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            Prologue

          

          HANNAH

        

      

    

    
      “So you found someone?” I flopped down onto the couch beside Cade, close enough that our legs touched so we could share body heat, both of us always struggling to stay at normal temperatures—he was lucky he was dating my brother now, given that Haines was a furnace.

      “Yeah, we think so,” Cade hummed, lifting his arm and settling it around my shoulders on the back of the couch. He was careful to avoid my long golden blonde hair, having been the cause of a rather painful tug in the past. “Byron. He seems alright. Everything went well when we were talking to him, at least, and we first helped him move in after we all agreed to a trial period.”

      Cade and I sat in the main area of their apartment. It was an open plan, so the kitchen and living areas were really just divided by the countertop. We could see—or, more so, hear—Haines banging around the cupboards to get his crackers and water bottle before he joined us.

      “He still reached out after reading our meticulously crafted listing, so that bodes well.” Haines shoved our legs so that he could perch on the coffee table, his need for closeness prioritized over the fact that there were two large chairs only five feet further from us. “We made sure it would scare away anyone who might not fit in well.”

      I inclined my head inquisitively. “How’d you do that?”

      “He threatened bodily harm to potential homophobes,” Cade chuckled.

      I gasped, delighted. “Haines!”

      Haines smirked and shrugged, blue eyes that matched mine sparking with mischief. “If they decided to give us a piece of their minds after that, we’d find out in that first interview, so I figured it was a safe bet. But Byron seems cool. He hasn’t eaten our food yet or forgotten to flush the toilet.”

      “The night is young. He’s only been here for a week.” Cade raised a brow, and I snuggled closer to his side. “He could still turn out to be an asshole.”

      “You’re an asshole,” I pointed out. “But you’re still here.”

      Cade, to his credit, wasn’t fazed, even as Haines cackled from his perch.

      “He happens to like my asshole.”

      Haines choked, and I took the opportunity to kick his shoe, sending him sprawling backwards off the coffee table and onto the fuzzy rug that I knew was Cade’s choosing. At least he missed the TV stand.

      Cade smirked.

      I laughed. “Well, I guess you’ve got me there.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          BYRON

        

      

    

    
      Living with Cade and Haines was turning out better than I could have hoped.

      Their listing was right. I came in without being a homophobic asshole, and we all seem to be getting along perfectly. Obviously, there are some growing pains with figuring out bathroom privileges and the rule for claiming food in the fridge and cabinets, but as someone who is freshly out of the clutches of his controlling and narcissistic father, that’s the best problem I could possibly be having right now.

      I slipped out of my bedroom, freshly showered and dressed, an ad for the secondhand electronics store in hand—determined to splurge on a TV, video game, or anything really—and immediately heard a new voice.

      I paused, hand still on my doorknob, as I shut the door behind me. Layering over Cade’s quiet but deep voice and Haines’s loud and happy voice was a third one. A woman’s. She spoke softly, much like Cade, but then she laughed, and my heart lurched.

      What the hell?

      I closed my door and strode out to see what was going on in our living room. The hall was narrow, leading to each of our bedrooms and shared bathroom and kitchen on the other side. Comparatively, everywhere else in the apartment was very open.

      Sure, it had just been a couple of weeks since I moved in, and we’d all agreed that there was no need to get all militaristic about inviting friends to our apartment, but I was still surprised that someone was over. Cade and Haines weren’t exactly the most social couple, I’d noticed. It had resulted in the three of us sharing meals and a beer more often than I could have ever reasonably expected.

      She was sitting on the couch with Cade, his arm draped over the couch behind her. Haines sat on the coffee table—asshole—and was gesticulating wildly, recounting some tale or another as she and Cade laughed at him, which, frankly, only seemed to spur him on.

      They glanced over when I entered, and I froze. It was a nasty habit I’d picked up being in my father’s general vicinity for twenty years, give or take.

      “Uh, hey,” I offered, forcing my legs to move again and take me around the counter that divided the kitchen from the living area and to the fridge, where I retrieved my coffee creamer.

      “Hey,” Haines grinned. “Good morning. This is my sister, Hannah. Hannah, Byron.”

      I raised a hand in greeting, unable to drag my gaze from her face for a second. Her delicate features drew me in, her pale eyes soft and inquisitive as she scanned my body with approval.

      I gripped the mug I now held more tightly, and her eyes flashed to my arm, where I must have flexed.

      “Nice to meet you, Byron. Are you making coffee?”

      I nodded. It had been a nice constant since I’d moved out, brewing and drinking my coffee every morning.

      “Would you like one?” I asked, needing to know immediately if checking me out was all she was interested in.

      “I’d love one.” She stood and pushed Haines’s leg out of the way, sending him careening dramatically off the coffee table. “Does Haines still have French vanilla?”

      She rounded the counter and crowded behind me as I opened the fridge again. “Hazelnut and coconut are the only ones they have, I think.”

      Hannah pouted, and I clenched my jaw, wanting immediately to bite her lower lip.

      God, Byron. Pull yourself together. This is your roommate’s sister.

      She touched me then, and any hesitation flew out the window and over the balcony rail. Her touch was gentle, fingertips touching my waist over my shirt and her cheek nearly touching my arm.

      She barely reached my shoulder in height, and it made me consider my movements. I didn’t want to dislodge her. But part of me wanted to pick her up, set her on the counter, and slot myself between her legs.

      Hannah met my eyes, and her knowing smile was devastating. Earth-shattering. Because the quirk of her eyebrow was full of attitude.

      And invitation.

      Do it, she dared me silently.

      Shit.

      Haines was going to kill me.
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          HANNAH

        

      

    

    
      Do it.

      Come on, Byron.

      He exhaled, head tilting up slightly like he was sending up a prayer, then he was hauling me up by my hips and setting me on the countertop, the skin below the hem of my jean shorts hitting the cold countertop.

      “Woah! Hey!”

      Haines was on his feet, but I beamed at Byron and laughed, delighted by his reaction. And he’d done it in front of Haines, no less. Most guys would usually be intimidated by my brother.

      Byron’s eyes locked on mine, a brown as deep and as dark as his skin, and his grip tightened, his hands planted on the countertop on either side of me.

      “What the hell, Byron? Get off of her!”

      Haines jerked Byron back with a hand on his shoulder.

      Byron let Haines pull him back from me, but he was watching me.

      I’d caused this, after all. I’d all but begged him to pick me up. But who could blame me, really? The guy looked like he lifted trees in his spare time.

      “Haines, it’s fine. I asked him to.” I swatted my brother’s hands away from Byron and hopped down from the counter.

      “Wha-what?” Haines frowned.

      “I didn’t hear anything,” Cade supplied unhelpfully from the couch, where he perched watching us, clearly entertained, if his chin on his palm was anything to go off.

      I shot him a glare. “Oh, shut it. Some of us don’t have to use words to get what we want.”

      “You just met him!” Haines rubbed his temples.

      “He’s stunning.” I shrugged, unbothered by Haines’s confusion.

      Byron smiled and averted his gaze from my brother, who was still clearly having difficulties.

      “You’re an adrenaline junkie,” Haines grumbled. “You’re gonna be the death of me.”

      Cade beckoned Haines back, and Haines moved obediently, only stopping to poke a finger into Byron’s chest. “You be careful with her. She’s still my sister, and I will not only evict you if you hurt her; I will throw you off the fire escape.”

      Byron shrugged. “Better than the stairs.”

      I giggled and smacked Haines’s hand away again before stepping back into Byron’s space. “No stairs,” I promised right before I took his hand in mine. “But you should definitely take me on a date.”

      Byron chuckled and stepped back. “I’ll need my coffee first.”
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