hell had she gotten herself into?

When did a proposition become prostitution?

Evan’s lips melted into a cute grin, “Relax, Holly. It was just a joke. I don’t even go there.” His voice was deep and assertive.

Not that she wouldn’t mind locking lips and body parts with a hot and sexy guy like Evan. She was sure that every girl on the campus felt the same way by the way they ogled him everywhere he went.

Holly let out a deep sigh of relief. 

So he had a sense of humor? Okay. Good. That must count for something, right? That was a good trait, actually. Now if only she could sharpen her own sense of humor.

“This one’s on me.”

“It’s on you? What do you mean by that? You mean you don’t want any favors from me in return?” Holly was dubious. She just didn’t buy it. 

“Oh, there is one favor. Just one thing I ask,” he said, his gaze still fixed on her.

Immediately she thought of Abigail’s joke about giving him good head. Oh, no. By the huge bulge in his pants, she could tell Evan was well endowed. Oh, she would love to have a piece of him inside her. But, of course, she would never let him know that. She wasn’t an easy type of girl and she certainly knew that some fantasies should stay in her head—and in her heart. 

“Okay,” Holly said, her pulse beating rapidly. The magnetic pull between them was palpable. “What’s the favor?”

“Have dinner with me, tomorrow night.” 
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Chapter 5
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“Man, are you crazy?” Cory said to Evan the next day while they were on the basketball court shooting some hoops.  “You can’t go out with her?”

Evan wondered if it was a mistake to go out with Holly. Why did he even bother to ask her out to dinner?

Oh, right. Because he couldn’t help himself. 

His testosterone levels were probably off the chart right now. There was something about Ms Holly Jackson that really drew him in like a powerful magnet.

He was so turned on by her. 

He’d dated a lot of pretty girls in his time, but not nearly as dainty as Holly. She was naturally beautiful and so humble about it, too. She didn’t carry herself off like she was Ms. It. Man, he hated stuck up girls who thought they were God’s gift to the world. There was nothing wrong with a confident girl but he’d dated some superficial wannabes to know what he didn’t like.

There was just something about Holly, so natural, so innocent. An indescribable feeling slid inside him when he was around her. 

Even though he barely acknowledged her whenever they got into the same elevator at the condo. She had a crazy effect on him. He tried to ignore it, of course. Tried to push it out of his mind, but it wasn’t working much. 

He wanted nothing more than to drive his dick inside her beautiful sex and pleasure her over and over again. But he had to remind himself that this was only a favor—he’d have to cut her loose after that. He couldn’t afford to get close to her—or any girl, right now.

“It’s just a dinner.”

“Just a dinner?” Cory said as Evan blocked his ball.

Evan took a dunk shot and scored beautifully. 

“Show off!”

“Jealous, are we? Maybe you need more spring in your step, bro.”

Cory rolled his eyes. “Yeah, yeah. Whatever.”

Evan grinned. They both finished up as the team came out on the court. They headed to the shower room. Evan grabbed a white towel and dabbed the sweat off his face. There was nothing like a good work out. And boy did Evan have a lot of energy to burn. He was worked up all right. There was a lot of shit going on in his life and he needed to get things straight.

“Anyway, don’t change the subject, Evan. What if Ms Holly finds out about you, bro? Then what would you do?”

“That’s not gonna happen.” 

“How do you know that? Do you even know much about her?”

“I know enough.”

“So what time are you picking her up? Where are you taking her?”

“You sure ask a lot of questions, bro. None of your damn business.”

“Seriously, man. Just stick to the plan. You know the deal.”

“I know the deal. I also know the score, Cory. She’s just a neighbor. Nothing more will come of this. I’m not going to screw around with her.” 

“Nothing wrong with casual sex. I just don’t want anything—to mess up the plan.”

“I’ll make sure of that.”

As much as his body was craving her sweet sex, Evan was a man who knew how to take control. But would he lose that power with Holly?

*    *    *  
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“Dinner?” Abigail asked Holly for clarification over the phone. “All he asked for in return for playing your fake boyfriend is dinner?

“Yes, only dinner. I told you not all guys have sex on the brain.”

“Yeah, but that man does. Trust me.”

“And how do you know that?”

“Word gets around, Holly.”

Holly rolled her eyes as she pressed the cell phone to her ear. “Don’t believe rumors you might hear from wannabes around campus.”

“Just be careful, Holly. You’re kind of...How do I say this?”

“Naïve?”

“Innocent. I was going to say innocent. You’re a cool chick. I just don’t wanna see you get hurt or taken in by Mr. Drop Dead Sexy.”

“Wait a minute. Weren’t you the one trying to get me to go out with him for my cousin’s wedding?”

“Yeah, but something just doesn’t seem right now.”

“Like what?”

“Well, I was talking to Mandy in Physics and she said her friend went out with him. He hangs out at this club. And he’s got it going on.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“Let’s just say, he knows how to please a woman, but he doesn’t do second dates..”

“Are you saying he’s a man whore?”

“No. Well, not exactly. He’s a cool dude and everything. No one really knows too much about him, that’s all. Except, well, he fucks hard and good, and those are Mandy’s words, not mine.”

Holly rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Bye Abby.”

“Seriously, just be careful, okay.”

Holly sighed deeply. “Thanks for the heads up, Ms. Why-Don’t-You-Give-Him-Good-Head?”

Abigail laughed out. “Girl, you’re too funny. Let me know all the details. Don’t leave anything out.”

“There won’t be many details, Abby. It’s only dinner. Unless you want to know the intimate details of the meals.”

After Holly hanged up her phone, she blew out a puff of air and lifted her bangs off her forehead. Was Abby right? Was he really hiding something?

She had a point. She knew very little about Evan. He’d only just moved in on campus and was staying at a pricy condo complex near the campus where only rich kids or kids with trust funds could afford to stay.

Just what was the real deal about him?

Her body pulsed just thinking about him. 

There was something adventurous, forbidden, and magnetic about being in Evan’s presence. She knew she’d be the envy of every girl on campus if they found out or saw them. But what could she do? That wasn’t her problem. She was just grateful that he was willing to step in and save face. But Abby had a point. It all seemed so...perfect. Too perfect. And from Holly’s experience, her life had always been anything but perfect.

Was she going to regret seeing Evan alone for dinner?
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Chapter 6
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“You look beautiful,” Evan said as he showed up at her apartment. It was really weird because they actually lived on the same floor.

Evan looked positively stunning, ravishing in his tailored suit. She couldn’t tell which designer it was, but she felt suddenly overwhelmed, intimidated. He’d told her to dress nice but she had no idea, just how fancy this place was that he was taking her.

“Thank you,” she said, opening the door wide for him to come inside.

Holly wore the only black dress she owned. Her mom always told her especially in New York, a girl had to have a black number for any occasion. Hers was a simple body hugging material and she dressed it up with a gold necklace. It was cut above the thigh and had a low back. Simple, yet elegant. She didn’t wear any make up except lipstick coated with gloss and eyeliner.

Funny, most people commented on the pink décor of the condo apartment, thanks to Birgitte, who had a weird fascination with the color pink. The walls were a tint of pink and the couch and cushions all had hot pink décor. Holly was grateful she didn’t get regular headaches from staring at all that pink and was able to somehow get some studying done in there.

Evan didn’t even look around. He said nothing. No comment or anything.

How weird was that?

Holly mentally shrugged it off.

“Can I get you a drink?,” she asked as she finished putting on her other gold earring.

“I’m good, thanks.”

Evan smelled delicious. There went her body reacting to him again. Heat climbed inside her and suddenly she began to sweat.

Okay, focus, girl. It’s only dinner.

“So where are we heading?,” she asked after she grabbed her bag.

“It’s a surprise.” A charming grin curled his luscious lips and Holly tingled inside.

Holly just couldn't wait.

When they were in the elevator Holly couldn't help but stealing glances at him. He was gorgeous in every way. The elevator stopped on the second floor and the woman got on the elevator. The woman had long blonde hair and sunglasses. She glanced at Evan approvingly then at Holly, giving Holly a noticeable jealous glare.

If only she knew that he was only her fake boyfriend for just a short period of time. She wished she was with Evan for more than just a charade. At least she got this time with him. She should just make the most of it.

When they got outside, the air was nice and cool, Evan noticed that she trembled a bit. He took off his jacket and wrapped it around her and she shivered with delight at his touch. What a gentleman he was.

The doorman gave Evan a polite nod. The valet on his car around. Holly was shocked to see that he drove a luxury SUV black with tinted windows of course. What else would he drive right?

“Nice.”

“It gets me around.” He was very casual about it. She opened the door for her and she got inside.

The car smelled clean like new leather. She liked it. She liked being in Evan's presence and everything that was about him.

It's only a date. It's only dinner.

She reminded herself not to get her hopes up too high. To only come tumbling down again. After all this will be over soon.

If it hadn't been for being so desperate to try to find a date for next weekend, she probably would never have had the nerve to even approach Evan. Too bad it won't last long.

“That was delicious,” Holly said, rubbing her belly. The view of the rooftop restaurant in Manhattan was breathtaking but not nearly as breathtaking as her companion.

“Glad you like.”

“I do.”

Holly enjoyed Evan’s company but was disappointed that he wasn’t much of a conversationalist tonight. His phone kept buzzing for one thing and he kept glancing at the screen.

“Running a business?,” she asked him.

“You could say that. I do apologize.”

“No worries. We’re all addicted to our phones these days. I do that too, sometimes.”

He winced when he read a message. “I’m sorry Holly, we have to cut our dinner date short. I’ll make it up to you.”

“What?”

“It’s an emergency. I wouldn’t leave if I didn’t have to.”

“Oh, no.” She was just enjoying the evening out. “Is everything all right?,” she asked.

“I’ll have to explain later.”

“Well, at least we had a nice quiet dinner. You weren’t kidding about that,” she said.

“Excuse me?,” he said.

“You said only dinner and that’s what we had.” No conversation. 

Evan looked past Holly to another table on the terrace and she spun her head around.

There was a man wearing shades and another woman at the table. Evan glanced fiercely at them.

What the heck was going on?

“Do you know them?,” she asked.

“Let’s leave now, shall we?” His tone was abrupt yet apologetic at the same time.

“Sure. The dinner was nice. Thank you.”

“I’ll take you home,” he said, still scowling at the couple at the next table.

“Actually, can you please drop me off at the ATM on Main.”

“If you need anything, I can...”

“No, thank you. I just need to get something out. I’ll walk back to the condo. No need to wait for me.”

He looked offended at first then changed his expression. “Are you sure you want to do that?”

“Yes, I’m sure.”

“If I take a woman out, I like to see her home safely.”

“Fine. Take me home then. I’ll go tomorrow.”

Evan took her home but Holly decided she was going to change into her jeans and go to the ATM on her own while her fake boyfriend decided what he was doing with his mystery strangers.
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