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Chapter One

 Ezra Kaneshiro considered himself a respectful sort of
person. For example, when his dormmate wanted to sleep, he turned
off the lights and switched his laptop to night mode. If his
dormmate thought the room too cold, Ezra shrugged, turned up the
heat, and stripped down a layer. When he knew his dormmate might
have a date, Ezra asked enough questions to ensure he’d be out of
the room. He expected those niceties in return, and for the most
part, his dormmate did so.

The point being that Ezra
should have been pissed
he’d walked in on Malik, said dormmate, on the
receiving end of what looked like a spectacular blowjob. Instead,
for the past month, Ezra found himself contemplating the memory
with no ire. Even now, heading to the dorms from a night of library
studying, the images stuck with him—especially Malik staring at
him, naked and surprised, for several beats longer than
necessary.

No straight man would do that with his
cock still at the ready.

As Ezra stepped into the
dorm elevator and jammed the button for the fourth floor, his phone
vibrated. He glanced at the message
preview and sighed. Of course. Kade again, inviting him over for a
romp. Which was the second stupidest way to say sex that Ezra had
ever heard, the first being “hanky panky.”

He swiped his messages clean. That
situation was getting too sticky. For a guy who claimed to be a pro
at friends with benefits, Kade seemed awfully attached lately. That
wouldn’t do. For one, Kade was hot but dumber than a bucket of
rocks. For another, even if Ezra could look past that, the guy was
a bleeding heart—and not in the good way. Once he heard of Ezra’s
aspirations beyond medical school, he’d bail out like everyone
else.

Besides, Ezra planned to sleep in his
own bed tonight.

At his room, he quietly tested the
knob first. Unlocked. Good. One accidental venture into voyeurism
was one thing, but twice would end with him on someone’s hit list.
If not Portia’s, then possibly Malik’s. The guy liked his privacy
more than some.

Ezra opened the door and shrugged off
his backpack. Silence greeted him, but the lights were on. A quick
glance at Malik’s bed showed why.

The girlfriend was here—Portia. And
Malik. Both clothed this time. Malik looked like he’d fallen asleep
some time ago, his head nestled in her lap. Her skirt rode up to
reveal toned, freckled thighs. Even relaxed and half covered by one
of Malik’s hands, her muscles remained on prominent display. One
hand grasped her phone while the other idly toyed with the fine
strands on Malik’s crown.

Once again, neither
reacted.

So once again, Ezra just
watched.

Walking in on this was different. It
proved something crackled between the two. More than attraction,
and more than apparently great sex. A friction Ezra could see but
had never felt along his own skin.

He turned the memory of that night
over in his head, the raw eroticism imposing over the sweetness
before him. Malik sitting on the bed, knees bent, but not enough to
hide the redhead stuffing his cock in her mouth like she’d
discovered a new religion. Malik leaning over her, whispering that
he wasn’t ready to come—even Ezra had to admit that was hot in the
moment. The tension thrumming through Malik. The muscles along his
arms as he dug his fingers into the mass of her curls, his shallow
breaths beating the air while her lips slid along his length, how
his eyes closed and his throat visibly constricted when she took
him in fully.

Somehow seeing them like this was just
as intimate.

The woman glanced up and blinked. For
a moment, Ezra expected her to shy away, pull down her skirt, maybe
even push Malik off.

Instead, she arched a fine red
eyebrow. “Hello.”

“Hi.” Ezra set his
backpack on his chair.

“How long were you
watching this time?”

Her tone was what some might call
off-putting: frosty and acrid. It suited her, though. That first
night, he wouldn’t have expected it. Not when she’d shifted in that
precarious moment and caught Ezra’s eye. Stared at him. Confused,
startled, defensive, yet not embarrassed. Ezra had interrupted, but
she’d chosen to challenge him rather than cover herself.

Ezra hid a smile as he removed his
books. “Only a minute.”

The bed sheets whispered. Ezra cast a
look over his shoulder as she gently shifted Malik off her lap and
onto the bed.

Moments like this puzzled him most.
Malik had grown visibly attached to this girl in a short span of
time. Anyone who didn’t live with the guy likely didn’t notice any
changes in behavior. The faint smiles if Malik received a text from
her, the spark in his gaze if whatever she texted was amusing, the
way he’d slowly started spending two nights a week off-campus and
only returned to jump straight into his studies. If Ezra caught a
glimpse of the two outside, they didn’t seem couple-like. They
never held hands, kissed, or embraced in front of
others.

It was everything else. The
subtleties. How her nose scrunched when he annoyed her, how he
smirked when she let loose a verbal stream of fire. Or how she’d
turn her back on him, but he’d lean over and say something, and
she’d push him back with a laugh.

“Interesting,” said
Ezra.

She gave him an odd look before
slipping into her low heels. “What’s that?”

Ezra cocked his head. “You don’t act
like a couple in public, but you don’t mind me watching you
cuddle.”

It was her turn to tilt her head—like
she was mocking him. “You’ve already seen me blow him.”

“It didn’t seem polite to
point out,” he said.

“Staring isn’t polite
either, but you helped yourself to that twice now, didn’t
you?”

Ezra suppressed a strange tingle
threatening his spine. A lax smile eased his mouth. “If I
apologize, would you forgive me?”

She shrugged into a light jacket
draped over Malik’s chair. “Not if you sound as unapologetic as you
do right now.”

“Then I’m sorry for
that.”

She snorted.

“It’s just interesting
hearing words come out of your mouth instead of my roommate’s
dick.”

She avoided his gaze—not out of fear
or shyness, but like she stood above him. He’d seen the same look
in people raised with immense privilege from birth, and that only
made Malik’s affinity toward her all the more curious, considering
his own financially tumultuous background.

The woman fluffed her hair out from
her jacket. “If this is about why I didn’t greet you as a proper
guest would at the time, then the apology is mine. Though I also
prefer not talking with my mouth full, and you really shouldn’t
obsess over month-old news.”

Ah, that explained a bit of it. Her
wit remained sharp under pressure.

He expected her to flounce out the
door. Instead she extended her hand, her eyes warm brown in color
but cold steel in aura. This was not a woman who shied away from a
fight. “Portia Ward. A pleasure.”

Ezra glanced down at her hand.
“Shouldn’t you wash that first?”

She scoffed. “Please. I
don’t need to be a pre-med to understand basic hygiene
or to have
standards.”

Acerbic, brash,
and observant. Despite
himself, Ezra took her hand. She gripped as firm as any man he’d
met, and that brought an unintended smile to his lips.
“Ezra.”

“I know.”

Was that to get under his skin? Ezra
couldn’t be entirely sure, but he definitely understood why Malik
was drawn to her. Portia spoke and carried herself like a woman who
wouldn’t take any bullshit, and she went out of her way to ensure
everyone knew it.

She released him and stopped to grab
her purse. “He’s tired. Don’t pester him.”

“Are you his mother, his
nanny, or his girlfriend?”

Portia rolled her eyes. “If I wanted
to baby a grown man, I have plenty of exes I could
call.”

He leaned against his desk. “Then why
the warning, Ms. Ward?”

“Portia,” she said firmly.
“Because if you’re rude enough to watch me blow him, you could be
rude enough to wake him.”

Ezra nodded, resisting another urge to
smile. Best she didn’t assume he was mocking her. “I’ll be
quiet.”

Without another word, she left,
closing the door softly behind her.

Ezra meant to do a little more work
yet found himself staring after her in deep thought. This encounter
was the closest they’d been since he’d walked in on her and Malik.
When fully clothed, at the very least, she held her own more than
well enough. One might even call her hostile—which apparently
piqued Malik’s interest.

Ezra wasn’t an idiot. He knew what
love looked like on the outside. Seeing it in someone like Malik
merely…intrigued him. It was an unexpected development in a man
Ezra had been certain hid a proclivity toward other men.

He cast a look at his roommate. Malik
remained on the bed, eyebrows slightly knitted, as though he sensed
her lack of presence but couldn’t wake up enough to do anything
about it. His hair fell into his eyes, in terrible need of a
trim.

Ezra had a million
questions for his dormmate, and he’d been stewing over them for
weeks. Tonight might be a good time to start asking. He couldn’t be
direct, of course. If Malik was
repressing his sexuality, blunt inquiry would
only make him double down. No, Ezra would have to be smarter about
it.

Even if it was just to satisfy
scorching curiosities.

Like what made this girl special. Why
Malik seemed into her yet kept sending Ezra mixed signals when Ezra
removed his shirt or stepped out of the bathroom in little more
than a towel. How Malik could look at Ezra for an entire five
seconds longer than necessary after he’d just gotten out of the
shower but not have an inkling that he could be into men. It was
almost painful watching him walk around
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