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      To younger me

      You did it. You never gave up even when you definitely felt like it and held on to this crazy dream for dear life. You're living the life you wanted and writing the stories you want to tell [image: pink heart]
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            ABOUT THE ONE I SHOULDN’T WANT

          

          DASHWOOD U, BOOK ONE

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Sometimes the one you shouldn’t want is exactly who you need…

      

        

      
        Olivia Anthony has no time for romance. Family, friends, baseball, and school are all that matter. But her priorities went out the window when a sexy stranger made her think a no-strings-attached fling was a good idea. And it was. Until she discovered her new hitting coach and her hot one-night stand were one and the same…

      

        

      
        Sebastian Parker never planned on coaching at a college level, but that’s where fate—and the injury that ended his pro ball career—led him. So, he wouldn’t do anything that might risk his new job. Until he realized the gorgeous, much younger woman he spent an unforgettably steamy weekend with was now his completely off-limits student…      

      

        

      
        It’s not long before Olivia and Sebastian find that keeping their minds (and hands) off each other is easier said than done. But at the end of the day, are they brave enough to claim a happily ever after that could cost them everything else?
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      This playlist is made up of songs that inspired this story and others that I was listening to during the drafting and/or editing phase. It cannot be found online at this time.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        “Never Til Now” by Ashley Cooke, Brett Young

      

        

      
        “Closer” by Goapele

      

        

      
        “Love Me Like You Do” by Elle Goulding

      

        

      
        “Tears on My Pillow” by Goapele

      

        

      
        “Steal The Show” by Lauv

      

        

      
        “Right Here” by Goapele

      

        

      
        “Cosmic Love” by Jade Novah

      

        

      
        “Simple and Plain” by Gina Loring

      

        

      
        “Try” by Jade Novah

      

        

      
        “I Decided” by Liv Warfield

      

        

      
        “Bed Peace” by Jhené Aiko, Childish Gambino

      

        

      
        “Bring It All to Me” by Blaque, *Nsync

      

        

      
        “Often” by The Weeknd
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      My eyes landed on a handsome, older guy as I looked for a seat at my gate. His bronzed, chiseled face was flawless. The long sleeve shirt he wore clung to his muscular arms. I looked away, not wanting to be caught staring at a stranger. I claimed the empty seat across from him. Pulling out my earbuds, I popped them into my ear and worked on finding something to listen to. With that decided, I opened a game on my phone and started playing.

      “Excuse me,” someone said, but I didn’t look up. “Hey, can you hear me?”

      That got my attention, and my head popped up. It was the older guy. His mahogany-brown eyes were watching me as I pulled the earbuds out.

      “Yes?”

      “I was an idiot and didn’t charge my phone last night. It’s about to die, and I really want to keep listening to my music and reading this book,” he explained in a deep, smooth voice. “Do you have a power adapter I could borrow?”

      I chuckled. “I have a charging brick you can use.”

      I picked up my bag and moved to the seat right next to him. He grinned at me, making my stomach swoop as I bent to retrieve the charging brick.

      “Do you need a cord too?”

      “I’m not that helpless. I have one,” he declared, that grin still on his face.

      “Good to know I don’t need to provide everything.” My teasing remark amused him.

      Once I straightened back up, I handed the brick to him and watched as he hooked up his phone. I made sure it was on and actually charging his phone before settling into my seat.

      “So, what were you listening to that has you begging strangers for chargers?”

      “You’re not going to let me live this down, are you?”

      “Probably not until we get on the plane,” I quipped.

      He shook his head, but there was a smile on his full lips. “Goapele. I woke up with one of her songs in my head, so of course that meant I needed to listen to every song I like by her.”

      My lips pulled into a big grin. “I love her, and of course, you had to have a Goapele song fest. Who can listen to just one of her songs?”

      “Wow,” he said. “I don’t think I’ve ever met anyone who even knows that name, let alone likes her music, too.”

      “Yeah. My mom was a big fan of hers and listened to Goapele when I was growing up. I fell in love too, and I have a whole playlist with just her songs,” I replied.

      “It’s the same for me, too.”

      “If you like Goapele, you’d probably like Jade Novah. She’s newer, and I love her music as well.”

      The guy picked up his phone, used his face to unlock it, and opened his music app. He wanted the name, so I repeated it, even spelling it. He leaned into my space to ask what songs were my favorite. His woodsy scent filled my nose and made my stomach dip. I gave myself a mental shake and told him. We exchanged names of artists we liked for the next few minutes and told each other which songs we liked the most.

      “I should probably get the name of a person who has my music taste,” the guy said.

      “It’s Olivia. And yours?”

      “Sebastian.”

      My phone buzzed, and it was my brother sending me the scores to the basketball game I missed last night.

      “You’re into sports? Sorry, I saw basketball and couldn’t help but ask.”

      Rolling my eyes playfully, I answered, “I’m into sports. I love baseball, basketball, and a little tennis that stems from attending my sister’s best friend’s older sister’s kids’ tournaments, which I was forced to do.”

      “Wow.”

      “Where did I lose you? Tennis?”

      He laughed, ducking his head in such a cute way that it made me smile again. I needed to get a grip. This was just a friendly chat at the gate while we waited for our flight. Not a love connection.

      “Yeah, right around the sister’s best friend area,” he replied.

      “Sorry. There was no easier way to say that.”

      “Are you sure?” he teased.

      I checked my phone, avoiding his dark gaze. Zane had texted me back, so I responded. A group chat message briefly sidetracked me.

      “Shit,” I breathed, looking up at Sebastian. “I’m sorry. My family and friends can be demanding.”

      “You’re fine,” he replied easily. “I take it you come from a big family.”

      “Um, I’m not sure I can call it big. I only have two older siblings. I grew up in a small town, and my mom is best friends with my sister’s best friend’s mom, which is how they became besties. My mom and my brother’s best friend’s mom are best friends. Therefore, I essentially grew up with multiple moms, dads, and siblings. I’m the youngest in the group. There’s a big age gap between me and most of them.”

      “I think I’m getting used to the way you talk, because I followed all of that.”

      I rolled my eyes, silencing him with a sarcastic “Shut up.” 

      “I’m just saying,” he stated. 

      “How could I have said that any clearer?”

      “Are they your best friends, too?”

      “Not really.”

      “How about your friends?”

      “I guess I’d call Rhi my friend. Xavier is my sister’s husband, so that makes him my brother-in-law.”

      “There you go,” he said, as if he’d solved a puzzle.

      “‘There I go’ what, exactly?”

      “My mom is best friends with my friend’s mom, and also she’s besties with my brother-in-law’s mom,” Sebastian answered. “It’s a lot fewer words but again, I understood what you said.”

      I chuckled, really enjoying talking to him. He was good-looking, funny, easy to talk to, and had excellent taste in music. Too bad I wasn’t looking to date anyone, and he didn’t live anywhere near me. We were waiting for a plane to Atlanta, but I attended school in Hills Brook, GA. It was a little over two hours away from the larger city. Sebastian asked me about growing up in a small town. He grew up in Atlanta. I smiled as I started telling him stories from my childhood.

      “Excuse me, ladies and gentlemen,” the gate attendant said, and I looked at the desk. “Because of the weather, the 1:30 PM flight to Atlanta has been delayed.”

      I looked outside; heavy snow now fell beyond the glass window. It’d been flurries when I walked into the airport. She told us that the new flight time was 4:45 PM, hopefully. I sighed and glanced at Sebastian, who was already looking at me.

      “I guess we have a little more time to bond over music,” he quipped.
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      I listened to Olivia talk, feeling like I didn’t want this moment to end. Hearing that our flight was delayed by a couple of hours didn’t even make me bat an eye. I enjoyed talking to her. She was gorgeous, intelligent, funny, and despite the age gap, we had a lot in common. Finding someone with my music taste wasn’t always easy, and she knew sports too.

      “Do I have something on my face?” Olivia asked, and I realized I was staring.

      “No, sorry,” I said with a smile.

      “So, how likely do you think it’ll be that we’re headed to Atlanta today?” she asked, looking at the window, and I did too.

      The snow was really coming down now, and several planes were on the runway. I’d lived in New York for a couple of years and had dealt with weather issues before. Just last year, I had to cancel a trip home because my flight kept getting canceled, and by the time I could make it, I couldn’t take the time off from work.

      “Very slim chance,” I told her honestly.

      She sighed. If they canceled our flight, at least I still had a week and some change to make it to Hills Brook and my new job at Dashwood University. If we couldn’t fly out today, it would probably be a few days before we could.

      “Trying to get back home for something?” I asked.

      “Just the start of school,” she answered. “But I have some time. If our flight is canceled, it’d cut into family time, but no one could blame me for that, right?”

      “They could try, but that’d make them pretty shitty.”

      She laughed. “It definitely would.”

      Olivia glanced at the time on her phone. It’d been a couple of hours since we had been told of the delay. I looked at the desk and saw that the attendants were on their computers. One picked up the phone and seemed to have a tense conversation with someone. It didn’t look good. I pulled out my cell to send a group text to my family.

      
        
          
            
              
        Mom

      

      
        Keep us posted, Bass.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Carlee

      

      
        I told you that you should’ve come earlier. I warned you about a possible snowstorm days ago.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me

      

      
        Does it ever get exhausting being the oldest?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Carlee

      

      
        Of course not. It means I’m always right.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Tiffany

      

      
        She exhausts me on a daily basis. Right now, she’s typing with a smug look on her face.

      

      

      

      

      

      A picture came through that made me laugh.

      
        
          
            
              
        Dad

      

      
        No matter how old you children get, you still bicker like when you were younger. And are endless entertainment.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Manny

      

      
        That’s probably why you and Mom had four of us. To always be entertained.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Mom

      

      
        Smartass. Be safe, Bass.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Manny

      

      
        LOL.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me

      

      
        I will be.

      

      

      

      

      

      “Excuse me,” the gate attendant said and waited until he had everyone’s attention. “I regret to inform you that your flight to Atlanta has been cancelled until further notice. Please line up, and we will provide hotel and meal vouchers.”

      I glanced at Olivia, who sighed and looked at me. There was a rush of people lining up for the gate. Olivia and I waited until it thinned out.

      “I’ve never had a flight canceled because of weather,” Olivia said.

      “Really? Just last year the airline canceled my flight, forcing me to change my plans for going home.”

      “Nope. This is only my second time in New York. My friends wanted me to come visit and Rhi had some frequent flyer miles I could use; so here I am.”

      “Your sister’s best friend, right?”

      She gave me a radiant smile. “Right. It’s sexy when a man listens.”

      I couldn’t help laughing. “If you say so.”

      “We should probably get in line.”

      I agreed, and the two of us stood, joining the line that wasn’t as long as it’d been just a few minutes ago. We continued making small talk as the line progressed until it was our turn. The gate attendant looked up at us with a panicked look in her eyes, which made my stomach clench.

      “I am so sorry to have to tell you this,” she started. “We only have one hotel voucher left.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            3

          

          
            OLIVIA

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      I held in a sigh. The cancellation of our flight wasn’t this woman’s fault, and now they only had one hotel voucher left. I’d have to call my parents to see if they could foot the bill for a hotel, because there was no way I could afford a room right now. I could contact my friend, Cecilia, and see if I could crash at her parents’ house, but they lived in Staten Island. Was driving there even doable given the current weather?

      “You should take it, Olivia.” Sebastian’s deep voice cut into my spiraling thoughts.

      “No,” I said. “You can have it.”

      “I’ll just pay for a room. Take the voucher,” he insisted.

      “Are you sure?”

      That meant I wouldn’t have to borrow money from my folks for either a hotel or a ride to Cecilia’s house.

      “I’m 100% sure.”

      “Okay then,” the desk attendant said.

      She did something on her computer before handing me what looked like an airline ticket. The name of the hotel I would stay at was on it. She handed us both meal vouchers, and when I glanced back, I saw we were the last ones at the gate. Sebastian and I moved away from the desk.

      “You can stay at the hotel where I’m staying,” I suggested. “We can share a Lyft there.”

      “Okay,” he agreed. “Shall we?”

      He put a hand on the small of my back as we left the gate. The tingle up my spine meant nothing. Sebastian was on his phone as we made our way back to the front of the airport, so we could get a car to the hotel.

      “The Lyft will be here in fifteen minutes,” he told me, stuffing his phone in his pocket.

      We picked up the pace. The car was waiting for us by the time we made it, and we rushed to it. It was freezing and so white out that I wondered if the driver could even get us to the hotel. Glancing at Sebastian as he put our bags in the trunk, I could see he didn’t have the same worry. I guess I would wait for the driver to tell us what he could and couldn’t do. Sebastian and I greeted the driver once we’d settled into the backseat.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I climbed out of the car first once we reached the hotel. Sebastian grabbed our bags, and we rushed inside. The front desk was busy, which was to be expected. Once it was our turn, I handed over my voucher. It took some time to get me checked in and for the concierge to hand me a key card. Once I had it, I stepped to the side and waited as Sebastian inquired about a room. I was relieved when the concierge said they had one available. I didn’t know him well enough to want to share a room, but if they’d said there wasn’t one, I’d been trying to decide if I’d offer to share mine. It wasn’t ideal at all, but I was glad it hadn’t come to that. After Sebastian checked in, we walked to the elevators in silence.

      “Are you okay?” Sebastian asked.

      I looked into his handsome face, my heart fluttering a little. “I’m fine. A little tired, I guess.”

      He nodded as the elevator doors slid open. We walked on together. Sebastian hit the button for the sixth floor, and I hit the one for the ninth. I rested against the back of the elevator as it started its ascent. Sebastian smiled at me. It was a nice one and drew my eyes to his full lips. I needed to get a damn grip. This man had to be like ten years older than me and probably wasn’t interested in me like that anyway. The car stopped on Sebastian’s floor.

      “It was nice chatting with you, Olivia,” he said, holding the doors open with his hand.

      “It really was. Be sure to listen to some of the artists I recommended. I hope you like them.”

      “I’m sure I will.”

      He gave me a little wave and stepped back, letting the doors shut. I continued on to my floor. Once I was in my room, I kicked off my shoes and climbed onto the bed with my phone. My parents had asked that I call them when I safely checked into my hotel. Once I finished talking to my parents, I would text my older brother and sister and our friends. I relaxed against the pillows as I pressed on my mom’s contact.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      After spending a few hours in my room, watching TV and scrolling through social media, I decided it was time to venture out. I was already tired of being cooped up. I didn’t know how I was going to survive multiple days at this hotel. Riding the elevator down to the lobby, I followed the signs to the restaurant, which was packed. The hostess led me to the bar, where there were two stools open toward the end of the long bar. She handed me a menu, and I looked it over. The season started next month, so it was time for me to start eating better. I’d indulged all winter break knowing that when I made it home today, I’d have to go on my season diet. May as well start now even though I wasn’t home yet.

      When the waiter came, I ordered grilled salmon with whole-grain rice and broccoli and a glass of water. I pulled out my phone as I waited for my food. There were messages from my friends in our group chat.

      
        
          
            
              
        Kali

      

      
        Are you sure you don’t want me to come to NYC to be with you?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me

      

      
        Could you even make it here from Saratoga Springs?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Lala

      

      
        No. She’d have to drive, which on a good day is three hours. But with this weather, it’d take even longer. Her aunt and uncle would never let her make that drive.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me

      

      
        And I won’t either. I’m fine. I’m sitting at the bar waiting for my dinner. Afterward, I’ll go back to my room and try to get some sleep.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Lala

      

      
        I wish I could join you, though.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me

      

      
        Seriously, ladies. I’m fine. Don’t worry about me.

      

      

      

      

      

      “Is this seat taken?” A familiar deep voice asked.

      I glanced to my left to see Sebastian sliding into the seat beside me. I couldn’t help the grin on my face.

      “Hey.”

      “Hey,” he greeted. “Have you ordered yet?”

      “I did a few minutes ago.”

      I went back to my phone and told Kaliyah and Cecilia I’d talk to them later. Shoving it into my pocket, I turned my attention back to the handsome man beside me. I was glad we’d run into each other again. It was nice to see a familiar face. The waiter came back with my food and asked Sebastian if he was ready to order. He ordered a bacon cheeseburger with fries and a Coke.

      “That’s an interesting meal,” Sebastian stated.

      I chuckled softly. “It is. As much as I’m not ready to start my diet for the season, I may as well do it now.”

      “Season for what?”

      “Baseball.”

      His brows furrowed as he tried to figure out if I meant what I’d said. I let him puzzle over it until he worked up the nerve to ask.

      “You play baseball?”

      “Yep. I’m on my college baseball team, and I have been for the last two seasons. I started in Little League with my best friend, and then we continued to play on the same team in high school, which has been nice. I love baseball more than I let on earlier.”

      “Just a little,” he quipped with a smile. “So what position do you play?”

      “For the past two seasons I’ve played center field, but my coach wants to put me on first base. He thinks I can do more for the team there. I’m willing to do whatever I can to help.”

      Sebastian looked impressed as I cut into my grilled salmon since my stomach was growling. Sebastian asked who my favorite professional baseball team was. I was fine with the shift in topic and lobbed the question back at him after admitting that the Atlanta Lemurs were my favorite team. We were discussing how we thought our teams would do during the upcoming season when the waiter set his food in front of him. The two of us talked the entire time we ate dinner, falling into that easy relationship we’d developed earlier at the airport.
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      “We have to stop meeting like this.”

      “Are you always this corny in the morning?” I shot back, and Sebastian laughed. 

      “Not a morning person?”

      I shrugged as I grabbed a plate. “Not today, apparently.”

      He chuckled again, and I grinned at him. It seemed like the universe was determined to put us together right now. We were in the same hotel and all, but to keep running into Sebastian seemed a little unusual. Not that I was complaining, since he was a familiar, handsome face and someone I could sit and talk to while I ate. I was the opposite of my older sister who was an introvert. I needed human interaction, and sitting alone with my own company got old fast. 

      I made myself a bowl of oatmeal, some dry toast, and grabbed a container of fruit. Because he wanted a waffle, and it’d take a minute or three to make, I told Sebastian I’d get a table for us. I surveyed the area and found an unoccupied table by the window; I beeline for it and staked my claim. Shoot. I forgot to get something to drink. 

      “Sebastian,” I called, and he looked over at me expectantly. “Can you grab me a bottle of water?”

      He nodded, and I settled into my seat, digging into my bland oatmeal. The sacrifices I made to be a top-tier athlete. As Sebastian sat across from me, he set a bottle of water in front of me.

      “That looks appetizing,” he said, nodding at my food. 

      “Breakfast of the champs,” I replied sarcastically. “It’s only for a few months, right?”

      “Is it?”

      “I try to eat pretty healthy most of the year, but I have my moments where I let myself indulge. Right now isn’t one of those.”

      “So what’s on the agenda today?” 

      “I was thinking of getting some weightlifting in after breakfast and then using the pool for cardio. I don’t think there’ll be many people there at this hour.”

      Sebastian nodded. “I’ll be your spotter if you’ll do the same for me. I promise not to put too much weight on the bar when it’s my turn.”

      I scrunched my nose up at him, but a smile played on my lips. It kind of sucked that this was temporary. Our relationship was so easy, and we got along so well. I sighed a little and asked Sebastian about his night. 

      “It was uneventful. I watched a replay of a game from earlier in the night and then went to bed,” he answered. “You?” 

      “I texted my friends until I fell asleep.”

      “We are the life of the party, aren’t we?” he quipped. 

      “There isn’t much to do in a hotel room by yourself. It’s hard being alone like that when it’s not the norm for me. Big family and friend groups mean I’m hardly ever alone.”

      “I can understand that,” he said. “Before I moved here, it was like that for me. I have two sisters and a brother. But I don’t have any family in New York.”

      “So you do live here?” 

      “I have for the past few years, but I’m headed back to Georgia now.”

      “To stay?” 

      He nodded and cut into his waffle. I took the moment to finish my oatmeal and toast. My phone buzzed on the table, and I picked it up. 

      
        
          
            
              
        Rhiannon

      

      
        Are you alive? Answer me, Olivia, and don’t make me find a way to New York to check on you. 

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Maggie

      

      
        Please fucking answer her, Ollie, before I push her off the stool.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me

      

      
        Must you two be this annoying so early in the morning? And I’m freaking alive. I had to get breakfast. 

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Zane

      

      
        I’m glad I don’t have to plan my baby sister’s funeral or explain to Mom why it’s somehow my fault something happened to you. 

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me

      

      
        You and Rhi deserve each other. 

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Rhiannon

      

      
        You say that like it’s an insult. Your brother definitely deserves me and all of my awesomeness. I only make his life better.

      

      

      

      

      

      I shook my head, glancing at Sebastian across the table. He was on his phone too, but his dark eyes connected with mine right away as if he could feel mine on him. 

      “Family,” I explained. 

      “Yeah, same. Mine’s being extra this morning.”

      “Mine too. Rhiannon is freaking nuts, and my brother isn’t much
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